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TAKE DOWN

Bisexual Man Crossdresses for Girlfriend

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


1

Maryellen smiled as she stared at the ceiling, happier than she’d been in weeks. John lay by her side. They were talking about their shared memories, wondering why the world was so cruel. Stale cigarette smoke lingered in the air. Its smell mixed with those of their lovemaking. A sheet covered Maryellen. The same one covered John.

“I should get going,” Maryellen said.

John hated seeing Maryellen leave. He reached over and wrapped his body around hers so that she couldn’t escape. He showered her in kisses, afraid of the day he’d never be able to hold her again.

“Don’t leave.”

“You know I can’t stay. Last night was incredible.”

John frowned. The clock was ticking. They didn’t have forever. Maybe no more than a few weeks if Maryellen couldn’t convince her mother to change her mind.

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“You’ll never lose me, John. What we have will never end.”

John wanted desperately to believe Maryellen, but they’d been on a direct course for disaster ever since their affair began six years ago. Maryellen came from American royalty. Her family would never accept John and had made that clear. John grabbed Maryellen’s hand as he held her, wishing he could be the one to put a ring on her finger.

“How can I believe you when we both know that you’ll leave me eventually?”

Maryellen’s heart broke hearing John’s accusation, but there might be truth to his words. She couldn’t guarantee the future. Nobody could. As much as Maryellen wanted to love John, her family was against the relationship, and they had power. Maryellen had to decide if love was worth giving up her family ties.

“John,” Maryellen said in a whisper. Her hand was on John’s chest. She wanted another cigarette but had to leave, and smoking wasn’t in her character. Maryellen lived her life beneath a veil. Never truly allowed to be herself. She ached to break free from the prestige of her lineage, but who would she be without her ivy-league degree and reputable last name?

“Maryellen, please don’t string me along. If you’re going to break my heart, do it now. Tell me it’s the last time I’ll ever see you.”

The bliss Maryellen had felt from her two orgasms faded with John’s ultimatum. Normally, she would hate being pushed into the corner, but John deserved an answer. He was the man she loved. It would crush her to leave him behind, but they both knew it might be the only way.

“I can’t say those words. I’m not strong enough,” said Maryellen.

John stared at Maryellen, wishing he could be the man with the rich family and sparkling resume. He met Maryellen when they were undergrads at Princeton, but John had since given up on the rat race and moved to the countryside to focus on his art. He spent three months in Brooklyn living in a space far too small to create art with two random people he hated. Finding a subletter was the most stressful week of his life, but nothing felt better than leaving the city behind for a cheap house in a small town.

“Promise you’ll never forget what we had,” John said while clinging to Maryellen. He was so afraid to let her go, but she had to leave. People would ask questions if she went off the grid too long.

“I won’t forget, John. I’m going to fight for us. Don’t give up yet.”

John wouldn’t say the words, but his face said everything. He had no fight left. He couldn’t keep pretending that Maryellen’s parents would change. John released Maryellen when the realization hit him, nearly pushing her from the bed.

“What’s wrong?” Maryellen asked.

“Nothing,” said John. “You should go. I love you, Maryellen.”

Maryellen lay there as John leaned over the bed. He kissed her on the lips softly before disappearing to his bathroom. The water ran from behind the closed door, and Maryellen took that as her signal to leave. He wouldn’t come out until she was gone.

Maryellen put on her clothes. She walked over to the dresser, where she’d left her engagement ring. She picked it up and slid it onto her left hand, feeling something much heavier than a diamond weigh on her heart. Maryellen sighed as she looked from the ring to the bathroom door. She needed to speak to her mother, so she grabbed her bag and left.

***

Desperation filled Maryellen as she pulled into her parents’ circular driveway with a walkway to the door. Bushes lined each side. Maryellen didn’t want to lose John. She knew her parents didn’t like him because he was an artist who didn’t mind painting the nude body, but his art spanned many mediums. John was a genius. People would spend millions on his work, but probably not until after he died.

Maryellen took a deep breath before getting out of her car. Her parents were conservative but cared deeply about the environment, so most of the yard was rather wild, except for where they had raised beds in the back of the house. Maryellen brushed her fingertips along the tips of the wild grass as she walked to the door.

The doorbell rang throughout the house when Maryellen hit the buzzer. Her mother opened the door. She was wearing a pale pink suit jacket with a matching skirt. Pearls hung around her neck, tucked beneath the ironed collar of her white button-up shirt. Maryellen got a whiff of the same perfume her mother had worn her entire life, causing memories to stir in her mind.

“Maryellen, you’re late. I hope there wasn’t any unplanned construction along the way.”

Maryellen was only ten minutes late, but that was more than enough for her mother. Sarah Gardner kept a tight schedule. It’d been the same Maryellen’s entire life, especially since her mother had been governor most of her childhood. Two terms, right during Maryellen’s schooling years. Countless missed games and recitals, but Maryellen could never get upset because mom was helping the state. She was helping her constituents.

“No construction, mother. I lost track of time, and I’m just ten minutes late. No big deal.”

“There are only sixty minutes in an hour, which is all the time I have blocked off for you, and we’re at fifteen minutes now. That’s twenty-five percent of our time, dear.”

“Why don’t you stop doing math and appreciate that I’m here now? I doubt what we have to discuss will take long.”

Sarah gave her daughter a skeptical look as she stepped inside. They didn’t live too far from the city, but their property felt rural. Maryellen walked to the living room, remembering all the years she’d spent playing in the backyard when she saw it from the living room.

Maryellen hadn’t come all the way to her parents’ house to reminisce, though. She couldn’t marry Nick. Not when she loved John. It would never work, and Maryellen wanted to avoid disaster.

Sarah sat across from Maryellen. They were both using the chairs, a table between them. Sunlight flooded the room. Wildlife sang beyond the windows. Sarah crossed her legs, pulling her skirt over her knees. Her nude stiletto dangled in the air.

Maryellen wished she could be more like her mother. Maybe then she could love Nick and forget all of his flaws, like Sarah had done with Maryellen’s father. Brian was a shell of his former self now, but used to run around with countless moms from Maryellen’s school while Sarah was serving as governor.

“If you’ve come to talk about John, you’d better save your breath. You’re marrying Nick. It’s what’s best for the family.”

“It’s not what’s best for me, mom. I love John. He’s the one I’m supposed to be—”

“Don’t start with me, Maryellen.” Sarah cut off her daughter and shot her a cold look, holding Maryellen’s gaze. It was a look she’d given her daughter many times before. It used to scare Maryellen, but this was her life. Marrying Nick was no small decision.

“He cheats on me. How can you expect me to spend my life with a man like that?”

“There’s no telling if John will stay faithful either, dear. He doesn’t have enough class to keep his hands off an engaged woman. There’s no telling what else he might do. You might as well marry the man who comes from a decent family and can provide you with some political benefits in the future.”

Maryellen scoffed. “Everything is about an election for you. I’ve already told you that I don’t want to be a politician.”

“Well, a judge then. Or a congresswoman. There’s a campaign in your future. I can feel it,” Sarah said. She placed a closed fist over her chest and glanced at the ceiling for a second before dropping her eyes back to Maryellen. “You’re not marrying, John. That’s the end of this discussion, and I really don’t want to hear another word about this topic again. If Nick cheats, why can’t you?”

Maryellen stared at her mother for several beats. Sarah didn’t care what Maryellen thought. She knew what was best. Nick came from an honorable family. His father was the president of a major bank. They could funnel countless dollars to a future election, even if the candidate wasn’t Maryellen.

“I don’t love Nick, mom. Why isn’t that enough?” asked Maryellen. She had tears in her eyes. Her voice sounded broken, like she hadn’t had water all day.

“You come from an ambitious family. We can’t have you marrying some man who gave up a full-ride scholarship to Princeton to study art. Maybe if he’d finished that finance degree, but no. Not an artist, Maryellen. I’m sorry. The date is set for your wedding, and that’s that.”

Sarah stood, like she no longer had anything to say on the subject, but Maryellen wasn’t about to give up yet. She still had several weeks to get the wedding canceled.

Maryellen didn’t yet know how, but she wasn’t marrying Nick. Her heart belonged to John. She only had to free it for him in time.
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Maryellen was wearing a fabulous strapless black dress that shimmered when it caught the light. It hung all the way to her four-inch black pumps. She had her legs crossed and was reading over the menu as she waited for Nick, who was over twenty minutes late to their date.

Fifteen minutes and one martini later, Nick came running through the door. He was wearing a suit jacket, but Maryellen instantly noticed something on the collar of his button-up shirt.

Nick approach Maryellen. He bent over, covering her in a cloud of cologne, and kissed her on the cheek. “Sorry I’m late, love. How are you?”

Maryellen picked up her martini and sipped it as she stared at Nick with narrowed eyes.

“What’s wrong, Maryellen? What did I do now?”

“You have lipstick on your collar, Nick. That’s what you did,” she said. Maryellen thought of throwing her drink on Nick, but it’d just be a waste of alcohol. She’d lived that dramatic scene three times too many already. The only reason she stayed with Nick was because her parents acted crazy if she tried to break up with him.

“Don’t act like you’re Ms. Fucking Perfect, Maryellen. You and John still run around like we’re undergrads. It’s honestly pathetic. Couldn’t you at least get a new man by now?”

“What’s in this marriage for you? Why are you so willing to walk down the aisle when we clearly don’t love each other?”

“Your mom is going to make my life so easy once she becomes a senator. She’s going to introduce me to all the right people. Give me jobs.”

Outrage ballooned within Maryellen, but she didn’t let it show on her face. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that her mother planned to use Nick’s father for her own ambitions. It never mattered to Sarah what Maryellen wanted to do with her life. Everything Maryellen’s mother did was about how she could gain power. How she could win.

