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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

“Take a bite. They’re as fresh as can be,” Natasha said as she held a strawberry to my lips. It was the height of summer, and we’d been having the time of our lives. Weekend trips to the beach. Afternoon picnics in the park before our work shifts. She worked at an ice cream stand. I coached soccer and worked at a summer camp. We started dating last year, and I was confident this was the woman I would marry. I was waiting until we graduated from university next year to propose, already counting down the days in my head.

Strawberry juice ran down my chin as I bit into the succulent fruit. Natasha laughed as she wiped my chin with her thumb. Then she gently kissed my lips before feeding me the rest of the strawberry. I grabbed her hand before she could get away to pull her in for another kiss. “Why can’t you call into work? I don’t want to spend another evening without you.”

“You know I can’t miss work, babe.”

“Think of all the fun we could have,” I said as I held my arms around her waist. She was sitting on my lap, straddling my legs, and slowly rocking her hips. She placed her hands firmly on my chest and bent her head down, making her gorgeous locks fall into her face. I was still amazed every time I took a second to really notice Natasha’s beauty. She had thick brown hair, soulful brown eyes, and thick lips that were painted with a light red lip gloss. I felt the gloss when she pressed her lips against mine again, wishing that I could put on some lip gloss of my own, but I only did that behind closed doors where nobody could see. I longed to tell Natasha my secret. I wanted her to know me fully before I put a ring on her finger, but the last time I told a woman I was a crossdresser didn’t go as well as I’d hoped.

Tabitha was that girl. She and I spent my entire freshman year of university hot and heavy. She was a junior and my teammate’s sister, so she went to all of the games and to some of the parties. Anthony, her little brother who was my age, introduced us thinking that we would get along, and we did. We did everything together… up until the moment that I told her I liked to wear panties and skirts and heels in my free time. I thought that I could trust her. I thought that she would understand. I never thought that she would say those horrid words and kick me to the curb, but she did.

That was all in the past, though. I was with Natasha now. I had my arms on her slender waist, wishing that we were naked so that I could fuck her just like this. It was a position we’d been in many times before, but never with me dressed as a woman. I stared up into her eyes as I held her waist, wondering how she would react if I told her the truth. Would she be evil like Tabitha or more accepting? I had no way of knowing. All I could do was hope for the best, hope that she wouldn’t dump me when she found out what I liked to do.

“What’s wrong? You have that serious face.”

“It’s nothing,” I said. I averted my eyes to avoid Natasha seeing any further into my soul. I hated that I couldn’t be my entire self with her. I hated that I feared telling her who I was while simultaneously wishing that she were my fiancée. My wife. Would she be willing to have me as her girlfriend? A girl named Tiffany lived in my heart, and as much as I tried to rid myself of her, she wouldn’t go away. She was fierce. She was strong. If I didn’t find a way to give her life, she would destroy me.

“It doesn’t look like nothing,” said Natasha. “Is there something you want to tell me, Paul?”

“No! We should get going before you’re late for work.”

Natasha frowned as she slowly moved off my lap. We stared at each other for a long moment, but what did she want me to say? I wasn’t ready to tell her. I wasn’t ready to see her walk out of my life like Tabitha had. I wanted to at least get through the holidays before my life came crashing down to earth. I needed a date for the endless series of upcoming fall parties, and who better than Natasha?

“I guess you’re right,” Natasha said carefully as she reached out her hand to cover mine. “If there’s anything you want to talk about, you know I’m here, right?”

“Yeah,” I grunted. “I told you it’s nothing.”

“There’s nothing I hate more than a liar, Paul. If there’s something you want to tell me, I prefer you do it now.”

I shook my head, not wanting to say another word. Natasha and I had been dating since the spring and were having an amazing time together. I didn’t want to ruin it before the school year even began, so I waited in an awkward silence for the moment to pass.

“Fine, but I don’t want you springing something on me later.”

Natasha held my gaze while the words of a confession sat on the tip of my tongue. Luckily, Natasha sighed and reached for her bag before I said anything to incriminate myself. I would tell her when the moment was right, but that wasn’t today. We gathered our trash and picked up the blanket as we headed to our cars. I came from work to meet her at the park, so she’d driven here herself.

“I guess this is where we say goodbye,” Natasha said as she stood outside of her open car door. “Want to hang out when I get off?”

“Yeah, that would be cool.”

“Awesome. I’ll message you in a few hours,” she said and leaned forward to give me a soft kiss on the lips. “Don’t fall asleep on me.”

“I only did that one time!”

“Doesn’t mean it can’t happen again,” Natasha said with a teasing smile. I wanted to protest, but Natasha brushed my face with the back of her fingers before I could say a word. Her gentle touched softened me in an instant. “Make sure there are snacks for me.”

“I will. Good luck,” I said and gave Natasha one last kiss before she slipped into her car to go to work. I stood by her car and waved as she pulled out of the parking lot and disappeared. I got into my car and headed home after, not at all prepared for what I would find taped to my door when I arrived.

It was a note from Tabitha. I recognized her handwriting in an instant. She always used to write our names different places and circle them with a heart. I pulled the folded note off the door, feeling a warm tingle in my stomach, but that all changed when I saw what she’d written inside.

Check your email.

Your secret is no longer safe with me.

XOXO,

your new worst enemy

She kissed the note, leaving a big lipstick stain at the bottom of the paper. I could only imagine what Tabitha had done. She messaged me a few months ago, but I was already with Natasha at that point, so I ignored her. What I saw when I opened my email made me wish that I had at least responded to one of her messages. There were several, but what she’d done, it was next level.

She sent me a video of my apartment, one I assumed she took after breaking into my place. I would have confronted her right away if the video didn’t so clearly incriminate me. It showed a bunch of my papers and soccer equipment before going to my closet to reveal what I kept hidden. The skirts, lingerie, dresses, heels, and everything else I used to turn myself into Tiffany. I would have called the police if I wasn’t afraid of outing myself. At the very least, I would have called Anthony to tell him what his sister had done, but what if he told the entire soccer team that I was a crossdresser? I was on the verge of tears when my phone buzzed.

Tabitha: Ready or not, here I come. If you can’t be happy with me, you won’t be happy with anyone.


CHAPTER 2

“Do you see a future where we’re together?” I asked Natasha as I moved my fingers up and down the side of her body. We both had the day off and decided to spend it hiking around the woods. We came along a grotto overlooking the vast wilderness not far from the college town where we lived. I was surprised that it wasn’t a more popular spot considering its beauty but happy we had the place all to ourselves.

Natasha rolled toward me to look me in the eyes. Her long brown hair hung lusciously over her bosom. The sight of her tempted me, but I wanted to hear her answer to the serious question I’d posed. I had to know that she could see us together for years to come before I told her about the clothes I had in my closet. It’d been a few weeks since Tabitha left that note on my door. I was waiting for her to reappear but still hadn’t heard anything from her. I hoped that she would vanish forever. I knew better, though. Why in the world would she go through the trouble of making that video if she wasn’t going to use it? I had no idea what Tabitha was planning but felt this could be the perfect moment to tell Natasha about my feminine desires.

“Of course I see us together in the future,” Natasha said and laced her fingers with mine. She pulled me by her side, lifting her hand to touch my hair. “You have that look on your face again. Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“I’m just nervous about the upcoming soccer season,” I said, too afraid to admit the truth. We were having such a wonderful day, and the last thing I wanted to do was ruin it by confessing that I was a crossdresser, so I settled for a half truth. “It’s coming way sooner than I expected.”

Natasha laughed and nodded knowingly. “You guys have some pretty tough games. I always get nervous when I see you on the field.”

“You haven’t really seen me play.”

“I used to go to games… before we were dating.”

“Did you like what you saw?”

“You definitely stood out on the field.”

“I’m glad we found our way to each other,” Natasha said as she squeezed my hand and held it against her chest. I moved closer to her to place my hand on the small of her back. We kissed. She moved her hand south, brushing it against my cock as I pushed my fingers into her hair, pulling on it slightly. A faint moan left her lips as we continued getting more lost in the moment, only stopping when we heard a branch snap down below. We pulled apart and looked at each other, fear in our eyes. “What was that?” Natasha asked in a whisper.

“I don’t know. Let me see,” I said and crawled to the edge of the grotto where we were hanging out, careful not to get wet from the tiny waterfall that fell from the cliff above. When I got to the hole, I saw two women running away in the opposite direction, which seemed a bit odd. I shook the moment away without a second thought as I climbed back to Natasha. The way she was rubbing my cock through my pants had me hard, but she stopped me before I could take off her panties.

“Not here,” she said.

“C’mon,” I groaned. “You know it’ll feel good.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to fuck in this dirty ass cave. Let’s get something to eat, and then we can go back to your place and have all the fun that you want.”

“Yeah?” I asked with my lips centimeters from hers.

