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To my readers, always
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By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Helen Branch made little time for men in her life. Helen didn’t connect with most because she would rather climb the career ladder than spend time with a man who made her miserable. All of her girlfriends expended an exhausting amount of the energy of chasing boyfriends or imagining weddings Helen doubted half of them would experience. Her friends thought she was cold, but Helen just knew what she wanted.

Sometimes Helen wished she could turn back the clock and relive childhood to the fullest. Play more sports. Act less sulky in high school. Take piano lessons seriously. Enroll in a Japanese or French school, so she wouldn’t have to struggle with language-learning apps. She always forgot the material by the next week.

Her parents, who were out of town visiting the beaches of Alabama, had given her plenty of opportunities Helen threw to the wind. Whatever happened, she was here now reminiscing on all she didn’t do. Spending her Friday night sitting in front of the dryer watching her clothes tumble.

Helen’s work life was splendid. She always received glowing reviews from her superiors, worked extra hours (for no pay), and went beyond the scope of her job description. She had already been promoted once after just a year with the company. Helen got the job after finishing a five-year program that ended with her earning a Bachelor’s and Master’s degree in engineering.

She applied her skills to a job with an automotive research company. Helen didn’t love cars, but they offered her employment after one interview. The benefits and pay were fantastic. She could afford to buy her own washer and dryer, but part of her knew she wouldn’t for a few more years.

Since graduating high school, life had been like a bullet train racing through the countryside. One task led to the next, and she had turned twenty-four before she knew it. Helen wasn’t even sure she loved her career, but there was no turning back now that she had her degree and a mountain of debt to pay.

Helen watched the tumbling clothes, feeling as though they were her rolling down a hill into a lake of nothingness. A body of water where she’d lose herself. Float on her back under the beaming sun. Wish for a compatible man to walk into her life.

The problem wasn’t the lack of men. Random men harassed Helen on an almost daily basis, but she wasn’t looking for just any man. Helen needed one she could trust. One that would accept her for the person she was beneath the outer layer.

Helen had dark brown hair she curled most mornings. She wore makeup. Lipstick. Lip liner too, if the mood struck her. She wasn’t afraid to wear a minidress to the club, but what Helen didn’t want was a dominant, overbearing man. No man was about to tell her what to do. She hated aggressive men who tried to control every aspect of lovemaking in the bedroom. She stopped having sex with random guys she found on apps last year, holding out for her unicorn.

The wait was exhausting. A vibrator could only do so much. She missed the warm touch of another human, but people changed when they got naked. Helen had been disappointed too many times, so she wasn’t letting just anyone in her garden.

The dryer beeped. Helen rubbed the warm cotton of t-shirts against her face before folding them. She wore casual clothes to the office and sexier outfits to restaurants or clubs with her girlfriends. She had no time for heels in the office, even if she loved how they looked. It wasn’t going to happen when she worked with so many sex-deprived male coworkers.

Helen jumped when she heard a noise. She clutched her chest when she realized she had left her phone in the living room. She was so lost in her thoughts about life she hadn’t missed her phone. The sound of a dyer was meditating. The touch of the warm fabric sensual.

Helen took a deep breath to steady herself before leaving the laundry room. Noise was coming from upstairs. She made it to her phone in the living room, and the noise hadn’t stopped. She wondered if a raccoon had snuck into the attic but was too afraid to check. She went back to the laundry room with her phone and called her brother.

Adrian answered on the second ring. “Adrian, are you at mom and dad’s?”

“No, why?”

“I hear something upstairs. I’m calling the police,” Helen said in a harsh whisper. Her thumb a millimeter from the ‘end call’ button when she heard Adrian holler.

“Helen, don’t hang up. It might be Paul. I gave him the key to get skis for this weekend,” he said. “We’re supposed to go cross-country skiing.”

“You could have warned me,” said Helen. She still didn’t feel safe. She wouldn’t until she could confirm it was Paul.

“I didn’t know you would be at the house,” he said. “Mom and dad are in Alabama. Why are you there?”

“Mom asked me to water her plants, and I’m washing my clothes. Paul should have said something when he came inside if he saw my car in the driveway.”

“Hold on, let me make sure it’s him. I’d hate for you to get murdered by some intruder because we’re arguing about nothing,” Adrian said. The line went dead for a moment, and then he was back. A ringing sounded, and Helen heard the cell phone through the pipes a moment later. Her body relaxed. She was hot with fear.

Paul’s deep voice filled the line. “Hello?”

“You almost gave my sister a heart attack, man. Announce yourself when you enter a home. Did you see her car in the driveway?”

“My bad, Adrian. Hey Helen, I’m upstairs grabbing the skiing equipment.”

“Go figure,” she said, hanging up the phone. Paul’s laughter carried through the house, which pissed Helen off. How could they laugh at her fear as though it were unfounded? Assholes. Paul and Adrian were younger than her by two years, making them twenty-two. They had been best friends and a pain in her ass for as long as Helen could remember.

It was interesting to see how their two lives were diverging in adulthood. Adrian, Helen’s brother, loved to surround himself with people. Countless strangers Helen couldn’t remember. He was always enjoying life however he could. He worked because he wanted money for fun. Paul was more studious. More career driven. He went backpacking across Australia after graduation but often talked about philosophy and business. Adrian concerned himself with celebrity gossip more than politics. Despite their differences, they had remained best friends through the years.

Helen heard footsteps coming down the stairs. She stuffed the few remaining items into her basket. She picked up the clothes and ran to the door, but Paul caught her before she could leave.

“Hey, sorry for scaring you.”

“It’s fine. Lock up when you leave.”

“Helen, don’t leave. We never see each other,” said Paul. She shrugged and opened the door, winter air slamming into her. She forgot to put on her coat. Helen didn’t even have her keys. “How about I order us some food? I have an hour if you do.”

Helen sighed but couldn’t argue against eating. “Fine, but I’m choosing the place.”

“Whatever you want,” he said.

♦

Helen and Paul sat in silence as they waited for their delivery to arrive. They had ordered Middle Eastern food. They’d eat enough garlic that any ideas of fooling around would fly out the window. Helen stared straight ahead, watching the television as though the news were interesting. Paul studied her face. She was a mystery to him. Adrian’s older sister who kept to herself. Paul couldn’t name one of her friends, but he assumed she had some. Paul liked how her hands were dancing on her thighs. Her fingers twitched whenever the house creaked.

“How’s work?” asked Paul.

Helen turned her head. Her deadpan gaze stilled Paul. “Does it matter? What’s your game here, Paul? I’m not interested,” she said.

“Excuse me? You’re my best friend’s sister. That’s a tiny degree of separation, Helen. Is it a crime to offer you dinner?”

“There are always strings attached when a man offers something,” she said. “You got your skis and scared the hell out of me. I have to work in the morning.”

“Right, and how’s that going for you?”

“Fine,” said Helen. She picked up the remote. She pressed its buttons with force. Paul checked his phone to see where the delivery driver was. Five minutes. Paul was ready to eat, grab his stuff, and leave with how Helen was acting. He couldn’t understand women most of the time, especially when they acted moody like Helen.

“You want water? I’ll set the table until the driver gets here,” said Paul. Helen grunted as a response, flipping the channels until she landed on a home-renovation show. Paul knew his way around the Branches’ kitchen, so he fixed two glasses of ice water. He grabbed plates from the cabinet and set them on the dining-room table.

Paul didn’t notice Helen watching his bulging arms from the sofa. She hid her face with strands of her brown hair. She couldn’t deny Paul’s charm. He had a muscular body. Thick chest and broad shoulders. A slim waist. Blue eyes and buzzed brown hair. He kept his face cleanly shaven, and Helen wanted to watch him bent over her leg as she spanked him for scaring her.

The food arrived before Paul could place silverware on the table. Helen put on her coat and opened the door, giving the driver the cash tip Paul had set on the coffee table. He stood by the table as Helen walked across the room with the bag of takeout containers.

“It smells delicious,” she said. “I haven’t had shawarma in years.”

“Let’s eat,” said Paul. They sat at the table with the renovation show playing in the background. Paul felt strange eating with Adrian’s sister at their parents’ house. What was even worse was how attractive he found Helen. How he wanted to touch her hair. Her lips. He wanted to slip his member inside her, which he has wanted for years. His crush had grown even more after coming back from backpacking in Australia. She was like art in a museum he couldn’t touch.

Helen wanted Paul’s touch but figured he was just like every other guy: Chauvinistic; Messy; Egotistical; and Unaware.

“What do you think of the food?” asked Paul.

Helen was chewing chicken. She swallowed before replying, “great. Where did you order this from?” Paul told her the name of the restaurant. Helen said she would have to order their food for herself. “Without me?” he asked.

“I don’t see this happening again,” she said.

“We’re adults now. Just because I’m your brother’s friend doesn’t mean I can’t be yours,” he said.

“There are many arguments against that, Paul. I won’t even argue with you because after tonight, we’ll just go back to how we were. Tell me about this ski trip you’re taking with Adrian,” said Helen.

Paul talked about what he and Adrian were planning. They had rented a cabin in northern Michigan that would have plenty of snow and opportunities for cross-country skiing. It was a great exercise, and they loved to build fires, drink beers, and just escape the chaos of Detroit.