Nick ordered a beer and appetizers like there wasn’t a problem in the world. “Don’t be jealous, Maryellen. Your mom will do the same for you. Just look at us getting married as a win-win-win-win. Once your mom is in office, we’re all winners.”

The smile on Nick’s face sickened Maryellen. It disgusted her even more when he pulled out his cell phone and opened a dating application, flipping through women in the area.

“You’re kidding, right? You’re doing that right here? Right now?”

“Come on, Maryellen. It’s not like you’re going to fuck me,” said Nick. He grinned at Maryellen and went back to sending out countless messages to women in the area. He’d find someone. Maryellen was sure. Nick was as handsome as he was obnoxious. Maryellen couldn’t believe she’d actually loved him at one point, but that was many moons ago.

“I’m leaving, Nick. I can’t do this.” Maryellen grabbed her purse and stood, but Nick stopped her before she could leave the table.

He smiled as he stood over her. “You can’t leave yet, hon. We haven’t even posted pictures on social media yet.”

Maryellen wanted to cry. She hated how much control others had over her life. All she wanted was to run out of that door and drive straight to John’s house in the country, but there were countless obstacles and landmines along the way. Her family would never let her stay gone longer than a week. Not without something big. Something monumental, but what?

“Fuck you,” Maryellen said under her breath.

“Stop acting like you have it so bad and don’t forget to smile for the camera. Our parents are in a small circle of people who run the world, and we’ll benefit from that, if you just shut up and go along with the plan. Nobody cares if you keep fucking John, but you’re marrying me. Got it?”

Maryellen wanted to argue, but there were so many people against her. She didn’t have a chance. Not yet. Not until she could come up with a plan.

“Yeah, I got it.”

“Good,” Nick said. He pulled out Maryellen’s chair. “Why don’t you sit down, and we’ll enjoy this beautiful dinner?”

Maryellen sighed and plopped into the chair. She was a bitch all night but smiled brightly at the camera when they took their pictures, flashing the camera glimpses of her diamond ring. To anyone else, Maryellen and Nick had the perfect relationship. Every photo they posted was of them smiling or kissing or touching, like they couldn’t live without each other.

The night ended without a hug. Maryellen went to her place, and Nick went to the apartment of a woman he’d met on a dating app. Maryellen took off her engagement ring the second she walked through the door.
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“My mom wants to become a US senator,” Maryellen said. She was in the bathtub, speaking to John on the phone.

Maryellen thought of a million ways to get the marriage canceled, but none of her ideas felt bold enough. Not even hiring a hooker and planting a camera. Nobody would care. Not about Nick having sex with a woman. They’d probably give him a high five and pat him on the back.

“She does? Since when?”

“Probably since her last year in office as governor. I should have known better. She’s never had an interest in my career. She’s been pushing so hard about Nick because it’ll be good for her career. You should have seen him last night, John. He had lipstick on his collar.”

“Classic,” said John.

“I’ll think of a way to keep us together,” said Maryellen.

“Don’t stress yourself out. We can keep seeing each other. We just won’t be able to say anything about it.”

Maryellen’s heart broke a little. She didn’t want to run around behind closed doors to see John. She didn’t want their love to remain a secret. Maryellen didn’t love Nick, and it wasn’t fair that he was the one she had to post pictures with and pretend to love.

“That’s not what I want,” Maryellen said.

“It might be all we can get. Maybe your mom can commission some paintings for me to fill her new office.”

Maryellen’s eyes widened. “I’m going to pretend you didn’t just say that.” She hung up the phone and tossed it to the bathroom floor. Maryellen soaked in the water for another half hour before rinsing off and changing into something comfortable.

She read some books she’d checked out from the library before going to her bedroom to watch TV. A movie about guys dressing up as girls was playing when an idea popped into her head. An idea daring enough to send her wedding toppling to the ground.

“Hey,” John said when he answered. “You hung up earlier.”

“I know what we can do! I know how we can stop the wedding!”

“How?”

Maryellen had wild eyes. She took a breath before she told John her idea, knowing it might forever change their dynamic.

“You’re going to dress up as a girl and seduce Nick, and we’re going to capture it all on film.”

“I don’t know, Maryellen. Wouldn’t that be crossing like a million different lines?”

“Don’t tell me you don’t find Nick attractive.”

“Yeah, but that’s not the point. He’s your fiancé slash ex-boyfriend. It’s too weird, and I’m not a crossdresser. Just because I’m bisexual doesn’t mean I want to dress up as a girl.”

Maryellen knew John wouldn’t agree at first, but now that she’d gotten the idea, it seemed like John seducing Nick as a girl and capturing it all on film would be the only way to topple the iron legs on which her upcoming wedding stood.

“Please, John. Won’t you at least consider it?”

John was silent on the other end.

“John, are you there?”

“I’m here,” he said.

Maryellen looked at her window as she waited for his answer. It was raining. Droplets ran down her bedroom window, blurring her view of the streetlight against the dark sky.

“Will you think about it?” she asked.

“Yes, but don’t expect me to say yes.”

“Isn’t one night with Nick worth a lifetime with me?”

John breathed heavily into the phone. “I love you, Maryellen. Bye.”

He hung up, and Maryellen went back to watching TV, but all she could think about was all the different ways she could make John look like a pretty girl.
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John was still on the fence about Maryellen’s idea, so he had yet to reply. He was sitting at home trying to picture what he’d look like as a girl, and it was next to impossible. There was no way he could pass well enough to seduce Nick. He’d never fall for it. They’d been friends once upon a time. That was how John met Maryellen.

Nick and Maryellen were dating when John first saw her. He knew at that moment she was the woman for him. They never did anything until she and Nick broke up the first time, but it’d been a muddy mess of a rollercoaster since.

A knock on the door shook John from the memory of meeting Maryellen. He got up to see who was at the door, surprised when he saw Maryellen on the other side. She never came to his house unannounced. John opened the door.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

Maryellen glanced to where John was blocking her entry. “What? You aren’t going to let me inside?”

John stepped out of the way. She walked through the door. Maryellen glanced around, a crazed look in her eye. “Maryellen? Is this about what you proposed? I’ve thought about it, and I’m not sure me dressing as a woman is the best way to stop your wedding. Maybe we should just let it happen.”

Maryellen’s hands balled into fists. It felt like the entire world was against her. She could give up and put on the wedding dress. Say her vows. It could all be so simple. If only going through with the wedding didn’t mean giving up her freedom. People would always know her as Nick’s wife, especially all the mistresses he would have over the years.

A single tear slid down Maryellen’s face as she thought about what her life might look like if she married Nick. John came up behind Maryellen when he noticed her tear. He placed his hands on her shoulders, wanting to comfort her, but she stepped away.

“Don’t touch me,” she said.

John couldn’t get over how amazing the curves of her body looked. She was wearing jeans and a simple white blouse. Both highlighted the best parts of her body. John wanted to put his hands all over Maryellen. Taste her scented lotion on his lips as he kissed her body.

“There has to be another way, Maryellen. Why are you asking me to do something that’s impossible? My voice is too deep. My arms are too big. Nick will never believe that I’m a woman, and what will happen if I sleep with him? Do you really want me sucking his dick?”

Maryellen heard the words. She heard the desperation in John’s voice. Her plan sounded crazy, but she couldn’t think of anything else. If Maryellen was going to ruin her wedding, she had to get Nick to sleep with someone they knew, and it’d be even better if that person was a man.

“It’s not what I want, but it’s what we must do. It’s the only way we’ll have a future together.”

“You’re wrong. We’ll have a future whether you marry Nick or not.”

“I don’t want to marry Nick. Why should I suffer for my mother when I don’t even agree with her politics?”

John wouldn’t say anything as stupid as mentioning a commission from Maryellen’s mother again, but Sarah could help all of them if she had power. John didn’t agree with Sarah’s politics, but he didn’t want to go against her if she was considering throwing her hat in the race to become a senator.

“Hello? John, are you listening? Please don’t tell me you’re thinking about selling my mother a painting. I’ll kill you if you are.”

John shook away the thoughts. “I’m not. I just don’t know if you’re thinking clearly.”

“Won’t you even try? Won’t you even give me a chance to prove it might be possible?” asked Maryellen. “You’re supposed to love me, John. You’re supposed to do everything in your power to help me ruin this wedding.”

John bit his bottom lip. “I don’t want your family hating me. Nobody will care if we keep sleeping together.”

Maryellen screamed. She picked up a pillow and tossed it across the room, knocking an abstract painting off its center.

“What the fuck, Maryellen? You know I love that painting.”

“More than me?”

“No, Maryellen, but you’re asking a lot.”

“I’m asking for a chance.” Maryellen stared at John with watery eyes, silently begging him to be the man she could trust. The man she could count on to help her when the tide turned rough.

“Fine,” John said after several beats.

Maryellen squealed and ran out the front door. She came back minutes later with several bags. John swallowed when he saw how prepared Maryellen had been for her visit to the countryside.

“What is all that?” asked John.

“Oh, just some stuff.” Maryellen pulled out a makeup bag and countless articles of women’s clothing, giving John second thoughts.

“I don’t know about this, Maryellen.”

Maryellen sighed. She had already gotten John this close, so she wasn’t about to give up now. “If you play by my rules, I’ll give you a special treat when we finish.”

“A special treat?”

Maryellen pushed aside her bag and walked over to John. She stood in front of him and grabbed his half-erect cock. “If you try dressing up as a girl, I’ll suck your pretty little dick, but there’s something I want you to do before we start.”

“What’s that?” asked John. He was getting harder by the second. There was nothing he loved more than having Maryellen’s lips around his member.

“Rid yourself of body hair, like a pretty girl would do.”

John folded his lips and glanced down at himself. “You want me to shave?”

“You might have to touch up some spots, but I brought you some hair-removal cream. Find a tutorial online and come find me in your bedroom when you finish. I’ll be organizing your closet.”