Natasha nodded with that horny look in her eyes, driving me absolutely wild. I’d forgotten all about my desire to tell her about my feminine tendencies now that we were talking about fucking. The only thing I cared about was getting some food in her belly so that we could go back to my place and have some fun.

“So, what do you want to eat?” I asked.

“Something quick,” she said.

“There’s that sandwich shop you love on this side of town.”

“Ooh, yes! Let’s go there! My mouth is already watering thinking about their roast beef sandwich,” Natasha said and licked her lips.

“Perfect,” I said. “My treat.”

***

I held the door open for Natasha, her laugh warming my heart as she stepped into the sandwich shop. We were laughing about a wild story we heard on the radio on our drive here. It was an incredible moment of shared bliss until I saw who was sitting in the corner. My laughter stopped cold as I swallowed my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Natasha asked.

I fixed my eyes and shook my head, refusing to acknowledge Tabitha and her friend in the corner. “Nothing. It just smells so good in here.”

Natasha narrowed her eyes, but she was too hungry to challenge me. “Okay,” she said carefully before turning toward the counter. “What sandwich are you getting? I’m ready to order.”

“Give me a second,” I said and trained my eyes on the menu, but how could I concentrate when Tabitha was staring at me from across the room? A cold sweat developed across my body as I wondered what I was going to do. What was Tabitha going to do? Why in the world was she there? Then it hit me. She was one of the women I’d seen in the woods. I’d been far too worried about getting back to kissing Natasha to study the women carefully, but when I thought back to the moment, I could recall the same color of clothes that she was wearing now.

“Are you even looking at the menu?” Natasha asked with her hand on her hip, giving me those sassy eyes I usually adored, but I couldn’t be happy about anything right now.

“Yeah, but do you mind if we get our sandwiches to go? I forgot about an email that I need to reply to on my computer. It’s about soccer. My coach sent me some questions, and there’s something I need to find at my apartment before I can reply,” I said, jumbling together an excuse as quickly as I could.

“What do you need to find?”

“The clothes I wore in last year’s team photo. We have to take another one, and coach was wondering if I still have black cleats. I’ve been wearing some yellow ones recently, but he wants us all to wear black cleats for the picture,” I said, which was technically the truth, but I already knew that I had a pair of black cleats at home. I didn’t even have to email my coach, but how in the world could I sit here and eat when Tabitha was in the room?

“Sure, whatever. Will you just order something, please?”

“I’ll have the turkey BLT.”

“Don’t you want to order it yourself?”

“Yeah,” I said distractedly as we approached the counter. We ordered our sandwiches. I tried my best to stay upbeat as we stepped to the side to wait for our food. Tabitha wasn’t staring at me, but I could feel her energy. I could feel her watching me out of the corner of her eye. She was up to something. I had no idea what she was thinking, but she hadn’t left that note on my door for no reason. I knew now that she meant it when she wrote that she would be my new worst enemy. Tabitha was biding her time, but she would strike.

When I finally met her eyes, she shifted her gaze over to Natasha and smirked. Natasha hadn’t even noticed Tabitha. She was too busy scrolling through her phone and bitching to me about what people were posting on social media. I wanted more than anything to tell her that I had a stalker in the room. I wanted to neutralize the threat, but how? I wasn’t ready to tell Natasha about my secret stash of clothes, and I certainly didn’t want Tabitha to tell her before I could.

Tabitha and her friend snickered seconds later, loudly enough to draw attention to themselves. I had a feeling that was exactly what they wanted. Even Natasha lifted her head to see what it was, pausing when she saw the girls looking in our direction.

“They look familiar, don’t they?”

“No,” I said quickly. “Not to me.”

“Oh,” Natasha said and went back to what she was doing. I’d dodged a bullet, but it was only temporary. Tabitha had a look in her eyes I couldn’t trust. She was going to tell Natasha my secret. Had she already told her brother? I was certain that her friend knew judging by the look on her face. “Ooh, that’s us.”

“Awesome,” I said as Natasha slid her phone into her back pocket to pick up the order from the counter. She pushed her hair over her shoulder as she spun away from the counter with the bag in her hand, not paying Tabitha any attention as she strutted toward the door, but I made the mistake of looking over my shoulder. Tabitha was smirking at me and tapped her wrist like she was wearing a watch.

Time was ticking.

I had to decide what I was going to do and fast.


CHAPTER 3

Natasha narrowed her eyes as she read the message on her phone over again. She was sitting at a cafe not too far from campus. She’d been reading a book she bought for one of her classes for the upcoming semester, but then her phone buzzed.

Unknown Number: Your boyfriend has a secret, and I know what it is. Do you?

There was a long line of laughing-face emojis at the end of the message, which made Natasha question its legitimacy, but Paul had been acting strange lately. She didn’t know what was going on with him. They’d been having so much fun up until a few weeks ago. She was starting to think he was the one until he started acting weird. Natasha didn’t want to lose him, but she’d been wondering lately if she could even trust him. Now this message.

Natasha: Who are you?

Unknown Number: Doesn’t matter. Why don’t you ask your boyfriend what his secret is? I doubt a pretty girl like you will want anything to do with him after you find out.

Natasha typed out a few messages but deleted them all. They were all far too charged with emotion. She couldn’t send something that she would regret when she had no idea who was messaging her. For all she knew, they were some fan girl who was obsessed with her boyfriend. Paul was attractive and popular around campus. He had a classically handsome face, a stunning body, and a smile that could kill. Natasha had seen women fawning over him on more than one occasion, so how seriously could she take these accusations? Natasha shook her head as she took a deep breath, not seeing the woman watching her from across the parking lot.

Tabitha was sitting in her car, waiting impatiently for Natasha to reply to her message, but there was nothing, so she decided to push Paul’s new girlfriend a bit harder. Paul had a small tattoo of a club suit on his hipbone that he’d gotten back when he and Tabitha were dating. She didn’t want to out him yet. Not completely, but she wanted Natasha to recognize that she meant business and knew what she was talking about, so she pulled up the photo and sent it to Natasha. Tabitha watched with glee as Natasha picked up her phone and covered her mouth.

Natasha couldn’t believe that she was looking at a picture of Paul’s tattoo. Only Paul’s closest friends knew that he had a tattoo of a club suit on his hipbone. Natasha felt sick as she read over the messages again, wondering what this person knew about Paul that she didn’t, yet she decided not to engage this weirdo who was sending her messages. She needed to hear from Paul directly about what was going on, so she gathered her things and headed out of the door.


CHAPTER 4

I jumped when I heard a banging at my door. I’d just stepped out of the shower, freshly shaved from head to toe. I was planning on spending my afternoon dressed up since I wouldn’t have much time once soccer season started in earnest. We had practices now, but it wasn’t anything compared to what we would face in a month. I wouldn’t have any chances to become Tiffany for months, so I was a touch disappointed when I looked into the peephole and saw Natasha standing on the other side of my door. Disappointed and terrified.

“Natasha!” I said brightly as I opened the door. “What are you doing here?”

“I came here to see you.”

“Can we meet later? Now isn’t really a good time.”

“Not a good time for me? Your girlfriend?” Natasha asked in a way that wouldn’t let me deny her entry into my apartment. She made a victorious sound as she pushed past me. She plopped down onto my sofa and crossed her legs. I shut the door slowly behind her. I was still just in a towel, so I told her to make herself at home as I went to my bedroom to put on some clothes. I hadn’t yet gotten out anything cute to wear, but I’d pulled out my makeup bag, quickly stashing it away into one of my drawers.

Natasha was staring blankly at the wall when I returned to the living room wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, wishing desperately that my day were going differently, but I couldn’t ignore my girlfriend when she looked distraught. “What’s wrong, babe?” I asked as I sat on the couch.

“Do you have a secret?”

“What?” I asked, tensing up all over. “Where is that coming from? Don’t we all have secrets?” I tried laughing lightly, but my mind went straight to Tabitha. Had she finally told Natasha the truth? My body burned with fear, wondering if this was the end for Natasha and me. “I’m sure you have some secrets of your own.”

“Yeah, I suppose that’s true.”

“Then what’s the big deal? I promise I haven’t cheated on you if that’s what you’re wondering.”

Natasha shook her head. “No, for some reason, I guess I don’t think it’s that.”

“Did something happen?”

Natasha turned away from me and nodded. I hated how cold her face was, like she had no love left for me. She seemed ready to drop me like her dirty laundry. “What happened?” I asked, touching her leg gently, but she quickly moved it away. “Natasha, don’t be like that. Tell me what happened.”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

“Yes,” I said desperately. “Let’s get whatever’s going on out in the air, or we’ll never be able to move past it.”

Natasha sighed as she reached forward to grab her phone from the coffee table. She opened it and turned the screen toward me. It was a picture of my tattoo. The one almost nobody knew about. I didn’t have to ask to know who had sent her the photo.

“So, do you want to tell me your secret?” she asked.