“Sounds like a fun trip,” said Helen. She had finished all the food on her plate and was ready to leave. She gathered the trash, cleaning up the area as Paul finished eating. They were both packed up and standing by the door ten minutes later.

“We should do this again,” said Paul.

“Not a chance, buddy, but thank you for dinner,” she said. “After you.”

Paul ducked outside. Helen waited for him to disappear down the road before she locked up and started her car. It was freezing, but Helen started driving. Her car heated up a couple minutes later. She tried to forget about Paul but found he was all she could think about as she drove home. Paul couldn’t stop thinking about Helen either.


Chapter Two

Paul had several months until he started work at a corporation in downtown Detroit. His parents were helping him until the paychecks started rolling in, but they would be generous when they did. He had to spend his last few months of freedom and wanted a woman by his side to pass the time. He wanted Helen. Paul didn’t know what to do. Adrian would kill him for lusting after his older sister, but Paul hadn’t stopped thinking of her since they ate dinner together.

He and Adrian were supposed to leave for the ski trip in a couple days. Paul knew he would have to tell Adrian about his feelings for Helen but was afraid of the fallout. Paul didn’t have many friends, and he would hate to lose Adrian, but Helen was calling him. He needed her. The idea intoxicated him.

Paul walked to his window, watching the flurries swirl through the air. He glanced at the skis from the Branches’ in the corner. Paul pulled his phone from his pocket. He unlocked it and searched for Adrian’s number. He was about to call Adrian when his phone started ringing.

“Adrian, I was just about to call you,” he said.

“Bro! You won’t believe it!”

“What happened?” asked Paul. Adrian sounded overjoyed.

“Charlene is pregnant! We’re having a baby!”

“Dude, are you serious? Congratulations!”

Adrian laughed like a madman. Paul heard Charlene ask something about food in the background. Adrian answered her. Paul was hungry himself and would make a snack after the phone call. “Yeah, man. We found out yesterday. You’re the first person we’re telling. Promise you won’t say a word to anyone. Charlene didn’t even want me to tell you, but I was just too excited!”

Paul thought of Helen. Her brown hair and full lips. The curve of her bosom under her shirt. Paul didn’t care if he hurt his friend by exploring his desires for Helen, but he would keep Adrian’s secret. His thoughts were muddled. He wasn’t trying to clean the water because it felt too good to swim in its filth. “It’s an honor you told me first.”

“Of course, man. You’re my best friend! I can’t wait to tell everyone, but Charlene is making me promise to shut up until after the first trimester. Promise you can keep a secret?”

“Cross my heart, bro,” said Paul, thinking about how he would have to hide his own secrets if he could seduce Helen. “I won’t tell a soul.”

“Thanks. Alright, I got to hang up, but woooo! We have to celebrate.”

“Does this mean you aren’t going on the ski trip this weekend?”

“Oh, shit. I almost forgot that was why I called too,” said Adrian, laughing. He sounded drunk, but Paul didn’t blame him. He couldn’t wait to spoil Adrian’s kid. They both knew he would be its godfather when the day came. It was like an unspoken agreement. Paul expected the question would come when the dust was more settled, if he didn’t ruin their friendship by pursuing Helen. “Yeah, man. I’m sorry Paul, but Charlene doesn’t want me going up North now that I’m going to be a father! I can’t believe I get to say that!”

Paul heard Charlene yell at Adrian in the background not to jinx their chances by saying those words. “No worries, Adrian. Charlene needs you, and I totally understand.”

“Thanks, bro. Sorry. I’ll give you whatever money you need to cover my part.”

“Don’t worry about it. Enjoy the weekend,” said Paul. He hung up the phone before Adrian could reply. They often hung up on each other without saying ‘bye’. Paul paced his living room, thinking of his next move. Deciding how he would approach Helen.

♦

Helen turned off the car and went inside her apartment. She had just come from watering her mother’s plants. Work exhausted her today, and she was ready to kick off her tennis shoes. She wanted to change from jeans to yoga pants. One of her male coworkers had harassed her in the elevator, talking about how big her breasts looked in the shirt she was wearing. Helen didn’t even have the energy to respond to his comment, let alone tattle to human resources.

She wasn’t even sure the man had said it with malicious intentions, but how would he feel if she looked down to his crotch and said ‘those jeans make your dick look smaller than usual’. She almost said it but had stayed silent. They went on with their days as though he never uttered the rude comment.

Helen was microwaving a frozen dinner when her phone rang. It was an unknown number with a Detroit area code. She ignored it and went back to reading a news article on her phone. The same number called her again a few moments later. She answered it with an annoyed voice, “hello?”

“Hey, Helen. It’s Paul,” he said.

“How did you get my number?”

“I have my ways.”

“I’m already preparing dinner. Please forget my number. Hanging up now,” she said and pulled the phone from her ear. She had no time for Paul’s games. He was handsome, but Helen was so tired of men. Part of her wished she were bisexual or a lesbian, but she wasn’t.

She would just use her dildo and keep to herself, as hard as it was some nights. Those nights she wanted a hand to run along her body. Squeeze her breasts. Those nights she wanted to stroke a dick. Tie up her man and ride his member. Watch him squirm.

“Helen! Helen! Don’t hang up!”

She didn’t. He had one minute until the microwave beeped. “You have fifty seconds to make your case.”

“Come with me up North. Your brother had to cancel,” he said. “I don’t want to go alone.”

“I have a job, Paul, and you don’t seem to have good intentions. Why would I go on a trip alone with you?”

“What day can you leave? Could we leave early Saturday morning and come back Monday night? Don’t tell me you have no personal days you could use,” he said.

“None that I’d use to spend time with you.”

Paul chuckled. “Ouch, you don’t hold back, do you?”

“You don’t even know the first thing about me besides the fact I’m your best friend’s sister. Adrian would kill you for even entertaining this idea, Paul. Plus, as handsome as you are, I’m simply not attracted to you. Your personality is well… less than desirable,” she said. The microwave beeped the moment she finished her sentence, and she hung up the phone without another word.

Paul’s time had run out, and he lost the case. Helen let her food cool as she set the table to eat.


Chapter Three

An hour after dinner, Helen thought of her brother’s best friend. What if there was more to Paul? What if he had potential? Helen didn’t want to dismiss him so quickly. He was handsome. Considerate. A Midwestern gentleman. Paul was comfortable, but that also made him dangerous. Helen had a secret and couldn’t decide if it was even worth the risk to entertain his offer of a weekend up North. They would be in a cabin far away from their homes. Helen wasn’t a woman who enjoyed the unknown. She was someone who liked to know her options. She wanted to foresee where the fork in a road would lead her.

Helen couldn’t focus on the television. She went to the freezer and took out a chocolate bar she had been eating throughout the past week. She broke off five squares, two more than she normally ate. She sat in a chair because it was easier to focus when she was sitting up straight. The sofa made her want to lie on her back and slip a hand into her panties. She couldn’t help but wonder how Paul’s naked body would look. How big was his dick? Would he like Helen to tie him up and ride it?

Unlocking her phone, Helen stared at Paul’s number from her caller ID. She saved it before opening a message to him. She typed ‘hello’ before deleting it, closing her phone, and slamming it on the table. She couldn’t believe herself for even thinking about messaging Paul.

But… Helen wanted someone. She wanted to hold Paul from behind. Act as his big spoon. Push him to his limits. The way he had looked at her when they ate dinner at her parent’s house enamored her. What if he was the one, and she was ignoring the obvious?

It wasn’t obvious. Love had no clear path, as Helen had learned first hand. Plus, she didn’t want to drive a wedge between her brother and his best friend, but Paul was the one who had stirred the pot. Now she just wanted to snuggle up next to him by a fire on a snowy day.

Helen took a deep breath. She was horny and needed to clear her head. It had been too long since she had an actual dick and not her dildo. Helen wasn’t thinking rationally. She needed to expunge her desires, so she went to her bedroom.

Opening her closet, Helen pulled out a box of goodies. She had whips, ropes, floggers, clamps, candles, and so much more. She lit a candle before warming her dildo in a heated intimate-toy pouch. There was nothing worse than a cold dick sinking into her pussy, so she always warmed her dildo before using it. It wasn’t Paul’s but would have to do.

Helen searched her favorite porno website and found a video of a woman fucking a hung stud. He had abs and thick arms. Nobody would ever suspect his sissy desires on the street, but Helen knew those gems existed even if they were hard to find, like hunting for diamonds in a mine.

Helen stripped the clothes from her body as the couple in the video kissed. The man rubbed the woman’s clit. She moaned while gripping the back of his neck. He was sucking on her nipple as he touched her. Helen wanted Paul’s mouth on her breasts. His hands desperate to touch every centimeter of her body.

The woman moaned. Helen moaned with her. She closed her eyes, imagining Paul was touching her like the man in the video as she squeezed one nipple and rubbed her clit. Helen knew all her spots, so the pleasure was instant. The couple panted in the background. Helen was the woman. The man was Paul. His blue eyes. Thick muscles.

Whimpering.

Arched back.

Helen needed a dick inside her, so she picked up the warmed dildo and slid it inside her cave. The sensation of her walls stretching pushed her over the edge as she rubbed her clit. She rode her dildo, picturing Paul tied to the bed. Helen was dripping as she touched herself. Her fingers a sticky mess.