“Why?” asked John.

“If you’re going to fool Nick, you’ll have to get into character. I promise it’ll all be worth it.”

John glanced at what Maryellen had taken out of the bag, wondering if she was right, or if she’d lost her mind. He went to the bathroom, though. He found a video online and got to work ridding himself of body hair. It took much longer than he expected, and it was much harder than he ever would have imagined. Going through the process gave him a newfound respect for what women went through to keep up with expectations of a womanly, hairless body.

John washed himself in the shower with a men’s bar of soap. The masculine scents suddenly felt wrong. He wanted an oatmeal and lavender soap or maybe something that smelled of oranges and mangos. He wanted to smell how Maryellen tasted when he kissed her body.

“Maryellen,” John hollered. He turned off the water while he waited for Maryellen. She came charging in seconds later.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Is everything okay? Did you burn yourself?”

“Almost,” John said with a chuckle. “I hate this manly soap. It doesn’t feel right with my smooth body. What kind do you use?”

Maryellen grinned as she looked at the closed shower curtain. She stepped forward, so excited to see John’s smooth body. She pulled the curtain back. John covered his member, but he couldn’t cover everything.

“Wow,” she said as she took in the sight of water droplets running along John’s smooth skin. “You look incredible. Hurry and come out because I have the perfect outfit for you to wear. We can worry about your soaps and lotions tomorrow.”

John blushed and got back to washing himself, feeling excited by the idea of wearing women’s clothing for the first time in his life. He didn’t know why he’d never tried. Something about seducing a man as a woman suddenly seemed so exhilarating that John was getting a little hard.

Then a lot hard. John grabbed his cock and cursed, but he wouldn’t cum. Not with Maryellen in the other room. He made quick work of washing himself and then dried off with the towel, stepping out to head to his bedroom as Maryellen had requested.

Maryellen oohed when she saw John with a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked so cute with a shaved body.

“I know you were worried about the soap, but I brought this lotion that should cover any of those smells. It has a neutral scent because I didn’t want you breaking out after getting rid of all that body hair. Drop that towel and rub this all over your body.” Maryellen held out the bottle of lotion.

John’s cock was just going down, but it shot right back up with those words. He grabbed the bottle of lotion, wishing Maryellen would look away, but she wouldn’t. He took a deep breath before unhooking his towel and letting it fall to the floor.

“Fuck, you got rid of everything. Such a naughty boy,” Maryellen said. She licked her lips as she took in the sight of John’s trimmed pubes. He had the tiniest layer of buzzed hair around his cock. It looked so delicious that Maryellen almost dropped to her knees right there to suck it, but John had to try on some women’s clothing first.

Maryellen arranged an outfit as John lathered his body with lotion. She instructed him to add a second layer over the first. He was rubbing more lotion on his legs when Maryellen held a pair of panties against her chest. They were pink and didn’t look big enough to cover John’s package, especially with his dick hard.

Maryellen dropped the panties when she noticed the concerned expression on John’s face. “What’s wrong?” she asked, sitting next to him on the bed.

“Nothing,” he said, although his tone wasn’t at all convincing. Maryellen lifted her eyebrow, and John sighed. “You know I want to support your plans, but I’m doubtful this will ever work. It was exciting getting rid of all my body hair, but those panties. There’s nothing girly about me, Maryellen.”

“You’re doubting yourself. Nobody will believe you’re a woman if you can’t.”

“Why can’t you just leave Nick?” asked John. The last thing he wanted was Nick discovering he was trying to seduce him while dressed as a woman, pretending to be a woman. Getting exposed trying to trap Nick would shed John of every ounce of dignity he had.

“Our families would never let it happen. Trust me. I would have left Nick years ago, given the option.”

John knew Maryellen’s family was crazy. He couldn’t imagine his parents exerting such control over his life. He’d been free ever since getting that letter in the mail offering him a full-ride scholarship to Princeton. It disappointed his parents when he switched his art minor to a major and made finance his minor, but they had no power to stop him. They hadn’t given him a dime since he graduated high school.

“Fine,” John said. “I want it on record that I think we’re making a bigger mistake than it’s worth.”

“Isn’t a life together without strings worth risking it all?”

“Sometimes it’s better to have a little of something rather than all of it.”

Maryellen folded her arms over her chest. She’d heard enough of John’s excuses, so she tossed the panties at him.

“Put these on,” she said.

John stood and pulled the pink panties up his legs. He tucked his half-erect cock into them, surprised by how well it fit. The panties excited him. They were so womanly and hugged his package in the most heavenly ways. He put his hands on his hips and bit his lip, wanting so much more, and they’d only just begun.

Seducing Nick was one misery, but there was nothing difficult about wearing the panties.

“You like them,” said Maryellen.

“What?” John pressed his lips into a line, but Maryellen had already seen his smile. He couldn’t deny her accusation. “Fine, whatever. What’s so wrong about liking the panties? Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Nothing’s wrong. Do you want the white dress, or the black one?” Maryellen held up both options.

John considered them. The black dress was more elegant and stopped past the knee. It looked like it might drag in the back, which could be fabulous, but there was something so girly and pure about the white dress. It looked like something a chic woman might wear at the country club after an afternoon of tennis.

“The white dress,” John said.

“It’ll make sucking your dick that much easier.” Maryellen passed John the white dress. “Put it on and make me proud. Let the woman within you shine, John. Set her free.”

John took the dress, slightly concerned with how thrilled he felt to put it on. He stepped into the white dress and pulled it up his body. It fit well and hugged his waist. He was a little thick, but that wasn’t a problem shopping couldn’t fix.

“Let me help.” Maryellen stood behind John and zipped up his dress. She leaned forward and whispered into his ear. “You look beautiful.” Maryellen reached around John and lifted his short skirt. His dick was stiff and throbbing in his panties. Maryellen giggled as she pressed her fingers against his wet tip.

John moaned at Maryellen’s touch. He loved how her fingers felt against his cock, but he had to push her hand away before she made him cum. The dress and panties had stimulated him more than he ever expected possible.

“Is your girly cock sensitive?”

Humiliation washed over John. He was standing in a dress, wearing panties beneath it, and his dick was hard and throbbing from it all. He hated how much he loved it.

“This was your idea, Maryellen. Don’t mock me.”

“What? I’m not mocking you,” Maryellen said in an offended voice.

“How are you not?”

“Come on, John. Let’s do your makeup.” Maryellen grabbed John’s hand and pulled him to his kitchen table, where she’d set up a mirror and her makeup bag. Maryellen pulled out a chair and placed John in the seat. She sat across from him and grabbed some tools. “You almost don’t need makeup, but I wish we could make your arms a little thinner. We’ll have to get you outfits that cover them.”

“You really think this can work?”

“Not if you talk like that, but yes. You’ll have to practice your voice. John, I know I’m asking a lot, but this plan will work. I’m sure of it.”

John thought Maryellen’s plan could work, but only if he could get Nick into the bedroom. “It’ll take a lot of practice,” he said.

“Think about it as an artistic challenge.”

“Yeah,” John said with a chuckle, but then its brilliance hit him. He ran out of the room and came back with a camera and a tripod. He set up the camera. “I want to record the transformation when you put makeup on my face. Let’s capture this from beginning to end.”

Maryellen’s eyes lit up at the suggestion. “Yes, John. It’s perfect. This will destroy Nick and make everyone sorry for trying to force me into marriage.”

“It’s a crazy idea, but it just might work.” John went back to his chair after setting up his camera to capture Maryellen working on his face. He turned to face the camera and stated his name and the date. “Maryellen and I are here, and we’re through playing. We love each other and will do anything to stay together. It didn’t have to come to this, but now we’re here, and we’re going to take you all down.”

“I love it,” Maryellen said. She leaned forward and kissed John deeply. Then she looked into the camera for several seconds before getting to work, transforming John’s face from masculine to feminine. She made the man he was vanish and gave birth to a woman.

Maryellen turned to the camera. “Everyone, I want you to meet Veronica. I’m about to suck her dick.”

“So, that’s my name now?”

“Yep. I like it. What do you think?”

“Veronica,” John said. He didn’t mind how the name sounded as he tried to imagine introducing his womanly self to others. “I like it.”

“Perfect,” Maryellen purred. “Why don’t you introduce yourself to the world and give me a taste of that girly dick?”

John’s dick throbbed at Maryellen’s proposal. He couldn’t wait to push his dick between her glossy lips. He stood and walked over to the camera, squatting in front of it. Eyeliner circled John’s eyes. Maryellen had painted his lips red. She’d even styled the bit of hair he had, making him look utterly feminine.

John cleared his throat before using the softest, sweetest voice he could muster. “Hello, world. I’m new to all this, but my name is Veronica, and I’m ready to play.”

John stood, letting his legs fill the camera’s frame. He did a little dance, wishing he had music playing, but it didn’t matter. There were plenty of tunes in his mind, and he was already lost in the wonders the dress and makeup brought. How had he gone this long without giving womanhood a try? How had he gone this long without feeling the air on his legs as he spun in a circle while wearing a dress?

John lifted the camera when Maryellen joined him. They danced for the camera. Then they made out for the camera. John lost himself, imagining where his new life as Veronica might take him. He had a new identity, which was like a universal key to an unlimited set of doors.

“Fuck, you’re sexy as a chick.”

“Yeah?”

Maryellen bit her lip and nodded. She reached under John’s cock and pushed her hand into his panties. “Fuck, yeah. You’re hot. I can’t wait to put your big girly dick in my mouth.”

“Get on your knees and put it in your mouth like you promised.”

Maryellen sighed and dropped to her knees at the command. She lifted John’s dress and stared at the camera as she popped his cock out the side of his panties. It was thick and swollen and ready to pop. John moaned as Maryellen stroked him.