“Who sent you this?”

Natasha shrugged. “They never told me their name. Just that you had a secret. I didn’t believe them until they sent this photo. Who is this from, Paul? You never tell people about your tattoo.”

I sighed, trying to find the words to explain myself, but I felt weak. I wanted Natasha in my life for years to come. I wanted her to be my wife. To have my children. I often thought of our future together and how wonderful it could be, but I’d known all along that I would have to tell Natasha my secret before I could ask for her hand in marriage. I was putting it off for as long as I could. Now Tabitha had upheaved everything.

“My ex-girlfriend has been messaging you.”

“Who?” Natasha asked, her eyes becoming fierce as she turned toward me. “Tell me who it is, and I’ll put her in her place.”

I shook my head as I gathered my thoughts. Natasha and I hadn’t spoken much about our romantic pasts. We each had exes. Neither of us cared. If only Tabitha hadn’t dropped back into my life. “We can’t do anything as long as she has something to hang over my head,” I said softly.

“What does she have on you?”

I felt my world crumbling around me as Natasha looked at me with worried eyes. What would happen if Tabitha told her brother Anthony? What would happen if the guys on the team discovered what I did when nobody else was around? Losing Natasha would be bad enough, but I could lose everything. I could already see the dominoes falling atop each other. All it took was the force of my hot breath confessing the truth to knock down the first one.

“I can’t bring myself to say it.”

“Why not? I promise I won’t judge you, Paul. I want to help you with whatever is going on. There’s nothing I hate more than creepy girls, and this chick seems like a class act!”

“She wasn’t like that when we dated. I honestly don’t even know where all of this is coming from. It’s super random.”

“Random and unwelcome.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s weird.”

“So, what does she know? If there’s anything I know how to do, it’s spin a story. Do you know how many of my girlfriends I’ve saved over the years?”

“Is that supposed to bring me comfort or terrify me?” I asked lightly.

“Don’t worry,” Natasha said with a coy smile as she placed her hand on my thigh. “I won’t use any of my tricks on you.”

“Not even the good ones?”

“Paul!” she squealed and pushed on my shoulder. “Don’t be naughty when serious business is at hand. We have to crush this girl and make her think twice for ever daring to mess with you.”

“You say that, but you don’t even know what she knows.”

“Then tell me already!” she said, throwing her arms into the air. I sighed and shook my head as I unlocked my phone. I pulled up the video that Tabitha had recorded in my apartment when I wasn’t home. Natasha gasped in horror when she realized what was happening. “Did she break into your apartment?”

“Looks that way,” I sighed.

“Why didn’t you file a police report?”

“Just keep watching the video.” I looked away from the screen and tensed as my girlfriend was about to learn the truth. I couldn’t stomach it, yet I endured. Natasha sat quietly as she locked my phone and passed it to me. “I’m sorry for not telling you sooner.” She said nothing. Then she stood and walked out of the room. “Where are you going?” I hollered after her as she marched to my bedroom. “Please don’t go in there!”

“Shh!” she hissed. “Stay in there.”

I muttered a few odd sounds before returning to the couch to put my face in my hands, feeling defeated. I was waiting for Natasha to come back and humiliate me for all the women’s clothing that I had stashed away in my bedroom. I could hear her going through the drawers, flipping through the clothes in the closet, and rifling through the makeup bag that I kept in there.

“What is it?” I asked when she gasped loudly.

“You have wigs too?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Please stop going through my things.”

“Sit down and wait for me,” she boomed in a commanding voice, leaving me with no option but to listen to her. “Watch something on TV if you’re anxious.”

“What are you doing?”

“Just wait a few more minutes!”

I whimpered as I returned my face to my hands. I was in a state of agony as I waited for Natasha to return from my bedroom. It surprised me to see her beaming when she stepped into the living room with one of my favorite dresses in her hands. It was a sexy red minidress that looked incredible with a stuffed bra. It was just loose enough around the waistline to hide my dick without a bunch of extra work, so I felt extra sexy when I put it on. There were a bunch of faceless pictures around the internet to prove how hot I looked in it, especially with a pair of sexy heels. I actually bought a pair of four-inch red stilettos just to wear with that dress, and I was happy to see that those very shoes were dangling from Natasha’s fingers.

“What are you doing with those?”

“I want to see you wear them.”

“What? Are you being serious?”

“Yep,” she said with a serious face. Then she lifted her free hand and snapped her fingers. “C’mon, Paul! Show me what you got!”

“I… I… are you sure this isn’t a joke?”

“No! If we’re going to take that bitch down for trying to out you, then I have to see how sexy you look when you put all this stuff on. If there’s one thing I know how to do, it’s cut a bitch down to size.”

My eyes lit up with admiration. I’d never seen this side of Natasha before, but it was so fucking sexy. She looked like she could take over the world, and I wasn’t about to be the one to get in her way. I had to trust that she meant it when she said this wasn’t a joke. I had to trust that she was going to do her best for me, so I took the clothes she’d picked out and went into the bathroom.

I stood in front of the bathroom mirror as I undressed and slipped into the black lingerie. I had to race to my bedroom to grab the gel inserts I used to stuff my bra, running back once I had them so that Natasha didn’t see me. I was feeling sexy already as I looked at myself again in the mirror, but I still had so much more to do. I pulled on the red dress, sat on the toilet to put on my red heels, and then I opened my makeup bag to give my face that magic touch.

I moisturized my skin with one of my favorite priming serums. Then I mixed some liquid foundations and rubbed them in with a sponge. I contoured my face and made it blemish free with all the different products I had before I turned my attention to my eyes. I’d already been in the bathroom for nearly twenty minutes by that point, so I decided to keep things simple with eyeliner and a thick layer of my favorite mascara.

As I neared the end of my ritualistic process, I paused. It was hitting me that I was about to reveal this side of myself to Natasha. Once I stepped out of this bathroom, she would realize how much time I spent dressing up and beautifying my face. She would know that this wasn’t some one-off hobby. This woman staring back at me in the mirror was me. She lived in my soul. I’d even named her Tiffany long ago. I licked my lips, wondering if I should stop while I was ahead, wondering if I should hide while I still had the chance. I tried to imagine that scenario, but it was impossible. If I didn’t step out of this bathroom as Tiffany, I would regret it. Natasha would never forgive me for not trusting her, so I picked up my red lipstick and ran it over my lips. Then I put on a brunette wig to complete my look. I held my hands on my hips and rocked them from side to side as I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked fucking fabulous, but I was terrified.

“Promise you’ll be nice to me?” I asked loudly from behind the bathroom door.

“Yes! I can help if you need it.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I would love to learn some of your makeup tricks.”

“Well, let’s see what you’ve done,” she said, her voice sounding much closer than the last time she spoke.

“Wait on the couch! Don’t come to the door!”

“Fine! I’ll be on the couch,” she said with a sigh.

I waited until I heard her in the living room to open the door. I had no idea what she was going to say, but the moment had arrived. She was already taking my secret much better than Tabitha had, so I was ready to show her. I took a deep breath and turned the corner with my hands on my hips, strutting into the living room like a runway model.

“Work it, girl!”

“Yeah? Like what you see?” I asked in the femme voice I sometimes practiced in the mirror. “My name is Tiffany, and I’m here to slay.”

“Yes, girl! Slay!”

I walked back and forth across the living room a few times before falling into a fit of laughter. I couldn’t believe that I was actually dressed like this in front of Natasha, but I always felt like ten million dollars when I put on this red minidress. Natasha patted the couch cushion to beckon me over to her. I plopped onto the sofa and kicked out my heels. “Aren’t they fabulous?”

“They are,” she said in a much more somber voice than I liked to hear. “Look… Tiffany. I don’t have a problem with you dressing like this, but if I know women, your ex-girlfriend Tabitha won’t stop until she tastes vengeance or utter humiliation. I prefer to dish out the latter, but there are no guarantees in war.”

“War?” I asked faintly.

“Yes. This is war.”

It gave me pause to hear Natasha speak so bleakly, but perhaps she was right. It wasn’t normal that Tabitha had followed us to the woods. It was downright criminal how she’d broken into my apartment to record that blackmail video. I wondered what other lines she’d crossed on her road to vengeance. I had no idea what Tabitha was trying to avenge, but she was dangerous. To think of her as anything else would be a grave underestimation.

“What should we do?”

“We have a lot of options since you look so fabulous as a woman, and your voice is pretty good too. I’m surprised.”

“A good surprised?”

Natasha sighed. “I mean, what do you want me to say? I certainly wasn’t expecting this.”

“Does it make you hate me?”

“No,” Natasha said quickly and grabbed my hands. “I don’t hate you at all. You’re the first guy to see me for me and not just for my looks. When we kiss, I feel fireworks. It might take me a while to get used to you like this, but I want to support you as Tiffany. Our relationship means more to me than how you dress.”

