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To my readers, always


Summer Rush

(15,200 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Charlie Huang grabbed yet another box from the moving van. He couldn’t recall the last time he had sweat so much, but every droplet running down his back was worth it to escape his old apartment. His former place was a dungeon basement apartment within the city limits of Detroit. Now, he was moving to a sunny condo in the ritzy suburb of Sundown, Michigan.

Charlie won the lottery a few months ago. Moving day had arrived after waiting for the money to close on the condo. The waiting hadn’t stop Charlie from appreciating his new lease on life: no student debt, a brand-new sedan, and this paid-in-cash condo.

He had less than ten percent left of his winnings, but his burdens had disappeared. The feeling was priceless. His weekly habit of buying quick picks, much to his parents’ disdain, had paid off after years of losses. He had nearly given up the week he bought his winning ticket. Luckily, he hadn’t.

Charlie wished he had spent a bit of his winnings on movers while walking up the flight of stairs for the countless time. He was feeling cheap after all his large purchases, but carrying box after box was torture. He must have enjoyed pain.

Charlie had about eighteen percent of the truck left to empty, but he needed a break. Charlie dropped the box he was carrying on the condo floor. He found the container that stored all his dishes and grabbed a glass. He stood by the sliding door that overlooked a grass field. There was a small pond off to the side. The view had improved compared to his last place.

After his quick break, Charlie finished unloading the truck as fast as he could. He had to return the vehicle to the store, where he had left his sedan. Driving home from the truck-rental location, Charlie stopped at a drive-thru for tacos and a soda.

He had seen his new neighbor on the way up the stairs with the last box before leaving, sweaty and nasty from moving in the afternoon sun. She was wearing a swimsuit and looked gorgeous. Charlie wondered if she had a boyfriend, but he was cautious about lusting after a new neighbor. It wasn’t like his condo was a rental. He couldn’t just pick up and move if he made an ass out of himself, as he had done many times in his life.

Charlie ordered all new furniture that a designer had recommended. It would arrive in a few days, so he only had boxes and plastic tubs to sit on and use as tables until then.

While eating and watching television on his phone, Charlie thought about his new life. He wanted to change his old habits: less masturbating, no porn, and kill the fantasy of finding a woman who accepted his unspoken desires. Charlie had spent his twenties hoping a dominant woman would pop into his life, but it never happened. Women always wanted him to act like an alpha. A dominant creature who handled his woman, but that wasn’t Charlie’s style.

He had always been a beta male. Beta males always got passed over for their alpha counterparts. People often thought Charlie was gay, but he wasn’t. Charlie loved women. He watched more girl-on-girl porn than the law should allow, but those were habits of the past. From now on, he would be a dominant creature. He would lift weights to achieve a more masculine body. Zero porn would play on his computer.

Charlie wanted a wife and children, so he would act accordingly until he found a woman he could get along with in life. Now that Charlie was thirty, he was understanding what the word ‘compromise’ meant. Just because a fantasy world existed in a porno didn’t mean he could have it in real life.

Cleaning up his mess from the tacos, Charlie unpacked and resisted the urge to unbutton his pants. No jacking off tonight. No porn. New condo, new life. Charlie wasn’t getting any younger, and reality was replacing his dreams.

 

♦

 

Yen Reed wiped her face and stepped off the treadmill. She had run enough for one day. Yen grabbed her keys from the locker and walked back to her condo, stopping at the mailbox on the way.

“Tasty legs. Can I get those to go?” asked a familiar voice. Yen sighed before turning to Brad, her neighbor. He wouldn’t leave her alone if she paid him. He was innocent but never stopped trying to bed Yen, even though she had told him he wasn’t her type on multiple occasions. That wasn’t true, but Brad gave off weird vibes and lived too close to home. He could see what number her condo was just by glancing over her shoulder.

“Brad, how many times can I tell you the same thing?”

“Until you give me a chance,” he said.

“Guess we’ll continue our dance then because my answer isn’t changing,” she said. Yen was thankful Brad lived in a different building. She wrapped the coupon pages around her stack of bills.

Brad opened his mailbox and pulled out a single envelope. “I took my name off the mailing list for that rag,” Brad said and pointed to the magazine of coupons every resident received. “I can give you the number, if you’d like.” Brad bent his arm to perch himself on the mailbox with his elbow, showcasing how defined his biceps were. Yen almost wanted to take Brad back to her place to scare him straight; not every woman was a submissive, docile creature.

Yen imagined the majority ran to Brad like mosquitoes to a porch light, but Yen didn’t give him the time of day. She figured that was why he never relinquished his efforts to bed her. The harder the journey, the sweeter the reward.

“Dinner. Just once,” said Brad.

Yen shrugged. “You aren’t my type, as handsome as you are. I’m sorry. Rejection must hurt for a man like you.”

“You’ll come around,” said Brad.

“Whatever you say. Enjoy the gym,” said Yen. She held her mail as though it were a clutch and walked back to her apartment. A moving truck had appeared since she had left for the gym an hour ago. When she walked past the truck, the man was facing away from her moving boxes. Yen’s eyes lingered on the outline of his curvy backside before running inside to take a shower. She didn’t want the man to see her sweaty from the gym.

Yen stepped out of her workout clothes, throwing them in the hamper. She took a shower. Yen dried her thin body, smelling of flowers and soap. It wasn’t too hot, and she wanted to spend some time by the pool. Few people were there when she left the gym. It seemed like an excellent day to read fiction and soak up the sun.

Yen put on a two-piece bikini, flip-flops, and an untied robe. She had even dried and curled her hair, which didn’t take more than ten minutes. No makeup. She might swim but hadn’t decided.

When Yen stepped into the hallway, her new neighbor was carrying a box into his house. She saw his face and wondered if he was half Asian and White like her. They waved, but he scurried into his apartment before she could introduce herself. It probably didn’t help that her body had been on full display under the parted robe.

Yen tied up her robe and went to the pool, excited for when she could formally introduce herself to the new neighborhood with a peach-shaped ass.


Chapter Two

 

Charlie had settled into his new apartment and was loving life there once the furniture arrived. He hadn’t seen the woman across the hall since the day she went to the pool, but Charlie had been thinking about her a lot. How did she spend her time? What was her job? Her name? Charlie didn’t stop long enough for introduction as he had been too embarrassed by the sweat rolling down his back.

Eating dinner at his dining-room table, Charlie tried to forget his hectic day at the hospital. He worked as a physician assistant. Today, he didn’t have the opportunity to eat lunch since his floor was so busy. Charlie rolled his neck. He finished his dinner, beyond grateful he had a dishwasher now and didn’t have to wash the plates by hand. He showered and changed into jeans and a t-shirt.

Charlie was watching television when someone knocked on the door. He still hadn’t watched porn since moving in, and the urge was weakening by the day. He had masturbated to thoughts of the woman across the hall in her bathing suit. Who curled their hair to hang out at the pool? She had looked like a model on her way to a photo shoot.

“Coming,” said Charlie, surprised he had a visitor. He hoped his parents hadn’t driven up from Ann Arbor to surprise him. Sundown was north of Detroit, so it was almost an hour from Ann Arbor. Charlie loved his parents, but they had promised to call before they came.

Charlie looked in the peephole, and the woman from across the hall was standing on the other side. She was wearing a summer dress and heels. Her hair pinned to one side, curls cascading down her shoulder. Charlie looked down at his tight jeans, wanting to change, but the woman spoke.

“I hate standing in the hall. Open the door. It’s me from the apartment across the hall. I can see your shadow in the peephole,” she said, laughing. Her voice was infectious: light, airy, and feminine.

“Don’t judge my place,” said Charlie before opening the door.

Charlie’s new neighbor walked past him. She placed a casserole dish on Charlie’s kitchen island, her heels clacking against the engineered hardwood floors.

“Aren’t these condos fabulous? I love your view. Mine has the parking lot in it,” said the woman.

Charlie lifted the foil covering the dish, amazed by the baked meal beneath. “What’s your name?” he asked.

The woman turned around and strutted across his living room, walking like a supermodel on the runway. She put out her hand and said, “my name is Yen. What’s yours?”

“Charlie,” he said.

“Are you half Asian and White like me?” she asked.

“I am!” said Charlie. He loved meeting people who had the same mixture as himself.

“Who is who?”

“My dad is Asian. You?”

“Other way around. White dad, Asian mom,” Yen said with a smirk.

“You turned out pretty,” he said. Charlie didn’t want to cross any lines, but Yen was stunning. The image of her standing in the doorway wearing nothing but a robe and her bathing suit burned in Charlie’s mind.

“As did you,” said Yen. She sat on the sofa, crossing her legs. She looked Charlie up and down as he leaned against the kitchen island. “Aren’t those jeans a bit tight?” she asked.

Charlie always wore tight jeans to make his dick look bigger. He had measured it many times, and it was just below average, but he wanted it to appear as big as possible for the ladies. He went as far as almost stuffing his pants a few times but decided against it. Tight jeans did the trick, and if he was going out, he wouldn’t wear underwear and tie a bandanna around his dick and balls to make them sit higher.

“What’s wrong with my jeans?” asked Charlie. He knew they were tight, but didn’t the ladies like that?

Yen switched her legs, resting her hands on her knee. “Oh, it’s nothing, Charlie. I can just see your boxers. The fabric is bunched up and painfully obvious. Looser jeans would look better, that’s all.”