She needed Paul.

She would have Paul.

Fuck polite. If he wanted to mess with her, he would get the full package. Who cared if people knew she liked to dominate? If Paul submitted, wouldn’t he keep it a secret? Men hated to share their truth, but Helen had to think clearly. Was she willing to take a chance?

Helen fucked herself slowly as she rubbed her clit in just the way she liked. She curled her toes as an orgasm built in her center. Faux sensations of her nails digging into Paul’s muscular chest. A tear slid down Helen’s cheek as the pressure became too much. She came all over her hand, holding the dildo within her body until she returned to reality.

Her orgasm had been euphoria, but Helen found herself typing and deleting messages to Paul thirty minutes later as she sat on the sofa and drank wine. Helen turned off her phone before she did something she would regret. She dug an alarm clock out the back of her closet, set it for the morning so she wouldn’t miss work, and drank a couple glasses of wine until exhaustion took her stumbling to the bedroom.

♦

Paul felt foolish for reaching out to Helen. He was risking his friendship with Adrian. He was risking his place as the unborn child’s godfather. There were many other aspects on the line, like mutual friends, but Paul didn’t regret the phone call. He knew the risks his actions presented. Perhaps it was foolish, but the rewards outweighed the risks. Paul wanted Helen. He wanted to learn everything about her. Discover what she loved. What made her tick.

Paul grunted, releasing the dumbbells in his hand. He stretched before returning to his apartment. There was a gym in his building and used it almost daily, only resting on Saturdays.

A couple who lived down the hall from Paul waved at him as he stepped off the elevator. They always took the stairs, which Paul didn’t understand, but who was he to judge? Maybe they considered a few flights of stairs a workout. Paul forgot about them by the time he reached his door. He stepped inside. Paul pulled the shirt from his body, drying himself with it.

He went to the kitchen and prepared a protein shake as he looked at pictures of Helen on Adrian’s social media. He could make a shake with his eyes closed he did it so often, but Helen’s face made him make mistakes. He forgot to put the lid on his blender, and the mix went everywhere. He cursed. Paul grabbed rags to clean up the mess.

Paul sipped his protein shake while scrolling through photos of Helen at family events. She and Adrian were close. They went to dinners together. They sent articles to each other about topics of mutual interest. Paul didn’t have any siblings, and he had always been a little jealous of the dynamic between Adrian and Helen. They had known each other their entire lives, and it showed in how they acted. Paul hated himself for crushing on his best friend’s sister. Adrian was like the brother he never had. Paul wanted to stop, but he couldn’t. Silent forces were driving him. Paul couldn’t stop them.

It didn’t take more than a minute to finish the protein shake. Paul walked toward the bathroom, kicking his shorts and underwear into the dirty-clothes hamper. He checked himself out in the mirror before starting the shower. He waited as the water warmed, unable to resist Helen’s face on the screen. He wanted to reach through the virtual world and touch her. Was she thinking of him? Was she reconsidering his offer? Paul knew he shouldn’t try again, but there was more time.

Paul stared at Helen’s number, wanting to message her, but he didn’t. He stepped into the stream of scorching water. The heat tempered his desires. Distracted his mind with pellets of pain, but the pain hardened his manhood. He squeezed his aching hole. He resisted his growing erection. His desires as clear as an unwrapped gift.

Paul ignored his dick and hungry sissy hole. He lathered his hair with shampoo as the water hit his body, running down his backside. He thought of how it would feel to have Helen’s mouth around his dick. Her fingers in his ass. How her pussy would taste on his lips. He wanted to wash her body and hold her in his arms. Paul would carry her around the house as he licked her pussy lips. Press her against a wall. Finger her womanhood as his dick dripped precum. Would she want to finger him too? Fuck him with a strap? It was his secret fantasy to have a woman dominate him. He squeezed his ass again, but it did nothing to stop the hardening of his manhood.

Tilting his head back, Paul rinsed the shampoo from his hair. He applied conditioner and washed his body with a bar of soap. He stroked his lathered dick. Paul rubbed his thumb down his shaft. He stared at the throbbing veins running through his cock. He used his other hand to draw circles around his sensitive hole. Pulling back the curtain, Paul stared at Helen’s foggy photo on his phone.

The sight of her face sent waves through his body. Paul closed the curtain, placed one hand on his ass, and used the other to stroke his dick. His toes curled as an orgasm built within him. An orgasm of frustration. One he needed. One he knew wouldn’t quell this fantasy brewing in his head. Paul came.

His cum swirled down the drain with the soap suds running from his body. Paul balls his hand, slamming it against the tiled wall. He washed his body and turned off the water. There was nothing to stop his thoughts. The hot water had lost its power moments after the initial pain. Paul couldn’t stop playing every moment of that evening at the Branches’ home.

Paul went to his bedroom and slipped into a pair of sweatpants and a sweater. Commando. The shape of his dick pressed against the fabric. Paul perched on the edge of his bed. He had Helen’s contact page pulled up, his thumb hovering over the message icon. A little voice in his head encouraged him to send a message. Another told him it was a mistake. He hated the battle of emotions, but Paul was a man who took risks. He had gone to Australia for six months on a visa with little preparation, and it had been the best time of his life.

Paul: Helen, I’m sorry to bother you. Feel free to ignore me, but I can’t stop thinking about you. Have dinner with me.

Without second guessing himself, Paul hit ‘send’. The message went through before he could change his mind. He left his phone on the bed and went to the kitchen for a banana. He had to get away from the device, but it pulled him back only moments later. Paul bit into the banana before he turned over his phone. To his surprise, there was a message waiting for him.

Helen: I’ve been thinking about you too, Paul. Meet be at this bar in an hour.

Helen sent the details of a place close to her house. He sent a message telling Helen that he would be there. It took Paul twenty minutes to decide what to wear. He spritzed cologne on himself but quickly realized it was overpowering, but Paul didn’t have time to do anything else. If he didn’t brush his teeth and leave, he would be late.

Paul didn’t want to ruin his chances, so he hoped the cologne would wear off on his drive to the bar. He hoped they had food too because he was hungry. Paul sprinted out the door and forced himself to drive the speed limit as he rushed to his date.


Chapter Four

Paul arrived first. He grabbed a corner table and studied the menu. He wanted wings but would order something less messy since he was meeting Helen. There was a flatbread that sounded appetizing. Paul’s leg bounced under the table as he waited for Helen to appear. He tried not to stare at the door but glanced in its direction every few seconds.

Helen arrived minutes later. She was wearing a thick coat and beanie that loosely covered her hair. She waved at Paul from across the room. All the doubts left his mind as he stood to hug Helen. She smelled of soap and fruity shampoo.

Paul’s overbearing cologne shocked Helen’s nostrils, but she ignored the scent as Paul’s firm body hugged her slender frame.

“How was your day?” he asked.

Helen shrugged. “Like all the others. I wasn’t expecting a message from you, but I’m glad you reached out.”

“Let’s sit,” said Paul. He helped Helen out of her coat. She was wearing a navy contour dress with dark tights. She had on a pair of kitten heels and a chain of pearls around her neck. Helen was Paul’s definition of beauty. No other woman in the bar compared.

“Your best friend would kill us if he knew we were together,” said Helen.

“Adrian will have to deal. He has bigger things on his plate.”

“Oh, like what?”

Paul couldn’t tell Helen about the pregnancy. For some reason, Paul thought Adrian would be more upset about him spilling the secret than dating Helen. Paul kept his lips sealed. “Oh, nothing. You know how high-maintenance Charlene is.”

“You think so? I find her down-to-earth.”

“Are you hungry?” Paul asked, desperate to change the subject. “They have a vegetarian flatbread we could try.”

“Sure, I’ll eat a couple slices. I need a drink more than anything,” Helen said before raising her hand in the air to get the waiter’s attention. He came to the table. They each ordered a drink and the flatbread to share. Helen needed a dry vodka martini to calm her nerves. Paul selected an extra-large beer that looked delicious, but Helen could never put that much liquid into her body, unless it were water after an exhausting day.

The server returned with their drinks. Helen and Paul stared at each other as they took the first sip. Helen thought back to fucking herself as she envisioned Paul’s hard body beneath her. He was timid yet confident. A gentleman with lust in his eyes.

Paul saw his cum swirling down the drain as he looked at Helen, embarrassed by his lack of control.

The server brought their flatbread, and neither had said much beyond complaining about the cold weather. It was standard conversation in a Michigan winter. Gray skies. Mountains of frozen, dirt-covered snow on countless corners.

“So, you aren’t working now?” asked Helen when she was tired of talking about the weather and the flavors of the flatbread, which weren’t bad, but the dough was dry and overcooked. Helen couldn’t complain too much. It wasn’t like they were eating at a renowned restaurant. She had chosen the bar because of its proximity to her home.

“I have a job lined up to start in a few months. They might call me to start early, but I doubt that’ll happen.”

“How are you paying for things until then?”

“My parents are helping me out,” he said.

“Super sexy,” Helen said in a sarcastic voice.

“Hey, I’ll have an awesome salary once I start, and I had to promise to protect them when they get older. The circle of life and all that,” he said.

