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Introduction

Five of Lilly Lustwood’s Best-selling Transgender Romances. No cross-additions guaranteed.

The Feminization Bible Volume Two contains five Lilly Lustwood premier and chart-topping feminization romance books.

First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains feminization, reverse harem, suspense, maid and boss, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

✓    I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

✓    My friends tell me that I look like Haifa Wehbe, Google her

✓    I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

It’s March 09, 2023, 08:57 PM, and scalding hot in the Philippines. I’m wearing a thin black dress.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Feminization Bible Volume Two.


Free Vip Mailing List

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly
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With utmost disappointment, 23-year-old Tom Hobbes prematurely drove home from attending an annual Comic Con in San Francisco. In disbelief that his Sasuke cosplay, from the world-famous anime Naruto, didn’t make the final cut to compete on stage, he slammed the door of his black BMW sedan.

As soon as the Presidio Heights’ sweltering sun beamed on him, taking his black cloak off as he sauntered towards their colonial home rushed to the top of his priorities.

Nina Lewinsky?

However, an Amazon Prime box on their porch stopped him in his tracks. Perturbed by the unusual name on the label, he peered. The address written was just next door. He wanted to ignore the blunder but his conscience overtook his irritated disposition.

This could be important…

“Oh wow! This thing’s heavy!”

Looking like a villain in an ebony cloak, combined with an edgy wig of the same color, along with his emerald eyes framed with an abundance of kohl, he started walking toward the location of what was written on the label.

He rarely socialized and the only neighbor that he has ever interacted with was his childhood friend Craig, who lived two houses away and also happened to study law at Harvard with his brother, Darwin, also known as the golden child.

Moments later, there he was, on the porch of 507 Bristol Lane, waiting for someone to take the package of the person named Nina Lewinsky.

*ding dong*

“Oh! Sasuke?!” a 5ft. 7in. blonde in her late twenties queried with glee. In awe of her doll-like visage, hypnotic sapphire eyes, and a tight-fitted white t-shirt that generously showcased her perky pointers, all he could do was nod and return a faint smile.

“So cool! I didn’t know Amazon had cosplaying delivery guys!”

“Pretty please, put it on top of that table, thank you”, she followed as she pointed at her oppressive oak dining table in her chaotic ivory colonial home that sprawled with unopened boxes and mobile racks of clothes.

Suddenly, his nether regions seemed at war with each other as the confines of his tighty whities sternly restricted his growing attraction as soon as he saw the view of her back.

Hot…

He switched the pace of his walk to a glacial one to marvel at her butt that resembled two scoops of vanilla ice cream in her pink cotton panties as she bent over and sliced the packaging tape with a cutter of her other boxes on the wooden floor.

“Hey!” she said.

Oh no!

As the beads of sweat on his temples trickled down his neck, he continued walking to her dining area—heavily committed to pretending that he didn’t hear a thing.

Right after gently placing the box on her table, she pulled his hand and put a five-dollar bill in it.

“Don’t be shy, take it”.

What the!?

Behind the printed face of Abraham Lincoln, there it was, something that looked like a sock in her undies. It was relaxed yet intimidatingly girthy.

He tried to fight the shiver that she sent down his spine and the unfound yearning that grew in his pants—but all he could do was stutter and shake.

“No, I’m not Amazon—I mean, I’m not the delivery guy. Your package got to our house by mistake”, he clarified as his vision turned crystal clear when she moved her hand away from the view of her candy stick—cementing his suspicion and leading him to a new kind of perturbance.

“I’m your neighbor, I live there—“, he followed, unsure of where his finger pointed.

“Oh, sorry about that, thanks. It’s nice of you to do that”. As she frantically hovered in her home which looked like empty chaos, he couldn’t stop stealing glances at her member.

He tried to stop himself but the novelty of her female form with a third leg was unmitigable.

“Oh gosh, this is embarrassing, I don’t even… my appliances haven’t been delivered yet. I would’ve offered you something, sorry about that”.

“It’s nothing. Anyway, I have to go”, he lied. If there was anything that he wanted to do at that very moment, it was to stay catatonic and just gaze at her.

“By the way, I’m Nina, Nina Lewinsky”.

“I’m Tom Hobbes”.

“Oh…”.

“Thanks again”, she said before getting back to opening her other boxes. Tom wasn’t a virgin and he had his fair share of adventurous clicks on adult websites. But the transgender category wasn’t something that he frequented.

For some reason, seeing a transgender woman in person who looked exactly how he pictured the girl of his dreams would be, caused him to ponder if he was in the right head space.

At a glacial pace, he started walking as his eyes remained focused on her, not caring if she saw his intent exhibition of interest. Moments later, there he was, in front of his bathroom mirror, cringing at his sweaty face and smudged eyeliner.

Damn, that’s embarrassing…

Not adept with makeup, he struggled to remove the black crayon from his eyes. Frustrated yet hot and bothered, he raised the white flag. He took his black wig off and scratched his short scarlet locks before liberating his lanky 6ft. 2in. frame from his Sasuke vestments.

Shortly after, imagery of Nina’s opulent breasts and round behind crept into his mind—sultrily lulling him into a deep slumber.

Moments later, a familiar sound resonated in the contemporary interiors of their black and white home.

“Meeting?! Exactly how many meetings do you have in a day?” her 51-year-old mother Gretchen interrogated his father Marvin, who was only a year older, as soon as he arrived past ten in the evening.

“Instead of watching everything that I do and nagging me, you should talk to your son and convince him to go back to school”, his father nonchalantly said as he loosened the collar of his black suit and blue tie ensemble.

In his gray sweatpants and rattled disposition, he inched quietly and hid behind an ivory post.

“Don’t you ever tell me how to raise our children!” she retaliated. She pulled his wrist, disheveling her blonde bun and crumpling her taupe silk dress.

*Slap!*

By accident, he backhanded her alabaster visage, turning her right cheek red.

Fuck!

Instinctively, he rushed to his mother who was gently absorbing her husband’s unchivalrous blip.

“I’m sorry… I didn’t mean—“.

“Get away from her!” Tom yelled before pulling him out of her and consoling his mother on the floor.

“It was an accident!” his father reasoned in a thunderous voice. Suddenly, his father grabbed him by the collar and gave him a harrowing stare.

“You punk! Don’t you ever raise your voice at me while you’re under my roof! You useless prick!”

Fuck you!

A warm rush coursed through his body—causing him to threaten his father with a fist. However, his mother grabbed him from behind—causing both of them to fall back to the floor. 

At that very moment, he wanted to jump on his father’s back who was walking away, but knowing that he went out of line, he released his pent-up anger through an influx of tears.

Fuck fuck fuck!

He picked himself up and wiped his tears before assisting his mother to stand.

“Don’t mind your father. I’m sorry about that”.

“Does he do this a lot?!” he queried with an intent gaze.