“Suck my cock,” John begged. He was afraid he wouldn’t last. He felt like he might cum at any second.

Maryellen laughed and pulled on John’s balls. “Give them a show, John. Don’t cum yet.”

“It all feels so amazing,” John hollered. He’d never been this tantalized in his life by anything. “I need to feel those lips before I cum. Please.”

“Fine.” Maryellen grabbed John’s balls and pulled before wrapping her lips around his cock. She bobbed her head along his shaft. He felt so thick and warm against her tongue, and his balls were heavy in her hand. Maryellen moaned on John’s cock.

John closed his eyes and cursed, sounding all man as he grunted and shoved his hands into Maryellen’s hair. She didn’t care. They had plenty of time to practice his womanly mannerisms. For now, she would let him take control.

John held Maryellen’s face and fucked her mouth, forgetting all about the camera. Seconds later, he was groaning so loud it hurt Maryellen’s ears, and she knew what was coming. Maryellen moaned when John’s cock throbbed and let out its first stream into her mouth. Another came, and then another.

Stream after stream of cum filled Maryellen’s mouth, but she swallowed every drop before pulling off his dick. She smacked her lips and made noises of pleasure while sucking on the tip of her finger. “Mm, baby, that girly cock tasted so good.”

“Fuck, yeah.”

Maryellen got up and turned off the camera. She went over to John and gave him a kiss. “I want you to act just like that when you suck Nick’s dick,” she said into his ear.

John swallowed, realizing the best orgasm of his life was nothing but a demonstration of what he would do to another man.
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John was driving to the city, nervous about the day ahead of him. He had a camera set up in his car. If he was going to spend his time dressing as a woman, might as well make a movie about his experience. John turned on the camera, only a few exits from Maryellen’s place.

“I’m driving to Maryellen’s. She had me practice my girl voice over the past week since dressing me up and naming me Veronica. Isn’t that such a sexy name? Do you guys want to hear Veronica’s voice?”

John watched the camera for several seconds. Its position didn’t distract him from the road ahead. He licked his lips, letting the woman who’d been sprouting within in reach the surface.

He hadn’t yet put on his lip gloss, but he could feel its stickiness against his lips in his imagination. An imaginary wig was on his head, giving him blonde locks that hung halfway down his back. Sunglasses over his eyes. Big boobs and a dress with excessive cleavage.

“My name is Veronica, ladies and gentlemen, and I’m a woman on a mission. Nick Hall, I’m coming after you, and you won’t be able to escape me once I get my claws in you. Roar,” John said and scratched at the screen. He threw his head back and laughed, pushing down on the gas. He looked at the camera through the corner of his eye. “I’ve never felt more alive. Let’s see what Maryellen thinks about my girly voice and the clothes I packed.”

John pulled up to Maryellen’s about fifteen minutes later. He hopped out of the car with his bags, hating how the city fumes filled his lungs. The air was so much cleaner where he lived. A vision of a future with Maryellen flashed through his mind. They were gardening in his backyard. Two kids were running around, helping when they weren’t distracted by their mountain of toys. It was a silly vision. They’d never even discussed kids, and John was about to dress up as a woman to seduce a man. He had more important issues at hand.

Maryellen answered when John rang the buzzer. He climbed the stairs to her unit. It smelled of shared living. Odors trapped within a hallway that could never escape. Maryellen pulled distracted John into her apartment when he reached her door.

She pushed him against the wall and kissed him. “I’ve missed you.”

“Me too,” he said.

“What did you bring?”

John blushed. “I took measurements of myself and ordered clothes online.”

“Have you tried them on yet?”

“Yes, and they all fit. I can’t wait to go out on the town. I’ve been practicing my voice.”

“Let’s hear it,” Maryellen said.

“After we set up the camera. I want your reaction caught on film.”

“This has become quite the project for you, hasn’t it?”

“Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“You’re always a surprise, John. That’s why I love you.”

There was a sparkle in Maryellen’s eye as she watched John. He cursed, wishing he could have caught the moment on camera.

“Don’t move another muscle until I set up the camera and change.”

“Whatever you say, mister.”

John smirked as he took his bag and went to the bathroom. He had even ordered makeup with some application that used a photo of his skin to suggest products and shades. John dusted his face. He ran eyeliner around his eyes, giving himself wingtips. John pulled out a pink dress he’d ordered online, fawning over its perfection.

Veronica was alive within John’s heart. Now he only had to pull her out and let her shine. The pink dress had a side zipper, which John undid before stepping into it. He’d already put on a pair of pink panties before doing his makeup. He loved everything pink and would never deny it.

Except John had picked a pair of white stockings for variety. They had pink ribbons and ended right beneath the dress’s hem. He put on the stockings, and then he completed his look with a pair of pink heels. He’d really gotten into his role over the past week, preparing everything for this moment, when he could record Maryellen’s reactions to his transformation on camera.

“Maryellen, come here.” John grabbed a pair of blindfolds he had in his bag.

Maryellen tried the knob, but John had the bathroom door locked. He cracked it open and tossed out the blindfold. It landed on the floor. John slammed the door shut before Maryellen could step inside.

“John! Don’t slam the door in my face. I want to see your outfit.”

“Not yet. Go back to the living room and put on the blindfold. I want to record your reaction, so you’ll have to give me a second to get my camera ready. Please play along, Maryellen.”

Maryellen sighed. “Fine, but only because I love you. I don’t like you commanding me like that.”

“Thanks,” said John. He fixed his short pixie cut and stared at himself in the mirror, awakening Veronica. Bringing her to the surface. He played the song in his head he always used to give him energy before practicing in the mirror. It’d been a long week, but he was ready. Nick didn’t know what was coming his way, but Maryellen was John’s, and he was prepared to fight for her, even if he had to do it in heels.

John stepped out of the bathroom in his pink dress and pink heels. He teetered on his way to the living room. He peeked around the corner, making sure Maryellen was wearing her blindfold as he’d asked. She was.

John grabbed his camera and set it in a corner to give a shot of the entire room. He held the remote for his camera and stood in position, ready to show Maryellen all he’d done over the past week. All he had learned to pass as Veronica and take down Nick.

After one last breath, John clicked the button for his camera and spoke. “Take off your mask, Maryellen.”

“Shit,” she said. John sounded nothing like a man, and he looked nothing like a man when she took off her blindfold. John was wearing a pink dress with short sleeves that hid the thick parts of his arms. He had matching heels with white stockings. His nails were painted clear with white tips. He had a silver necklace hanging between his cleavage. “You have tits.”

“I ordered them online,” Veronica said in her girly voice. She threw her head back and laughed. John felt nothing like himself. It was as if a womanly spirit had possessed him. “Do you like my dress, Maryellen?”

“Yes,” she said. “How? How did you do this?”

“I love you,” Veronica said. “Don’t forget that this was your idea. You’re the one who let me out of my box. Are you afraid to play?”

“Holy fucking shit.” Maryellen hopped up from the couch. She grabbed Veronica and spun her in circles. “You look and sound exactly like a chick.”

“What are you talking about, Maryellen?” asked Veronica. “I am a chick. Can’t you see me?”

“Fuck, you’re good. I can’t wait to see Nick’s face when he finds out.”

Veronica held her fingers to her lips. “Shh. We have to keep this a secret. Nobody can know but us.”

Maryellen grinned and grabbed Veronica’s wrists. “Yes, nobody but us, Veronica. Or should I call you John?”

“John? Gross,” Veronica said. “John is no more. I’m Veronica, and I’m fucking fabulous. Are you ready to hit the town?”

“Uh, yeah. Let’s go. I want to see you out. Show me you got this.”

“Bitch, you’re going to hate me by the time we trap Nick’s cheating ass,” Veronica said with a smirk. Maryellen laughed, and Veronica joined her. They grabbed their purses and walked to a bar close to Maryellen’s place.

Guys swarmed toward them. They didn’t have to pay for a drink all night. Veronica was on top of the world, and Maryellen loved being by her side. They got a stack of numbers but didn’t even bother to grab them when they left.

Veronica slammed Maryellen against the wall when they walked into her apartment. She stripped her naked before taking off her own dress, carrying her to the bed. It was late. Moonlight lit the room as Veronica kissed all over Maryellen’s body.

Maryellen was naked. Veronica was still wearing her stockings, panties, and bra. Her makeup was done to perfection, besides what’d smudged on her lips while eating Maryellen’s pussy.

Veronica pulled her dick out the side of her panties. It throbbed in her hand as she guided it to Maryellen’s dripping pussy. She sunk into Maryellen, making her woman holler.

“Fuck, your dick feels so good, John.”

“Call me Veronica,” she said.

“Fuck me, Veronica. Fuck me hard. I’m close,” Maryellen cried.

Veronica held Maryellen’s legs and gave her what she wanted, fucking her pussy hard. They cried out together as Maryellen’s walls tightened around Veronica’s cock.

“I’m cumming,” Maryellen hollered. She panted and moaned as her body exploded with pleasure.

“Me too,” Veronica cried as she held Maryellen’s sides and pushed deep into her as she came.

They cuddled each other after they returned to reality from their highs, even more determined to fool Nick and ruin the wedding. They got out of bed shortly after. Veronica washed off her makeup and became John again, but there was no doubt the plan might work. Nick would never know Veronica was John.

Not until it was too late.
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John and Maryellen spent a couple more days practicing, but her wedding was around the corner, so they couldn’t wait another second. He had set up his camera and dressed as Veronica, ready to meet Nick, but not until he confessed how he felt to Maryellen on camera.

“What if he finds out?” Veronica asked in her sultry voice.

“He won’t,” Maryellen said.

“How can you be so sure?”

“You look nothing like yourself. Especially with that wig. He’ll never know, Veronica. I promise.”