“My parents want me to take care of everything now. Adrian isn’t the one watering the plants when they go to Alabama. He even sent you to the house to pick up the skis!”

“Yeah, he can be a lazy one sometimes,” said Paul.

“He’s your best friend.”

“He’s your brother.”

Helen shrugged. She didn’t want to spend her time talking about Adrian, but she wasn’t sure that she could separate him from Paul.

The smells of the bar had masked Paul’s cologne. His smile adorable. His blue eyes sparkled under the low lights. A buzz of alcohol made Helen feel tipsy.

Their conversation continued. Paul painted a picture of his travels through Australia. Helen couldn’t help but wonder what Aussie women Paul had enjoyed while he was there. He talked about the exotic animals and topography. He loved cities like Melbourne and Sydney but found the Outback otherworldly, like a trip to Mars. He loved the laid-back culture in Northern Australia and had joined a motorcycle club for a week with a rental.

“Wow, you were all over the place, weren’t you?”

“The strangest part was going back to where I started and describing it to the friends I had in Sydney. Most of them had never been to the West or North of Australia, but I guess some tourists are more adventurous than locals. There are plenty of places in Michigan and the Midwest I haven’t seen. I want to travel as much as I can before starting work, hence the trip to the cabin this weekend.”

“Right, the trip Adrian bailed on,” said Helen.

“Have you changed your mind about my offer? Saturday morning to Monday afternoon?”

Helen glanced to the side, narrowing her eyes. She sipped her dry martini. “Perhaps,” she said after swallowing.

“I would love to spend the weekend with you instead of being alone,” he said.

Helen stared into Paul’s eyes, wanting to reach across the table and take his face in her hands. She wanted to take him back to her place. Wasn’t his place miles away? He shouldn’t be driving so far after such a large beer, Helen thought to herself.

“How are you getting home?” she asked.

“I figured I’d drive,” he said. “Probably a bad idea, but I couldn’t resist you or this beer.”

“You could crash at my house,” said Helen. A smile broke across her face, which she hid under her hand. She took a deep breath to control herself. Helen sipped her martini with a straight face, waiting for Paul to reply.

“You think that’s a good idea?”

“If you don’t mind sleeping on the couch,” she said.

“I could do that. You have snacks? Something to drink?”

“There are drinks but not much food.”

“Let’s get some stuff to-go. I’ll pay the bill,” he said, waving over the waiter to order extra food and hand the man his credit card.

“I’m not sure I should let your parents pay for this,” she said.

“They’ll get paid back when the day comes,” Paul said with a wink. They were out the door a few minutes later. Paul parked his car in a safe spot off the bar’s lot, and they walked back to Helen’s place.

♦

Helen sat on her sofa, wishing she had told Paul to get a taxi, but it was too late. She had to work in the morning and was wondering what she was still doing in the living room with Paul next to her. His legs splayed. Hands behind his head. She was attracted to his casual conduct. His sly smile as he sipped a bottled beer. Helen was drinking soda water with lemon.

Paul sipped the local beer, savoring the bitter hops and Helen’s brown eyes. She sat with her back straight, looking uncomfortable in her own space. Paul lowered his arms to his lap instead of returning them to behind his head. The TV played in the background, but neither paid it any attention.

Their eyes were fixated like a lock without a key. Paul’s blue eyes had so much soul behind them it unsettled Helen. Paul felt the same.

“Where’s the food? I would like a snack,” said Helen. She needed something to distract her from the sexual desires bubbling within.

Paul grunted, shifting his attention from Helen’s face. Her thin nose and plump lips. Her breasts hiding beneath the contour dress. Paul could have gone home. He could have avoided tempting himself with Helen’s beauty, but here he was. “Yeah, there’s some food. I’ll grab it. Put something funny on because this show we’re watching is depressing,” he said.

“I’ll check,” said Helen. She found a sitcom from the nineties with a laugh track to fill awkward moments of silence. To distract them from their own weaknesses. Paul had ordered nachos and mozzarella sticks. He brought them back to the living room. Helen cleared off her coffee table so they would have room. “I haven’t had mozzarella sticks in years.”

“You’re in for a treat,” said Paul.

Helen sipped her soda water and focused her attention on the arguing couple from the TV show. Paul took his place on the couch. They each ate nachos and didn’t speak. Helen didn’t notice when Paul picked up a mozzarella stick and guided it to her mouth. She thought to refuse his offer but parted her lips.

Paul nearly dropped the food when Helen locked her eyes with his as her mouth opened. The sight hardened his dick. She bit down into the breaded outer layer. A string of white cheese hung in the air as she pulled away. It broke and fell against her face. They laughed. She chewed and swallowed as Paul ate the other half.

“Let’s watch a movie,” said Helen.

“I’m down, but don’t you have to work in the morning?”

“Yeah, but I don’t care. When do I ever stay up this late watching TV and eating junk food? I might as well make it worthwhile.”

“What did you have in mind?” asked Paul.

Helen opened her streaming service, and they found a romantic comedy that appealed to both of them. It was background noise as they ate. When the food was gone, they cuddled.

They kissed.

Helen and Paul didn’t go beyond kissing. They focused their attention on the television, and Helen was yawning after a few minutes. She drifted to sleep, and Paul kissed her on the forehead. He held her as he watched the rest of the movie.

Paul carried her to the bed when it was over and slept on the couch.

♦

Helen awoke to a blaring alarm, unsure of how her night ended. She was still wearing the contour dress but felt violated. How had she ended up in the bed? Helen threw the cover from her body. The sight of her smudged makeup sickened her. She heard a rumbling in the living room. It was too early to deal with this.

“Paul?”

“Morning sleepyhead,” he said. The door creaked open. Helen rushed across the room and slammed her bodyweight against it. “Helen, it’s just me.”

“What are you still doing here? Get out!”

“I’m dressed and was about to leave until I heard your alarm. I thought I’d wait to say goodbye. Maybe get another one of those amazing kisses,” he said.

There was no way Helen was about to kiss Paul with her morning breath. The image of it horrified her. “I don’t think so, Paul. I have to get ready for work,” she said. Helen still had enough time but needed Paul to disappear. “We’ll see each other Saturday morning. I promise.”

“Can’t we hug or something?” he asked. Paul dropped his head. He wanted to touch Helen. Smell her. Saturday morning felt like it was too far away to not see her face again, but he couldn’t stand around forever. He didn’t want to come off as a creep. The silence was unbearable. “All right, Helen. Message understood. I’ll grab my things and go.”

Paul turned on his heels. The sound of the opening bedroom door stopped him. Helen was standing there, looking as beautiful as she had the night before, if not better. He loved seeing her ruffled hair. Her smeared makeup. Her imperfections made her more attractive. Paul rubbed his hand over his face, opening his arms. Helen wrapped her arms around his body. He buried his nose in her hair. “I’ll see you Saturday,” he said.

She nodded against his chest. He kissed her on the top of her head. They released each other. Paul waved as he backed down the hallway. She leaned against her door frame as she watched him leave.


Chapter Five

Conflicting thoughts had consumed Helen since her night at the bar with Paul. She wanted to reveal her true colors to him, but there was the concern that he’d tell her entire family. What would her mother, Vivian, do if she discovered Helen dominated men? How would her brother, Adrian, feel if he knew that Paul submitted to her? Helen wasn’t sure he would but wanted to take a chance because she wasn’t letting any man command her.

Helen had to leave in the morning. Paul would be by before the sun rose, so they could get to the cabin before it was dark. She sat on her bed staring at an assortment of sex toys and lingerie. She could leave them behind, but Helen had decided to stop hiding herself. There were a few times in college she had drunken sex with frat guys, and those nights still haunted her. The kissing, touching, and everything leading up to intercourse had been magical, but the moment a guy slipped a dick in her and tried to call the shots ruined the experience.

Helen had a flogger, butt plug, strap on, whip, cock cage, thongs, and so much more she could use on Paul. It had been months since Helen had a man to feminize and dominate. She had a fantastic sissy until he disappeared. One day he stopped answering his phone. Helen had seen a tan line on his ring finger. She told herself it was a marriage that had ended before they hooked up the first time. She told herself her sissy wouldn’t cheat but never asked questions. His ongoing silence was answer enough.

Paul was single. His only flaw was his closeness to her family. Helen took a deep breath before she tossed her toys and lingerie into the bottom of her suitcase. She covered them with layers of sweaters, pants, thermal underwear, and everything else she would need for the trip.

Instead of dwelling on her doubts, Helen went to take a hot shower. She checked her breasts for lumps and was thankful not to feel any. A great-aunt and grandmother in her family had both suffered from breast cancer, so Helen always checked herself. She massaged her scalp as the shampoo foamed in her hair. She turned the cold water down and hot water up to scold her body.

Helen got out the shower ten minutes later. Steam rolled off her reddened skin. She put on sweatpants and a t-shirt before watching late-night news.

The morning came. Helen woke up fifteen minutes before Paul arrived. She brushed her teeth and changed into a pair of jeans. Helen wore no makeup, but Paul had seen her without it on several occasions. He had known her for years, so she didn’t feel uncomfortable walking out the door when Paul called to tell her he had arrived.