“No, it really was an accident. Forget about it. I made some lasagna. I’m starving and you slept too long”, she said in a sullen tone.
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Two days later, Tom spent one of his many uneventful evenings watching YouTube tutorials on how to create an e-commerce store in his bedroom that was decked in blue modernity. It was a refreshing activity as he has been spending the majority of his time playing online games and watching anime after dropping out of med school.

Albeit his life made zilch sense to most, especially his father, he preferred it over studying long hours just to keep up with his brother. Being called lazy, a bum, and useless behind his back by his father has numbed him already, but right after emphasizing his dependency on him, it was like a trigger for the young man to start learning how to make money online.

Wanting to breathe and stop thinking about how to escape the confinement of his father’s money, he opened his window.

Damn!

There it was, Nina’s silhouette from her window, looking like she was about to undress. In an effort to soothe the growing boner from his blue boxer shorts, he rubbed his neck with the palm of his hand.

At a hastened pace, he took his binoculars sitting atop his bookshelf and turned the light off. He sat back on his squeaky black computer chair and unleashed his inner Peeping Tom.

As she unhooked her pink lace bra, he slid his hand into his pants and started waking his thick and hairy member up.

Damn…

There they were, her 36 DDs and pink perky nipples that looked like they were begging to be motorboated. Seeing her breasts made his dick hard in an instant. Those were the only inspiration that he needed.

But when she slightly turned around and pushed her ass out in front of her computer’s monitor, his Loch Ness monster spat out a bubble of precum.

As she started circling her curvy hips and dancing in a sultry manner, he pulled his pants down—completelty liberating his pink, cut, and girthy eight-incher. With how gentle her undulations and hip rolls were, so were his cock strokes.

She whipped her caramel blonde locks to her back and gently rolled her pink panties down. After bending over and teasing her viewer, she turned around and revealed her candy stick.

“Woah!”

It was seven inches, girthy, circumcised, and as pink as a peach. He briefly abandoned choking his meat but as she started stroking her ladydick, his penis twitched in a myriad of directions.

Fighting every gay urge he felt, he placed his binoculars on the gray carpet. As he watched her hands-free, he released more bubbles of pre-cum.

This can’t be happening…

Not wanting to miss out on the juicy details, he picked up his binoculars and commenced his voyeurism. Every fiber of his body felt like it was being electrified with orgasmic jolts.

What’s worse was not only did his senses of touch betrayed him, but he was starting to imagine how saccharine her pink stick tasted.

She straddled and cupped her left breast with feminine vigor as she stroked her member with her right scarlet-polished fingers. That was it, he couldn’t take it anymore, without thinking things through, he spat on his right hand and succumbed.

“Mmm… Nina”, he mumbled as he played with himself while imagining her mouth embracing his cock. With her pink mouth slightly opened, his yearning intensified. He briefly pondered if he could make her as hard as she was.

He could see her lips move and her eyes roll in euphoria, causing him to imagine that she was calling his name.

“Ahhh”, he let out slowly.

Shortly after, there she was, with a scarlet face and a visage that looked like it was begging for resolve. From the heat that emanated from her expressions…

“Ahhh!” he followed, as he released a thick wad of babygravy on his gray t-shirt. As his warm jizz soiled his top, she started squirting her ladygravy on her computer desk. Just like his, hers was thick, white, and abundant.

Thank you, Nina…

Fearing getting caught, he took some tissue from his desk and wiped his cream.

Should I…

As he watched her clean herself up from his bed, he wondered if he should proceed with adding her on FaceLook. He stalked her a day before and has been contemplating ever since. He didn’t like adding random people on social media, but after seeing the hot girl next door’s package, he pressed Add as Friend.
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It was the next day when he finally bought the desktop that he has been contemplating on whether to buy or not for weeks to try his hand at graphic design. As he pushed the cart in the office supplies chain BestBuyz that his father was the vice president of to head to the parking lot, there she was, Nina, in a white t-shirt and blue jeans that hugged every dangerous curve of her body, fiddling with her phone on the driveway.

He fixed the collar of his black shirt and checked his breath through his palm then commenced pushing.

“Oh, hey Nina!”

Unsure of who the redhead gentleman was, she took off her sunglasses and peered.

“Sorry, but, do I know you?”

“It’s me, Tom”.

With a mystified face, she returned a faint smile.

“The one… erm—your package”.

“Oh! I didn’t recognize you without the wig and makeup. Jeez!”

Damn, she’s so pretty!

With her pearly whites and perky disposition, his trepidation blew away like a gust of April spring. Albeit towering over her with his 6ft. 2in. physique, he was naturally an introvert. However, he didn’t want to waste the opportunity that the chance meeting provided.

“What are you doing here?”

“Ugh! I’m trying to book an Uber. I’ve been here for more than ten minutes!” she let out in frustration as she pressed her phone for the seventh time—hoping for a resolution.

Swallowing his saliva with a heart beating a mile a minute…

“Are you going home?”

“Yeah, are you also headed back?”

“Yes! Let’s go”.

“Okay!” she said before trotting her way to the parking lot.

Moments later, there they were, inside his sedan. As he focused on the road, she started examining his boyish charms. His sedan’s roof could barely contain his height. The sun that beamed through the window gloriously lit his curly scarlet locks and bright emerald eyes. His nose was narrow and tall, and his cheekbones were high. Shortly after, her mesmerization trailed down to his moist and full lips that opened abruptly to ask…

“What did you get?”

“Oh, I got this SSD thing. My brother told me that it might be the problem and I can’t keep using my laptop for work I need a bigger screen”.

“Ugh! I don’t know how to install it but I’ll probably find something on YouTube”.

Her confession made him feel like he was touched by an angel. He briefly thought how lucky he was—that every step was set in place for him to take a leap of faith.

“I’ll do it for you”.

Feeling the magnitude of her excited jumps from her seat, he could see her tits jiggle in his peripheral vision.

“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”

“I got my oven so I’ll bake some cookies for you in return”.

Cookies…

Naughtily thinking that her offer was an allegory, he shook his depraved thoughts away and abandoned his plan of cracking a joke about cookies.

“You don’t have to do that, but thanks!”

Moments later, there they were, in her bedroom decked in black and pink modernity.

“Let me show you something”, he said as he lit her PC parts with the flashlight of his mobile phone.

Woah!

There she was, braless with nothing but a tight-fitting white hanging shirt on that proudly showcased the marks of her erect nipples and neon nylon panties that contained her shecock—in sync with her wall clock that pointed at the one o'clock direction.

As she tied her hair in a messy bun while hovering across him to obliviously check what he wanted to show her, he completely forgot what he was about to say.

With her smile of anticipation, he shook his head and squeezed his eyes to escape his deliriously dazed disposition.

“Y-yes. Umm, your old SSD is fine, I just had to—uhm, screw… screw it… back”.

What he really wanted to say was that he wanted to screw her, but for whatever reason, her bright eyes turned into a siren-like gaze. Without thinking things through, she grabbed his collar and started kissing him.

Fuck!