I bit my lip as I held back tears. Natasha’s supportive attitude caught me completely off guard. I squeezed her hand as we stared at each other. She pulled me in for a hug after a moment, rubbing my back as she whispered into my ear that everything would be okay.

“We’re meant to be together, Paul.”

“Do you really think so?”

“I do,” she said as she moved out to an arm’s length. I was so overwhelmed by the moment that a tear slid down my cheek. Natasha reached out to catch it with her thumb. “You can’t cry, or you’ll ruin your makeup.”

“I know,” I groaned and threw my hands down onto my lap. We laughed at my desperation to stop the tears, but I could only do so much. “You make me so happy, Natasha.”

“You make me happy too, whether you’re Tiffany or Paul. I don’t care. Now let me get you a tissue.”

I looked after Natasha as she stood from the couch, wondering how this could be real life. I’d spent so long afraid that she wouldn’t accept me, yet she’d accepted me with open arms. She wasn’t trying to cut me down. I took the tissue from her when she returned, blotting my eyes with a gentle touch. I couldn’t mess up my makeup more than I already had. I took a deep breath after I checked my face with my phone’s camera.

“You want to know something weird?”

“What?” I asked.

“I’m starting to find you attractive like this.”

“Really?”

Natasha nodded as she bit her lip, gently placing her hand on my thigh. My cock stirred in an instant. We’d been together long enough for me to know what she was thinking when she got that twinkle in her eye. I moaned lightly as she moved her hand up my leg until she had it beneath my red minidress.

“Do you still want me, Tiffany?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “More than anything.”

“Mmm, do you mind if I take a peek at your cock in that lingerie?”

“No,” I said. “Please, be my guest.”

Natasha lifted her eyebrow seductively as she slid off the couch and got to her knees beneath me. I tensed as she returned her hand to the shadows of my dress, gasping when she placed her hand on the outline of my stiffened cock. She slipped her fingers into the black thong to grab my dick.

“Mmm, I love how smooth your cock is,” Natasha said. “I always wondered why you shaved as much as you do, but I guess I understand now. You want to look your best as Tiffany.”

“Yes,” I confessed, my cheeks reddening with the word. “You caught me.”

“Don’t worry. It’s growing on me quickly.”

“Fuck, Natasha.”

She smirked as she pushed up my dress in one swift movement and ripped the thong down my legs in the next. My cock stood at attention as I spread my legs wider. I still had on my heels, the dress, the wig, and everything else that made me feel like Tiffany. Then there was my cock, looking all feminine and glorious, but it looked even better once Natasha finally wrapped her lips around it. I dropped my head back and closed my eyes to enjoy every second of the pleasure, so lost in the moment that I forgot all about the blackmail that my ex had over me.

“Your cock is so hot like this, Tiffany,” Natasha said when she pulled her mouth off my cock to catch her breath. “I can’t believe how much I fucking love it.”

“Sit on my cock,” I begged her. “Let me feel those tight pussy walls.”

“Yeah? You want my pussy?”

“I need it, babe! Please!”

Natasha moaned as she stood. She did a little dance as she stripped naked in front of me. Then she grabbed my shoulders and placed her knees on each side of my legs. She kissed me firmly as she guided her pussy to my throbbing, bulbous tip. She squeezed my shoulders as she pushed down and slipped my cock into her warm, tight cave. I grabbed her tits as she moved her pussy down to my base, sealing us together. She dropped her head back as she began bouncing on my cock while I held her tits.

“This is so fucking hot, Tiffany.”

“So hot,” I reiterated. “Your tits are hot too.”

“Suck ‘em,” she said and leaned forward to let me take her nipple into my mouth. She grabbed the back of the couch and bounced more vigorously as I sucked her nipples. I was so hard and aroused and extremely close to cumming after a couple short minutes of being inside of Natasha, but she felt so good. “This dick is everything, Tiffany! I love your girl cock!”

“Ride it good!”

“Yes! Yes! Please touch my clit!”

I did as she said and pressed on her button to make her scream. She hollered out as her pussy walls tightened around my shaft. I pushed my free hand into her hair as I moved my lips from her nipples to kiss her while she rode my cock. I pressed on her clit how she liked as she pushed down to my base and worked my dick with her pussy.

“Cum with me.”

“Yes! Fuck!”

I growled as I released, pumping load after load into her, crying out when she began cumming seconds later. She held me tightly as she moaned and creamed all over my dick. We touched and kissed as we came back down to reality.

Natasha lifted herself off my dick a few moments later, gasping as her back hit the couch. I leaned over to kiss her again, even more obsessed with her than I’d been. I was more confident than ever at that moment that I would love Natasha well into the future. We still had to worry about Tabitha, but I didn’t want to think about her for the rest of the night, so we didn’t. Natasha and I ordered in, enjoyed each other, and had a beautiful, carefree night.


CHAPTER 5

If only good things never came to an end.

My night of bliss with Natasha was already several days behind me. I wished more than anything that we could go back to that glorious night of lovemaking and joyous emotions. We’d woken up in a daze, but it felt like a lifetime ago as I stood next to my teammates for our group photo. The school year was around the corner, which meant that we would be busier than ever soon, but I couldn’t shake Tabitha. She was still lurking in the shadows like a monster, waiting for the perfect moment to strike. I saw her watching me from her parked car yesterday. She saw me see her, and I about went over to scream at her for following me around like a freak, but I didn’t. I got into my car and drove away. Whether I liked it or not, Tabitha had a secret she could dangle over my head.

“Smile, boys!”

I forced a smile as the photographer snapped a few photos. I was kneeling in the front with my hands on my lap since I was one of the shorter guys on the team. It didn’t take long for us to finish, but we still had a practice ahead of us.

Coach Lester killed us that afternoon. He started us off with a three-mile run before making us play scrimmage games for five hours. He hollered and yelled and told us that we needed to be ready for the upcoming season. He gave us an emotional speech after kicking our asses, telling us that he only wanted us conditioned so that we could perform at our bests for the upcoming season, but we spent the next half hour in the locker room bitching about how much we hated him.

I’d had my eye on Anthony all day, wanting to confront him about his sister’s recent behavior, but what could I say to him without outing myself? I still hadn’t decided if I wanted to tell the guys on my team about my crossdressing, fearing repercussions, but Tabitha was making my life a living hell. I couldn’t even go to the store anymore without feeling like I had to look over my shoulder just to see if she was there. It was only one day ago that I’d seen her watching me from across a parking lot. She’d recorded a video from within my apartment when I wasn’t home. The woman wasn’t okay. She was unhinged. Sick. She needed help, but would Anthony even care enough to help her?

“Yo,” I said to him after all of us had showered and were heading out to the parking lot with our duffle bags. “Can I talk to you for a second?”

“What’s up?” Anthony said.

I jerked my head to get him to follow me to a bench near the field. He looked reluctant to sit, like he had better things to do, but I begged him with my eyes. He sighed and sat.

“What’s going on, man?”

My phone vibrated. It was in my hand, so I turned it over to see who’d sent me a message. My heart dropped when I saw that it was Tabitha. I held my hand up to Anthony, which made him scoff and shake his head, but I had to see what Tabitha sent.

Tabitha: Don’t say a word to Anthony. Not unless you want me to post pictures of your lingerie collection.

I looked around, wondering where Tabitha was to know that I was sitting by her brother, but then I saw her car at the far end of the parking lot. It was partially hidden by a lamppost.

“Uh, dude. I forgot what I was going to say.”

“Really, man? You’re my bro, but don’t waste my time like that,” Anthony said with a shake of the head as he stood from the bench. “I was supposed to meet my girl two hours ago. Then coach pulled that bullshit. I swear he better never make us practice that long again.”

“Yeah, it was complete bullshit,” I said to agree with him. “Sorry for holding you up. I’ll message you if I remember what I was going to ask.”

“No worries, man. I can already hear my girl bitching if you know what I mean,” said Anthony.

“You can blame everything on me.”

“I just might do that,” Anthony said as he got up to leave. He stopped when he was a few feet away from the bench. “Hope you’re good, though. You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“It was a rough day.”

“Definitely was.”

I watched as Anthony walked to his car. I’d given in to Tabitha’s demands, but when would this terror end? I couldn’t live with her following me around, watching my every move. I had to find a way to put an end to this madness, so I got up and went over to her car. She smiled as I approached.

“Hey, handsome,” Tabitha said as she rolled down her window. She was a pretty girl. She could get another guy in a heartbeat. She always wore cute clothes, stayed in shape, and her dirty blonde hair always looked stylish. I truly didn’t understand why she was following me around. “Hope you didn’t tell my brother anything bad about me.”

“I didn’t say anything to him,” I said through gritted teeth. “What are you doing here? This isn’t okay, Tabitha. It has to end.”

“What has to end?”

“This! You following me around and taking weird videos of my stuff when I’m not at home. You’re lucky I don’t call the police on you.”