Paul was waiting outside his running car when Helen left the condo building. He opened the trunk and lifted Helen’s suitcase into it. “Morning,” Paul said as he wrapped his arms around Helen.

“I can’t believe I’m up this early on a Saturday,” she said.

“It’ll be worth it, Helen. Promise. Haven’t you been cross-country skiing?”

“Not for a long time. You remember where those skis are from, don’t you?”

“Right,” said Paul. Helen found his chuckle sexy. She found his freshly shaven face attractive too. He was wearing less cologne than when they met at the bar. Perhaps he only had deodorant and aftershave. “Let’s hit the road,” said Paul. He went over to the passenger’s door and opened it. It was warm inside the car. Helen changed the radio station as Paul went around to the other side. He said nothing when he entered the vehicle.

“You ready?” she asked.

Paul nodded and put the car in drive.

♦

Paul and Helen were halfway to the cabin when they pulled off the highway to stop at a supermarket. They needed supplies for the weekend, and Paul wanted Helen’s input.

“You wanna stretch your legs?” he asked.

“That sounds nice,” she said. The drive from the suburbs of Detroit to the cabin took several hours. Helen could use a snack since she hadn’t eaten anything for breakfast. They stepped out of the car. Frigid air sank to Helen’s bones. Her teeth chattered as they walked to the door, but at least it was warm inside the store.

Paul asked Helen what food they should buy. She picked out a rotisserie chicken, pasta, bread, vegetables, and other items she could whip together in half an hour or less. They bought fruit and granola bars as a snack for the remainder of their drive. It disappointed Helen to find the salad bar empty.

They ate granola bars and fruit in the warm car before Paul got back on the highway. Helen glanced over at him, studying the shape of his profile. The ridge of his nose. How his lips curved. The thickness of his muscular chest contrasting against his thin waist. Helen wanted to pull the shirt from his body, but she was still afraid to expose her dominance.

Paul gripped the steering wheel as he felt Helen’s eyes run over his body. He ignored his hardening dick, thankful that it wasn’t showing against his jeans. They were loose enough that his erection had room to run down his leg, but it was bouncing. Throbbing. Paul was dying to touch Helen after their night of foreplay with no climax.

Helen flipped through stations and songs on her cell phone for the rest of their journey, and Paul pretended to ignore the constant changes. They arrived at the cabin. The owner, Tiffany, was waiting with a set of keys. They got a quick tour of the kitchen, bathroom, and bedroom before the woman left them with the keys and bundles of wood for the fireplace.

“What do you think?” asked Paul. The cabin wasn’t anything fancy, but his original plans had been to come with Adrian.

“It’s perfect. Could you build a fire for us? It’s cold in here,” she said.

Paul nodded and grabbed the wood. He built a fire within a few minutes, and it didn’t take long to heat the cabin. There was a lot more snow on the ground than in Detroit. Helen hadn’t been up North in years. Her parents went every year, but she never did nowadays. They loved snowy vacations as much as ones to the beach. They would probably make a trip to the Upper Peninsula after the New Year. She and Paul hadn’t gone that far, but they weren’t far from the tip of the mitten-shaped part of Michigan.

Helen rose when Paul sat on the sofa. It was too awkward to sit next to him for an extended period when her desire was as hot as the burning logs. Flurries of snow that blew from the roof past the windows. The cabin was basic, but the rustic vibes made it even sexier.

“Should I make us dinner?” asked Helen.

“I’d love that,” he said.

“Pull some meat off the chicken for me.”

Paul worked on one part of the counter while Helen chopped onions and garlic on the other. There wasn’t much space, so they bumped hips. Their eyes met. Electricity in the air. Paul wanted to hold Helen’s face in his hands to kiss her again. He hadn’t gotten the kiss he wanted before leaving her apartment the morning after the bar. He didn’t get one before the drive to the cabin, so Paul leaned over to Helen. She lifted her head. Tears, from cutting onions, slid down her face. “You’re beautiful.”

“Hush, Paul.”

“I’m serious,” Paul said. He picked up a rag to wipe his hands clean before wrapping his arms around Helen’s waist. He pulled her close. She shook her head before closing her eyes to meet Paul’s lips.

Helen broke the kiss first and commanded Paul to continue with his duties. “Do you want to eat or kiss all night?” she asked.

Paul wouldn’t mind skipping food if it meant a night of kissing Helen, but he got back to work. She kicked him out the kitchen when he finished and whipped up a pasta dish. Paul worked on the fire. He said they would need to head to town to buy more wood and drinking water since they forgot to purchase any. They sat at a metal table with rickety wooden chairs when Helen finished the pasta.

“This is delicious, Helen.”

“You’ll have to do the cooking next time,” she said.

“I’m a dreadful chef. You’d hate my food.”

Helen didn’t want to tell him, but he would have to learn if he wanted more than a night with her. She wasn’t sure she could make it through this weekend without riding Paul’s dick, even if she didn’t reveal her toys. Maybe exposing her true self wasn’t worth it. Maybe she was better off holding down his arms to fuck his cock with her pussy. She was wet just thinking about her lips sliding along his shaft. Helen squeezed her legs together. A little moan escaped her mouth.

“Excuse me?”

Helen shook her head, glancing over at her suitcase. The conflict within her hot like a boiling lake of lava. “Don’t we have to buy supplies from the store?”

“Yeah. Want me to wash the dishes?”

“I can help,” said Helen. She packed up the leftovers in a casserole dish that had a lid and placed those in the fridge as Paul made a bath of soapy water in the sink. She watched him from the sofa as his muscular arms moved in a circular motion to rid the dishes of tomato sauce.

Sounds of crackling wood and its smell were a powerful aphrodisiac as Helen cuddled under a blanket and waited for Paul to finish so they could go to the store.

♦

Helen hopped out of Paul’s car holding a box of beers and a bottle of vodka. Paul grabbed the drinking water and bundles of wood from his trunk. A light snow had begun falling, and the sky was empty of light. The silence of the surrounding area deafening. Helen loved nature, but it had been so long since she had heard such silence, and it was unsettling.

“Are there other cabins?” she asked as Paul fumbled with his keys.

“Yeah, but it sounds like we’re the only ones here. On the listing, it says the owner lives about thirty minutes away.”

“That’s comforting,” said Helen. She wasn’t afraid, but it hadn’t occurred to her how alone they were until the dark drive home from the grocery store. She was thankful Paul was driving because her night vision wasn’t the best.

There was a television, but it didn’t have cable or any streaming services. Neither Helen nor Paul found the programming choices worth viewing. Helen had music downloaded on her phone, so she placed it in a bowl and started her playlist of downtempo mixes. Strong winds blew outside, whistling.

“Wanna beer?” asked Paul.

“Vodka, please. With ice cubes,” she said. Helen didn’t like drinking beer because it was bad for the waistline. She didn’t know how Paul could stay thin. It was probably his youth. At twenty-two, his metabolism was plenty strong. Even though she was only twenty-four herself, she felt it was much harder to keep off extra pounds. They were like magnets, and she was metal.

“Order coming right up,” said Paul. He fixed their drinks. Helen found her favorite mix and moved her body to the electronic music. “What are we listening to?” asked Paul when he sat on the couch. Helen showed him the playlist she had, and he pulled out his phone to take a note.

“So, you’re just going to copy me?”

“Is that a problem?” he asked. Paul moved forward. Their noses touched. She giggled and rubbed hers against his.

“I guess not,” Helen said in a breathy voice.

Paul sat back and threw back some beer. His Adam’s apple bobbed as the liquid traveled down his throat. Helen wanted to wear her strap and watch Paul suck it. She found once a man let go of his inhibitions, he usually loved sucking her dick. Running a tongue over the head. A nub penetrating, stimulating Helen’s pussy as she fucked the man’s mouth.

“What are we going to do to distract ourselves? We should have bought some DVDs at the store,” Paul said, pointing to the DVD player.

“I could think of a couple things,” Helen said. She threw back a swig of her vodka and set the glass on a coaster. She got to her knees on the sofa. Helen pulled out her ponytail, shaking her hair. Paul choked on air, but it didn’t phase Helen. She had Paul right where she wanted him. He was staring at her chest as she unzipped her jacket. She shook her shoulders and said, “burr. Would you mind making the fire bigger?”

Paul smirked and grabbed a couple logs from the bundle of wood. He bent over so his jeans hugged his ass, making sure Helen had a direct view. He expected laughter, but when he looked back, her eyes were nothing but serious. The rim of the glass touched her lips. Her gaze didn’t waver. Paul found himself sinking to his hands and knees. He stuck out his backside, feeling his dick harden. Part of him had always wanted to have a woman play with his hole like he secretly did in the shower sometimes.

“You like what you see?” he asked.

“Every woman loves a good ass,” she said. “Bring it over here.”

The fire grew as strong as the tension in the room. Paul returned to the sofa. Helen pushed him against the back of the sofa’s frame as she climbed atop his lap, straddling his legs. She felt his thick erection pressing against his jeans. She squeezed his firm biceps as they kissed. Helen held Paul’s arms against his side. He wasn’t fighting it.

“We can’t tell anyone about this,” Helen said between long moments of tongue play.

“Not a word,” said Paul.

Helen released his arms, pulling the shirt from his body. His six pack was defined like a model’s. Helen ran a finger along the grooves of his abs. “Do you ever leave the gym?”