Charlie pushed down the bile rising in his esophagus. He had never thought about the outline of his boxers. If anything, he thought women would go for that. “What, it’s that bad?”

Yen shrugged. “I could bring over some jeans that might fit you better, if you want to try a new look. Or do you already have a boyfriend and no longer care?” she asked. Yen smirked as her eyes landed on Charlie.

Why did people always think he was gay? No matter how hard Charlie tried, someone would assume. “I’m not gay,” he said. “Not that I have a problem with gay guys… it’s just… I like women,” Charlie said with his eyes cast to the hardwood floors.

“Have you ever been with a man?” asked Yen.

“No, why?”

Yen shrugged. She stood and walked over to Charlie’s cabinets, opening them one at a time until she found a glass for water. She helped herself while Charlie watched her. “What do you do for work, Charlie?” Yen turned and leaned against the counter. Her throat moved as she drank.

“I’m a physician assistant,” he said.

“Oh, wow. Is that how you could afford this condo?”

“No,” he said, wondering if he should tell her he won the lottery or not.

“Then, how did you pay for it? These places aren’t cheap,” she said. “You seem young.”

“I’m thirty. How old are you?”

Yen placed her hand on her chest and exhaled as though Charlie had offended her. “How dare you ask a woman her age,” she said. Apologies poured from Charlie’s lips until she laughed. “I’m kidding. I’m thirty-five. You look young for thirty.”

“Thanks,” he said. “Same to you—about looking young. What do you do for work?”

“I’m an HR manager. Got the condo a year after my promotion, but that happened when I was twenty-nine. Almost done paying off the condo,” she said and walked to the door. Yen was standing halfway outside when she turned, “enjoy the casserole. Don’t forget to wash the dish before you give it back.”

“Thank you for the food. I’ll see you around, Yen,” he said.

Yen blew him a kiss and closed the door behind her. Charlie didn’t believe in instant love, but he felt something with the smell of Yen’s floral perfume lingering in the air. His jeans were tightening as his dick grew hard.

Charlie went to the bathroom to take a cold shower after opening his web browser. He had typed in the name of his favorite porn site but didn’t open it. He had to stay strong. Charlie would feel like a failure if he watched a naughty video after only a week in his new apartment. Fresh place, changed life. Charlie dried himself and went to sleep, dreaming about Yen, his new neighbor.


Chapter Three

 

Yen glanced at her phone as she ran on the elliptical, sweat running down her face. She had the resistance turned up high, and her legs were turning into rocks. Yen exhaled as she scrolled on her phone. Her package should arrive today, and she couldn’t wait to take it to Charlie. A week ago she gave him the casserole, and he had yet to return the dish. It was a perfect excuse to show up at his door with a bag of goodies.

When Yen was near the end of her workout, Brad walked in the door. He noticed her before she noticed him, or else she would have left before he used one of his cheesy lines.

“Hey, Yen,” he said.

“Brad,” she replied.

“Sorry for saying all those stupid pick-up lines. I was wrong to push myself on you if I’m not your type,” he said.

Yen didn’t react, but his words shocked her. Never did she hear men apologize for their advances. “Thanks, Brad.”

“It’s cool you take such good care of your body,” he said.

“You too,” she said. Yen could appreciate a man who respected his body. She didn’t want to date a hunk because men with muscles thought they ruled the world, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t admire their beauty from afar.

Brad jetted out his hand and asked, “friends?”

Yen had to stop the elliptical to shake Brad’s hand. She was panting as her heart rate caught up with her resting body. “I’ll be your friend if you answer one question,” she said.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Have those pick-up lines ever worked?”

“You’d be surprised, but I think my muscles do more of the working than my words. They don’t seem to affect you like other women, though,” Brad said in a disappointed tone.

Yen stepped off the elliptical and wrapped the towel around her neck. She could stop working out for the day. It wasn’t her plan, but there was always tomorrow. “Muscles aren’t everything.”

“To you,” said Brad. His frown turned to a grin. “For others, you know.”

“See you around, Brad,” Yen said and turned to grab her stuff from the wall of lockers. Every condo had a locker dedicated to them, but there was only one unisex shower that almost nobody used.

Brad followed Yen to her locker and spoke, “I wanted to give you this,” he said and held out a business card. It was for Brad’s construction company. “This is my card, if you ever want to use it.”

Yen smiled and spoke with sarcasm. “Thanks, Brad. I’ll keep you in mind during all these cold, dark summer nights.” Brad’s grimace at her words was a mental image she wouldn’t forget. Yen left the gym without another word. If it were anyone else, she would have thrown away the card, but a handyman with a crush wasn’t the worst contact to have.


Chapter Four

 

Charlie opened the door, and Yen was standing on the other side. He hadn’t seen her since she brought the casserole, for which he realized he still had the dish. Yen looked as gorgeous as always. She was wearing a mini-skirt, pumps, and a tucked blouse. She smelled of citrus and berries.

“Yen, I’m so sorry I forgot to return the dish,” he said the moment the gust of the opening door hit his face.

Yen waved her hand in the air. “It’s fine. I only live across the way. Mind if I come inside?” she asked and held up a brown paper bag with the local grocery store’s logo.

“Sure,” Charlie said and stepped aside so Yen could pass. “Your dish is clean. I’ve just been so busy at the hospital this week, I forgot all about it after I put it in the cupboard.”

“Don’t worry, Charlie. Put it on the counter and bring me a glass of ice water,” she said, walking over to the couch. Her heels muffled by the large area rug in the living room. Charlie grabbed two glasses of ice water and joined her.

“Thank you,” she said. Yen didn’t have her legs crossed, and Charlie was straining to see her panties. Every time she shifted her legs, his eyes darted to the shadow between her thighs. Yen narrowed her eyes at Charlie, crossing her legs. He cleared his throat and took a long drink. “How do you like the complex?” asked Yen.

“It’s great. I’m still dying to use the pool,” he said.

“No tight pants today?” she asked.

“I felt like sweatpants. It was my third day in a row of work,” he said.

“I told you I would do some shopping, and I did! Are your tight jeans clean?”

“Yeah, they are in my room.”

“Then what are you waiting for, Charlie? Put them on,” she said.

Charlie returned a few minutes later, feeling conscious of the underwear lines in his jeans that Yen had pointed out the last time he wore the pair in front of her. Yen wagged her finger at Charlie, motioning for him to step her way. She touched his thighs and spoke, “you see how this fabric bunches up here? And here… and here?” she asked, pointing out bumpy ridges along the denim. “Also, don’t think you’re doing yourself any favors by showcasing this tiny pecker.”

Humiliated, Charlie’s cheeks burned like logs in a fire. “That wasn’t my intent.”

Yen howled with laughter. “Right, just like I don’t want to make my ass look bigger by wearing heels. Try on these jeans,” Yen said and pulled a pair from her paper bag.

Charlie went to his bedroom and returned to the living room. Yen was nodding as he twirled in circles for her. “Much better. Did you look at yourself in the mirror?”

“No,” said Charlie.

Yen jumped to her feet and dragged Charlie across the hall to her apartment where she had a tall mirror. Yen touched Charlie’s thighs, causing his denim to tighten. “You see how your bulge can look just as large in jeans like these without fabric lines?”

Charlie nodded.

Yen grabbed the mirror. It was easy to carry. She followed Charlie back to his apartment.

“Now, if you want to wear the other jeans, there is a way to do that too,” said Yen.

Charlie raised his eyebrow. “How? I feel like my bulge looked a little bigger in my old jeans,” he said.

Yen opened her mouth and then closed it, shaking her head. “Never mind. It’s a silly idea,” she said.

“You can’t do that. Tell me,” he said.

“No, you wouldn’t like the idea. Better you just toss the old jeans in the trash. I’ll take my casserole dish and leave,” said Yen. She stood and grabbed her dish from the counter, but Charlie stopped her before she reached the door.

“Tell me what you were going to say,” he said, trying to act more assertive to fulfill one of the pledges he made to himself.

“How about I show you?” Yen asked. She shuffled through the paper bag and pulled out a ball of fabric, placing it in Charlie’s hand.

He thought it was a handkerchief until he unfolded the ball and discovered it was a thong. Charlie broke character for a moment—letting out a faint moan—before he convinced himself it was a trick. “What the hell is this?” he asked, using an angry voice.

“A thong,” she said deadpan. “It has a little pouch for your dick too. Made for men, so you don’t have to feel embarrassed, Charlie. I even got it in blue. What do you think?”

“Thongs are for women,” said Charlie. He was betraying his old self, but he had made himself a promise when he moved here last week: no porn, no holding onto unrealistic fantasies.

“No, that’s not true. Thongs are for people who don’t want nasty fabric lines showing through their denim,” she said. “Why don’t you go try these on with your old jeans? I bet your tiny dick will look much bigger,” she said and winked.

Charlie held the thong in the air, contemplating his choice. Yen was creating his fantasy in real time. How had she guessed he would want to wear a thong? He had always wanted a woman to command him to wear lingerie, but the fact that it was happening after he had put all those desires in the past stirred emotions within Charlie he couldn’t comprehend.

“Is this a joke?”

“Not at all. I think men who are comfortable enough with their sexuality to wear lingerie are sexy. If you behave and change, I’ll give you a treat,” she said.

“A treat?”

Yen uncrossed her legs. Charlie was standing in front of her—thong in his hand—as Yen stared into his eyes. Her thighs spread, and she gave Charlie a glimpse of her white lace thong that did nothing to hide her shaved pussy lips. Charlie moaned through his closed mouth and rushed to the bedroom to change.