Veronica loved hearing her name on Maryellen’s lips. They were sitting in chairs, facing each other. They were at Maryellen’s place in the city, where they’d been spending a lot more time. Veronica wasn’t worried about her house in the country. It was dirt cheap, and she had plenty saved. This was the perfect vacation. The perfect escape from her boring everyday reality.

“Are you sure we’ll be able to capture him on film?”

Maryellen crossed her arms and offered a devilish smirk. “Aren’t you?”

Veronica glanced at her camera and thought better of it. There was zero doubt that she’d be able to capture Nick’s betrayal with a crossdressing man on camera. Maryellen was Veronica’s to love, and they were going to push Nick out of their way, together.

Veronica laughed and glanced at the camera with lust-filled eyes. Her face done up to perfection. Her jewelry sparkled when it hit the light. Too bad cameras couldn’t pick up on smells because she was wearing a floral, ultra-feminine scent that matched her natural essence.

“How easy do you think it’ll be to seduce him?” Veronica asked.

“Nick’s a whore,” Maryellen said with her eyes on the camera. “He’s a dirty little whore, and he’s going to pay. Nick Hall, ready or not, here we come.”

The ladies howled with laughter. Maryellen stood when they caught their breath and crossed the room to give Veronica a deep kiss. They stopped before they got too carried away. Veronica checked herself in the mirror to fix the bit of makeup that’d smudged.

“Let’s go before that happens again.” Veronica had to tuck her dick back into place once she went soft after the kiss. “We can’t have any accidents. Everything has to go perfectly.”

“You’ll do great, Veronica. Don’t forget your camera,” Maryellen said. She grabbed a brooch that had a little camera to record everything Veronica did at the bar. Nick had reservations to meet Maryellen, but she wouldn’t show, and he was going to fall right into their little trap.

***

Veronica was wearing a red cocktail dress with matching pumps. No tights. She’d shaved and moisturized her legs only hours ago, so she had plenty of time before they’d be stubbly again. Veronica glanced around the bar, looking for Nick, but she didn’t see him.

“Meeting someone?” the host asked when she approached the stand.

“Oh, I thought I saw someone I knew. Is it okay if I sit at the bar?”

The woman nodded and gestured toward the bar. Veronica stepped past her and found a seat. She pulled her hair over one shoulder as she sat, picking up the menu with a dainty touch.

“Evening, miss. Would you like something to drink?”

Veronica grinned, loving how the world saw her as a woman. She played with the ends of her auburn hair as she stared at the bartender, watching the naughty fantasies play in his eyes.

“Any suggestions?”

The corner of the man’s mouth rose, looking like he wanted to tell Veronica his dick was on the menu. “What kind of drinks do you like?”

Veronica leaned forward, loving how easy it was to steal a man’s attention. She had this stranger wrapped around her finger, ready to drop his pants at any second. Ready to press his lips against hers. They’d cover him in red lipstick if he did.

“I was hoping for something strong. Maybe something a little girly,” Veronica said.

“Yeah,” the bartender said in a breath.

“What do you think, handsome? What do you want to make me?”

The bartender’s mouth parted as he stared at Veronica. He reached down and grabbed his dick, seemingly without thought. Veronica giggled as she watched.

“You’re so fucking hot. What’s your name?”

Veronica hadn’t dressed up in this suffocating dress and come all this way to go home with the bartender, even though he was adorable. Veronica had a strange urge to sit on his dick, but she would have to resist.

“You can call me ‘V’. Make me a sidecar. I love anything with lemon,” said Veronica.

The bartender nodded and grabbed his cocktail shaker, getting to work on Veronica’s cocktail. Veronica turned in her chair, and there he was. Nick, tall and handsome, walked through the door. He scanned the room, obviously looking for Maryellen, but he didn’t miss Veronica.

She curled her fingers in a wave. He looked each way, checking that Veronica had waved in his direction. She pointed at him and winked. He grinned and waved, but then looked around like someone might have caught him.

When he met her eye, Veronica uncrossed her legs and then crossed them back, acting like she was just switching legs, but the move got Nick’s attention. He was no fool.

“Here’s your sidecar, V.” The bartender slid the drink toward Veronica, noticing how she was watching Nick at the door. “You know him?”

Veronica turned to face the bartender. She picked up her sidecar, which he’d served in a coupe glass, and placed it against her lips. “Not yet,” she said and took a sip.

“He probably has more money than me,” the bartender said.

“Don’t sell yourself short. I’d take both of you if I could, but sometimes life is unfair.”

The bartender groaned. “I’m Phillip. Give me a chance if it doesn’t work out with that guy?”

“You’re willing to take my sloppy seconds?”

“I’ll have your thirds or fourths. Whatever you’re willing to offer. You have me falling in love.”

Veronica took another sip of her cocktail. It was delicious and tasted as though it’d been made with love. If only she wasn’t on a mission and didn’t have Maryellen waiting for a call. Phillip was making her girly dick twitch, and she couldn’t stop thinking about how fun it’d be to stick it in his mouth.

She’d almost forgotten about Nick until someone touched her on the side. Hot breath hit her ear.

“Don’t think I would forget about a sexy woman like you,” Nick said into Veronica’s ear. Phillip ducked away now that Nick had arrived, which Veronica appreciated. Flirting was fun, but Maryellen was counting on her to complete the mission. She couldn’t fuck it up by going home with the bartender.

Veronica glanced down at Nick’s left hand, which was cupping her side. Absent of a ring. Wasn’t it funny men didn’t have to go around wearing jewelry declaring to the world that they were engaged? Nick could be all over Veronica, and she’d assume he was single, but she knew better.

“Oh,” Veronica said in a light voice. She grabbed Nick’s wrist, but not in a way that said she was threatened. Her touch was light, like she wouldn’t mind going back to a hotel with Nick, but Veronica wasn’t about to fall into bed that easily. She turned her chair to face Nick. “I nearly forgot about you.”

Nick’s grip on her chair tightened at the words. Men hated when women forgot about them. They wanted women running around like chickens without heads, but Veronica was different. She wanted Nick at her feet, begging her to spend time with him. Begging her to suck his dick.

“Is that so?”

“What can I say? Phillip distracted me,” Veronica said.

“Who’s Phillip?” Nick growled. His voice dripped with possession. He wanted to claim Veronica. Throw her on the bar, rip off her dress, and show her who was boss. Maryellen had texted to cancel, so Nick was free for the night, and he had his eyes on a prize.

“The bartender.”

“What? You’re lusting after the bartender?”

“Who said anything about lust? We were talking about my love of lemons and how much I liked the drink. How can you be jealous when you don’t even know my name?”

“Tell me your name,” said Nick.

Veronica narrowed her eyes at Nick. She reached forward and touched a finger to his chest. She’d repainted her nails with the same style. Clear with white tips. Nick watched as Veronica traced a line all the way down to his abs, not dropping beneath his bellybutton.

“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.”

“Nick,” he said. “Nick Hall.”

There was zero shame in his game, which saddened Veronica, but she didn’t show it. Veronica had to seduce and ruin Nick. Maryellen could never marry this sleazeball.

“I’m Veronica,” she said and held out her hand.

Nick kissed her hand and stared at her for a long second. “Have we met before Veronica? Something about you feels so familiar.”

Veronica’s stomach tightened. A confession poked at her lips, but she wouldn’t let it free. There was no way Nick could tell that she was his friend dressed as a woman. Veronica had practiced too much and was far too committed to fail now.

“I’m sure a man like you has had his fair share of women. Maybe I just remind you of someone,” said Veronica.

Nick stared at her for several more beats, looking into her eyes. It was unsettling, but Veronica couldn’t break character, or Nick would find out who she was.

“Is something wrong, Nick?” Veronica feigned a smile, trying to look like she was worried he was having a stroke. Trying to look like she didn’t recognize Nick or know anything about his past. Veronica was another woman. This was her escape from reality. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Haven’t I?” he asked. “There’s something about you, but I can’t put my finger on it.”

Veronica’s heart raced. How was she ever going to explain her way out of this? Panic rose within her. Explanations formed in her head. Then Nick snapped his fingers and said Veronica looked like a woman he’d seen on reality television.

“Oh, that? I hear I look like her all the time,” Veronica said with a laugh. “Are you having a drink?”

“You buying?”

“I thought you would. It’d certainly help if you want me to remember you.”

Nick shook his head and grinned, taking a seat next to Veronica. He ordered a beer, and Veronica ordered another cocktail. She made up stories about her past that’d probably never matter. Nick told her the truth about his life, everything except Maryellen. It was as though she didn’t even exist. His fiancée.

“So, you’re going to be super rich one day?”

“If I’m lucky,” said Nick.

Veronica finished her second cocktail and stood, grabbing her purse. “I don’t care much about money, but you’re still cute. Maybe we could hang out again.”

“I’d like that.”

“Do you have a card?”

Nick pulled out his wallet and handed Veronica a business card. She opened her clutch purse to toss it inside. “I’ll call you. Thanks for the drinks. Maybe we’ll get them lying in a hotel bed next time, if you’re lucky.”

Nick made an odd sound of pleasure. Veronica leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. “Bye.”

“Bye,” said Nick. He watched her leave, stunned by both her beauty and presence, really hoping she’d call.
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Nick and Veronica went out again the next night. Veronica wore the same brooch with a camera when they were together. It recorded all the dirty suggestions Nick made when they were sitting on a bench along the shore of a pond.

Veronica laughed and played along, acting like she wanted Nick to bury his dick in her pussy. Too bad she didn’t have one. Too bad Nick couldn’t tell how grossed out Veronica felt every time they were together. He was nothing but a scummy cheater.

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” asked Veronica. She was with Maryellen at her apartment in the city. It was the night they planned to get Nick on tape.

“It’s now or never. He’ll drop you if you don’t put out soon.”