“Ni—“, he briefly let out but his voice was shortly muffled by her wet and warm kisses. She removed his shirt like she was opening a Christmas present—to which he succumbed with no qualms.

“I don’t really do this but you’re so fucking hot”, she whispered. Her warm breaths sent a shiver down his spine and electrified his nether regions, causing him to get hard like he had a zilch idea of what an erection was.

She grabbed him by the wrist and pinned him to the bed and started circling his pink nipples with her tongue. Suddenly, she sniffed his hairy armpits deeply and swiped her tongue like she was a feral animal lubricating its prey before consumption.

Feeling ticklish, he contained himself as he didn’t want to ruin the moment. Not long after, she started rubbing his bulge from his white cargo shorts.

“Mmm”, he let out softly as he rolled his head in euphoria.

Woah!

“Is this your first time?” she queried as she placed his hand to cup her yearning without a warning. Without words, he nervously nodded.

“Well, you don’t have to attend to it”, she let out with warm breaths. Although feeling her member didn’t feel awkward, he didn’t want to ruin their first romantic rendezvous by exhibiting his ignorance.

Moments later, the sound of his chiming belt filled her bedroom. There it was, his Loch Ness monster… extra solid, extra girthy, and extra wet—evident with how soiled his white briefs were.

Her rubbing felt more tactile from liberating him from his shorts that he prematurely released another bubble of babygravy.

“You’re so big”.

As she planted his neck with soft and warm kisses, she released her hold on his hand and rolled his briefs down. Just like how she treated his armpits, she did the same for his lush ginger carpet.

“Intoxicating…”, she let out in a dazed state brought upon by the whiff of his testosterone. As soon as he got his grip back, he cupped her breasts—causing his eight-incher to accidentally poke her chin.

“Oh, sorry…”. She licked his moist mushroom head and climbed the bed to grant his desires. Without thinking things through, she lifted her shirt and squeezed her tits together. She then suffocated his face with her oppressive milk tanks.

Fuck…

Not only did her tits taste sweet from his motorboating and devouring, but she also smelled like a rosebush on Spring from her Dior Rose and Roses perfume.

“Gwah!” he briefly let out from the orgasmic suffocation.

“Do you want more?” she whispered.

He nodded like a troll and continued motorboating her. Feeling his member poke her butt cheeks made her feel like it was her time to eat.

“My turn”.

With a coquettish gaze, she started circling her tongue on his mushroom head.

“Mmm, yummy”. She grabbed his pubic hair and started engorging his manhood like she was a hungry tigress who missed her meal for a week on a safari. Deep throat, sloppy, quick tongue flicks, and intense sucklings were all part of her fellatio menu.

“Fuck! You’re so damn good”, he let out as he watched her choke, tear up, and gag. She gave him a proud look and commenced her feast.

“Ahh!”

“Gwak!”

“Nina…”.

“Mmm, mmm…”.

After having enough, she stood up and showed him a view of her hourglass body from the back. She completely removed her rolled-up white tee and bent over. With an over-the-shoulder come hither gaze, she slowly rolled her panties down, revealing her tight pink hole and hairless pink balls.

After completely out of her thin piece of fabric confinement, she let her hair down and spread her cheeks—showing him a preview of where she wanted him to be.

“Have you ever fucked an ass?”

“No… but you make me want to”.

Without thinking things through, he picked himself up and sunk his fingertips into her hips. He drew her to him and swiped his tongue in her walls of pleasure.

Not bad…

“Ahh!” she yelled from feeling his gung-ho.

Enjoying the novel taste, he started rimming her sloppily—making her feel like he was just as hungry as her.

“You taste so good, Nina”, he briefly let out before sinking his face into her ass once more. His licks were so intense that she felt like cumming every time his tongue darted into her hole.

“You’re gonna make me cum this way, I want you to fuck me”, she informed after facing him. There they were, him seated on the edge of her bed and her, standing with a wet and hard seven-incher that pointed directly at his face.

Slowly, she generously spat on her palm and lubricated her ass.

“Spit on it”, she said, urging him to lubricate his dick with his saliva.

“Lay down. Let me cater to you”.

“You’re so beautiful…”, he said as she paced herself on top of him. It was the most erotic point of view that he has ever seen in his life that a slight touch could make him burst like a volcano.

“Mmm”, she grunted as she embraced the first four inches of his monster cock. At that very moment, he started feeling what it was like to be in Nirvana. His penis has never been in something as tight, warm, and wet as her asshole.

“Ahh!” she screamed after taking all of him. And just like that, he opened the floodgates of his balls and unleashed a stream of warm cum on her prostate.

“Oh my God!” she let out—feeling that he already finished. As he relished his orgasm and convulsively shook from euphoria, she clenched her anal muscle, ensuring that she didn’t waste a single drop.

“I’m sorry, you’re just so hot…”, he gingerly let out with a scarlet face.

“Well… I have to get off. Stay hard for me”.

Woah!

Determined to cum, she clenched her anal muscle tighter, choking his dick and leaving it with no room to breathe. Shortly after his release, she successfully contained his erection.

She started circling her hips and jumping up and down his dick as she stroked her cock with one hand and tweaked her nipple with the other.

Fuck!

Amazed by how he could get himself up again right after cumming, he squeezed her breasts with fervor. Seeing her hot and bothered by how hard she was for him, he started navigating toward uncharted waters.

He trailed his hands from her breast and interlaced his fingers with hers—causing her to abandon her stroking. With a helping hand, he started stroking her cock for her as he would with his while she continued hopping up and down his girthy dick.

“I’m so close, Tom…”.

“Me too…”.

“Ahh!”

With every poke of his mushroom head on her prostate and every stroke from his helping hand, she felt like she was being brushed by the presence of lady luck. As she enjoyed his exhibition of beginner’s addiction, he could barely contain his ejaculation from the view of her jiggling tits, the solidity of her shecock, and the tightness of her ass.

“I’m cumming!” he exclaimed.

“Cum with me!” she encouraged.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Without a warning, she squirted an abundance of ladycream on his belly. As soon as he felt her warm cum, he couldn’t help but give her a creampie.

“Whooo!”

“That was intense!” he followed.

“Hahhh…”, she let out with a scarlet face before slowly unhinging from him and resting on his chest.

“Wow, Tom… I didn’t expect that”.

“That was really hot. I haven’t cum twice in a row. Thanks, Nina”.

“Glad to be of help”, she cheekily replied before planting a gentle peck on his lips.
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It was the third day after they made love and Tom had been hanging out at Nina’s place. On that particular lazy afternoon in her bedroom, as she took a shower and he started designing a trial e-commerce store…

*Ding! Ding! Ding!*

A message kept popping up on her computer screen.

Private request?

He inched and peered at her screen and found out that it was for a webcam show. She usually did her shows at night but for some reason, a customer was adamant about an afternoon delight.

“Tom!?” she queried with a perturbed face from seeing him gawk at her computer.

Fuck…

“I—I didn’t mean to, it just kept buzzing… sorry”, he said.