“I spend a lot of time there,” he said with a light chuckle.

Helen threw his shirt to the side. Paul lifted his hand to her jacket’s zipper. Helen ran her fingers through her hair as Paul undid her top. She pulled it from her body. Paul helped with the undershirt. He had her bra off a moment later. They were both wearing jeans and no tops. Paul held her breasts in his hands before pulling her close to take a nipple in his mouth. “Oh my,” said Helen. She hadn’t had lips on her areola in months, and the sensation was decadent.

“You like using your mouth?” she asked. Paul moaned into her bosom. Helen gripped his hair and pulled his face from her breast. “I have something for you to lick.”

Paul got to his knees as Helen pushed him from the sofa. She unbuttoned her jeans, and Paul helped her out of them. She purged herself of her clad panties too. Helen touched her clit, overwhelmed by the moment. Paul linked his arms under her knees and dove in for a snack.

Helen closed her eyes as Paul flattened his tongue against her pussy lips. She rubbed her clit and squeezed Paul’s head with her thighs. One of his hands moved, but his shoulders supported her legs. She heard his zipper fall. His arms vibrated as he beat his dick. Helen wouldn’t last long, and she didn’t want to because Paul would try to fuck her if they waited too long to cum.

“Fuck, Paul. Your mouth feels so good,” she said.

Paul beat his dick. His mouth tasted like Helen’s flower, and he savored every drop of her juices. He used them to lubricate his dick. Helen purred when he slipped a finger in her pussy, but he was much more interested in tasting it than fingering it. He just needed her pussy juices for lubrication. Paul knew by the tension in Helen’s body she was nearing an orgasm, and he just wanted to please her.

“Cum for me, baby,” he whispered.

Helen pushed his head against her pelvis. He licked her with vigor as she held the back of his skull. Moments later, Helen squirted. He couldn’t help himself from cumming all over the cabin’s hardwood floor. Helen pushed away his hand as laughter escaped her.

“Fuck, that was hot.”

Helen looked up when her body relaxed, and Paul’s dangling dick was a surprise. It was monstrous. She couldn’t wait to use it, but he would have to learn who was in charge first.


Chapter Six

Paul awoke as the Helen’s little spoon. Her arm tight around his torso. She was breathing like she hadn’t woken up yet, so Paul didn’t move. He savored the moment. No woman had held him so securely before. They always made him sleep as the big spoon, but Helen was unique. Paul knew she was a different woman than what people saw on the surface.

Through the foggy window, Paul saw flurries of snow. It looked heavier than last night. Helen stirred. Her hand slipped from Paul’s stomach, but he grabbed it.

“You’re awake?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said.

“I wonder how much it has snowed.”

“Wanna get up to see?”

Helen agreed and took her hand. She and Paul got out of bed. He started a fire as she boiled hot water for coffee. Helen wanted to brush her teeth but needed water and to check the weather situation first. She opened the front door after wrapping herself with a coat. “Wow, it’s really coming down! The car is half buried!”

“No way,” said Paul, running over to the door. A pile of snow had fallen into the cabin. The car wasn’t half buried, but the tires were. Paul wasn’t sure they could make it back to the main road unless it warmed up and melted.

“What are we going to do?” asked Helen. Her voice was laced with budding hysteria. “Do we have the internet here?”

“I don’t think so,” he said. “She gave us her phone number. I can call her.”

“Please,” she said.

Paul rang the owner of the cabin, Tiffany. She answered on the second ring. He only had one bar, so the call had static. Paul explained their situation, and she told him about the satellite internet. Paul thanked Tiffany after he connected Helen’s phone to the satellite internet. Tiffany began saying something else, but he had pressed the red end-call button.

“There are companies with plow trucks in town,” she said after staring at her screen for several minutes. Paul had been gazing at her, thinking of his lips on her pussy. The fragrance of her flower lingering on his breath long after their fun ended.

“We’ll make it,” Paul said when Helen placed her phone upside-down next to her. “Don’t worry.”

“My boss is a nut. He’ll freak if I don’t show up Tuesday morning.”

“You don’t have any sick days?”

“That’s not the point,” she said.

“Relax, Helen. I’ll get you home if it’s the last thing I do,” he said. Helen chuckled, shaking her head. Could Paul be any more cheesy? But there was a sincerity in his eyes. “Could I do something to help you relax?”

“What?” she asked. Paul got to his knees and unbuttoned Helen’s pants, but Helen remembered the hot water on the stove. “Shit, I forgot the coffee after I saw the snow.”

“Who cares,” he said.

“It has probably all evaporated by now,” she said. Helen pushed Paul’s hand away from her waistline. He grunted but didn’t stop Helen from getting up to check on the coffee. The pot had half as much water. Helen used it for the French Press. She added some tepid water. Paul snuck up behind her, wrapping his arms around her from behind. She twisted her body so she could face him. “I thought you had started something,” she said.

Paul grinned and sank to his knees. He looked up at Helen through hooded eyes as he slid her jeans to the floor. The fire had warmed the cabin enough that she took off her shirt. She removed her bra as Paul’s mouth covered her clit. She gripped his head. Paul had his hands on Helen’s ass, pushing himself into her womanhood. His lips moved from her clit to her pussy.

Helen threw her head back and rubbed her nub. She moved back to the table and perched on its edge. They lost themselves in the moment. Their bodies two spent vessels several minutes later. Panting. Paul’s oozing dick. Helen’s wetness. Paul got a blanket and placed it near the fire. They wiped themselves clean and snuggled.

“Paul, there’s something I’ve wanted to tell you,” she said. Helen loved Paul’s body, but she wanted to strip it of hair. She wanted him to be smooth. Delicate. He had muscles and masculinity, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t be her sissy. “I’m not like most women.”

“No, you’re better,” he said.

Helen rested one leg above the other. She reached down and ran the tip of her finger along the head of Paul’s cock. “I want your cock, but it has to be on my terms.” Paul looked at Helen but said nothing, so she continued. “I brought toys. I’m telling you this because it’s who I am, and I decided I could only be with a man who accepts every part of me.”

“What toys?” asked Paul. He moved away from Helen. His body tenser. His dick softening. The fear in his eyes and position palpable. Helen took a deep breath. She had to stay true to herself and decided words complicated matters. Helen went to her suitcase and unzipped it. She dug through the clothes, touching a set of anal beads first.

“Close your eyes,” she said. Paul did. He tucked his hand into his crotch, hiding his penis. Helen retrieved all her goodies, growing more confident as she saw each. She wouldn’t mind seeing Paul in a lacy thong either but didn’t want to push him too far today. There was nothing more Helen loved than fucking guys, so she had to make sure Paul was open to that first. Helen had all the toys sitting on the couch when she told Paul to open his eyes.

Paul focused on the toys instantly. He clenched his ass, thinking back to all the times he had fingered himself. He had always wanted to try more but couldn’t even bring himself to order toys online, let alone buy them in a store. Paul sucked in a breath, acting surprised and coating himself with a layer of masculinity. “What the fuck, Helen. What are those?” he asked, scooting back until the heat of the fire stopped him.

“I’m a dominant woman, Paul. I want to fuck you. Ride your dick. I want complete control,” she said. Helen sat on the edge of the sofa. She parted her thighs, spreading her legs so wide the only thing Paul could focus on was her dripping pussy. Her manicured bush. Paul opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. His eyes were glued to Helen’s womanhood as she used two fingers to play with her pussy lips. “You want this pussy, Paul?”

Paul’s hand wrapped around his hard dick. He couldn’t help himself. His arousal was as easy to see as the falling snow. Paul glanced at the string of balls dangling from Helen’s left hand. His focus moved to the right hand fondling her pussy.

“Yes, I do,” said Paul.

“Are you willing to play by my rules?”

Paul nodded.

♦

Helen smirked as she ran her fingers along the curves of the anal beads, each one larger than the former. The last ball was larger than a golf ball but smaller than a baseball, and she couldn’t wait to get them all into Paul’s ass, but she needed him to do a couple tasks first.

“This will be our little secret. Can you keep a secret, Paul?” she asked, closing her legs and standing up from the sofa. Paul nodded. Helen stepped across the room. It was much warmer near the fire. Helen didn’t know if it was the burning wood or Paul’s fiery body. “Tell me, Paul. Have you ever had any sissy fantasies?”

“I’ve fingered myself before. Nothing more than that.”

Helen purred as she pictured Paul fingering himself. As she pictured her dick sliding into his tight hole. She would stretch him more than he could imagine, but he would love every second. She saw it in his eager expression. Hope hiding beneath the falsely masculine surface.

“Give up the act, Paul,” she said. Helen had given up hers, and now that the veil had been lifted, there was no stopping her. A snow storm was continuing to bury the cabin, and they had another night on their reservation. Perhaps they wouldn’t be able to leave tomorrow if the weather didn’t warm, and Paul had opened a box he couldn’t close.

Paul let out a long sigh. “What’s your plan?”

“I want you as smooth as melted butter,” she said. Helen had brought along everything she needed to shave Paul. She gave him the tools and specific instructions. He had to shave his legs, his balls, his ass, his chest, and every other bit of hair on his sissy body. He would get a spanking for every bit Helen had to do over. “Go ahead, Paul. Get in the bathroom and get to work! We don’t have all day,” she said, even though they had nowhere to go.