When Charlie pulled off the jeans Yen had bought him, he threw them to the floor. Charlie held the lace thong up to his hardened rod. They had a pocket for his dick. He had always thought about ordering men’s lingerie but never had the courage. Charlie slipped on the thong, his manhood staining the gorgeous blue cotton and lace. Charlie thought lingerie would have been more uncomfortable, but he was loving how the fabric hugged his dick. He needed to shave his thighs and trim his package. Everything sat perfectly in place.

Charlie slipped on his skinny jeans and was amazed by how easily they passed over his ass. No fabric bunched around the pockets. He turned, and his ass looked huge with nothing but smoothness along the denim. Charlie turned to the front, loving how fat his package looked in the jeans.

Charlie stepped out the room, and Yen clapped. “You see, Charlie? I told you!”

Charlie resisted the urge to rock his hips. He felt… well, he felt feminine and womanly. Charlie wanted to raise his hands in the air and spin like a stripper on the pole.

“Did you look at yourself in the mirror?” asked Yen.

Charlie bit his lip and nodded. “My ass is huge without a hint of boxers hiding under the denim,” he said.

Yen stood up and smacked Charlie’s ass. “Thick and juicy. Now people will stare at your plump ass and not the ridges of your underwear. How does the lace feel on your dick?”

Charlie had never experienced a woman so confident and sure of herself. He wanted to laugh hysterically, but there was nothing but seriousness in Yen’s eyes. “Good,” he said in a quivering voice.

“Just good?”

“Splendid. Outstanding. I love how the fabric hugs my dick. I love how I can feel the underwear shaping my ass whenever I take a step. You’re making my dreams come true,” said Charlie.

“Oh, am I?”

Charlie nodded. Charlie didn’t know who he was becoming, but he wanted more. “Didn’t you say I would get a treat?”

“If you behave, yes. We aren’t finished yet,” Yen said and pulled up a makeup bag from her purse. “We have to doll up your face, so you’ll feel even more fabulous.”

“Do I really need makeup?” asked Charlie.

Yen folded her lips and nodded. “You wouldn’t be complete without it. Plenty of men wear makeup, Charlie. All those men you see on television have makeup. Why don’t you want to look your best?” she asked, turning her lips to a pout.

Charlie shook his head. “Sorry, you’re right, Yen. Where should we do it?”

“Grab us two chairs. I’ll prop the mirror I brought against the wall,” she said. Her frown had turned to a bright, cheery smile. Charlie placed one chair facing the mirror and the other to the side. “You’re going to look gorgeous,” she said.

Charlie stared at himself in the mirror as Yen prepared herself. The stress of working in a hospital was getting to him. New wrinkles appeared every year. Fine lines. He would even get a pimple now and then. He thought pimples stopped by thirty, but that was a lie.

“What will you do?”

“Just some concealer and foundation. A little moisturizer. Take a mental image of yourself and then close your eyes. I want you to experience the complete transformation.”

Charlie nodded. He closed his eyes after studying his face for a second. A cool cream ran over his face. Yen used a folded fan, blowing his face to dry it. Charlie opened his eyes, but Yen snapped at him to close them. Charlie relaxed his mind as Yen worked on his face. Nobody would know. Yen was dazzling. Why would he argue with her when she was paying him so much attention?

“There,” said Yen after several minutes. Charlie opened his eyes, amazed that he looked years younger than just minutes ago. Charlie touched his face, but Yen swatted away his hand. “Don’t touch your face. I just made it pretty. What do you think, Charlie?”

“It’s incredible. You made me look at least five years younger. Fuck, how did you do that?” he asked, staring at his new face.

“Stand up. Let’s get the full image,” said Yen.

Charlie stood and turned his hips in the mirror. No fabric ridges. No fine lines. Charlie’s face broke into a smile. Yen got behind him. She held his hips, moving with him in the mirror. Charlie thought his fresh look was treat enough but wanted Yen to hold up her part of the offer.

“So, what treat did you have in mind?”

Yen smirked, her chin resting on Charlie’s shoulder. She reached her hands around to Charlie’s front side. She undid his jeans. Charlie exhaled as Yen pulled his pants halfway down his thighs, revealing his blue thong stained with precum. His dick was throbbing from its stiffness.

“Oh my, looks like someone enjoys the thong,” chuckled Yen.

“Why are you laughing?” asked Charlie.

“Thongs are for girls!”

Charlie felt humiliated as Yen laughed like she had heard the funniest joke in the world. “You said thongs are for everyone,” Charlie said to defend himself, which only made Yen laugh harder.

Yen sucked in a large breath, fanning herself. “I’m sorry, you’re right. It’s wrong of me to laugh, but I wasn’t expecting you to be this hard.”

Charlie crossed his hands over his crotch. He was conflicted on whether to kick Yen out and never talk to her again, cry and beg her to stop, or just allow whatever to happen.

Yen whispered into Charlie’s ear, “uncross your hands and touch yourself. I want to see you cum,” she said.

Charlie swallowed and did as she said. Yen’s hand touched his obliques. His ass. Charlie stroked his dick, nervous he would cum in seconds. Charlie used his thumb and two fingers to rub his manhood, the blue thong lifting his balls.

Yen went to the kitchen and came back with a saucer. She held the plate under Charlie’s dick. “Cum,” she said.

Charlie’s body spasmed as streams of cum covered the plate. Yen slipped a finger into his ass, only making his cum harder. Charlie moaned and begged Yen to stop as she milked the last drops from his spent cock.

“Good boy,” she said. “Open your eyes, Charlie. Look at the mess you made.”

Charlie glanced down at the plate covered in cum, nervous for what Yen had in mind. He had never met a woman like her. She was on another level. She lived in a different plane of reality. Yen dipped her finger into the milky goo and licked it. She dipped her finger in the cum again but rose it to Charlie’s mouth this time.

“This is your treat, baby. Lick it clean,” she said, wagging her finger in Charlie’s mouth.

Charlie didn’t want to disappoint Yen, but licking his cum was preposterous. What was she thinking?

“Lick my finger, baby.” Her voice had turned so sensual, Charlie couldn’t resist. He would rather taste his own cum than lose another chance with Yen. Charlie sucked the salty mess from Yen’s finger, closing his eyes and pretending he didn’t love how it tasted on his tongue.

Yen clapped and kissed Charlie on the cheek. She skipped to the door, grabbing her casserole dish from the counter. “I’ll see you soon, Charlie. Free this weekend?”

Charlie nodded. Yen disappeared and closed the door behind her. It was like she hadn’t been more than a dream. Charlie glanced at the plate covered in cum. He cleaned it under steaming water before he dipped his finger for a second taste.


Chapter Five

 

The weekend had arrived, and Charlie was exhausted from work. As much as he wanted to spend more time with Yen, he was hoping she had forgotten about their plans by the time Saturday morning rolled around. Charlie had worked from seven in the morning until eleven at night yesterday, and he just wanted to spend all day in bed watching videos online.

Around ten in the morning, Charlie got out of bed and made himself some boiling water for tea. He drank tea while reading news on his phone. He was wearing the blue thong Yen had given him. He wore and washed it every day. Boxers and briefs felt too loose now. Charlie wasn’t sure he would ever return to men’s underwear. He had even added men’s lingerie to his cart online. The only he didn’t have was the courage to hit ‘order’.

When Charlie placed his dirty mug in the sink, a knock sounded at the door. He was just about to take a shower and try to nap. The knock boomed again, echoing off the walls.

“Charlie,” said Yen. “Open the door. We have plans.”

Charlie dropped his head. He had intentions to fantasize about Yen while masturbating. He didn’t want to see her. Maybe later in the night. “Can we do dinner? I had a long day yesterday,” Charlie said after opening the door. He stood in the entryway so Yen couldn’t pass.

She placed her hand on her hip and jetted it out to the side. “What are you doing, Charlie? It’s the weekend. You told me you had Saturday and Sunday free,” she said.

“I do, but I have to work early Monday morning.”

“Did you sleep last night?” she asked.

“I worked late.”

“That didn’t answer my question,” Yen said and stormed past Charlie. She sat at the kitchen island, crossing her legs. “I asked if you slept last night.”

“I didn’t get to bed until around one in the morning after working a sixteen-hour shift.”

“So, you got some sleep?” asked Yen. She was wearing a long white pencil skirt with a split on the thigh. She had on a white and yellow top with white pumps. A black belt accented the stripes of dark yellow on her shirt. Her purse was a pop of pink against the rest.

Charlie shrugged. “I didn’t get enough,” he said.

Yen stood and closed the space between them. She held Charlie by his shirt. “Do you want to give up this opportunity? Because I promise this is a once-in-a-lifetime chance, Charlie. Never again will I offer you a day of my time if you pass on our plans today. Take it or leave it, Charlie. You have one minute to decide,” Yen said and opened a timer on her phone. She hit start.

Charlie watched as the seconds ticked away on Yen’s phone. He thought she was bluffing until the plate of cum resurfaced in his mind. Few people in the world were as certain about themselves as Yen. Charlie swallowed when he had ten seconds left. “What will we do?”

“You’ll find out. Are you wearing your thong?” she asked.

Charlie twisted his hips, clasping his hands together. Charlie nodded.