She sat on her acrylic vanity chair in her terry-cloth robe and head towel ensemble as she took a deep breath.

“I… do cam shows. I guess you already know that”, she informed with an annoyed tone as she aggressively rubbed her hair with a white towel.

“I’m sorry, really”. He sauntered towards her back and kissed her nape—basking in her off-the-shower fresh smell.

“It’s just something to pay my bills while I try to make my art career happen”.

“Come…”. Leading him to her computer, she started showing him her anime illustrations.

“I want to be a comic artist”.

She’s amazing!

And just like that, his respect shot through the roof from seeing how gifted she was. Being a fan of anime himself, he felt lucky to be in the same room with the girl next door who turned out to be the girl of her dreams.

“Do you sell them?”

With a faint smile, she shook her head.

“I don’t have the budget for that. I just publish them for free”.

“I can create a website for you. You must be paid for your work! Seriously, these are amazing!” he followed after taking over the mouse.

“How did I wind up with such an amazing girlfriend?”

He leaned in and softly kissed her mouth.

“Girlfriend? I’m your girlfriend?” she interrupted. With emerald eyes that emanated sincerity, he nodded.

“Don’t you want me to be your boyfriend?”

With feminine vigor, she pulled the collar of his blue shirt—drawing him closer to her.

“Oh Tom, it’s what I’ve been waiting for since I rode your car”.

There they were, raising their temperatures—complementing the sweltering San Francisco afternoon sun.

Brimming with curiosity, she reopened her cam show program to check why someone would beg for a show in the afternoon while he commenced his website development.

“Hey GirlNextDoor69, I’ve been a fan of yours for a long time. I was wondering if you could do an exclusive show for me. I will send you $2,000 on PayPal if you could get one of your trans girlfriends and you to perform for me.

Love,

Harry”, the message said.

The sender was one of her bonafide fans and she knew that the request wasn’t a bluff. Two grand for a quick show would jumpstart her career and if he was satisfied with her first couple performance, she’d gain more.

She had many transgender friends back in Colorado, however, at that very moment, her network only consisted of the man who was eating a Pringles chip and fiddling with his laptop on her bed.

Reluctant to ask, she let her opportunistic tendencies get the best of her.

“Hello handsome…”, she sweetly uttered as she buried her face in his neck.

Huh?

“Haha! What is it?” He motioned for her to open her mouth and lovingly fed her a chip. As she chewed on the salty delight, she led him to her computer.

Two thousand dollars!?

Shortly after, she offered him a naughty stare—causing his face to come up with an equivocal look.

“Can you help me…”. Wrinkling his forehead, he scratched his head, dumbfounded at how he could offer a helping hand.

“How?”

In utmost excitement, she trotted to her oppressive closet. Moments later, there she was, with a sheer black one-piece lingerie and a straight long scarlet wig in tow.

Fuck!

“Haha! That’s insane!”
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Two days later, the insane idea that Tom initially thought became his insane reality. It was sevenish at night as Nina excitedly applied moisturizer on his face. He wanted to start the show in advance with how she looked in her pink and white Playboy Bunny attire but he knew that being patient was his only way of helping her veer off her job as a camgirl.

As her gentle hands brushed against his skin, his eyes couldn’t escape her abundant cleavage that was made possible by her tight and furry corset.

“Sorry about that”, she said after accidentally poking his eye with her pink bunny ear.

“You’re much gentler than Craig”, he informed.

“Who’s that?”

“He was my neighbor. We used to dress up for Comic Cons. He used to do my makeup”.

“I see”. Taking her Nars concealer, she started gently tapping his undereye area with her ring finger.

“So this area is very sensitive. You have to be extra careful if you don’t want premature wrinkles”.

Interesting…

“You’re way paler than me and I only have the NC30 shade”, she said, referring to her MAC foundation.

“You look like an NC10 but I guess this is better because we don’t want anyone to know who you are”.

Moments later, she handed him a hand mirror.

Woah!

“Look at how flawless your skin is”.

“Yeah, looks like one of those mannequins. You’re really good”.

“The darker shade really brought out the green in your eyes”.

Shortly after, there she was, doing her favorite part of the makeover, the eyeshadow. Just like when she colored her sketches, she exhibited the same mastery and passion for cosmetics.

She not only dumped pigments on his lids, she created complex gradients, ensuring that his eyes had more dimension. That night, their theme was slutty bunnies, which called for smoky eyeshadow and pink lips.

“This is oddly relaxing”.

“Haha. That’s what they all say”.

“They?!”

“I mean, whenever me and my girlfriends do each others’ makeups”. She pulled away and playfully pinched his cheek.

“Are you jelly? Haha”.

Blushing hard, the foundation was too powerful to exhibit his embarrassment. Moments later, she continued with what most beauty connoisseurs dreaded, the eyeliner application.

“So, this is very challenging. Companies actually started making eyeliner stamps because many people don’t get the application right”.

“Don’t open your eyes until I tell you to do so!” He blinked his eyes three times to witness her reaction.

“I’ll poke you if you continue doing that”, she playfully retorted.

“Okay, okay, don’t”.

Cool, calm, and collected, she started the first brush stroke. As he quivered from the fear of being poked, she carefully perfected his eyeliner wing. Shortly after, she proceeded with his brows, contouring, the blush, and the neon pink lipstick.

“So, let’s proceed with your outfit”.

Dying to see what he looked like, he tried to saunter towards her vanity.

“No! I want you to see your transformation in full. Just relax”.

“Well, I thought it was all done. That took a while”.

“Masterpieces take a lot of time. Just trust me”.

She started covering his slender torso with the same furry corset. The only difference was that his, was black.

“This will give you that slim waist look”,

“Oomph!” he let out from how tightly she pulled the back lace.

“Sorry. It has to be tight, babe”.

“You mean to say you girls have to go through all of this?”

“Well, not really. Not everyone wears a corset and not everyone has the license to look good in it. You’re very lucky”, she proudly let out after checking his hourglass figure from the back.

“You’re gonna go nuts when you see this!”

Hmmm…

She picked up a pair of black nylon stockings and knelt in front of the edge of the bed. Stretching a piece, she motioned him to insert his long and hairless leg.

“Someone’s excited”, she jested as her face’s proximity to his hard dick closened from rolling the stockings to his thighs.

“Who wouldn’t get hard? I mean, look at you, babe”.

“You’re not gonna get an argument from me”, she replied before inserting his other leg into the other pair.

Playfully, she sucked his yearning and abandoned it after two head bobs.

“Ah! This is torture!”

“Haha! This is two grand! We’ll get there”.

Shortly after, she took her black nylon panties and rolled them up to cover his wet member. With utter excitement, she trotted to her closet and took a long scarlet wig out.

“I don’t name my wigs but in honor of your kindness, this will be called, Tamara”.

Tom agreed to pretend to be a transgender woman to disillusion her patron. But hearing the name Tamara made his dick twitch. For some reason, being called out of his name felt freshly invigorating.