Veronica knew Maryellen was telling the truth. The disappointment on Nick’s face when Veronica refused sex after their second date was palpable. If she didn’t give him something tonight, he’d run for the woods, and they’d never be able to get him on film getting his dick sucked by a crossdressing man.

“There’s no going back after tonight.”

Maryellen nodded. She knew the consequences of her actions. Her family might forever hate her, but she couldn’t back out now. John becoming Veronica had been her idea from the beginning.

“We’ll be stronger after tonight, John.”

Veronica nodded, taking Maryellen’s hands. She couldn’t drop the character. Not after putting on her makeup, fabulous clothes, and wig. Veronica stood to turn on her camera, taking a seat next to Maryellen on the couch. The camera faced them, like they were in the interview room of a reality television show.

“Why are we doing this, Maryellen?”

“Love,” she said.

“Who am I?”

“You’re who you want to be. Some days you’re Veronica. Other days you’re John.”

“John who?”

“John Montoya.”

Veronica hopped up from the couch and snapped her fingers. She twirled in a circle as laughter spilled from her mouth. Nothing made her feel more feminine than spinning in a circle to give her dress a breeze.

“Not anymore, bitches. My name is Veronica. Don’t forget it.”

***

A knock sounded on the hotel room’s door. Maryellen’s heart raced as Veronica pushed her toward the closet. They had to splurge on the room to give them something with the right angles and enough room for Maryellen to hide.

They tried their hardest not to laugh as Maryellen stepped into the closet, but a few giggles escaped.

“Shh,” Veronica said. She put a finger up to her red lips. She was wearing a short skirt, stockings, platform heels, and a tight long-sleeve shirt that hugged her boobs. Nick needed to think tonight was about him, the stallion. He needed to leave here feeling invincible.

Another knock came, sending Veronica’s nerves into overdrive. She took a deep breath and shut the door on Maryellen. She had to forget she was there, recording everything she and Nick would do. It’d never work if she kept glancing at the closet, so she erased Maryellen from her mind and went to the door.

“Nick,” Veronica said when she opened the door. He was wearing jeans and an untucked button-up shirt. It parted right where his bulge was thickest, catching Veronica’s eye. She lifted her gaze and smiled when she met Nick’s eyes.

“Hey, Veronica. Now that’s what I like to see.” Nick stepped forward and wrapped his arm around her body, reaching under her skirt to squeeze her ass. “No playing games tonight, huh?”

Nick’s dick was getting hard against Veronica’s leg as he pressed his body against hers. She ignored it and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck, grateful she was a few inches shorter than him.

“No games,” she purred. She reached down and grabbed the outline of his dick. Nick jumped, but he wasn’t upset. He laughed as she lightly squeezed it, getting harder in her hand. “I want this. Deep in my throat.”

“Fuck yeah you do,” Nick said. He went to reach around and touch Veronica’s pussy, but she stopped him, placing his hand at his side. “What’s wrong?”

“You can’t have everything in one night, but I promise my blowjobs are fantastic. It won’t disappoint.”

Nick grinned. “Fuck it. Most girls don’t want to suck dick. I’ll take what I can get.”

Veronica grabbed Nick’s collar and pulled him toward the bed, which had a perfect angle of the closet, but Veronica didn’t once look at its doors. She pushed Nick to the bed and went over to the speaker to turn on the music she’d queued. Veronica played the music and danced back to Nick, shaking her hips.

A sneeze came from the closet. Veronica tried to move her face and hand to fake one, but she was a few milliseconds too late. The music had already been playing, but the sneeze was loud. Obvious.

“What the fuck was that? Is there someone else here?”

Veronica played dumb. “That was me. I sneezed.”

“No, you fake sneezed. What the hell is going on here, Veronica?”

Nick stood and marched toward the closet. Veronica ran across the room to stop him. She stood in front of him, blocking his passage to the closet door. She placed her hands on his chest and stared into his eyes. Nick stopped, but he kept looking over her shoulder at the closet door.

“Stop worrying about that, Nick. There’s nothing in there. I’ll open the door and show you,” Veronica said. She walked over to the door and swung it open. The closet was deep enough that Maryellen could hide in the corner. Veronica saw her shoes, but there was no way Nick could. She closed the door and went back to Nick, placing her hand on his cock.

Nick sighed and finally stopped paying attention to the closet. Veronica guided him to the bed and pushed him down, placing him in the perfect position for Maryellen’s camera. Veronica turned and shook her ass in front of Nick, dropping it onto his lap and moving her hips back and forth.

A moan spilled from Veronica’s mouth. “Your dick is so big, Nick.”

“Fuck yeah, it is. You want my big dick in your mouth?”

“Only if you scream my name and beg,” Veronica said as she rubbed her ass against Nick’s dick. Her hole felt open and ready for a dick, but it wouldn’t be Nick’s. Maybe she could go back and ride that bartender’s dick, with Maryellen’s permission, of course.

“Suck my dick, Veronica. Put my fat dick in your mouth. Please!”

Veronica giggled and reached forward, undoing Nick’s belt and pulling it out of the loops. She looked directly at the closet as she undid his button. She dropped her eyes, letting her hair fall in her face, and unzipped Nick’s jeans. He was wearing a sheer pair of trunk briefs that hugged his erection beautifully.

“Ooh, what do we have here?”

“Stop talking and put it in your mouth.”

“So aggressive. I bet you would tear my pussy in two.”

“You’re damn right, Veronica. I’ll let you off the hook tonight, but I’m Nick fucking Hall, and I’m going to dominate that pussy next time we’re together.”

“My pussy already hurts thinking about that big dick in me, Nick. Fuck, you make me wet.”

Nick grabbed Veronica’s hips and moved her down his body. He pushed her head and growled, like he would lose his mind if she didn’t immediately wrap her lips around his cock. Veronica didn’t mind. She moved down and dropped off the bed to squat between Nick’s parted legs.

“We’ll have to take all this off if you want me to suck your dick,” Veronica said as she pulled on Nick’s pants to remove them. She took those off and then his underwear, leaving his dick free and standing. The veins in his cock were thick. It wasn’t a small cock, but it belonged to an asshole.

“Fuck, your dick is so big, Nick. How will I ever fit it all in my mouth?”

“You’ll figure it out. Don’t leave me hanging. I want your lipstick all over my cock, Veronica.”

Veronica dropped to her knees. Nick scooted to the edge of the bed to give Veronica a better angle to suck his dick. She grabbed Nick’s cock by its base and looked over her shoulder at the closet, grinning like wild before turning back to Nick’s cock.

She parted her lips and took him into her mouth, feeling like it was the starring scene of the best movie she would ever make. Veronica held Nick’s dick and moved her lips up and down his shaft, losing herself in the movements. Nick’s dick stuffed her mouth. If she didn’t hate him so much, Veronica would actually be enjoying herself.

The texture of his dick veins against her tongue. His salty tip poking the back of her throat. The constant moans escaping his mouth, confirming Veronica was giving him what he wanted.

Veronica was on a mission, though, so she bent her ass and whipped her dick out of the side of her panties. It was hard enough to dangle between her thighs, giving her and Maryellen all the proof they would need that Nick was getting his dick sucked by a crossdressing guy.

Veronica stroked her shaft several times, getting it even harder for the camera. She moaned on Nick’s dick and used her free hand to stroke his base. He hollered and moaned.

“I’m getting close, Veronica. Swallow my load. Please, baby.”

Veronica didn’t want to disappoint their future viewers, so she kept sucking Nick’s dick until he was hollering and curling his toes. His balls tightened in her hand, and she knew he was about to shoot his load. Veronica moaned and moved her mouth faster, encouraging Nick to cum deep in her throat.

She pushed her lips as far down his cock as they would go, bobbing her head as his tip hit the back of her throat. Veronica used her fingers to stroke the base of Nick’s cock, feeling it throb in her hand.

Nick was cumming seconds later, pumping stream after stream of his cum into her mouth. She moaned and wagged her hard cock between her parted legs, but she wouldn’t cum. That’d leave evidence.

Veronica swallowed every drop Nick gave her before lifting her lips off his dick. She smacked her lips and quickly glanced at the camera before turning back to Nick. “Fuck, that was hot. I love how you taste.”

Nick’s body twitched. He was silent for a moment. “Pass me my clothes? I gotta get going.”

“Sure,” Veronica said. She felt a little used, but Nick would be the fool in the long run. There was no way Maryellen could marry him. Never.

Veronica passed Nick his trunks and jeans. He got dressed and then made his way to the door.

“Thanks for coming through,” he said before giving Veronica a hug and kissing the top of her head. “Next time I want pussy. Got it?”

Veronica said nothing. She just nodded. Nick said goodbye, and then he was out the door. Veronica locked it behind him, and then Maryellen came out of the closet.

“Did you get everything?” she asked.

“Yeah,” said Maryellen.

“Good. You can’t marry that piece of trash.”

“No way. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” said Veronica. “I’m going to brush my teeth and take a shower. Wash that man off me. How have you put up with him for so long?”

“Don’t ask. At least we have all this footage to ruin him now.” Maryellen paused for a second and stared at the camera in her hand. Veronica did the same. Maryellen took a breath, shivering away the tension. “Wanna hit the bar for a stiff drink when you get out of the shower?”

“Deal.”
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Now that they had all the footage they needed, Maryellen and John could make the blackmail tape that would bring Nick to his knees. Maryellen was meant to love John. She didn’t want to waste her days pretending to be Nick’s wife while he ran around with other women.

Maryellen and John were cutting and splicing the raw footage to make an impactful video with the most important moments that would show how Nick was nothing but a cheater. John wagging his dick between his legs while he sucked Nick was the cherry on top. Maryellen’s mother could never allow the marriage once she saw the video.

“Hey, what’s this?” Maryellen had found the conversation John was having with that handsome bartender, Phillip.