“Oh,” Tabitha said in a pitiful voice. “I think we both know by now that you’re not going to do that.”

“I might! If you don’t stop pushing me!”

She snickered and threw back her head as she laughed. “You’re cute, Paul. Or should I call you Tiffany?”

“What? How? I never told you that name.”

Tabitha sighed. “There’s a lot I know about you. Get in the car.”

“No way.”

“Get in the car, or I’ll send pictures to everyone on the soccer team. I already got every single number from Anthony’s phone, so don’t think I won’t do it.”

I stared at her, wondering how the girl I’d once loved could do this to me. Didn’t she have even the slightest bit of concern for my wellbeing and my feelings? I had no idea what I’d done to her to make her act like this, but it crushed me. I only wanted to be free.

“Where are we going?”

“Get in the car,” Tabitha said more forcefully. “Don’t test me.”

“Why are you doing this?”

She sighed and shook her head, pulling out her phone. “I already have the message ready to go. All it will take is the click of a button. Do you really want the guys on the team to know that you like to wear women’s underwear?” She laughed as she asked the question, making me feel horrible inside. I wished more than anything that Natasha were there to give me the strength I needed. She didn’t see me as unworthy of her love because I liked to wear lingerie and dresses and heels. She supported me. She was light, and Tabitha was darkness. I could see it all over her face as she held her thumb above the send button.

“Fine,” I relented. “I’ll get in the car. Just don’t send that message.”

“Good boy.” She placed her phone in the cup holder. Then she grabbed the steering wheel and shook her shoulders, adjusting in her seat with a satisfied expression on her face.

I hated myself as I got into the passenger’s seat. How could Tabitha reduce me to becoming her puppet with one simple threat? I hated that I wasn’t brave enough to share my secret with others, but it could ruin my life. It could strip me of everything I held dear. I turned my head toward the window and closed my eyes as Tabitha rambled about what she’d been doing that day. Apparently she had more on her calendar than stalking me, but I had a feeling she had access to our practice schedule and knew that I would be busy.

“Are you going to tell me why you’re doing this?” I asked without turning my head from the window. I couldn’t stomach the thought of looking at Tabitha “Why don’t you just date one of the other guys on the team and leave me alone?”

“I don’t like how happy you look with her.”

The way Tabitha spat the word shocked me. Her knuckles were white around the steering wheel. I was honestly frightened. “Natasha? Why does she matter?”

“You never used to look at me like that.”

“I see.” I exhaled deeply. “I’m sure I did. I really cared about you, Tabitha.”

“Cared. That’s the problem, Paul. You speak of me in the past tense like I don’t even matter anymore. Don’t you know how that makes me feel?”

“We broke up years ago. I’m surprised you even still think about me at all.”

“My parents drag me to all of Anthony’s games. I always complain that I already graduated from college and have a job now, but do they care? Nope! They make me go. I took notice of you during one of your last games last season. You were stretching on the sidelines. I’m not even sure you saw me, but you looked so handsome. It made me nostalgic. I was working up the courage to ask you out, but then I saw you with her.”

My eyes widened as I looked at Tabitha, but she was staring straight ahead at the road. She had a wicked smile on her face. I had no idea what to say to her. I felt bad that she’d fallen for me again, but she was the one who dumped me.

“I know what you’re going to say. I broke up with you. It was all my fault that we aren’t together, but really, it’s your fault. You shouldn’t dress like that, and we’re going to fix your problem together. I’m here to help you, Paul.”

“Help me?” I screeched. “How is this helping me? You’ve basically kidnapped me!”

“Hush! I did no such thing! You got into my car voluntarily.”

I folded my lips and leaned back into my chair, too afraid to speak. Something had snapped within Tabitha. I felt bad for her, but I never wanted to be her boyfriend again. Never in a million years. I wondered what she would do if I told her that, though. I imagined her crashing the car into a tree or driving it over a bridge.

“Why did you break in to my apartment?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Paul.”

“That video! You had to have broken in when I wasn’t at home.”

Tabitha sighed. “I’ll deny whatever accusations you throw at me, Paul, but I heard from someone that you like to fuck Natasha when you’re dressed as a girl. If you ask me, that’s disgusting, and we need to fix this illness that you have.”

“Illness?” I asked. “I don’t have an illness!”

“Hmm,” Tabitha said and raised her eyebrow. “You’re a man, Paul, and you should dress like a man. We’re going to get married, have babies, and you’ll never have to worry about wearing women’s clothing again. I simply won’t allow it.”

“Stop the car and let me out right now!”

“Is that really what you want, Paul? I have receipts, and I’m more than willing to share them with the soccer team.”

I was boiling inside but calm as still water on the outside. If I reacted now, I wouldn’t be able to control myself. Where did Tabitha get off telling me I had an illness when she was the one breaking into my apartment, stalking me, and trying to control me? I hated the idea of the team finding out about my crossdressing, but I couldn’t become Tabitha’s boyfriend just to keep the secret. I needed to think. I needed to figure out what to do, but Tabitha’s plan left me no time for either.

“What the—?”

“You’re going to break up with her.”

“No,” I said.

“Yes,” Tabitha said in a whiny voice, mocking me. “Go inside and make a scene. I need a good laugh.”

“Tabitha, why are you doing this? I love her.”

“Don’t you dare say that!” she hissed. “The only person you’re allowed to love is me. Do you understand?”

“No,” I confessed. “Why do you want to be with me if you can’t accept me for who I am? Why can’t you find another guy? You’re a pretty girl, Tabitha.”

“I don’t want another guy. I had you first, and I want you back.”

“Tabitha, please. We—”

“No more talking! Either you go inside right now to break up with her in front of her little friend, or I send all the pictures and videos I have to your teammates. The choice is yours. You have five seconds to decide. Five, four, three…”

I put my face in my hands. Tabitha was never this crazy when we were dating. She could be bossy and demanding at times, but this was next level. This was insanity! I loved Natasha a million times more than I’d ever loved Tabitha.

“Two… Don’t test me, Paul. I’m not playing.”

“Fine!” I hollered and slammed my hand on the dashboard. “This is going to break her heart.”

“Good,” Tabitha said. “Hurry! We don’t have all night.” I got out of the car, surprised when Tabitha got out of the car too. “Don’t look at me like that. Of course I’m coming inside. Who else is going to record this glorious moment?”

I gritted my teeth and blew out heavily through my nose as we stepped inside. I hated this so much, but what choice did I have? Tabitha didn’t give me any time to wrap my head around the situation. She had tons of photos and videos revealing that I was a crossdresser. I took a deep breath as I turned the corner to step in front of Natasha’s table where she was sitting with her friend.

“Paul! What are you doing here?” Natasha asked, concern clear in her eyes. She glanced over my shoulder and noticed Tabitha. “I was just catching up with Liz.”

“Hey, Liz.”

“Hi,” she said carefully. “How are you, Paul?”

“I’m okay, but I need to talk to Natasha for a second. Do you mind?”

“Uh,” Liz said and looked around with a shocked expression. “No, I guess not. I’ll just use the restroom real quick.”

Natasha watched her friend walk to the back of the cafe as I sat in the chair she was occupying. Tabitha had her phone out, blatantly recording us. “What’s going on, Paul? Why is she here?”

“She’s here because we’re getting back together.”

“What?” Natasha asked loudly. “Getting back together? Why in the world would you get back with her?”

“Please,” Tabitha interjected. “Don’t you see how good I look? Why wouldn’t he want to get back with me?”

“I’m sorry, Natasha. She made me realize how much I missed her and how great it would be if we got back together.”

“Are you being serious right now?”

I wanted to tell Natasha that I loved nobody other than her, but Tabitha had gotten even closer to the table. Natasha’s face was bright red with embarrassment as Tabitha recorded us. I felt terrible. Natasha had shown me nothing except love and support. She embraced me fully when I told her my secret. She never once told me that I had an illness, yet I still broke up with her. I was too cowardly to stand up to Tabitha when it mattered.

“Yes,” I said. “This is our end, Natasha. I’m choosing Tabitha.”

“That’s right! Tell her again!” Tabitha snapped her fingers.

I groaned and shook my head. “Let’s go, Tabitha.”

She hollered as I pulled her out of the cafe, but I’d given her what she wanted, and I couldn’t stand to look at Natasha’s sad face for another second. I was officially a horrible person with an even worse girlfriend. What in the world was I going to do?


CHAPTER 6

Tabitha made me take her out to dinner after I broke up with Natasha, and then she tried to get me to fuck her. I refused. I told her that I was too tired from the soccer practice, which was true, but the even bigger truth was that I’d become depressed. I loved Natasha and loathed Tabitha. I never wanted her to touch me again, especially not intimately. She was holding me hostage with blackmail, and I didn’t know how to escape. Tabitha was keeping tabs on me. She knew everywhere I went and everything I did, but relief came the following week when she had to go out of town for a business conference.