Shortly after, there he was, in front of her vanity mirror framed with white wood, anticipating his Tamara look as she covered his eyes tightly with her hands.

“Are you ready for your debut?”

Here goes nothing…

“Three, two, one…”.

“Ta-da!”

Fuck!

There he was, looking like Lindsay Lohan in a scarlet wig and a fully-made face. To complete the look, she took the black bunny ears from her bed and crowned his emasculation.

“Freakin’ beautiful!” she gushed.

Enjoying the novel feeling of seeing how feminine he looked, he turned around as she caressed his thighs and plump behind.

“Not bad at all... wow, I never thought I’d look good as a girl”.

“What about my pits?” he jested, raising his arms and showing his full bush.

“Just don’t let him see it. You know how much I love those hairy pits of yours”. He drew him to her for a sweet kiss as they caressed each others’ butts by her window—giving the passerby a silhouette of two sexy Playboy Bunnies making out.
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Moments later, there they were, sharing a celebratory embrace after she got the $2,000 pre-payment in her PayPal account.

“Welp! Hope you gals are happy! Now give poppa a show I’ll never forget!” Nina’s patron said with a thick Southern accent from their Skype call.

“So, this is my bestie, Tamara”.

“Hello”, he said shyly with his best attempt at a feminine voice.

“She has a really big dick”.

“Welp! Show poppa the goods!”

Tom wanted to burst into laughter but he knew how important the money was to her. He inched closer to the webcam as she rubbed his boner. Without further delay, she unleashed his pulsating penis and started sucking it like a Dyson vacuum cleaner.

“Yeah, get into that you slut”.

Hearing the random man call his girlfriend a slut made him want to punch him in the face. Seeing him with a tight fist, she brushed his back, letting him know that it was just part of the show.

“Yeah, I love a good cock-sucking whore”.

“Mmm, mmm”.

Doing his best to ignore the unnecessary commentary, he closed his eyes and focused on the tactile delight that her mouth delivered. However, his orgasmic peace was suddenly disturbed when…

“Now, get the other whore to suck yours”.

Fuck!

“Ohhh, big poppa, she doesn’t have to do that. I’m the bottom bitch today”.

“Welp. This’ll probably be my first and last show with you gals. I prefer versa sluts”.

“It’s okay…”.

Without thinking things through, he closed his eyes as he rolled her panties down. He continued by licking her pink and tight balls like he was performing puppy kisses.

“Good gal”.

Not bad…

Trailing his tongue from her balls to her shaft, he ended just at the tip of her moist mushroom head. As soon as he got a taste of her saccharine estrogen-laced cream, he knew he needed more.

“You taste so good…”, he let out softly.

“Mmm, thanks Tom—ara, Tamara”.

Never did she expect that he would attend to her member. They’d been having sex for days and he hadn’t been physically, even verbally curious about it. But at that very moment, every swipe from his tongue didn’t feel like it came from a neophyte.

Oblivious to performing penilingus, he just went with his gut. Wearing feminine clothing empowered him to embrace the other side of his personality.

Without thinking things through, he challenged himself more and tried getting her shecock past the curtains of his tonsil.

“Gwak!” he let out as tears streamed down his cheeks.

“It’s okay, it’s okay”, she softly said—urging him to not do things he wasn’t comfortable doing.

“I can’t get enough”.

Seeing his fervor, she let him proceed. Shortly after, there he was, choking, gagging, and tearing up on her lady stick.

“Atta girl! Yeah, suck that dick good!” the patron cheered. Irked by the viewer’s comments, he channeled his annoyance by sucking her deep and hard.

“Your teeth, babe”.

“Oh, sorry”.

“Curl your lips inward”.

“Mmm, yeah, that’s it”. And just like that, he scored A+ in penilingus. Just when he started taking pride in pleasing his woman…

“Fuck the redhead!”

Oh no!

“No! She can’t do it!”

“And why the hell not? Do you think I randomly give away two thousand bucks?”

“She’s, uhm… she wants to fuck me!”

“Y-yeah, she’s right”, he seconded with another failed attempt at sounding stereotypically feminine.

“Look at my dick”, he followed, swinging his eight-incher proudly in front of the camera.

“Yeah, mmm”.

She started grinding on his yearning and making sultry faces—encouraging the patron to watch her take his Loch Ness monster.

“Nah. I like you to fuck the redhead. She looks like a real slut”.

Fuck…

Not knowing where to begin but only having her happiness in his heart, he glanced at her with a knowing smile and gently nodded.

“I got it”, he reassured. She drew him to her and offered a warm and wet exhibition of gratitude.

“I love you”, she whispered.

“I love you too”.

Moments later, there he was, in a dog-style position on the bed. Squeezing his face in anticipation as she grazed his walls of pleasure with the head of her fat dick…

“I’ll be very gentle. I promise”, she swore.

“Yeah, just like that. Wow, you gals are hot!”

With one flick of her tongue in his tight hole, half of his inhibitions blew out the window. Nobody has ever licked his hole and he had no idea that the feeling was extra sensate. She continued eating his ass like groceries as he rolled his head in euphoria.

“That’s so good, babe”.

“Mmm, you like it, huh”. He gave her an over-the-shoulder look and nodded. Wanting to extend his pleasure, she spread his butt cheeks and went all in, circling the tip of her tongue in his opening.

He felt like he was going to explode but right before he could do so…

“Fuck her now!”

Quivering in tremor, he squeezed her white sheets. It was only his way of releasing his emotions from the painful repercussions. Slowly and surely, she slid the first two inches of her yearning.

“Fff…”, he let out.

“It’s okay, shh, shh”.

“Gggg!”

If only her sheets could talk, it would beg for mercy. Halfway through, he kept his agony tucked in his wig.

“It’s okay babe, I’m almost there”.

Fuck fuck fuck!

“Gahhh!” he screamed right after her dick poked his prostate. Knowing how penetrating from behind worked, she leaned in as she freely pulsated in him.

“It’s going to get better. The pain will go away. Shh”.

Prostate-deep in euphoria, she endured the torturous longing and kissed him to calm his nerves. True to her words, the harbinger of prostate pleasure arrived. Each beat from her cock that caused him pain was the same beat that provided him pleasure.

“It’s starting to feel nice”, he let out as he released a bubble of precum on her sheets.

“I love you, Tom”.

“I love you, Nina”.

“What’s happening over there!?” the patron queried—demanding for action.

Gently, she started taking out half of her seven-incher and impaled him once more.

“Ahhh!” at that moment, his scream was brought upon by a delightful feeling, not agony.

“Yes, babe, fuck me”.

“Haha! Look at the redhead slut taking it like a pro!”

Watching him roll his head with a visage asking for more, she pulled his hips closer and gave him a deep and quick blow.

“You like it, babe?”

“Mmm, yes, you’re so hard for me”, he replied as he looked over his shoulder with a coquettish invitation.

This feels so good!

Craving for more tactility, he pushed against her crotch and started circling his hips. Feeling him grind on her dick made her extra hard. With feminine vigor, she increased the pace of her thrust, ensuring that each one was harder and faster than the last.