“Good boy. I’ll be waiting. We’re leaving in ten minutes. Shower and scrub everywhere,” Yen said and slapped Charlie’s ass. Charlie disappeared to the shower, rushing to get ready so Yen didn’t leave him. Charlie was ready in his jeans, a t-shirt, the blue thong, and a pair of flip-flops, as Yen had requested.

“Perfect,” said Yen. “I’ll drive. Hope you’re ready for the best day of your life.”

Charlie didn’t know what to expect but was excited that Yen had pulled him out of bed, so he didn’t spend all day lying around, as he had done many times before.

 

♦

 

Yen was driving. Charlie had no idea where they were heading. His life was in Yen’s possession. He was both unsettled and eager by this prospect. Anything could happen with Yen in charge.

“What are we doing?” asked Charlie.

“So full of questions. Can’t you just allow life happen as it comes?” Yen asked before turning up the radio and singing along to the pop song.

Charlie wanted to talk over the music but didn’t. The the question repeated itself in his mind. He had to let life happen. Just go with the flow. Yen would take care of him if he allowed her the freedom. Charlie sang along with her, stumbling along with the words. They arrived at a salon about ten minutes later.

“This is our first stop, Charlie. I’m so excited we met. I hope you like what comes next,” she said. Yen hopped out the car. Charlie did the same. They walked up to the salon, and a redheaded woman greeted them.

“Hey, Yen. Glad you made it,” the woman said with a deadly grin while staring at Charlie. Charlie knew the strip mall but had never stopped in this salon. The location had been nothing more than 3D words above a door, but that was about to change.

Yen hugged the redhead before turning to Charlie. “Ursula, this is my friend I was telling you about, Charlie. Charlie, this is Ursula.”

They shook hands before stepping into the salon. Charlie was the only man, but the women didn’t flinch at Charlie’s presence. Ursula led them to a back room, closing the door after Charlie stepped inside. He wondered if he should have told someone where he was going. His phone didn’t have much battery left, and this situation was turning from sexy to scary at lightning speed.

Ursula and Yen were exchanging pleasantries and ignoring Charlie as his heart raced. Charlie cut in the conversation, “what are we doing here, Yen?” he asked.

“Ursula is a wig stylist, Charlie.”

“Why would I need a wig? I have a full head of hair.”

Ursula glanced at Yen with a raised eyebrow. Yen motioned her hands. “I promise, Ursula. He’s ready. Just doesn’t know exactly what’s happening.”

“What’s happening?”

Yen shrugged before speaking with her head tilted to the side, “I thought it would be fun if we dressed you up… as a woman.” Charlie jumped up from his chair. Nostrils flared. He was pacing the tiny room the salon used for waxing and consultations. Yen placed her hand on Charlie’s forearm. “It’s okay, Charlie. You don’t have to fear your natural desires. Ursula is part of the community. That’s how we met.”

Charlie backed up to the door, but he didn’t want to leave. He knew what Yen was saying. The reality hadn’t caught up with his consciousness. He collapsed to the chair from which he had left. Charlie was shaking his head. Yen rubbed his shoulder.

“If you don’t want to play dress up today, that’s your choice. But why don’t you try on the wig and see how you like it?” asked Yen.

Charlie sat with his arms crossed. Ursula pulled out her phone and tapped the screen like she was playing a game. Yen focused on Charlie. She stared into his soul. “I can make your dreams come true, Charlie. All you have to do is trust me,” she said. Her hair curled and hung over her shoulder. Her makeup done to perfection.

Charlie nodded. “We can try the wig,” he said.

Ursula placed three wigs on the table between them. “Yen sent me pictures of you. I made three designs. Let’s see which one works best,” she said. They were all dark-brown wigs of different lengths. The first one was much too short and didn’t soften enough of Charlie’s masculine features. The second was too straight, too long. The third looked similar to Yen’s curls but felt just right on Charlie’s head. With the right makeup, people would mistake them for sisters. Charlie grew more excited as the reality settled. He wanted to see this through with Yen holding his hand along the way.

“Which wig will you wear?” asked Ursula.

“The third,” said Charlie.

“People will think we’re cousins,” Yen said and kissed Charlie’s cheek.

He couldn’t believe he was about to have Yen feminize him, but there was no turning back now. Not with how Charlie’s dick was leaking like a loose faucet. He was a plant without water, desperate for rain.

“Before you don the wig, Charlie, we have to rid your body of hair. You need a little waxing for that thong to look its best, wouldn’t you agree?”

Charlie’s cheeks reddened as Ursula smiled at him through the fitting mirror. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I promise it won’t hurt… too much.”

“It’s worth every morsel of pain,” said Yen.

Charlie couldn’t argue. He had shaved the hair, but it grew back within a day. Waxing should last longer, and he wanted to take his feminine half to her fullest potential. He wanted to jack off with Yen watching him. He hoped she would touch him. Charlie would do anything to have a woman as gorgeous as Yen touch his dick again.

“What do I have to do?” asked Charlie.

“Strip naked,” said Yen.

“Close your eyes and think pleasant thoughts,” Ursula said before she started. Charlie did as she said, but the pain was blinding as she ripped the hairs from their pores. Each strip of wax worse than the last. By the time Ursula finished, Charlie wasn’t sure he could move. Yen was ready to pay and leave, but Charlie needed a breath.

“Wait, please,” Charlie said. Two tears slid down his cheeks as the pain reverberated through his body. Yen and Ursula laughed at his pain.

“Men are such bitches. Don’t they know beauty is pain? We respect you for learning, Charlie,” said Yen.

“Yes, you’ll make a fantastic doll,” Ursula said. “You’ll have to share him when you finish your work. You owe me one, Yen.”

“What do you think, Charlie? Would you like to eat Ursula’s pussy while I held the back of your head?” she asked.

Charlie’s dick twitched at the thought of being on his knees under a redheaded beauty like Ursula. He nodded, and they laughed.

“We’ll have to make that arrangement once he’s nice and trained. Thank you for everything, Urse,” said Yen.

“No problem, Yen.”

“Charlie, pay the woman and put on your clothes. We have a busy schedule,” said Yen.

Charlie’s body felt like it would fall apart, but Yen already had her hand on the doorknob. Charlie put on his clothes as fast as he could and paid Ursula in cash, adding a generous tip. Yen said goodbye to a few of the other stylists, and they were on the road again. Charlie could hardly sit his ass felt so raw and bare.

“What’s next?” he asked.

“Makeup,” she said.

“Thank you for taking me on this journey.”

Yen said nothing. She drove forward, and they arrived at another strip mall after five minutes. Her car smelled of pine air freshener. A stark contrast to the smell of summer heat outside as they walked to the door of a makeup studio.

“Jewel, we’re here,” Yen called when they walked in the door. A blonde woman with big blue eyes came from office at the back. “This is my neighbor I was telling you about, Charlie.”

Jewel had a sunny voice to match her bubbly aura. “Ah, nice to meet you, Charlie. Did you all get the wig?”

“Yes. Make him look like a woman, Jewel. Work your magic and teach him everything you do,” said Yen.

Jewel took Charlie’s hand and the box with the wig and took him over to a station. Charlie sat in the chair. Yen flipped through a magazine behind them as Jewel placed the wig on Charlie’s head. Charlie wanted to rip off it looked so silly. His face was smooth but masculine.

“Ready to see some magic?”

Charlie nodded. He couldn’t walk around looking how he did but desperately wanted to wear the wig in public. He wanted to walk around with Yen and have people think they were female relatives. Best girlfriends. Gal Pals. Jewel matched Charlie’s skin with a foundation before beginning.

She explained every product she was using. She walked Charlie step by step as she transformed his face from masculine to feminine in mere minutes. He would have to buy hundreds of dollars in makeup and face products to replicate what Jewel did, but the transformation was worth every penny.

“Yen, come look at your transformed woman,” said Jewel after taking Charlie’s credit card to process his payment. Yen took Jewel’s place behind the chair, smiling at him through the mirror.

“Wow, don’t you look like a woman?” she asked.

Charlie couldn’t deny it. Jewel had done what he thought impossible an hour ago. She had made Charlie so womanlike he hardly recognized himself. Yen bent down to whisper in Charlie’s ear, “didn’t I say I would make your dreams come true?”

Charlie nodded.

“Never doubt me again. Not even for a millisecond. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Madam,” Yen corrected him. “Don’t forget who is in charge, no matter how beautiful I make you.”

“Yes, Madam,” said Charlie.

Yen kissed the top of Charlie’s head before Jewel returned with a receipt for Charlie to sign and a bag of products. Charlie ran his fingers through the wig for the first time as Jewel and Yen chatted about her next appointment. Yen would return in a couple weeks to buy her own makeup. They kissed on the cheek. Yen pulled Charlie from the chair and linked her arm with his.

Charlie’s hair bounced on his shoulders as the walked across the parking lot. He felt like a woman with her girlfriend, out on the town. Driving from place to place. Charlie had never felt so free, powerful, and sexy. Charlie wanted new clothes.

“What about shopping?”

“You should work on your feminine voice, Mr. Eager. We’re going shopping too, but let’s get lunch first. Deal?”

“Deal,” Charlie said in a lighter voice, which broke. They chuckled at his attempt before Yen drove them to a popular cafe a couple miles from the makeup studio.

 

♦

 

Yen and Charlie were waiting for the waiter to return with the iced teas they had ordered. It was a summery day, and Yen couldn’t think of anything better to quench her thirst. Except maybe a few of the handsome men dotted around the cafe. With Charlie dolled up by her side, she could play the games she desired most.