“Don’t do anything that’ll make me angry while I’m gone,” she said as she gave me a kiss before leaving my apartment. She’d been desperately trying to get into my pants, but I refused her at every turn. Even kissing her was hard enough for me. Every time our lips touched, I felt a pang in my heart. I hurt Natasha. What I’d done was unforgiveable, but I hoped she could find a way to understand. I was weak. Afraid. I loved myself as Tiffany, but I knew the world was a lot crueler, as Tabitha was reminding me time and time again.

“I won’t. Enjoy the conference.”

Tabitha grunted. “How could you ever expect me to enjoy a work conference? They’re beyond boring, but the best part will be coming home to you.”

“Yeah,” I said. “See you soon.”

“Don’t be a bad boy while I’m gone.”

“I won’t,” I assured her, even though that was the furthest from the truth. I would spend the next few days figuring out how to take Tabitha down and put her in her place, and the first person I needed to contact was Natasha. I had a feeling she hated me after what I’d done, but I had to see her. I had to explain. Tabitha was crazy, and she was out for blood. She pulled me beneath the surface and refused to let me up for air, but now she was gone.

I waited an hour after Tabitha’s departure to gather my things. I had no idea where she’d hidden the cameras, but they were somewhere in my apartment. Tabitha knew far too much about my life for there not to be hidden cameras. She cackled and pretended not to know what I was talking about when I asked her about them, but the look in her eyes told me that she knew exactly where they were.

Natasha was at home, but she didn’t open the door when I knocked. “What are you doing here, Paul? Go away!”

“Please, Natasha. We need to talk.”

“I have nothing to say. You completely humiliated me in front of Liz. Do you know how embarrassing that was? Enjoy Tabitha. You two were made for each other.”

“Natasha! Please let me explain.”

“No!” I have nothing to say to you!”

I put my face in my hands, feeling absolutely helpless. Natasha had every right to refuse me, but I wouldn’t be able to escape Tabitha without her. She told me that she knew how to put a girl in her place, and I needed that help now more than ever. I never told Natasha the full extent of what Tabitha was doing, how I’d caught her watching me in several different places, and how I was now positive that she’d hidden cameras around my apartment. I was nearly certain that she’d seen Natasha riding my dick that one day based on her comments. It was frightening to think about how far Tabitha had gone, but I didn’t do anything about it because of all the dirt she had on me. How long would I stay stuck like this? I needed a friend, but Natasha was literally the only other person besides Tabitha that knew about my crossdressing.

“Please, Natasha. You don’t know how sorry I am for hurting you, but Tabitha ambushed me. If you let me explain…”

“You need to learn how to stand up to her yourself, Paul!”

“She was going to tell the entire team! Do you know what that could do to me? Coach could kick me off the soccer team.”

Natasha sighed loudly enough for me to hear her through the door. “I doubt Coach Lester would do that, but I can understand why you were scared.”

“Can you please let me inside so that we can talk?”

“I don’t know, Paul. You really hurt me.”

“I know I hurt you. I hurt myself too. I’m pathetic. Worthless!” Tears were running down my cheeks. I wanted to go back to those glorious moments when Natasha had pushed up my red minidress and mounted herself on my dick, sliding her sweet pussy all the way down to my base. I wanted to feel my hands against her soft, warm breasts while she held my shoulders. That fuck was by far the best of my life, but Natasha and I could have so much more if we could get past this dark moment. I planned on marrying her. Spoiling her. Giving her the best life I possibly could.

Natasha finally opened the door. I fell into her arms. She rubbed my back as we hugged, but her body was stiff. She was angry. Cold. I would have to do a lot to earn her trust and forgiveness after what I’d done, but I was willing to fight the rest of my life for her. She only had to help me take care of Tabitha once and for all.

“I’m still mad at you, Paul.”

“You can be mad at me. I deserve it, but I need your help. Tabitha’s completely lost her mind. I don’t know what to do.”

“What has she done?”

I told Natasha everything. I started all the way back to when Tabitha and I first met freshman year. How we’d been hot and heavy up until the moment that I told her I was a crossdresser. Natasha wiped her eyes as I recounted how Tabitha had pushed me aside. How she’d tossed me out like a heaping bag of garbage.

“Why has she come back now?”

I shrugged. “I have no idea.”

“So what else has she done? Recently.”

I sighed and continued telling Natasha about everything Tabitha had done. How she sent me those messages, broke into my apartment to record the video, took random pictures, and stalked me. Natasha nodded along as I spoke, but she lost her cool when I told her about how she’d placed hidden cameras in my apartment, which meant that she probably saw us fuck.

“No, she didn’t!”

I nodded grimly. “I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“She has to pay for this!”

“If I do anything, she’ll tell everyone she can about my crossdressing. I honestly don’t know what to do.”

Natasha took a deep breath as she pulled me into her arms. She was radiating heat and anger, but I appreciated her taking a beat to comfort me. I’d felt so alone over the past week, trapped like a prisoner. I hated every second of it but truly didn’t know how to escape without risking my entire future.

Natasha pulled away a moment later and held my shoulders. “You have to get ahead of this problem.”

“How?” I asked.

“You said Tabitha is your teammate’s sister?”

“Yeah, Anthony’s sister.”

“We have to tell Anthony what she’s doing,” she said.

“How can we tell him without outing me, though?”

Natasha steeled her expression. I shook my head. She nodded. “You have to, Paul. You don’t have a choice. If Anthony can’t help us get her to stop, we’ll have to go to the police about what Tabitha has been doing. If she has a video of me, then I deserve to know. This isn’t just about you anymore.”

I licked my lips as a cold sweat broke out across my body. I wanted justice and wanted this nightmare to come to an end, but telling anyone from my soccer team about my crossdressing felt like a nonstarter.

“Isn’t there another way?”

“We can go to the police about Tabitha, but I have a feeling she’ll use what she has either way. If we can convince Anthony to help us, we might be able to keep this mostly under wraps.”

“What if he tells everyone?”

“That’s a risk we have to take,” said Natasha. “What would you rather do? Go to the police or Anthony?”

“I don’t know. I wish none of this were happening.”

“Well, it is! It’s happening, and we have to deal with it, Paul! I care about you, but you have to be stronger than this.”

I lifted my eyes to meet Natasha’s, on the verge of tears. My life had been close to perfection a little over a week ago, and now Natasha cared about me. “You don’t love me anymore?”

“Paul, you really hurt me.”

“Haven’t you forgiven me?”

“No,” she said bluntly. “I want to help you because Tabitha has a video with me in it, but I’m not sure that we can be together after what you did. You had a chance to make a different choice. You should have thought about that before you broke up with me in front of my friend.” I opened my mouth to protest, but Natasha put up her hand. “I don’t want to hear it, Paul.”

“Natasha,” I whined.

“We’re going to take Tabitha down and make sure that she can’t publish whatever materials she has, but that’s it.”

“You mean we can’t get back together?”

“No,” she said firmly. “I don’t think so.”

We sat in silence a moment as I digested her words. Natasha wasn’t playing games. I fucked up. I’d lost her. She was only willing to help me to help herself, but how could I blame her? What if the shoe were on the other foot? Would I be so willing to help a girl who’d dumped me in front of my friend? I hated Tabitha now more than I already had.

“What do you suggest we do?”

“We need to show Anthony what you look like as Tiffany.”

“Isn’t there another way?”

“I don’t think there is. Text him right now to see when he’s free to hang out.”

I groaned as I pulled out my phone, but there was no arguing with Natasha. If she was willing to help me, I had to take it. I couldn’t see clearly in the situation I found myself. Tabitha had blinded me of all sense. Stripped me of all reason. I hated her and feared what I would do if we continued down this path. It took Anthony fifteen minutes to get back to me but said he was free that evening.

“Looks like you need to get ready.”

“I can’t believe it’s come to this,” I said.

“We will get through this. I promise.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“Go grab some clothes and come back here.”

“Okay,” I said with a nod. “I appreciate your help.”

“Don’t mention it. Now get going!”


CHAPTER 7

I was back at Natasha’s place with a cute outfit tucked away in my bag. It included one of my favorite navy A-line dresses with a wide-brimmed skirt. Twirling in the dress was a glorious sensation. It made me feel like I could fly like a bird and leave all the problems of my world behind. I also had some black lingerie, my breast forms, a wig, and my makeup bag. Natasha had plenty of makeup, but I was two or three shades paler than her, so I preferred to use my own.

“Do you have any lotion? I forgot to bring mine,” I said to Natasha when I stepped out of her shower. It’d been a week since my last shave. Tabitha was trying to make me ‘masculine’. She thought that men should have hairy legs and underarms or anywhere else that they could grow hair. She didn’t believe in manscaping. She thought it was a trend that had no business existing, so she’d been monitoring me closely to make sure that a razor never touched my legs. I couldn’t even begin to explain how incredible it felt now that I was out of the shower, smooth everywhere except the top of my head.