“I’m so close!”

“Yeah! Give it to that whore!”

“Mmm, yes babe!” he encouraged.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ffffff-uck—ah!”

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cu—“, but before she could finish her orgasmic recitation, she filled his deflowered longing with her thick and warm venom. Without a flinch and an effort, he followed, soiling the fibers of her Egyptian cotton, turning her whites whiter.

“Wow! That was amazing!” he said.

“Whew! So fucking tight!”

“You gals are crazy! I’m cumming too!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

Not wanting to hear another word from the patron, she sprinted to her computer and blew a kiss.

“Thanks for watching! Till next time! Muah!”

As they cleaned up in her ivory bathroom, she spoiled him with a salt scrub.

“I really appreciate you for doing this, babe”.

“Don’t worry about it. I’d like to do it again when nobody’s watching”.

“Mmm, I love you, Tom”.

“I love you so much, Nina”.

That night, he felt that something has changed. But he couldn’t pinpoint what it was. However, he was sure that it was something beyond his fleshly deflowered orifice.
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A month passed and San Francisco was experiencing February showers. It was the evening before Valentine’s and Tom had something special planned for Nina. He finished creating a website for her and all he needed were photos to create her portfolio page. Along with the presentation of the e-commerce store for her books, he planned on taking her to a nearby river for a picnic and to gaze at the stars.

“Hey, babe! I need some photos of your artwork. Where can I get them?”

“What!?” she yelled as she chopped onions for the lasagna that she was about to cook in her kitchen. She washed her hands and wiped them on her white t-shirt before screaming once more.

“I need photos of your artwork. The HD ones. Where can I find them?” he queried after sprinting to her from the bedroom.

“Oh, the SSD thing in my PC. It’s the folder called Manga by Nina”.

“Okay, cool. Mmm, looks like you have a lot of work to do”, he followed before briefly kissing her.

“Doo doo doo”, he playfully sang as he perused the folders of her drive.

Love?

Shortly after, there they were, photos of Nina and his father, posing sweetly in different places. At that moment, he felt like his heart sank to the pit of his stomach. He could feel every follicle of his body solidify from the harrowing .JPEG revelation.

What the fuck is this!?

He scrolled more and with every thumbnail that he clicked, he felt like a nerve was about to pop from his body. Before seeing the photos, he wanted to scream her name on the rooftops—proudly professing his love for a transgender woman. But on that very rainy night, all he wanted to do was scream as loud as he could to get answers.

Waiting for a photo of them together to finish printing, he couldn’t stop clenching his fist.

*Thud!*

Feeling numb, he punched her wall three times before abruptly taking her photo out. With a pace that left no room for waiting, he sprinted to her—eyes welling and almost tearing the piece of paper.

‘’What’s the meaning of this!?”

With a perturbed face, she picked the paper up.

“This is my ex-boyfriend. What’s wrong!?”

“Haha! Life really knows how to crack a joke”. She rushed to him to wipe his tears and give him an embrace to calm him down.

“Your ex is… my father!”

Gasping from the revelation, she dropped her spatula. As her lasagna sauce bubbled up, so did his anger.

“I—that was a long time ago!”

“Is that why you moved here?! To stalk him!?”

She squeezed his arm—begging him to listen to her reasoning, but his strength overcame her.

“Don’t touch me!”

“No! Please, listen to me! I didn’t know! This house is my uncle’s. I’m renting and—“.

“Haha! Uncle? One of your sugar daddies?! Why would you date my father? Are you a hooker”.

*Slap!*

“I’m sorry… Tom!”.

And just like that, he rushed out of her house.

Without thinking things through, she followed him amidst the pouring rain which was enough to cause a flood.

“Tom! Please come back!”

“Don’t touch me!”

Both drenched in their white shirts and shorts, she clung onto his leg as tight as she could.

“Please, don’t leave me! I’m telling the truth!”

“I don’t care! You almost ruined my family!”

At that very moment, she couldn’t feel her knees and the cold rain felt like a warm shower. Losing her grip, all she could do was watch him sprint to his house and cry on the street.
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A week passed and her relentless efforts of contacting him were fruitless. She tried her best to distract herself by working overtime on her cam shows but all she could think about were how he smelled, how his kisses tasted, and the look on his face when he felt elated from getting a code to work.

As she pensively stared out of her bedroom window, she hoped that he would open his. Her only sign that he was alright was whenever he had his light turned on at night. All she had of him were his memories and his silhouette.

However, her hope crashed at that very moment as she peered and saw that he replaced his blinds with blackout curtains. She wanted to knock on his door but she knew that his mother would recognize her.

He was right, she almost ruined their family when Gretchen met up with her to offer her money to leave her husband. However, it wasn’t entirely her fault. Marvin didn’t tell her that he was married. He pretended to be widowed and met her with a ringless finger.

All she wanted was for Tom to hear her side of the story because she knew that he was a reasonable man. But she also knew that if she insisted and took action, she would bring more chaos to the Hobbes family.

That was it, she thought, it was time to raise the white flag. She started her quest for a more modest apartment to rent with plans of informing her uncle and thanking him for renting his place to her at a dirt cheap price as soon as she found something that she could afford.

Wanting to stay in the same area in hopes of bumping into him, she shook the idea. She knew that homes in Presidio Heights were out of her reach.

A week later, Tom couldn’t handle his emotions anymore. He deigned to talk to his father as he knew exactly what he thought of him. But he also wanted clarifications. As he paced himself to walk towards the living room to spark up a son-to-father intervention, there they were, his parents, bonding like they were newlyweds.

He has never seen them that happy in many years.

“Tom!” his father greeted.

“Come here, join us. We’re watching this funny movie”.

With a face painted with confusion, he sat on a white La-Z-Boy beside him.

“I’m really happy to see you, son”.

What the fuck?

“Your mother told me that you’re really into computers. Maybe it’s time to go back to college and pursue that passion?”

At that moment, he wanted to hug him tightly and cry. He spent many years seeking his support and approval. But at that very moment, he didn’t want to show weakness. As his mother looked at him with anticipation, he nodded.

“Thanks, dad”.

Feeling like his son wasn’t ready for an abrupt reunion, Marvin brushed his back.

“I love you, son”.

“Aww. Say I love you too”, his mother egged.

“Yeah, yeah, haha”.

That was all he ever wanted from him but it happened at such a wrong time. Now that his relationship with his father has gone back to what it was, thoughts of Nina started creeping in.

A week later, he finally decided that he needed to reconnect with her and hear her explanation. Weeks felt like years with a heart that refused to heal.  He couldn’t care less if her explanation would make sense or not, he just wanted her back in his life.

With a heart filled with hope, he pressed her doorbell. As he fixed the collar of his white shirt, he couldn’t stop fidgeting. Confused as to why she didn’t answer immediately like she always had, he pressed some more.

“Yes?” a middle-aged man in a cream vest greeted.