“It’s nothing. Skip ahead to when Nick arrives.” John tried to take the computer from Maryellen, but she wouldn’t allow it.

“Let me watch. You sound so hot when you talk like a woman,” she said.

John sat back as Maryellen watched him flirt with the bartender while dressed as Veronica. He’d been so in the moment that it almost felt like he was watching someone else. A person he didn’t know. There wasn’t a trace of masculinity behind his womanly exterior. Veronica could have fooled anyone.

“You seem really into this Phillip guy,” Maryellen said as she watched and popped a pretzel from the open bag they had into her mouth.

“I got caught up in the moment.”

“He’s handsome. Were you thinking about his dick?” Maryellen asked in a coy voice.

John crossed his arms. “What does it matter if I was? I haven’t called him. All this Veronica stuff was your idea, anyway.”

Maryellen patted John’s thigh. They’d made it to the part in the video when Nick arrived, waving back at Veronica like a fool. She paused the video to focus her attention on John, who was clearly feeling defensive over his attraction to another man.

“There’s nothing wrong with finding Phillip attractive. I appreciate you not calling him, but I want you to feel satisfied. Did you want to have sex with your handsome bartender?”

John shook his head. He appreciated the offer, but it wasn’t necessary. “All I need is you, Maryellen. Let’s make this movie, so we can take down your mother and Nick and get on with our lives.”

Maryellen nodded and adjusted the computer, focusing her attention on the screen. They spliced bits and pieces of the film until they had a short, impactful video that told the story of John becoming Veronica and seducing Nick, rather easily, to suck his dick.

“Are you sure about this, Maryellen? It’s not too late to back out.”

“No,” she said. Maryellen grabbed the back of John’s head and pulled him in for a kiss, pressing her lips against his until she couldn’t stand it for another second. “We’re not backing out of this. If my family can’t stomach the truth and what I want, then I don’t need them. We don’t need them. Not to sell art. Not to put food on our table. I’d rather live a simple life with you here in the middle of nowhere than chase the dreams my mother has fed me my entire life.”

John’s eyes lit up. He thought he’d have to move to the city to stay with Maryellen, which he was willing to do, so it was a surprise to hear that she would be willing to move to the country.

“What about your law degree? You just graduated.”

“People in the country need lawyers too,” she said.

John smiled and leaned forward to hug Maryellen, feeling more at ease about their plan to take down Nick and potentially tarnish her family’s name if the video ever got out to the public, but that was a risk they were willing to take for love.
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John and Maryellen were sitting in Nick’s office. They felt on top of the world as they all watched the video with his door closed. There was a plastic privacy film on the window that let in light but blocked the view of the three of them staring at the computer screen in silence.

The video ended. Maryellen and John watched Nick for a reaction, but nothing came across his face. He didn’t even make eye contact with them, instead glancing at the ceiling with a curious expression.

“I don’t care that you were Veronica. We’re still getting married, Maryellen.”

Maryellen looked at John, his face showcasing everything she felt. “I will take this public, Nick. We’re prepared to release it.”

Nick chuckled and picked up his phone. “We’ll see about that.” He tapped his screen a few times and then turned the phone toward them. He was calling Sarah Gardner, Maryellen’s mother.

“Yes? Nick? Is everything all right?”

Nick cleared his throat. “I have your daughter here. She’s with John Montoya.”

“Oh,” Sarah said. The disappointment in her voice was unmistakable. “Hello, John.”

“Hello, Mrs. Gardner.”

“Maryellen, I thought I told you to drop this nonsense. You’re marrying Nick. You and John can keep doing whatever keeps you two together, but the public must think you’re with Nick. It’s what will look best.”

Anger rose within Maryellen. Tears swelled in her eyes. Her mother, always the politician. Always thinking about what the public would think. What would look best with no regard for Maryellen’s feelings.

“You mean what will look best for your election? I’ve heard you want to jump in the primary for the US senate.”

Sarah was silent for several beats before sighing. “Maryellen, I’m meant to become the first female president. I can feel it in my bones. All I need is a few years in the Senate, and then I’ll be on my way to the White House. Isn’t that what everyone wants? Nobody is stopping you from having John, honey, but we need Nick’s father.”

“I don’t need Nick or his father, mom. I need John. Why can’t you understand that? I don’t want to marry a man who cheats and only cares about his ambitions. You don’t need my relationship to make it to the White House. You don’t need me to make it to the Senate. Nobody fucking cares, mom.” Maryellen was crying by that point, and there was nothing Sarah hated more than women who cried.

“Suck up those tears right now, Maryellen. This is nothing to cry over. John’s a bisexual art freak, no offense, who probably has an ocean of skeletons in his closet.”

Maryellen scoffed. Nick was still holding his cell phone, but it was as if the men had disappeared, leaving mother against daughter.

“Please, you think John has more skeletons than Nick? He’s dipped his dick in half the women in the city. He probably has babies we don’t know about. STDs. Who fucking knows? I’m not sleeping with him. Never again, and you want me to marry him because his father’s rich?”

Sarah puffed air out of her nose. “Why can’t you play nice? I’ll be able to give you everything you’ve ever wanted once I’m president.”

“You won’t be able to give me freedom from Nick. Not once we’re married. I’m not going—”

Sarah screamed at the top of her lungs, silencing Maryellen. The deafening sound lasted over five seconds. Everyone covered their ears, and Nick almost dropped his phone.

“You’re marrying Nick, and that’s the end of this conversation, Maryellen. I don’t want to hear it.”

Maryellen opened her mouth to reply, but the line went dead. She cursed and glanced at the men. Nick was grinning. John frowning.

“Fucking hell,” Maryellen said and stood. She grabbed John’s hand. “Let’s go.”

“But what are we going to do? You can’t marry Nick.” John stopped, making Maryellen stop before she could leave the room.

She sighed. “It’s over, John. They won. We’ll just have to keep our relationship secret from the public.”

John wanted to protest, but Maryellen pulled on his arm. She didn’t want to look at Nick’s victorious smile a second longer than necessary. It’d already burned a hole in her memory, threatening to play on repeat for the rest of her life. John sighed after glaring at Nick a moment and followed Maryellen out of the door.

There was nothing to say. Nothing to do.

They’d lost.

Maryellen would have to marry Nick.
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“Stephanie, would you wait a second?” asked Maryellen. Her other bridesmaids, friends Maryellen barely kept in contact with, continued toward the altar, but Stephanie stayed behind.

“What’s wrong?”

Maryellen was wearing her wedding dress, which suddenly felt far too tight. She could see where the aisle began and couldn’t imagine what her life would be like once she exchanged vows with Nick.

“I can’t do this,” she said.

“Why not? What’s wrong?” Stephanie asked.

“What if it doesn’t work out?”

Stephanie glanced over her shoulder at the aisle leading to the altar. She placed her hand on Maryellen’s shoulder and told Maryellen to look at her.

“It’ll work out,” Stephanie said when their eyes met.

Maryellen’s breath slowed as she calmed herself. She couldn’t back out after coming this far. At least she would still have John. Her family couldn’t stop her from loving him and had already said they wouldn’t, so Maryellen nodded. Everyone was probably wondering where she was.

“Let’s do this. I’m ready. You go,” Maryellen said and waved Stephanie forward. She nodded and grabbed the bottom of her dress to walk more easily.

Maryellen watched Stephanie turn the corner. She stood upright and shook her shoulders, telling herself it would all be over soon enough. All she had to do was get to the end of the aisle, stand by Nick, and say the words.

***

Everyone turned to watch when Maryellen turned the corner. Nick was standing at the altar. He waved at her, looking dapper in his suit. If only he wasn’t a terrible person who Maryellen wished she could erase from her life.

Maryellen kept her head bowed as she walked toward the altar, feeling her heart race in her chest. It was all too real. The music. The church. Everyone watching her as she moved her feet toward the position that would commit her to a man she didn’t love.

Nick held out his hand as Maryellen took her final steps. She accepted and let out a breath as she stood in front of him, tuning out everyone in the church. She was watching Nick, excited to see how he’d react.

“We’re gathered here today to celebrate and make official the love of Ms. Maryellen Gardner and—. What the—”

I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.

Nick. Nick Hall.

I’m Veronica.

Nick’s eyes widened when he realized what the audio playing over the church’s speaker was.

“You didn’t,” he said while looking at Maryellen with fury in his eyes.

“You left me no choice.” Maryellen glanced over her shoulder. “Stephanie.”

Stephanie nodded and pulled out a remote. When she clicked a button, a large screen dropped from the ceiling right above the altar, stealing the attention of everyone in the room.

“Turn this off right now,” Nick hollered.

Everyone jumped when he screamed. He yelled again, but his deep voice didn’t have the same effect the second time.

“Never,” hissed Maryellen.

John who?

John Montoya.

Not anymore, bitches. My name is Veronica. Don’t forget it!

Now Sarah stood. She ran to the altar and reached to grab the remote from Stephanie’s hand, but she didn’t let her. She cursed and turned her attention to Maryellen, pointing a finger in her face.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

“It’s just getting to the best part.”

People gasped when the next frame showed Veronica with Nick’s dick in her hand.

Your dick is so big, Nick.

Fuck yeah, it is. You want my big dick in your mouth?

Only if you scream my name and beg.

Suck my dick, Veronica. Put my fat dick in your mouth. Please!

Veronica did as Nick asked in the video, and then it cut to a shot of Veronica in her short skirt with her dick hanging out. The video changed to slow motion while Veronica’s dick wagged from side to side. People in the church cursed and gasped. Some people got up from their seats and left, hatred burning in their eyes.

“Wait,” John hollered. He’d set up cameras before the wedding and planned on using them. His art needed it. “This show isn’t over yet.”

People stopped rushing out the door as Stephanie stepped forward. She grabbed beneath her chin and pulled, removing the disguise she’d been wearing to reveal her feminine self.