“Yeah, there should be some in the bathroom.”

“Let me check,” I said and returned to the bathroom. The steam had dissipated, so I could finally see myself in the mirror. I lathered my freshly shaved skin with the lotion I found. It was silky and luxurious. I took a mental note of the brand, hoping that I could find it online, but we didn’t have time for online shopping. We only had an hour left until we were supposed to meet Anthony at a bar around the corner from Natasha’s place.

“I forgot how good you could look,” Natasha said when I stepped back into the living room after lathering my body with her lotion. “Hurry up and get ready before I change my mind.”

“I’m sorry for getting you into this situation.”

“It’s not your fault,” said Natasha. “Tabitha has lost her mind.”

“You’re telling me. She was never like this when we were dating.”

“Did she tell you why she’s doing this?”

I sighed as I sat next to Natasha on the couch. “Yeah, she saw us together in the spring, and I think she snapped. She said she saw me at a soccer game before that and decided that she wanted me back, but we were together by the time she said something.”

“Jealousy can make people do crazy things.”

“Apparently,” I said.

“We’re going to put a stop to this.”

“But we’re not going to be together?”

Natasha stared at me for a long moment. She was hurt. Angry. Frustrated. She was a lot of things, and now wasn’t the time to expect her to come back to me.

“You don’t have to answer that question, but I want you to know how truly sorry I am. I never asked for Tabitha to come back into my life how she did. I thought she was a distant memory. There’s no way she could ever compare to you or what we had together. You accepted me for who I was, and that means a lot. I wish I hadn’t fucked things up.”

“Me too,” Natasha said in a sad voice. “Hurry up and finish getting ready. Anthony is expecting us soon.”

“Right,” I said and exhaled deeply. “You think he’ll judge me?”

“It’s always possible, but we have to hope he’ll be sympathetic.”

“Here goes nothing,” I said and went back to the bathroom with my makeup bag and the clothes I’d brought with me.

***

I was wearing my navy A-line dress, black strappy heels, and my favorite brown wig that gave me long, gorgeous waves. I had a yellow purse hiked up my shoulder. It popped against the dress and went well with the pearl necklace Natasha let me borrow. She looked at me with a smile on her face as we approached the entrance of the bar.

“Here goes nothing.” I held the door open for her.

Natasha stepped inside, winking at me as she glanced over her shoulder. Anthony was sitting at a table in the corner, completely unaware that I had arrived, but how would he recognize me now that I was Tiffany? He looked taken aback when we approached his table and said hello.

“Hi,” he said, assessing us with hungry eyes. “Can I help you?”

“It’s me,” I said in my practiced femme voice, laughing as I touched my chest. “Don’t you recognize me?”

Anthony narrowed his eyes for a moment before they widened. He hopped out of his chair. “What the fuck? Paul?”

“Tiffany,” I corrected him.

“Natasha?” he asked. “You knew about this?”

Natasha offered him an awkward smile. “Of course I knew about this. I’m not the only one who knows about Tiffany.”

“But… what… this is crazy.” Paul massaged his temples as he shook his head. “How can you look so…”

“Hot?” I asked with a laugh.

“Not hot, man! C’mon!”

“How do I look then, Anthony? Ugly?”

“No, but… yeah… no. Dude, you’re a chick!”

“Only sometimes,” I said. “We came here to talk to you about something serious, though. Can we sit?”

“Yeah, sure. Fuck, this is crazy,” Anthony said again. “Can we at least get a round of shots?”

“Sure, if that’ll put you at ease,” Natasha cut in. “I’ll go get them from the bar.”

We watched Natasha walk to the bar. Anthony turned his attention back to me, and I decided to let go and use my regular voice. I’d already shocked him to the core. No use in making his mind go haywire when I needed his help.

“It’s your sister, man,” I said.

“Tabitha? What did she do?”

“Remember when I stopped you after practice? Made you sit on the bench and then said nothing?”

“Yeah,” he said. “You should have seen how pissed my girlfriend was when I finally got to her. Thank goodness coach hasn’t drilled us like that since.”

“Thank goodness indeed, but the reason I didn’t tell you then is because Tabitha was watching us from across the parking lot. She’s been blackmailing me.”

“About what?” Anthony asked forcefully, but it didn’t take him more than a moment to put together the pieces of the puzzle. “Oh, about how you dress?”

“Yeah, she was the first girl I ever told.”

“I see,” Anthony said cautiously. “So, what’s the problem?”

“She’s blackmailing me!”

Anthony looked conflicted as Natasha returned with our shots. She put them at the center of the table. Sensing trouble, she asked, “everything okay?”

“Yeah, let’s do the shots,” I said.

We lifted them, staring at each other as we clinked our glasses together and threw back the alcohol. I hardened my jaw as the stiff liquid burned my throat. Anthony shifted in his seat as he looked around, like he was searching for an exit plan.

“Anthony, bro. You have to help us.”

“Bro, chick, whatever you are, you’re talking about my sister.”

“She was stalking me!”

“What proof do you have?” Anthony asked dismissively.

“We have tons of proof,” Natasha screeched. “I know she’s your sister and that you want to defend her, but she’s been acting indefensibly. She made Paul break up with me and recorded it! That’s not all, though. She’s hidden cameras in his apartment we can’t even find. She broke in and recorded videos of his clothes too. Took pictures and threatened to tell everyone.”

Anthony’s face hardened as Natasha told him everything we’d been up against with his sister. I could tell that he didn’t want to hear it and that he didn’t truly believe what we were saying, but I snapped my fingers to shake him from his daze.

“Do you think I would be here dressed like this if we weren’t telling the truth? Do you honestly think I ever wanted you to know that I’m a crossdresser? That’s the entire reason I broke up with Natasha. It happened right after our intense soccer practice. Tabitha sent me a text message warning me not to say anything to you, and then she drove me to where Natasha was having coffee with her friend and made me break up with her. If I didn’t, she was going to send everyone on the team the pictures and videos she has. She even told me that she stole your phone to get all our numbers.”

Something shifted in Anthony’s eyes at that last sentence. “I did catch her with my phone once…”

“You have to believe us, Anthony. We need help talking some sense into your sister, but we can’t do it alone,” I said.

“I don’t know,” he said. “She would never forgive me if I went against her.”

“She has videos of us, Anthony! She deserves to be in jail,” Natasha hissed, which made Anthony recoil. She took a deep breath and apologized for her strong language, but I could tell that she was only sorry enough to get Anthony on our side. “We’re trying to avoid going to the authorities and making this a bigger deal than it needs to be for both Tabitha and Paul. Don’t you want to help us avoid the worst?”

“Yeah, but you haven’t met my parents.”

“I’m sure they’re difficult,” Natasha said in her sweet voice. “I’m sure they would rather have you deal with Tabitha than having us go to the police. We have enough to build a case if you don’t help us, though.”

Anthony narrowed his eyes as he looked from Natasha to me, but this was our only option. We had to get her to stop. We had to get back to life before this terror began, even if Natasha and I could no longer be together. I’d hurt her in unspeakable ways. I was a terrible person for what I’d done, but we were both suffering from Tabitha’s reckless behavior.

“How would you feel if you were us? How would you feel if some girl broke into your apartment and installed secret cameras?”

“I wouldn’t be happy, but this is my sister!”

“Either you’re going to help us, or the legal system can help us,” Natasha said more firmly this time. “What’s it going to be, Anthony? You need to choose.”

“If I help you, you guys won’t make her suffer?”

“I want to talk to a lawyer to find out about a restraining order, but I promise to do my best not to embarrass her or make her suffer more than necessary,” said Natasha.

“I only want this to end, Anthony,” I added.

Anthony looked at each of us. I could tell that he was conflicted. I stared at him until he really saw me. Until he realized that I hadn’t walked out of the house like this for nothing. I was desperate to escape the shackles of Tabitha’s blackmail and continue on with my life unimpeded. I didn’t want to lose any more than I already had, but I had to risk everything to even get back to how my life had been mere weeks ago. “Please, Anthony. We can do this together. We have to stop your sister.”

Anthony was silent for a few more moments but eventually relented. “Fine! This is so fucked. I’m only doing it because I was the one who introduced you guys, but it’s hard to believe.”

“It’s hard for me to believe too!” I insisted. “Your sister was never like this when we were dating.”

“She’s been having a hard time at work. Maybe she’s taking it out on you guys.”

“We’ll get to the bottom of this,” Natasha said confidently. “We just want this to end with the least amount of drama possible.”

“Promise you won’t tell the other guys on the team?” I asked. “I don’t want coach to treat me differently.”

“I won’t say anything, bro. It’s definitely different, but if you’re happy, I’m happy. You don’t mind, Natasha?”