“Oh, sorry. Umm… Where’s Nina?”

“Ah! You just missed her, she already rode her Uber. I’m her uncle, John. Is it important? You want me to call her?”

“Oh, it’s fine, I’ll just come back later”, he replied as he scratched his head.

“Sorry to tell you this but she isn’t coming back. She’s moving to L.A.”.

What the fuck!?

“What—okay… thanks”.

“Alright, have a great day!".

As soon as he got into his bedroom, he started frantically dialing. However, he was a little too late. She already blocked all of his numbers, including all of his social media profiles. Her heart was too broken to the point that she had to abolish every single reminder that for a brief period, someone like him loved her.

I guess… this is the end of it…

With welling eyes, he looked out the window. That was all he could do at that moment—to hope that one day, even if it was just her silhouette, she’d come back…
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A year later, Tom finally accepted his father’s offer. He moved to Los Angeles to pursue a degree in Computer Science. One of his goals was to create a catalyst that would make coding more accessible to the underprivileged—something in the form of a mainstream game or app that would require the user to perform some coding task to get to the next level.

While that was still years ahead of his reach, he still had to figure out how to tuck the bed sheets in his room at UCLA’s residential building. It was surprising that someone who was great at math could deem changing bedding to be tougher than calculus.

After a successful bout with the sheets, it was time to transfer all of his clothes and fit them in the tiny maple cabinet beside his study desk—just enough to fit outfits for two weeks. Unlike the bedding blunder, the cabinet conundrum didn’t pose a challenge.

He was a pretty laid-back guy and the climate of L.A. complemented his style to the tee. All he had in his luggage were collared t-shirts in different colors, a couple of jeans, and a mix of shorts.

The only reason why he had more than one piece of luggage was his PC.

*knock knock*

Huh?

“Wait a sec—“.

Frozen and in disbelief, he wasn’t sure if he was still dreaming. There she was, Nina, in a white t-shirt and jeans, holding a brown box with an oppressive label that wrote 4B.

“Tom!?”

There were no words. Without thinking things through, he drew him to her with a tight embrace that was enough to choke a bear—causing her box to meet his gray carpet.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry”, he uttered as he drenched her blonde locks with his tears.

Tell me this is real…

“I love you, I love you so much”. Still in disbelief, he made sure that his hug was extra tight to soak in all the warmth from her body to confirm that their chance meeting was indeed, a reality.

“Tom… you don’t know how dry my eyes have become from crying endlessly every night”, she replied as she squeezed the back of his black shirt brought upon by pain, longing, and happiness.

He unhinged his hold and kissed her softly.

“Nina, I’ve made so many mistakes in my life. But the biggest one was letting you go. Please, give me one more chance. I promise, I won’t—“, but before he could finish his declaration, she cut him off with a deep and warm kiss.

Moments later, there they were, seated on the edge of his double-sized mattress.

“Why are you here?” he queried with a visage that seemed only capable of one expression—a smile.

“I should be asking you. I got here first!”

“I’m finally getting that Computer Science degree. What about you?”

“Well, I’ve saved up enough money and decided to take up Fine Arts. I mean, I’m already good but I want the formality and connections.”

“Good for you! Wow, babe, I’m so proud of you”.

Softly, she rested her head on his chest, causing him to lean back. As he played with her hair, she held his body like he was her childhood teddy bear.

“I just wanna live in this moment forever, Nina”.

“Me too… by the way, someone dropped your package on my doorstep. What’s in it? It’s a bit heavy”.

“You wouldn’t wanna know…”.

“I would”. She unhinged from their reunion and sprinted towards his package.

“No! Don’t!”

All of his efforts to stop her failed as he was still in a dazed disposition. Suddenly, there they were, a seven-inch dildo, a blonde wig, and a bunny set lingerie.

“What the—haha! You perv”.

“Well, what can I say, you messed me up. And you blocked me everywhere so I had to get it through other ways”.

With a siren-like gaze, she threw the flesh dildo on the floor. Slowly, she unzipped her jeans and revealed her tucked member dressed in pink cotton panties.

“You won’t be needing that anymore”.

“Oomph! Babe!” he let out with a clenched fist and a victorious gesture. Shortly after, she rolled her panties down and untucked her shecock.

“Looks like someone misses you too”.

She sauntered towards him with a boner swinging side-to-side before pinning his arms to the bed and kissing him as if she has never kissed a man before.


The Gurl Next Door Epilogue

[image: ]

Five years later, they got a place together and started a publishing business. Along with selling digital and print Manga, Tom started creating apps on the side to pursue his dream of getting children interested in coding.

Nina, unsure of her future with Tom as she knew that his parents would go ballistic the moment they found out who his girlfriend was, channeled all her dreams of getting married by extending the wedding scenes of her stories.

Little did she know, he already confessed to his parents. They were in disbelief at first but seeing how happy he was, they succumbed. So much so that instead of giving their family’s engagement ring heirloom to his brother Darwin, they gave it to him to offer to Nina when he found the right time.

The End <3
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It was past two in the morning and the Electro Heat club in Las Vegas was still popping. Amidst the thumping speakers and the crowd’s noise, there wasn’t anything audible enough to disturb 25-year-old Brian Bacall’s drunken slumber.

He got into the club too early, just before nine in the evening with his friends Mike and John and both of them have abandoned him to spend emotionless romps at the place of the girls they just met the same evening.

As he suffered the repercussions of an abundance of whiskey and margaritas in one of the tables of the club’s VIP room that was decked in black leather and red modernity, a muffled illicit exchange was happening just at the club’s backdoor alley.

There she was, Honey Jones, a transgender brunette bombshell who stood 5ft. 9in. in three-inch heeled boots. As she chewed her gum and drew her lighter out of her cropped leather jacket’s pocket, a brute Puerto Rican middle-aged man in a red lumberjack ensemble approached her with a light.

As he lusted at the view of her oppressive hips and butt in black leather short shorts, she gave him a look that she meant business. With a siren gaze that she shortly covered with a voluminous smoke, his urges compelled him to squeeze her behind.

“Fifty bucks for a BJ”, she casually said. He nodded and let her lead him to the side of a black dumpster. She knelt and unwrapped his blue jeans like a Christmas present as he frantically checked if anyone was around. Seeing that the coast was clear, he closed his eyes and paced himself for a quick blow.

She spat her gum and threw her cigarette on the ground. With gung-ho, she devoured his hairy and girthy yearning like a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”, she let out, giving her best performance to ensure that their quickie was as accurate as the word. Filling the alley with the sound of his chiming belt buckle, he grabbed her locks from the intensity of her oral embrace.

“Yeah, keep going, ahh”.

Not wanting to kill the momentum, she commenced her flawless toothless performance and gave him a smooth ride. Unfortunately for her, he was much too insatiable that her mastery of penilingus paled in comparison to what he wanted out of her.

“Gwak!” she let out right after he impaled her throat without a warning. As his knees shook from the tactile delight, a stream of tears fell on her delicate cheeks.