“You look gorgeous as a woman, Charlie,” said Yen.

“Thank you,” he replied. “I feel frumpy in this t-shirt. I want a flowy top like yours.”

“You’ll have a different outfit soon. Relax your shoulders. Sit straight. Beautiful women like yourself are more attractive with confidence.”

Charlie sat higher in the chair. The server returned with their drinks. Charlie ordered a hamburger, using his halfway decent feminine voice, but Yen shook her head.

“Charlie, dear. We talked about eating greasy, fattening hamburgers. She’ll take the house salad. I’ll have the same. How about we splurge and order a protein, Char? I’ll take salmon on mine,” said Yen.

The waiter didn’t flinch. He turned to Charlie and clarified the order, “house salad?”

“Yes,” said Charlie. A tug of war pulled within him as his dick jumped in the thong and his face warmed from the sting of embarrassment. Charlie had a round gut, but it wasn’t too noticeable under his t-shirt. Suddenly, panic brushed Charlie as he thought of how his stomach would stick out in a tight women’s dress. “Could I add chickpeas to the salad?”

The waiter nodded. “Perfect, I’ll have that,” said Charlie.

Yen pursed her lips and did a slow nod. “I’m impressed. From a hamburger to chickpeas? What happened?”

“I thought of my body in a fitted dress,” he said.

“Don’t break character. Always use your feminine voice when you’re dressed,” she said

Charlie swallowed. The sensations were so new Charlie felt drunk as he tried to raise his voice. He squeezed his thighs together in an effort to quell his stiffened cock. Yen lifted her foot under the table and rubbed his jeans with her stiletto.

Yen could see the waves of emotions running through Charlie. She had never had a man so green and pliable. Charlie was the perfect doll she had been dreaming of for years. “I can’t wait to buy you a fitted dress. We can get you some spanks and a corset to suck in that stomach, but you can always come to the gym with me,” she said. Yen knew how to burn fat like oil in an engine. She had once thought about becoming a personal trainer, but human resources paid more.

“Don’t those hurt?”

Yen shrugged her shoulders, “would you rather be comfortable and frumpy or uncomfortable and gorgeous?” Charlie didn’t have to answer. They both knew what he would say. “You’re lucky you don’t have thick facial hair. Count your blessings, Charlie. You’ll be commanding attention the moment we step out of the clothing store. You’re already turning heads now,” Yen said and lifted her eyebrow to the man in the corner of the room staring at them.

Charlie turned his head and gasped when his eyes met Yen’s again. He had been that man in the corner so many times and now realized how stupid he had looked. “Wow, he is thirsty.”

“Now you see what us ladies have to deal with on a daily basis?” asked Yen. She waved at the gentleman, making him blush and focus on his food as though it were a ticking bomb. “Especially women who carry themselves well. Women always complain about finding a man, but I honestly can’t keep them away. They’re like flies, and I’m the rotting fruit.”

Charlie smirked, but Yen wasn’t kidding. She could appreciate a handsome man but didn’t trust the vast majority. Men said one thing and did the opposite. Yen refused to commit after her ex-boyfriend cheated on her multiple times. How many? Yen would never know the complete truth. She wanted a man she could love without falling into a psychosis herself. She had lost herself with her ex-boyfriend and would never do that again.

“You’ll see what I mean once you gain confidence in your womanhood, Charlie,” said Yen. She stretched her hand across the table and took Charlie’s. The server came to drop off the salads, interrupting their moment, but Yen wanted to tell Charlie something before they ate. “Charlie,” she said while holding his hand anew.

“Yes?”

“How do you like being my girlfriend?” she asked, thinking of Charlie more as a woman than a man.

“I love it,” he whispered. “Life as a woman is… tantalizing.”

“You have much to learn, but I want to be there for you along the way,” she said.

“Please,” he said. “I need all the help I can get.”

Yen smiled and cut into the salmon atop her salad. Charlie ate his vegetarian salad, and they were out of the restaurant within fifteen minutes. Yen wanted to get to the clothing store to find Charlie some new outfits. They drove a few miles to a discount department store that had a fabulous selection of designer brands at bargain prices.

They walked inside. Yen pulled Charlie over to the women’s section, where she picked out dresses, skirts, blouses, and more for Charlie to try. She added a few thongs and bras to her basket after the attendant measured Charlie’s chest. Yen sent Charlie to the dressing room, where he would take pictures of the clothes on his body. Yen wanted to pick out shoes for Charlie to try.

Yen hid a few pairs of stilettos in Charlie’s size so nobody would find them. She was grateful his feet were small enough to fit women’s sizes. Charlie had sent several pictures, and Yen went to the dressing room to tell Charlie which were her favorite items: a pink corset dress, a black pencil skirt with a silky white blouse, the padded bra that gave him a chest, a cardigan, new jeans, a-line skirts, mini skirts. Yen would put Charlie into debt by the time they left the store; she wanted him to buy everything, and he wasn’t saying ‘no’.

“Are you sure you can afford all this?” she asked. “Only buy what you can pay for today. We can always come shopping next month.”

“It’s okay, Yen. I won the lottery a few months ago. That’s how I bought my condo. It paid my student debt too,” he said.

“And you work as a physician assistant? You’ll have the best closet ever!” she said. Charlie blushed. Yen pulled out a couple things that didn’t fit Charlie’s body well, but they would buy most of the pieces she found. They went to the shoe section to find the pairs of shoes Yen hid.

The stilettos fit Charlie well, but he couldn’t walk in them to save his life. Yen gave him a crash course in walking in heels right there in the store. There weren’t many people shopping. They were strutting up and down the aisle like runway models when a man walking past stopped Yen cold.

“Brad,” she called, but the man didn’t stop. She could have sworn it was her neighbor, and she wanted to say hello. She tapped the man on his shoulder, “hey, Brad. What brings you here?”

The man turned around, and he wasn’t Brad. They had the same hair and shoulder width, but this man had piercing green eyes. They weren’t sky blue like Brad’s. His skin was tanner like he spent more time in the sun. “Sorry, I’m not Brad,” he said, his mouth turning to a smile. He was carrying a pair of running shoes under his arm. Yen glanced over her shoulder, and Charlie was watching them. Yen didn’t recognize the old Charlie. The person standing behind her looked all woman.

“Oh, I didn’t mean—”

The man shook his head. “It’s okay. A beauty like you ain’t no harm,” he said. “What’s your name?”

Yen’s eyes darted to this stranger’s left hand. No ring. She made hers visible too, so he could see she wasn’t taken. “Yen. Yours?”

“George. Sorry, I’m not Brad. Is he your boyfriend?”

Yen shook her head. “He’s my neighbor. I’m single.”

George leaned in to whisper, “Who’s that staring at us?”

“My friend, Charlie,” Yen said and turned to Charlie. “Char, come here.”

Charlie came over and waved at the man. He didn’t speak. Yen stepped in front of him. She wanted to seduce this man with sun-kissed skin. “How did you get such a good tan?”

“It helps when you own a farm.”

“Oh, you’re a cowboy?”

“You could say that,” he said with a hardy laugh. “What are you ladies doing this afternoon? Would you like to come see the ranch?”

Yen turned to Charlie. Charlie nodded. “Yes, we just have to pay.”

George exchanged phone numbers with Yen and gave her the direction to his property. Yen contained her excitement until George was out of earshot. Then she clasped her hands with Charlie. “Did you see that hunk of a man?”

Charlie licked his lips, shaking his head afterward. “What? I don’t like men.”

“Maybe boy Charlie doesn’t. How does girl Charlie feel?”

“Confused,” he said.

Yen leaned forward, “Let’s check out and change before we leave, so girl Charlie can feel sexy and not frumpy. Okay?”

Charlie nodded. They checked out, and Charlie changed into a pink tent dress with white kitten heels since it was her first day in heels, and impressing George was top of Yen’s priority list. Charlie also exchanged his thong for a women’s cut. He matched Yen’s purse. Yen bought a pair of flats for each of them in case the farm was too muddy, but they were for emergencies only.

Yen linked her arm in Charlie’s, the man transformed to a woman. Her best girlfriend. They laughed and strutted across the parking lot to Yen’s car.

“How do you feel now?” Yen asked as she started her car.

“Fabulous. Dressing as a woman in public is such a rush,” said Charlie.

Yen put George’s address into her GPS, and they were on their way. Hair blowing as a summer breeze entered through the open windows. She was wet and hot between her thighs, eager to see how far she could push the situation once they arrived to the farm.


Chapter Six

 

Yen drove up a dirt road as Charlie’s heart palpitated. There had been an undeniable sexual energy at the department store between George and Yen. Charlie thought back to his simple life before moving to the new condo. Before Yen had made him dress as a woman and cum on a plate only to lick it with his finger. Charlie felt both blessed and cursed.

“Did you see the arms on him, Char?” asked Yen. They were two minutes from the ranch according to GPS. “Fuck, I wonder what his stomach looks like. I bet he has rock-hard abs from working out here,” Yen said with moist lips. She sucked in and smacked on her saliva.

“He was handsome,” said Charlie.

“Char, come on, girl. We met a proper gentleman. A man who has his head on his shoulders. We must take advantage,” she said. “Look at all this land he owns. Doesn’t it just make you want to get on your knees?”