“Well, we broke up because of what your sister did, but no. I don’t mind Paul dressing like this,” said Natasha.

“You guys broke up?” Anthony asked in a high voice. “Because of what Tabitha did?”

Natasha frowned before nodding, which set Anthony off. He jumped out of his chair and threw his arms into the air. “Fuck, no! You guys were so good together, and look at you! If you can be happy with him like this, you’ve got to stay together.”

“That’s sweet, Anthony, but I just can’t.”

Anthony threw out his arms, but I put up my hand to stop him from saying anything. “It’s okay, bro. Don’t push it.”

Anthony narrowed his eyes like he didn’t want to give up, but he stopped himself from saying anything else. He sat back at the table and took a big drink from his beer. “We’ll fix this. The one person she really listens to is our dad. He’s also a lawyer. I’ll see about him getting you guys a restraining order from her, and he won’t be interested in seeing the videos and photos she took, but he will make her destroy them. I just know Tabitha will never forgive me for this.”

“That would be amazing!” Natasha exclaimed. “I hope your dad can help.”

“Me too,” I said. “I’m sorry for putting you in this position, though.”

“It’s okay. I’ll talk to my dad later.”

“Let’s get some shots and forget about it,” said Natasha. We hooted in approval, so we called over a server to get us some shots and nachos to share. It was a great evening with friends, but I couldn’t ignore the pain in my heart. Natasha wasn’t my girlfriend anymore, and it hurt now more than ever.


CHAPTER 8

“How was your conference?” I asked Tabitha. We were out at dinner, and my heart was racing. Anthony and his father Clinton were on their way over to confront Tabitha. Clinton called Natasha and me the day after we got drinks with Anthony to apologize for his daughter’s behavior. He drafted up a restraining order request for us to take to a judge if Tabitha didn’t immediately admit to her conduct and destroy the photos and videos she’d taken.

“It was wonderful. Much better than I expected.”

“Did you learn anything new?”

“We’ll have to do further training, but the new software they’re giving us will be useful.”

“That’s great,” I said.

“How was your week? Did coach kill you again?”

“No, our last practice wasn’t that bad.”

“Mmm,” Tabitha mummed as she picked up a piece of bread from the center of the table. She ripped it in half and slathered butter onto it. We hadn’t yet ordered our food, and I really hoped her dad arrived before we did. “Aren’t you going to have a roll? You can’t let me eat alone! I’ll feel fat.”

“You’re not fat,” I said before turning my neck to look around the room. Then like magic, Anthony and a man who looked like an older version of him walked through the door.

“Dad! Anthony! What are you doing here?”

“We need to talk,” Clinton said and sat at the table.

“Talk? About what?”

“Don’t play dumb, Tabitha,” Clinton said in a harsh tone. Anthony and I shared a look. I hoped he could tell that I was thanking him silently, but we both got distracted when Clinton leaned toward his daughter. “Have you been harassing this boy?”

“No, dad! I haven’t done anything wrong!”

“That’s not what Anthony told me.”

Tabitha glared at us with her arms crossed. I could tell that she was fuming. I only hoped that she felt guilty about her actions.

“I have a restraining order drafted and ready to give to one of my judge friends. Do you really want that on your record?”

“No!” Tabitha hollered. “Why are you doing this? I haven’t done anything wrong! They’re lying!”

“Enough!” Clinton slammed his fist on the table. “You’ve always been difficult to handle, Tabitha. If you don’t tell this boy where you’ve hidden the cameras in his apartment, I will march you down to the police myself.”

“How could you say that? You wouldn’t take me to the police,” Tabitha said to her father. “How dare you even suggest it!”

Clinton’s eyes lit up in a way that frightened me, but I was happy to see Tabitha being put in her place. I was desperate to move on with my life and to put this horrid experience in the rear-view mirror. Clinton and Tabitha went back and forth for the next few minutes, reaching an intensity that drew the attention of nearby tables, but it wasn’t long before Tabitha cracked and admitted to it all. She sobbed as she told me how she’d hidden four cameras around my house. The look on Clinton’s face was pure disgust as Tabitha confessed to her crimes. He was so taken aback that he told me he would find me a new apartment and pay off my rent through the remainder of the lease. He didn’t trust that his daughter told us where all the cameras were.

Tabitha was so angry by the end of the conversation that she stormed out of the restaurant after cursing us all out. “I’m sorry about her. She’s usually so sweet, but she’s always had this dark side. I hope she can grow out of it.”

“It’s okay. Thank you for everything, Clinton. Anthony.”

“No problem, bro,” Anthony said. I wasn’t sure he’d said anything the entire time, but his father sure had. He put fear into Tabitha’s heart, which was just what she needed to stop this madness. I felt like a million pounds had been lifted from my chest.

“I’m sorry you had to go through that, and I promise to find you a new apartment as soon as possible. Here’s my card,” Clinton said and dropped it on the table. He and his son stood after that and headed to the exit.

A server came over to ask if everything was okay, and I told them that I would need two menus. Natasha ran over to the table once Clinton and Anthony left. She’d been sitting at the bar the entire time.

“Did you see that?” I asked her.

“Yes! Wow! Clinton was amazing.”

“I kind of feel bad for Tabitha, but—”

“Why? I don’t! She got what was coming to her!” Natasha said as she sat in the chair next to me where Anthony had been sitting. She preferred sitting next to me rather than across from me, and I had to admit that I liked it too.

“Yeah, but I hope she’s okay.”

“Don’t get me wrong. I don’t want anything bad to happen to her, and if she leaves us alone, I’ll definitely forget about the restraining order.”

“Me too,” I said. I leaned a little closer to Natasha to place my hand on her thigh. She flinched but didn’t move her leg away. I squeezed it more tightly. “Does this mean you’ll give me another chance? I wish I could take back what I’d done. I’ll never forgive myself, but I’ll be forever indebted to you if you give me another chance.”

“Forever?” she asked.

“Forever,” I said.

Natasha placed her hand on top of mine under the table. She took it and lifted it to her lips, kissing it softly. I held her gaze as love filled the air. I didn’t blame her for being mad, but I needed her back. The way she looked at me, whether I was Paul or Tiffany, took my breath away. I wouldn’t be able to live without her if she rejected me now. I would go through life a lost man, always replaying that horrid moment when Tabitha made me break up with her over in my head.

“I guess I could give you one more chance.”

“Please. That’s all I need,” I said.

“Fine,” she said with her gorgeous smile.

I leaned over toward her and pushed my fingers into her hair before giving her a passionate kiss. I would make sure that she never regretted this moment. I would become her husband. Her baby daddy. Her girl. “You’re my everything.”

“You’re mine,” she said as we pulled away from each other.

We ordered our dinner when the server returned to the table. We got a pasta and pizza to share. It was a magical dinner, but dessert was even better. I took her back to her place and made love to her for hours. Every kiss, every thrust. Each better than the last until we were a sweaty, sticky mess. I held her as we slept, grateful to wake up to her in the morning, happy that she was my girl.

Forever.


CHAPTER 9

Seven Months Later

“Yes! Yes! Ride that girl dick!”

“Fuck!” Natasha hollered as she bounced on my cock. I held her tits as a beachy, salty breeze blew in through the windows of our villa. It was spring break, and we’d gone to Mexico to get away from school and life. We were on the cusp of graduating and beginning our lives, and I couldn’t wait to make our relationship even more official by putting a ring on her finger. “Yes! I’m close, Tiffany!”

“Me too! So fucking close!” I rolled Natasha over and lifted her legs into the air to fuck her pussy hard. She screamed as I slid in and out of her slick folds.

“Right there, babe! Fuck me hard!”

My fake tits swayed as I pounded her pussy. She panted and moaned, loving every second of my dick. I pulled on her hair and kissed her neck when I was so close to hurt. “I can’t hold it! Fuck!”

“Cum in me, Tiffany! Cum me that cum!”

I growled and released my load. Natasha wrapped her legs around me as she rubbed her clit, cumming with me seconds later. I gasped against her neck as her pussy used my dick, but I was loving every second of it.

“I love you,” I whispered into her ear.

“I love you too.”

We detached moments later. Natasha rolled over to her back and gasped. “That was good, but I need some food.”

“Should we head to the cafe down the street?”

“Sure,” she said. “You going as Tiffany or Paul?”

“Fuck it! I’ll go as Tiffany. If you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” she said.

We left to eat and enjoyed lunch at a quaint cafe. I changed out of my dress and sandals when we got back to the hotel before taking Natasha for a romantic walk along the beach. I stopped her at one point and got down to one knee to ask her hand in marriage.

“Yes, Paul! A million times yes!”

“Good,” I said and slid the diamond ring on her finger. “I can’t imagine being with anyone but you.”

“I’m yours. Don’t worry,” Natasha said, and then I stood to lift her into my arms and shower her with kisses, happy that I was one step closer to making this amazing girl mine forever and always.
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