“It’s Veronica, bitches.”

An explosion of whispers filled the church, but Veronica’s voice was commanding. She hollered.

“Shush, everyone. You might not like me because I’m everything you’ll never have the courage to be, but Maryellen loves me. Not Nick.”

Maryellen rushed to Veronica and threw herself into her arms. Veronica let her natural voice come out, showing everyone that she was still John beneath it all.

“Nick is nothing but a cheater, and Maryellen deserves better. She deserves me, which is why I became Veronica to help her. I’d do anything for her. Anything. Can you say the same, Nick?”

Everyone turned their attention to Nick, waiting for his response. He said nothing. He growled at them and left the stage. Sarah hadn’t moved. She looked like she saw death lying at her feet.

Maryellen said nothing to her mother. Sarah dropped her head and rushed to sneak out of the back entrance without saying goodbye.

Her mother would need several days or weeks or months even to speak to her, which Maryellen understood, but she only hoped her mother could understand why she went to such extremes to protect her freedom.

Maryellen stepped forward into John’s arms. Veronica’s arms. They kissed as everyone filed out of the door. Maryellen didn’t care which version she got because they both made her feel like she’d found her soulmate.

“Thank you for risking it all to be with me,” Maryellen said.

“I’d do it a million times over.”
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Veronica was feeling girly, so she kept up her feminine voice as she and Maryellen drove to the countryside. They’d booked a place in the middle of nowhere on Veronica’s credit card before the wedding.

“That was so crazy. I can’t believe we put my wagging dick in slow motion,” said Veronica.

“It was fucking hot. You should have seen some of those guys. They wanted you bad.”

Veronica blushed. They were almost to the luxe cabin. She couldn’t wait to turn off her phone and forget about the world, especially after the stunt they’d pulled at the church.

“We’re almost at the cabin.”

“Perfect. I have a surprise,” said Maryellen. “Something to thank you for everything you’ve done since I got that crazy idea.”

“I’m glad you did. If you’d married Nick, I would be hurting a lot more than I am now.”

“Me too,” said Maryellen. She reached over and grabbed Veronica’s hand. She pulled it to her lips and kissed it.

“What’s the surprise?”

“You’ll see.”

They arrived at the cabin and checked in, which was a little confusing for the older guy who was working, but he came around after Veronica winked at him and told him he was rather handsome for an older guy.

“Here are your keys, ladies. Keep following the road you took in here, and you should find the cabin no problem.” The man spoke with a face full of blush.

“Thanks,” Veronica purred.

Maryellen hooked her arm with Veronica’s and barely made it through the door before she laughed. The laughter kept coming and wouldn’t stop.

“Did you see him? You’re so powerful as Veronica. The men love you.”

“I don’t know what it is,” said Veronica. “It’s like I become a different person when I look in the mirror and see Veronica.”

“Good thing I love both faces.”

They found the cabin and took all their bags inside. It had high ceilings, expensive finishes, and plenty of wood by the fireplace with a number to call if they wanted someone to start a fire.

“Would you like a drink?” asked Maryellen.

“Sure,” said Veronica. “What are you mixing?”

“The fridge is stocked with everything. Want a sidecar like Phillip made you?”

Veronica blushed, remembering her handsome bartender and how much she’d wanted his dick. She had almost forgotten all about him.

“You have everything to make one?”

Maryellen checked the recipe on her phone. “Yep,” she said. Veronica said the drink was fine and stood to go to the kitchen with Maryellen. She waited until Maryellen had the drink shaken and poured before stepping forward to grab her side.

“Cheers,” Maryellen said as she stood inches away from Veronica. She could feel Veronica’s hardened extension against her leg.

“Cheers.” Veronica clinked her glass with Maryellen’s. She tasted it and gushed about how much better it tasted than the one Phillip had made her. She was still holding Maryellen’s side, thrilled all over again that they’d ruined the wedding.

“We don’t have to run anymore,” said Veronica.

“Nope.” Maryellen shook her head. “It’s just you and me. Forever and ever.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah. Wanna see your surprise?”

Veronica nodded. Maryellen grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the bedroom. They took their cocktails. The bedroom had a speaker by the bed, so Maryellen connected her phone to play music before grabbing her bag with the surprise. She took a sip from her cocktail and held the bag.

“You ready?”

“I don’t know,” Veronica said with wide eyes as she stared at the opaque bag. “Should I be afraid?”

“I want you to know that you should never be afraid to ask for what you want. Feel free to say no, but I was thinking we could try something new.”

“Something new?”

“Make you really feel like a girl,” Maryellen said, and pulled out a strap-on dick. She giggled as she held the big cock in the air. “Just so you know, I can always have a dick and fuck you.”

Veronica’s dick twitched and throbbed in her panties. Her eyes widened. It was everything she’d wanted but didn’t know how to request.

“You want to fuck me?”

“If that’s what you want, I’m willing.”

Veronica looked at the big dick in Maryellen’s hand. She knew she couldn’t deny her urges. She thought she’d have to sleep with a man to have a dick. How had it never occurred to her that Maryellen could wear one?

“Please, I want you to fuck me. Oh, Maryellen, you’re the best girlfriend a girl could ever have.”

Maryellen grinned and threw her arms around Veronica’s neck, half sitting on her lap as they kissed.

“Will you help me put it on?”

“Yes,” Veronica said in a breath against Maryellen’s neck. She stripped Maryellen naked. Maryellen did the same to Veronica, leaving only her stuffed bra. She’d shaved all the hair around her dick before the wedding, which only made it look bigger.

“Fuck, I love your dick,” Maryellen said as she wrapped her hand around Veronica’s hardness.

“You fuck me, and then I’ll fuck you.” Veronica reached down and rubbed Maryellen’s wet, dripping pussy.

“Yeah.” Maryellen spoke through a moan, nearly forgetting where she was as Veronica rubbed her pussy and slipped a finger into her aching hole. A finger wasn’t enough. She needed so much more, but first she was going to fuck Veronica’s little ass to show her what it was really like to be a woman.

“Put on my strap.”

Veronica rushed to grab it. Maryellen stepped off the bed, and Veronica wrapped the strap around Maryellen’s waist. She hooked it in place, amazed at how it hung off Maryellen’s body.

“You look so beautiful with a cock,” said Veronica.

“Why don’t you suck it?”

“Fuck.” Veronica dropped to her knees. She grabbed the base of Maryellen’s cock and looked at her woman through hooded eyes. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around Maryellen’s cock. It stuffed her mouth, giving her everything she wanted. Maryellen’s dick tasted a million times better than Nick’s.

“That’s enough,” Maryellen said. “Get to the bed, so I can fuck you.”

Veronica moaned and got to her hands and knees on the bed. Maryellen grabbed a bottle of lube she had packed in her bag. She lathered her dick and climbed on the bed behind Veronica, feeling more dominant than she ever had with this enormous cock hanging off her crotch.

“You want my dick?” Maryellen asked and slapped Veronica’s ass.

“Yeah, give me that big dick. I need it.”

Maryellen added more lube to her dick and put some on Veronica’s tight, untouched hole. She moved forward and pressed the tip of her dick against Maryellen’s ass. Veronica hollered when Maryellen pushed into her, but she took Maryellen’s dick like a good girl.

“Fuck,” Maryellen groaned as she sunk deeper into Veronica’s hole. It was so hot watching it stretch over her cock. Maryellen stopped when she was halfway in, gently thrusting her hips to loosen Veronica’s tight walls.

Veronica couldn’t form any words if she tried. Maryellen’s cock felt too amazing in her ass. She gripped the sheets beneath her and took deep breaths to steady herself as Maryellen fucked her, slowly getting rougher with her hole as she loosened up.

“Take my fucking dick,” Maryellen hollered in a joyous voice, smacking Veronica’s ass between thrusts. She held Veronica’s hips and fucked her harder now that she’d loosened up. Veronica couldn’t do anything except moan and take it. Her hard girl dick swung between her parted thighs.

“I won’t last long,” Veronica said.

Maryellen needed Veronica’s dick before she came and got all soft, so she pulled out of Veronica and turned her over. She undid the strap and tossed it to the floor. Maryellen pushed Veronica to her back and climbed on her dick.

Veronica moaned and thrashed when Maryellen sunk onto her cock. Maryellen held Veronica’s arms above her head as she lifted and dropped her hips, using Veronica’s dick as she pleased. They were both so close that it wasn’t long before they were screaming. Hollering through their intense pleasure.

They stared at each other as they came. It might have been the best sex they’d ever had, but they were only getting started. Now that Maryellen didn’t have to marry Nick, they were free to live their lives how they wanted.
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One Year Later

John was wearing heels and a skirt. No wig or makeup. Veronica only came out sometimes, but he wore women’s clothing around the house all the time. Maryellen was also at home, wearing a skirt with a special surprise beneath it, wagging with each step she took.

Maryellen went up behind John, wrapping her arms around him. Her dick pressed into his bum.

“Hey,” he said.

“I have to leave soon. Have a meeting with some people from town.”

“Got a new case?”

“Yeah, I’m going to help a local farmer and his family sue for what they deserve. Only going to take money if I win. I’d rather work on commissions and live out here than be in the city working to defend those corporations hurting these people.”

“They’re going to make you mayor if you keep it up.”

Maryellen blushed. She didn’t share her mother’s political ambitions. Sarah finally called Maryellen for the first time since the wedding after she won the primary for the senate. They had a tense relationship, but it was getting better now that her mother was basically guaranteed to win in the general election.

“I came over here to ask if you wanted to have a little fun before I leave.”

John reached behind and grabbed Maryellen’s cock, feeling his dick twitch. “Only if you have time.”

“For you, always.”

Maryellen grinned and grabbed John’s hand, pulling him toward the bedroom, where they had been before and would be again many, many times.
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