Charlie watched as they drove down the road, two fields of corn on either side. Charlie pulled out his phone to take a picture of the rolling hills, but it died when he opened his camera. Frowning, Charlie slid the phone back into his new purse. The black purse that matched Yen’s pink one. Charlie pulled down the visor, staring at himself in the mirror. Yen was talking to him like a girlfriend because he looked like a woman. She didn’t see him as a ‘proper gentleman’, even though he felt his head was square on his shoulders. Better to do as Yen wanted and live his fantasy; push his doubts to the side.

“We’re here,” said Yen.

Charlie freshened his lips with the red lipstick he had bought. He had spent so much money today his head would explode if he thought about it too hard, but at least he had some lottery winnings left.

“Charlie, just because you have a pecker between your legs doesn’t mean you can’t feel like a woman. You can go back and forth. The power is yours, girl. Understand?”

Charlie nodded just as George kicked opened the side door that led to his wooden deck. It was covered it shade by the large trees that surrounded the house. “Welcome, ladies. Glad you could make it,” hollered George. He was wearing a button-up shirt tucked into faded jeans with a belt. He had changed since the store, looking much more like a cowboy.

Charlie shook off the shackles of his old self. When he was dressed as a woman, he would become a woman. He would be a she. Charlie shook her hair and switched her legs as she followed Yen down the path to the deck. George gave each woman a kiss on the cheek.

“You two smell amazing,” he said.

“Thanks,” Yen said.

“Would you like a tour of the farm? You came here to see animals, right?” George asked with a wink.

“You could say that,” said Yen. She pushed George’s shoulder lightly. George’s eyes flickered to Charlie, and a realization crossed his face.

“What was your name?”

“Charlie,” she said. Her voice was light.

“Ah,” he said with a nod.

“Doesn’t she look fantastic, George? In case you were wondering… Yes, Charlie has a cock, but that doesn’t make her less of a woman, does it, Char?”

Charlie shook her head. “No, Yen.”

Yen stood on her toes to whisper in a sultry voice, “George, she still knows how to suck dick.”

“All right, let’s have a tour,” said George. He was smirking as they walked away from the house. Charlie had never felt more humiliated in her life but couldn’t think of a time she had been hornier. She walked several paces behind Yen and George. Yen flirted with George: rubbing his shoulders, laughing at everything he said, and using a sensual undertone when she spoke. Yen glanced over her shoulder every so often to wink at Charlie.

George showed them all his animals while Yen hung on his arm. Charlie stayed several paces behind them, an obvious third wheel. Yen didn’t exclude Charlie. She would even say sweet words to George about how sexy Charlie looked in her pink tent dress.

“How long have you had this farm, George?” asked Yen.

“Eleven years. Just renovated the house. Wanna see the inside?”

Yen touched George’s thick mane of dark-brown hair. She stared into George’s piercing green eyes. Charlie had never felt more like a fly on the wall than when the two of them stared at each other. They had only met an hour ago but looked like lovers from a magazine. Yen’s curled hair blowing in the summer breeze as George held the small of her back. “I thought you would never ask, George.”

When they got inside, Yen asked where the glasses were before instructing Charlie to fill three of them with ice water. George had a gorgeous kitchen: renovated, open, and modern. Yen pulled George to the living room, where he showed her all the built ins. He had a collection of books from fiction to farming manuals.

“What did you do before the ranch?” asked Yen.

“Business. I was a regional manager of a grocery-store chain. The pay was decent, but I will never regret giving that up for this life. Breathing fresh air every day. No worries of customers or recalls.”

“You can invite two women over in the middle of the day,” Yen said and rested her hand on George’s hard chest. Charlie walked into the living room holding a tray in her hands. Yen took a water and passed it to George first. She grabbed one for herself. Charlie took the last one.

Charlie followed Yen and George as he gave them a tour of the house. It had three bedrooms, two bathrooms, a large finished basement, and a screened-in porch where they ended up. Charlie used a pillow to sit on the floor with her dress tucked under her folded legs. Yen sat on the sofa with George. There was a chair, but Yen didn’t give Charlie permission to sit there. She preferred she stayed on the floor below the other two.

“Isn’t Char gorgeous? Would you ever think she had a little dick under there at first glance?”

George shook his head. “Not at all.”

Flattery ran through Charlie as Yen kissed George. She held the side of his face. George was such a man. Much more than Charlie had ever been in boy form. As much as it conflicted with her logic, Charlie wanted to experience the fullness of womanhood. She wanted to know what life was really like as a woman, which required servicing a man.

Yen stopped kissing George. She turned to Charlie, lifting her skirt, “want a taste?”

Charlie nodded.

 

♦

 

George’s mouth moved with Yen’s. She reached down and touched the stiffness in his pants. He wasn’t one to disappoint. His girth matched his massive arms. Yen broke the kiss, horny and frustrated. She need Charlie’s mouth on her pussy. She needed to feel George’s dick pushing against the back of her throat.

Yen lifted her skirt, eyes locked on Charlie, “want a taste?”

Charlie nodded.

“Crawl over here,” she said.

Charlie glanced at George, but Yen shook her head. “He doesn’t matter. You’re my girlfriend, Char. Do as I say and you’ll receive what I know you most want.”

Yen unbuttoned George’s jeans. She reached in as Charlie touched her thigh. She had crawled from the pillow to between her legs. Yen pulled down George’s pants and underwear to his knees, revealing his manhood. He was long, hard, and uncut.

“Have you ever seen one this big, Char?” she asked. Charlie shook her head. “Take off my thong, Char,” said Yen.

Charlie pulled the clad thong from Yen’s womanhood as Yen stroked George’s dick. Charlie’s feminine dick was throbbing beneath her skirt. She wanted Yen. Yen wanted George. Charlie felt like a whore without a fuck buddy until Yen took her head and shoved it between her thighs.

“Don’t lick. Sniff,” said Yen. Charlie dick hardened like super glue on skin. Charlie breathed through her mouth as Yen pressed her lips into her sweetness. Without seeing, Charlie heard the wet kisses of Yen and George. Yen moaned as the seconds passed without releasing the pressure from the back of Charlie’s head. Charlie reached her hand up her own dress until Yen yelled at her to stop. “Don’t touch yourself until I tell you. We can’t have you making a mess on George’s floor. Isn’t that right?” she asked him.

George nodded. His eyes had crossed. He was on a different planet. His thickness wet with precum as Yen stroked him.

“Keep the fantasy alive, Char. If you want to touch anything, loosen up that pussy of yours. George wants some pussy, don’t you?” she asked while squeezing the head of his dick.

“Fuck, yeah. I’ll always take some tight pussy. She ever been fucked before?” asked George. He was staring at Charlie like a pile of gold.

Charlie cast her eyes to the ground and shook her head. “No, I haven’t.”

“You’ll be her first, George.”

Charlie felt her asshole tingle as Yen and George discussed how they would use her hole for the first time. Charlie had to stretch her pussy. She rubbed her fingers along her sissy dick, picking up the juices, and pressed them against her virgin pussy.

“There you go, girl. Loosen that hole for this dick,” Yen said as she stroked George. Yen took Charlie’s head and pushed her back between the part of Yen’s pencil skirt. Charlie flattened her tongue against Yen’s wetness. Her pussy aroma thick in Charlie’s nostrils. She lapped at Yen’s womanhood as though each lick would make her years long. Her pussy was Charlie’s fountain of youth.

Yen was sucking George’s dick. Charlie couldn’t see but felt Yen’s body jerking as she moved her lips along George’s monster cock. Sounds of Yen’s smacking lips bouncing from the wall. Birds singing in the trees outside the screened-in porch. Nothing but sounds of nature and sex filled the room as Charlie pleasured Yen and she pleasured George.

“Fuck, you two are nasty,” grunted George.

Yen lifted her head. She pushed Charlie from between her thighs. “You like nasty girls, George?”

George nodded as he stroked his dick. His eyes looked lopsided as Charlie sat on her folded legs. Yen pulled the t-shirt from George’s body. She pushed his jeans to the floor, making him naked. “What about you two?” he asked.

Yen stood. She unbuttoned her blouse and let it fall from her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her breasts sat like perfect teardrops on her chest. Yen was the most beautiful woman Charlie had ever seen shirtless by a long shot. His mouth watered as Yen unzipped her skirt. George was staring at her with the same greedy expression. Yen loved the attention.

Yen tossed her hair as she pulled the zipper down to reveal the lace of her thong. “Charlie, don’t let George’s dick dry out. Put your lips on it while I dance for him.

Charlie wanted to see Yen’s show, but she wouldn’t dare disobey her orders. She crawled over to George’s dick. The man wasn’t paying her any thought. Yen’s breasts had his full attention. Charlie took George’s dick in her hand. She had never been this close to a manhood, but her mind was rewriting itself.

Girl Charlie parted her lips, closed her eyes, and ignored the salty taste as she closed her mouth around George’s manhood. Charlie moved her lips along George’s shaft, growing aware of how George’s body reacted to her touch. Every flick of her tongue caused him to moan. He pushed his hips up when his dick hit the back of her throat, which caused her to choke a couple times. Those sounds made George groan as he pushed Charlie’s face down to his pelvic section.

“Fuck,” he said. “You two will make me cum.”

Yen was watching her darlings as she rocked her hips, slowly moving the skirt down her hips. Yen would turn around and jet out her ass. She would touch her pussy while pulling down her skirt. After a couple minutes of teasing George while Charlie serviced his member, Yen dropped her skirt to the floor. She wore her white pumps and a thong that didn’t hide her manicured womanhood.