Paul lathered himself with shaving cream marketed for women. He never understood why companies divided shaving creams by gender, fragrance, and lettering. Even the shape of the bottles were different. The women’s curvy and feminine. The men’s thick like an envious penis, which Paul had. When other men saw how well endowed he was, their eyes fixated on his manhood. It didn’t happen often, but Paul always noticed when it did.

A bucket of hot water sat on the toilet seat’s lid. He dipped the razor, also made for women, in the steamy bath of water. He ran it over his leg. It took him a while to rid his leg of hair, but Paul wasn’t counting the minutes. He was taking his time because he knew what would come next, and as much as Paul wanted to experiment, he wasn’t ready to have his hole stretched.

Paul checked himself for hair, satisfied with his work but terrified Helen would find a mistake. Paul turned on the shower, waiting for the water to heat. He was thankful they had plenty of propane in the cabin. Paul lathered his body with soap, paying special attention to his backside. He spread his cheeks, letting the warming water run down his split. Soap swirling into the drain. Hands pressed against the cheap, slippery wall.

A finger in his hole. Paul glanced at the door, making sure it was closed. He balanced himself with his face as he spread his cheeks. Two fingers stretched his opening. Paul bit his bottom lip as he forced his soapy fingers into his sissy hole. His dick had hardened at an alarming rate. Paul stopped holding his ass open to stroke his throbbing cock, edging himself. He didn’t want to cum without Helen.

A knock on the bathroom door startled him. “Paul, what are you doing in there?”

“Just rinsing off,” he said, releasing his cock. He wished his erection away, but nothing could work fast enough.

Helen opened the door. He thought he had locked it, but there she was. Helen had caught him with a hard dick and soapy body. “Oh my, Paul. Don’t you look smooth and delicious,” she said. Helen hadn’t dressed, and she was as beautiful as ever. Porcelain skin. A sensual gaze. An aura of dominance.

“I was just—”

“Shh… shh… it’s okay, my dear. Boys can’t help themselves. Don’t worry, I have a toy to fix that, but we have other things to do first,” she said.

Paul swallowed. He didn’t know what she meant by having a toy to ‘fix’ anything, but his dick twitched at the promise. “I didn’t cum,” he said. His voice was quivering. His body cold since he had switched off the water in a panic. Helen rose her eyebrow. He turned away from her, shame reverberating through his being. Paul turned on the water. Its heat instantly calmed his body. Helen snuck up behind him. Her hand rested on his ass.

“You must do a million squats,” she said. Her palm slapped his wet skin, which enhanced the stinging burn.

“I do my fair share.”

“Don’t hide your friend from me. Let me see how well you did. Remember the deal we made,” she said. Paul turned to face her, his dick half erect. Helen drew a trail with her finger along his body. “Well done. Well done,” she was saying, turning Paul this way and that. She got to his ass, spread his cheeks, and shook her head.

“What?” asked Paul.

“You cleaned well, but you missed a spot. This part between your balls and hole is important, mister. I’ll make sure to do this extra slow. Turn off the water and bend over,” she said.

Paul took deep breaths as Helen lathered his skin with shaving cream. He tensed as the blade slid, but Helen told him to relax. She didn’t want to leave any nicks. Paul did as she said, spreading his cheeks when she commanded. He stuck his ass out and lifted his leg. Helen took three minutes to finish the job. Paul was shivering by the time she told him he could continue his shower.

“I’ll be waiting in the living room. Don’t take all day. Would you like a cocktail?”

“Sure.”

Helen went to the kitchen. She loved the freedom of the cabin. There were no neighbors to peep her naked body. She shook her hair and did a little dance as she arranged the ingredients for a cocktail. Paul had gone to the point of no return, and Helen was ready to start their secret journey.

She loved vodka with fresh-squeezed orange juice. Helen had bought a jug. One day, she wanted to see Paul juicing oranges in a sexy thong; anal beads deep in his hole. She thought of all the things she wanted to do to him once they got back to the Detroit area, but what if it all ended after the cabin? What if he reverted to a hollow shell of masculinity? Helen had encountered many men who only wanted one night of exploration. They only wished to experiment. Helen knew they were all sissies deep down, but it was so easy for a man to reject his true desires to satisfy social constructs.

Helen pushed aside her doubts and mixed two cocktails. Paul emerged from the bathroom. He was naked, hairless, and a stunning image of smoothness. “Don’t forget to lotion your body so you don’t break out,” she said. “There’s some in my suitcase.”

Paul lathered his body with lotion and then joined Helen in the kitchen. They clinked their glasses together, “cheers.”

“Cheers,” Paul echoed.

♦

“You sure it won’t hurt?” Paul asked as he waited on his hands and knees. Helen had put on background music. They were each on their second cocktail, and the moment had come to stretch Paul’s ass. He was nervous, terrified, and eager.

“Depends on which part you’re talking about because I still haven’t given you your punishment,” she said.

“Right, I was talking about the beads, but a spanking could hurt too. Will it?”

“You might enjoy a spanking. Why don’t we find out and stop talking about it?” Helen reached for her flogger on the sofa. The fire roared in the fireplace, and they had enough wood to make it for days. Paul had bought too much, but part of Helen wanted to call into work and spend another week with her blossoming sissy.

Helen ran the tails of the flogger along Paul’s ass cheeks. He was sitting in a way that Helen saw his hardening cock dangling between his thighs. He touched it, but she told him not to. “Naughty boys don’t get to masturbate. Unless you want to add to your punishment?”

“No, please. I’ll stop,” he said.

“I won’t,” said Helen. She brought the flogger down on his ass. Paul flinched, but it wasn’t as painful as he expected. The lingering sting was fuel to his fire. Paul wanted to touch his extended rod but would follow Helen’s command. Not stroking himself made every sensation stronger. Every second dripped with anticipation. Paul waited as Helen ran the flogger tails along his stinging ass.

Helen whipped him seven more times until he was begging for her to stop. Paul curled his hands into fists as he tolerated the pain. It morphed to pleasure as the initial discomfort faded. Helen walked to his front side and positioned herself in Paul’s face. He bent down, still on all fours, licking her pussy lips. Helen moaned as the seconds turned into minutes. She was breathing deeply to control her orgasm. As much as she wanted to cum, she needed to stuff Paul’s ass first. “Fuck, let me breathe.”

“You like that?” he asked.

“Not as much as you’re going to like those beads in your ass,” she said.

Paul was nervous but didn’t express himself. He closed his eyes, bending his head. Helen stood and walked over to the sofa. She grabbed the string of balls, rubbing lubrication on them one at a time. Paul flinched when she slid two fingers along his hairless hole. She slipped one into his sissy taint. Paul groaned, but Helen knew he was enjoying it. Before long, she would have him loose and ready to take her dick whenever she wanted his sissy hole.

“You like my fingers,” Helen stated as she slid a third finger into Paul’s relaxing ass. His groans had switched to moans. Helen pretended she didn’t see him touching his dick. He might as well enjoy it while it lasted. Helen would have him locked up in his sissy cage soon enough, but this was only the beginning of a relationship Helen would make sure lasted.

Paul couldn’t deny Helen’s statement. He had been hiding his truth for ages. Every time he took charge with a woman had felt forced and unnatural. Perhaps other men would judge him if they knew he was on his hands and knees getting fingered by a woman, but Paul had been given a gift in Helen that he didn’t want to lose. “Fuck yeah. I love it, Helen,” he said.

Those words made Helen wetter. She moaned as her fingers rubbed her clit with the gushing juices. Paul’s ass naturally spread and ready. She ran the anal beads along his split, causing Paul to moan. His sissy hole tightened and released. Tightened and released. Helen needed both her hands, which came as a disappointment, but had to put those beads deep in Paul’s cave.

“Here comes the first one,” she said. It slid in without any issues. Helen did the second and third, which Paul was loving.

Paul felt the three beads in his ass, thinking he was the king of the world. He had to stop stroking his dick because the sensations were making him want to cum. Helen smacked his ass a couple times with a paddle which hurt more than the flogger. Paul felt like a sissy whore and was loving it.

“Spank me,” he said. Helen spanked his ass five more times, which had Paul begging her to stop. “Fuck, Helen. You’re creating a monster.” Paul could feel himself changing, morphing into the man he had always wanted to become. The man he had locked away, pretending he didn’t exist. Starving him of any oxygen, but Helen was brining that man back to life.

“Give me the monster, sissy boy,” she said.

“Shove those beads up my ass, baby. I need them,” Paul said.

“Be careful what you wish for.” Helen had a set of beads at home that were much bigger, and she couldn’t wait to use them on Paul, but even this pair got large after the third bead.

Paul groaned as Helen pushed the fourth bead into his opening. She loved how his hole closed around them like an automatic door. He begged for more moments later, and Helen obliged. Budding sissies could be so demanding. She would uncover the true Paul bit by bit but always remind him who was in charge. Dominance was a balancing act.

Paul had all six beads in his ass. He had never been harder in his life. He wanted to cum so badly, but Helen told him he couldn’t. He loved her command yet hated it. Paul wanted to play, but she was telling him to put on clothes. “Why?” he asked. “Can’t we stay naked?”