Yen walked over to the sofa. She held the back of Charlie’s head, lacing her fingers in Charlie long brown hair. Yen pushed down on Charlie’s head, making him cough on George’s manhood .

“Doesn’t his dick taste better than candy, Char?”

Charlie mumbled a response without moving her lips from George’s cock. Yen leaned over the arm of the sofa and guided George’s lips to her nipple. He sucked on it without thought while Yen held the back of Charlie’s head. Charlie moaning as her head bobbed faster and faster. Yen’s moans turned to pants. The sounds leaving her mouth a higher pitch.

Yen was coming undone as George reached his muscular hand into her thong and pressed his fingers to her clit, rubbing small circles around her button. He hooked his fingers and fucked her opening with two, burying them deep as Charlie worked on his cock. A pressure was building inside Yen. Her pants turned to sobs as George turned Yen inside-out.

“Shit, I won’t last much longer. Fuck,” Yen said.

“Cum,” said George as he squeezed her breasts with his free hand, flicking his tongue on her nipple. Charlie hadn’t stopped sucking George’s cock for a second. She was addicted. George pushed Charlie down on his cock as Yen came all over his two fingers.

The next thing Charlie knew, a hot, milky load shot onto her tongue. George grunted as stream after stream of salty goo filled Charlie’s mouth. She wouldn’t misbehave and swallowed every drop George fed her.

Yen frowned. “Fuck, that was hot, but I wanted you to fuck us,” she said while looking at Charlie’s shiny lips.

“I won’t let you ladies leave without a pounding. Don’t worry,” he said.

Yen smiled. Charlie’s stomach turned. George stood, took the hand of each woman, and led them to his bedroom where they could spend the rest of the afternoon.

George excused himself and went to the guest bathroom after showing them his bedroom door. Yen grabbed Charlie, pulling her through the doorway. “How do you feel?” she asked.

“This is a dream,” said Charlie.

“You’re the best girlfriend in the world. Let’s drive George crazy when he walks in here. Kiss me. Touch my boobs,” said Yen. She was wet and empty, desperate to use George’s dick like a dildo.

Charlie leaned forward, closed her eyes, and stuck her tongue into Yen’s mouth until George returned. Kissing Yen was the easiest thing she had done all day.


Chapter Seven

 

“Fuck, you two never stop, do you?” asked George when he walked in the room. Yen and Charlie held each other as they took in George’s naked body. His abs were hard. The definition of his muscles stirred desires within Charlie. She wanted more than a finger in her ass. George’s dick was wet with water droplets from the bathroom sink. “Would either of you like to freshen up?” he asked.

Yen left the room and went to the bathroom. George walked over to Charlie, who had yet to cum, but her dick was throbbing and in need of release.

George stood several feet from the bed and placed his hands on his hips. “Come get me hard,” he said.

Charlie folded her hands in the pink tent dress, squeezing her thighs together. “Get you hard how?” she asked.

“With that tight mouth of yours,” he said. “Don’t make me ask again.”

Charlie got to her knees and crawled across the room. She could hear the sink running in the bathroom. Charlie’s face was inches from George’s manhood when he grabbed her face and shoved it into his cock that smelled of cucumber soap. George held his rod at its base and slapped Charlie’s face. She wondered if her sloppy blow job had ruined her makeup. There was a mirror in the corner of the room, but she couldn’t see herself in it.

Charlie parted her lips, and George shoved his growing cock into her mouth. As his flesh slid against her tongue, a new wave of horniness hit her. Charlie moaned as George’s dick thickened between her lips. Yen returned and purred. Charlie didn’t turn to her but felt her legs as she leaned against Charlie’s body to kiss George.

“You do have stamina,” said Yen.

Charlie felt like a rapacious slut as she sucked on George’s cock. Yen grabbed Charlie’s head and moved it to her uncovered pussy. Now she was wearing her white pumps and nothing else. George and Yen used Charlie’s mouth, taking turns passing her like a basketball on a court. They kissed and touched as Charlie ignored the dire needs of her own extension. Her feminine dick. Her sissy womanhood. A thong had never felt tighter around her package; she much preferred the women’s cut to the ones made for men.

“Want to take Charlie’s virginity?” Yen asked George.

“You think she can handle a dick this big her first time?”

“She will do it and love it,” Yen said before Charlie could protest. Charlie wanted a small-dick guy to fuck her the first time; not a well-endowed man.

George looked down to Charlie and stroked her face. Charlie was staring up at Yen and George. Charlie couldn’t get over how gorgeous both of them were, and they wanted her. Yen climbed to the bed without removing her heels. Charlie was still wearing her pink tent dress and kitten heels.

“Do you have condoms?”

George walked over to his chest of drawers, his dick swinging with each step. Charlie remained on her knees as she went between watching George dig through a drawer and Yen touch herself on the bed. Yen locked her eyes on Charlie, wagging her finger for Charlie to come to her. Charlie got on all fours and crawled across the room to Yen, climbing to the bed.

Yen spread her pussy lips with two fingers as her lust-filled eyes gazed upon Charlie. “Don’t be afraid to take a taste, Char.” Yen’s back arched as Charlie placed her lips on Yen’s womanhood. Yen’s head curled under her. She stretched out her arms above her head. Charlie lost herself in Yen’s wetness, only coming back to reality when George slapped her ass. He lifted Charlie’s dress, pulled down her thong, and ran a wet, hot towel down her split.

Charlie moaned into Yen’s cave as George thrust three lubricated fingers into her ass. Yen held Charlie’s face with her thighs as George loosened her hole. Charlie squeezed her dick between her legs, afraid she would explode. Afraid George would see it.

“Fuck her sissy pussy and don’t forget you have to fuck me too,” said Yen.

George slapped Charlie’s ass, spreading her cheeks. The head of his dick pressed against her hole. “You’re my prize. This is the appetizer,” said George as he pushed his lubricated cock into Charlie’s ass. Charlie held Yen’s sides as George stretched her walls. Charlie’s mouth hadn’t moved from Yen’s cunt.

“I’ve never felt an ass this tight,” grunted George as he forced himself in Charlie. The pain was outstanding, but Charlie didn’t want to disappoint Yen. She moved her hands from Yen’s sides to her breasts. Charlie held Yen’s bosom as the pain morphed to pleasure. Each thrust sent her closer to the edge of cumming without touching herself. Charlie had never felt more like a woman than when she was getting fucked by a farmer named George from behind, but Yen was giving her what she most wanted by allowing her to smell, taste, and relish her pussy.

Charlie squeezed Yen’s breasts as George’s dick reached a pressure point that made Charlie scream sounds of joy. He pulled out and hit it again upon reentry. Charlie ate Yen’s pussy with greed as George hit her spot. Charlie screamed as cum exploded into her half-pulled-down thong. A hot mess ran down Charlie’s thigh, but George didn’t seem to notice and pounded Charlie’s contracting hole.

Yen cried. “It’s my turn, George.”

George pulled out, giving Charlie relief after the most intense orgasm of her life. She pulled down her dress and acted like she hadn’t cum. She was too embarrassed to admit that she had cum from getting fucked, but nothing had felt as good in her life as George’s cock hitting her spot.

George changed condoms. Yen got to her hands and knees. She turned to Charlie. “Come over here so I can make you cum,” she said and patted the bed in front of her as George rubbed his new condom with lubrication. Charlie couldn’t believe how hard the man was. His dick thick. It had rivers of veins. He could have been a porn star if that was ever his dream. Charlie would have cum a thousand times by now if she were George and getting her dick used like a toy.

Charlie climbed to the bed. Her little feminine dick was softening and covered in a drying milky mess. Charlie held the hem of her skirt on her thighs. Yen swatted Charlie’s hand away and pulled up her dress. Yen burst into laughter when she saw the wreckage on Charlie’s thighs.

“George, look what you did. You made Char cum without touching her!”

George winked at Charlie and said, “glad I could be of service.”

“My turn,” Yen said and shook her ass. She turned back to Charlie and pulled the thong from her legs. Charlie lifted her hips. She ignored the burning of her cheeks as Yen played with her tiny soft dick.

Yen yelped when George pushed into her. She squeezed Charlie’s balls so hard a tear slid down her face, but Yen’s touch was making her dick grow. Charlie was hard again as Yen stroked her dick with two fingers and her thumb. George didn’t hold back as he pounded Yen from behind, screaming about how wet and loose her pussy felt.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” hollered George. He was fucking Yen harder as her pants echoed off the wall. Charlie wouldn’t last long either with Yen’s hand touching her sticky erection.

“Rub my clit, George,” Yen purred.

Charlie watched George reach his hand around, and Yen made exotic sounds as George pushed her to a second orgasm. Charlie wasn’t far behind Yen. Her toes curled as Yen squeezed her junk. George smacked Yen’s ass with his free hand. They were flying toward the sky together like a firework before it exploded.

Yen hollered. Her grip tightened around Charlie’s cock. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as cum pushed out of her dick in slow, thick bursts. George pounded Yen’s pussy until he screamed in a deep voice, making birds fly from the trees right outside the window. The three of them held each other as their bodies took a ride on the waves of euphoria.

 

♦

 

Yen, Charlie, and George returned from bathing each other in his walk-in shower with a steam setting. Charlie had been careful not to get her hair wet. Yen thought of Charlie as her best girlfriend, her lover, her boyfriend. Yen knew she and Charlie had a long road ahead of them and couldn’t wait to explore the world with Charlie by her side.

George cleaned up their mess as Yen and Charlie cuddled in bed. Yen spoke in a whisper. “You did wonderful, Char.”

“Can we go home soon?” she asked. Charlie was ready to change into some sweats and just lounge around the house. She was ready to go back to being a ‘he’. He wanted to spend time with Yen, but after cumming, George was an unwanted presence. As handsome as he was, Charlie wanted nothing more than the occasional fun with a guy. He would never want a boyfriend or anything.

Yen stared into Charlie’s eyes. He stared into hers. They were holding hands. George hopped into bed with them after cleaning up. Yen shook her body when George’s hand touched her side, snaking up to her breast. She sat up in the bed, smiling. She shook her hair with her fingers to fix it. The room smelled of sex, even though their bodies had the scent of soap.

“Should we leave?” Yen asked Charlie.

Charlie nodded.

“George, you were amazing. We have your number.”

George covered himself with a sheet as Yen and Charlie got out of bed and dressed themselves. Charlie put on his tent dress. Yen got her panties from the guest bathroom and clothes from the screened-in porch. Yen and Charlie held hands in the doorway of George’s bedroom. He was watching TV with one arm folded behind his head. He had the sheet down to his waistline, exposing his muscular body.

“Don’t be strangers, ladies. You two are welcome whenever you like,” he said and winked.

“Thanks for your services, George,” Yen said.

“See you soon,” he said.

Yen and Charlie went to the car outside. It was still early in the evening, fifteen minutes to five o’clock according to the dashboard. Charlie took out his phone from the purse, only to find it was dead. At least it was the weekend. Yen took Charlie’s hand and lifted it to her mouth.

“I’m falling in love with you,” she said.

“Me too,” Charlie admitted. He hadn’t known Yen long but had a feeling he would never want to let her go. She understood him like no other woman had before.

“You give me what I need,” she said. “Are you ready to change back?” Charlie nodded. He glanced back at all the purchases he had made earlier in the day. They would come in handy, but Charlie had lived enough for one Saturday. Yen patted Charlie’s thigh. “You deserve it. I hope you enjoyed today as much as I have.”

“You don’t have to worry about that, Yen. Today has been the best day of my life.”

“Let’s cuddle and watch a movie,” she said.

“Sounds like a perfect plan,” agreed Charlie.

They drove across town singing along to the hits playing on the radio. Charlie loved his new life, feeling as though it was only the beginning. Yen loved her new best girlfriend, keen to see where the future would take their relationship. They had found one another against all odds. Yen was feeling on top of the world when she entered the complex where she and Charlie lived.

Yen pulled into her parking spot. She turned to Charlie to kiss him before he removed all his feminine layers, but Charlie was in a panicked state.

“We can’t get out the car,” he said.

“Why not?”

“That,” he said and pointed across the parking lot.

Yen saw nothing. “What?”

“My parents. They just walked in our building,” said Charlie. He ripped the wig from his head. He was hyperventilating.

Yen rested her hand on Charlie’s thigh and cut the engine. She shook his leg when he wasn’t paying attention. “Charlie, take a breath. This is fine.”

“How can you say it’s fine?” he asked in a hysterical voice.

“Because I will help you, Char. Don’t cry and ruin your makeup. You need to look like a woman if this is going to work,” she said.

Charlie held the side of the door and took deep breaths, smoothing his anxiety. Yen coached him as he inhaled and exhaled. “You ready?”

“No, but what’s your plan?”

“We’re going to switch keys. I will let your parents inside your place and tell them you’re coming home from the store. They don’t know I live across the hall, so you’ll use my key to get inside my condo to shower and change. There are some men’s t-shirts and a pair of jeans in the bottom drawer,” she said. “Take all the bags inside with you too.”

“What will you do?”

“Entertain your parents,” she said. Yen opened her mirror to reapply her makeup. She spritzed perfume on her wrists to cover up any lingering hints of sex. Yen didn’t mind spending time with Charlie’s parents. She figured they would be in her life a long time, so no better time than the present to get to know them. “So, be quick. No more than ten minutes, please.”

“What will you tell my parents?”

“That I’m your neighbor, and you called me to ask me to let your parents inside. We have a lounge by the gym, so you—”

“You won’t tell them about me, right?”

Yen laughed. “Your secret is safe.”

“Thanks,” he said.

Charlie put on his wig for Yen’s plan. Yen and Charlie exchanged keys. Yen hopped out the car. She walked across the parking lot, knowing Charlie was watching her as she switched her ass for his pleasure.

Yen opened the door to the hallway she shared with Charlie. She called up to his parents. “Mr and Mrs Huang?”

They nodded. Yen spoke in her loudest, cheeriest voice. “Perfect. Charlie told me…”


Chapter Eight

 

Charlie counted to one-hundred twenty seconds before opening the car door and stepping outside. He ran around to open the trunk, his long hair blowing in the evening breeze. It was a struggle to carry all the bags at once, but Charlie didn’t have time for two trips. As much as he wanted to trust Yen, he needed to get to his house before she had the chance to share their secret.

Charlie peeked through the glass cutout in the entry door before stepping inside. He could hear Yen talking about the weather with his parents. Charlie’s palms sweat as he failed to slide the key into its hole. Every time he heard his parents speak, Charlie struggled more.

When Charlie got inside Yen’s condo, his body relaxed. The anxiety left him. It took him a moment to register than he was in Yen’s home. Charlie raced to her room. He found the jeans and t-shirt he assumed belonged to her ex-boyfriend or old fuck buddy. Charlie didn’t have time to feel jealous with his parents across the hall, and he had no option but to wear these clothes.

Charlie went to the bathroom. He stripped out of the pink tent dress. He had never put back on his soiled thong. Charlie washed his body with Yen’s fragrant body wash. He hurried to dry himself and make it look like he hadn’t just showered.

Charlie went to slide on his jeans commando but then remembered a strange man had worn them before. He wanted something between his dick and the one that used to occupy the denim. Charlie went over to his bag of new purchases. He pulled out a fresh red thong. Charlie stared at the lingerie. Nobody would see it if they were under his jeans. No sense in denying himself some womanly pleasure.

Charlie melted as the thong hugged his manhood. He placed the wig in its box and checked himself in the mirror. Charlie looked like his normal, boring self. Nobody would guess the day he had as a woman if they saw him in these frumpy straight-cut jeans with an overlarge t-shirt. His parents wouldn’t think twice.

Charlie savored the pressure of the red thong as he shifted his legs. He grabbed a grocery-store bag from under Yen’s sink. He placed a couple unused items from her cabinet in it. Charlie checked the time. He had been in her condo nine minutes.

Charlie grabbed Yen’s key from the table, stepped in the hallway, locked her door, squeezed his loosen asshole, and opened his door across the hall to the sounds of laughter.

“Charlie!” his father yelled. “Where have you been hiding this woman? She’s amazing!” His father hummed the sounds of wedding bells. Charlie blushed, stepped inside, and closed the door behind him. He was drifting into his changed life with Yen as his girlfriend, his lover, and his secret gal pal.


Epilogue

 

Two Weeks Later

Yen brushed lavender polish on Charlie’s fingernails. Charlie had just finished Yen’s toes. She had her feet perched on the coffee table to dry. They were both wearing matching silver slips made of silk. They had been spending every free moment they had together: gym in the morning, dinners in the evening, and the swimming pool when they had time.

Yen would suck Charlie’s feminine cock, but he mostly ate her pussy when they fooled around. They hadn’t invited anyone in the bedroom since George, but girl Charlie wanted another taste of dick. She would wait until Yen brought up the idea, but every time feminine Charlie put on her wig and women’s clothing, she wanted to take a dick deep in her pussy. She wanted a man to hit her spot as George had, as long as Yen was there to watch.

“This color is gorgeous,” said Yen when she finished. It was Charlie’s turn to do her fingers. They would often dress up and just send guys pictures of them making out on dating apps. Yen would always cover her face with her long hair. Charlie would expose his face since he was almost unrecognizable after putting on the wig, breasts, women’s clothing, and makeup.

Charlie brushed the lavender polish onto Yen’s fingernails. When he finished, his nails were dry. He picked up the remote and changed the channel to reality television. He loved watching people fight and cause drama over nothing.

“Remember how good George’s dick tasted?” Yen asked.

Charlie purred, “yes.”

“Should we invite a guy over?”

Charlie’s hardened dick pressed against his thong. “Please,” he said.

“Don’t forget you’ll have to play the part. No lazy voice.”

“Yes, Madam,” Charlie said, switching to his girl voice.

“Perfect. There’s this guy that lives over here. His name is Brad,” Yen said and pulled up a picture on her phone. “He won’t stop messaging me. Should I tell him I have a girlfriend and we want to play?”

“Yes. Tell him to bring a box of condoms and tons of stamina because we’re going to use his dick like a toy,” Charlie said. She had changed, switching off every male part of her mind.

“I’ll tell him to come over. Hopefully he can handle us.”

“If not, we always have George’s number,” Charlie said.

“You’re the best girlfriend in the world.”

Charlie leaned forward and kissed Yen. “Only after you. You make my dreams come true, Yen.”

“As do you,” she said, kissing Charlie before she sent a message to Brad.

They held hands and watched TV while they waited for Brad to arrive. Charlie leaned over, resting his head on Yen’s shoulder. She tilted her head to rest on Charlie’s. Charlie hadn’t watched porn once since moving in his new condo and meeting Yen. His life had changed, so he had no use for his old secrets as he had made new ones with the woman he loved, Yen.
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