“We’re going for a walk, and you’re going to keep those beads right where they are,” she said. “We can play later. We’re here until at least tomorrow.”

“Exactly. Let’s just stay inside,” he said.

Helen didn’t use her words to explain. She narrowed her eyes, grabbed Paul’s jeans, and tossed them to him. Helen picked up her bra and panties, slipping them on while Paul watched her without moving. He was still on his hands and knees, looking at her over his shoulder. Paul groaned and grabbed his jeans, but he wanted more.

“Can I wear your panties?” he asked. “You know, to make sure the beads don’t fall out. They’re tighter than my boxers.”

“You sure that’s the only reason you want to wear my panties?” asked Helen, laughing lightly.

“Can I wear them or not?”

“Paul, watch your tone. You will speak to me with respect, do you understand?”

Paul lowered his gaze. “Yes,” he said.

“You’re in luck, Paul. I brought some lacy lingerie that will be perfect,” she said. Helen grabbed the lingerie she had packed for Paul from her suitcase; a burgundy lace thong. Paul took them and put them on quickly. His hard dick ran along the waistline of the panties. Helen licked her lips. “Get dressed. We’re going for a walk. We can use those anti-slip snow grips in the corner for the bottoms of our shoes.”

“Sounds amazing, Helen,” said Paul. He wanted more naked time, but the beads in his ass made him feel stuffed and satisfied. It would be interesting to take a winter walk with them. They got dressed, dug their way out the front door, and set off on an adventure.


Chapter Seven

“This is incredible,” said Helen. They were about a mile from the cabin in a forest opening. Paul could still see their footprints. The snow had stopped falling a couple minutes after they walked out the door, and Paul could swear he felt the air warming. He didn’t know if it was the truth or his imagination. He felt the beads inside him with every switch on his feet. “Don’t you think so, Paul?”

“I love how the pines look with a blanket of snow,” he said.

“Let’s make snow angels,” she said. Helen opened her arms and fell backward into the snow, as though it were a crowd in a concert. She laughed as she swung her legs and arms to make a snow angel in the thick snow.

Paul lowered himself to the ground with more care, careful not to disturb the beads. His dick was no longer hard, but he could feel it sticking to the fabric by his precum. It hurt when his dick pulled away from the thong and reattached itself every time. Paul made snow angels with Helen.

“That was fun, but I’m cold,” she said.

“Feels like it’s getting warmer, don’t you think?” asked Paul.

“Maybe,” she said. “Still freezing.”

It was true, but Paul didn’t think it would last long. He could always feel the difference between freezing and non-freezing weather in winter. Even two degrees above freezing felt much warmer than two below the line. “You want to go inside?”

“Yeah, thanks for entertaining my idea.”

“I’ve enjoyed it myself,” he said, winking. They both knew he was referring to the beads deep in his cave. His dick hardened anew as they shifted when he stood. They walked back to the cabin holding hands. Paul had buried out a spot in front of the door so they could open it properly. He built a fire when they got inside, wearing nothing but his panties. Helen could watch him work all day.

But she had other things on her mind. “Paul, take off the lingerie. The time has come to play.” Paul slid the panties down his legs. He held his dick with his left hand and watched as Helen stripped the clothes from her body. Her nipples were daggers from the cold air. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Paul did, and Helen got behind him. She warmed his ass with the paddle. Paul was learning to love the pain. Helen pulled one bead out of Paul’s ass. His dick twitched wildly. He squeezed his fists to avoid cumming all over the floor. “Fuck, that feels good.”

Helen continued. Paul came on the fourth bead. Thick, milky goo covered the hardwoods beneath him. Helen pulled out the last two beads while his body was tense and orgasmic. Paul whined but stayed in position like a good sissy. Helen dropped the string of beads to the side. She went to her suitcase and grabbed the strap on, placing it around her waist.

Helen sat on the sofa, her dick hard and long. Paul’s hole was loose and ready from the anal beads. “Come here, Paul. Sit on my dick,” she said.

Paul stood, and his eyes widened when he saw Helen’s cock. It was as big as his, and Paul knew he was bigger than most. He swallowed, not sure if he could handle such an enormous cock on his first try. “If you ride me, I’ll ride you,” she said and winked.

Helen would keep her word, after tying Paul’s hands and feet together, but he didn’t have to know that detail yet. “I, uh, I—”

“Grab the lubrication and prepare yourself. You’re not the only one with a massive cock,” she said.

Paul hesitated, but he had come this far, and those beads had felt magical. He needed Helen’s cock. His only wish was that it had been smaller, but she promised she hadn’t brought any other straps. Paul lubricated his ass, straddled Helen’s hips, and took a deep breath.

Helen pressed her hands on Paul’s thighs, gliding him to her dick. Paul screamed when her head pushed into his hole. It was too much. Too intense. “Take a deep breath,” whispered Helen.

Paul nodded and waited until his exhale to try again. It was a bit better but still too painful. It wasn’t until the sixth try that Paul’s ass loosened up and accepted Helen’s cock. Paul couldn’t describe the pleasure that came over his body. It was like an unquenchable thirst. All he wanted was more cock. More and more. A cock in his mouth. Split roasted. He had seen that before in a porno video and immediately wished he were the slut between two dominant women.

“Fuck, you’re one eager sissy,” Helen said as she held Paul’s hips to steady him. “Why don’t I fuck you from behind?”

Paul nodded with vigor and bent over the edge of the sofa. Helen rubbed more lubrication onto her cock before sliding it into Paul’s cave. He moaned. His hard dick dangled between his legs, but he didn’t touch it. His hands gripped the sofa. White knuckles.

Paul ignored the fraction of pain he felt because he had never experienced as much pleasure as Helen’s dick sliding between his cheeks. When she wasn’t inside him, he felt empty. If he touched his cock, he would bust.

Helen was close to cumming as the nub on the backside of her strap hit her G-spot. She bit her bottom lip, fucking Paul as long as she could, but it was becoming too much. Helen needed to cum, but she wanted to watch her sissy cum first.

“Get to the floor on your back,” she said. She had pulled out of Paul. Her dick dangled from her pelvis, shiny and slick. Paul got on the floor. Helen slid a pillow under Paul’s ass to prop him up, and her dick followed. “Cum for me, baby. I’m getting close,” she said.

Paul nodded, wrapping his hand around his dick. He stroked himself until streams of white covered his chest. His ass contracting around Helen’s dick. She used the pressure to fuck herself with the nub, digging her nails in Paul’s chest as she came with him.

“Wow,” said Paul. He laughed without control when Helen pulled out of him. Helen joined him after she took off the strap and tossed it to the side. Their laughter died, and they cuddled by the fire until they drifted into a light sleep.

Helen kept her promise later in the evening after tying Paul’s hands and legs to the bed and shoving a plug up his ass. Helen had found her sissy, and Paul his mistress.

♦

Paul and Helen awoke the next morning to a ringing phone. It was Tiffany, the owner of the cabin. She said that she was coming by in fifteen minutes with a plow truck to clear the driveway and grab the keys. It was nearly noon on Monday, and the weather had warmed. They felt it when they opened the window to clear out the smells of sex lingering in the cabin.

They scrambled to clean the house and evidence of their night. Helen kissed Paul when their paths crossed. “I wish we had time to fool around,” she said.

“You’ll have trouble getting rid of me once we get back to the city,” he said.

“I hope so.”

Helen and Paul continued their frantic cleaning. Tiffany arrived fifteen minutes later, but it took her another fifteen to clear the path. Helen fried bacon while she cleaned the kitchen. The smell overpowered everything else, and it would give them a snack for the road. She packed the rest of the leftovers in a cooler they had brought.

“It looks great,” she said when Paul announced he had finished. She packed the cooled bacon in a fresh napkin, threw the soiled ones away, and washed the dishes she had used.

Tiffany knocked on the door a moment later. “Y’all decent?”

“Come in,” said Helen.

“Wow, it looks fantastic in here,” Tiffany said when she stepped inside. They had hidden all their evidence in the luggage, and Tiffany was none the wiser that Paul had slipped on one of Helen’s thongs. They waited as Tiffany checked over the cabin, handed her the keys, and took off down the freshly plowed road.

Helen and Paul couldn’t stop smiling the entire way home.


Epilogue

Six Months Later

Helen and Paul had been spending a lot of time together since their trip to the cabin. It was now summer, and Helen had learned she was going to become an aunt in a couple months. She couldn’t wait to spoil her future niece or nephew. Adrian and Charlene still hadn’t found out the sex of the baby, much to the distress of their parents Vivian and Price. Nonetheless, everyone accepted the relationship Helen and Paul had developed.

Paul would arrive at Helen’s place in forty minutes. She had ordered a couple thongs designed for men and was wrapping them now. Food would arrive within the next half hour. Paul hadn’t dressed completely en femme, but Helen would push him to it one of these days. Paul preferred his lingerie, slips, and negligees.

Helen finished wrapping Paul’s gift. She loved they had found one another and couldn’t wait for Paul to arrive so she could help him out of his men’s clothing and into something more comfortable to enjoy yet another romantic evening as lovers.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Snowcapped. Please consider leaving a rating or review. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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