“Ahhh! That’s it, that’s what you’re looking for. You like it big don’t cha?”

She pretended not to hear a word and continued sucking and sinking her scarlet-polished fingers into his butt. Briefly, he unhinged from her mouth and slapped her scarlet visage with his solid manhood.

“Fucking answer me! You like it, don’t cha!?”

“Y-yes, yes!” she succumbed as she nodded her head like a troll.

“Good girl… ahh, there you go”, he let out as soon as he was back in her oral embrace. Softly, he unhinged his grab from her locks, releasing the tension from her scalp then shortly trailed to her chest.

Perturbed by not feeling anything but the cushion of her black bra’s foam under her white tank top, he squeezed some more. As he tried to insert his hands under her bra, she interlaced her fingers with his. However, her strength wasn’t enough to mitigate his curiosity. Without thinking things through, he slid and felt her flat breasts.

“You!? You a tranny!?”

With a shiver down her spine, she shook her head and picked herself up from the ground.

“You fucking trap! Answer me!” he commanded as he raised her chin to check for an Adam’s apple.

“Get off me!”

“No, you stay here! You cocksucking whore!”

“P-please… let me go. You d-don’t have to pay me”, she begged as he forced her cheek against the dumpster.

“Nobody plays with me, you understand!?”

Feeling his handgun’s mouth graze her temples, all she could do was close her eyes and pray. As he pulled her shorts down with utmost aggression…

What the fuck!?

There he was, Brian, in his liquor-soiled black dress shirt and jeans, forced to lucidity from having witnessed the older man holding Honey at gunpoint.

In an utmost stealth effort, he took off his leather shoes and sauntered toward the man’s back.

“Gah!” he screamed after successfully stealing the aggressor’s gun. With eyes looking like they were about to fly off their sockets, she fell to the ground as she locked her sight on the random savior.

“Stay away from her!” he followed as he aimed at the man’s head like his eyes had crosshairs.

“Haha! From him, you mean?”

“Come on, mijo, this is just some tranny slut, give me the gun”.

“Stay the fuck away from her!”

“Give me the gun or I’ll choke this puta to death”, he sternly warned before pulling her by the hair and locking his arms around her neck.

Fuck…

“You don’t know me, boy, I do whatever I say!”

He spat on the ground and suffocated her as he looked at the young man with a smug face. Seeing her struggle and run out of breath caused his knees to feel like Jell-O. With cold sweat that drenched his shirt and convulsive shivers, it was a miracle how his grip remained sturdy.

With the man’s quick head bow brought upon the licking of his captive’s face, Brian pulled the trigger.

*bang!*

“Ahhh!” she screamed with a face painted with her captor’s blood. As she quivered on the ground and wiped her face with her jacket, he regained consciousness.

Fuck!

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! What have I done!?” he let out as he stared at his bloody hands.

“Let’s get out of here!” she suggested before pulling his wrist with feminine vigor. As they rushed to the next alley where her black Honda touring bike was parked, the man spent his last breath reaching for his gun.
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*Vroom! Vroom!*

Brian, still in disbelief at how he answered the conundrum, could do nothing but cling to Honey’s waist. As the breeze blew her hair on his face and his nose was hit with the smell of her Victoria’s Secret Bombshell perfume, the sillage of the man’s blood still lingered harder.

“Thanks for saving me out there!” she yelled—fighting the speed of her bike to be audible.

“Where are we going?!”

“I know a place—where we could wash the blood off!”

No!

“Let’s go to the police station! It was self-defense!”

Hearing the word police triggered her to accelerate the speed of her motorcycle.

“Slow down!”

“The police know that I’m a prostitute! They’ll put both of us in jail!”.

What the fuck!?

Briefly, he regretted his decision. He pondered that maybe the man wasn’t sexually assaulting her. But witnessing how she almost choked to death, he had to be sure.

“Do you know that guy!?”

“No!”

“Why did he put his gun to your head!?”

“Maybe because he found out that I’m trans! I don’t know!”

That’s insane!

“Let’s go to the police station! Maybe he’s still alive!”

“I’m not taking that risk! I’ll drop you off at the construction site! Do whatever you want!”

After an argumentative ride, there they were, in a public toilet at the construction site of a new Wynn Casino branch in Las Vegas. Feeling like ants were crawling all over his masculine body from utter disgust, he scrubbed his chest with his wet shirt on the sink like he was scrubbing the back of a frying pan.

After getting rid of every foreign scarlet pigment on his 5ft. 11in. frame, there she was, pristine and absent of any trace of the harrowing incident.

“Can you turn around?” she requested. Shortly after, she unhooked her bra to get rid of the blood.

“You must be regretting your decision. I mean, why save a prostitute? Right?”

Staring at the floor, all he could do was shake his head and listen.

“His choke… was real… and if you didn’t arrive, he would’ve shot me after getting off.”

“Hey…”, he said, sinking his fingertips into her arms. Feeling embarrassed by him seeing her flat chest, she covered them with her wet bra.

“I don’t regret it. Anyone would’ve done the same if they were in my position”. With a scarlet face, she motioned him to look away before commencing rinsing her bra off any redness.

“I’m sorry but I can’t go to the police station. They’ll put me in the male prison”.

“What about me?”

“They’ll probably do the same, and you left the gun with your fingerprints and by the looks of it, your shoes”, she answered as she stared at his feet that were insufficiently cushioned with black socks.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“I’m supposed to go to Harvard Law next month!”

Unsure of how to console him as her problems consisted of how to hide from the police, where to sleep, and get the meal from for the coming days, she giggled.

Huh!?

“You think this is funny!?”

“No…”

“It’s just… you should be worrying about the police and not school”.

With all her might, she wrung her bra and wore her damp attire. She took a hair tie from the pocket of her leather jacket and bit it as she fixed her hair in a bun.

“Where are you going?”

“Canada, probably, my life is over here. I know a guy in Minnesota that could help me cross the border”.

With a heart beating a mile a minute, witnessing her treat the conundrum with utmost confidence amidst the impending repercussions provided him a sense of security. Being an only child, most of his decisions were planned out for him by his parents.

At that very moment, his lack of sound decision-making solidified when…

What the hell…

“Can I go with you?”

Feeling her heart fall to the pit of her stomach, she wanted to say no. She didn’t like establishing connections with anyone, most especially when her parents disowned her when she came out as a transgender woman just a year ago. But knowing that there was a huge possibility of him, rotting in jail at a young age because of saving her… she nodded.

“Let’s get you some shoes”.
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“Where are we going?” Brian queried.

“We’re gonna make some money”, Honey nonchalantly said.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

The man’s look, struggling on the ground kept creeping into his head and proved to be a good distraction to the novel feeling of riding a motorcycle at her heart-stopping driving pace. Albeit the majestic casino lights of the Las Vegas strip were aglow, his disposition remained dim.

He should be alive…

Moments later, there they were, by the fountain of the Ceasars Palace. Perturbed why they were hanging out at the center of the hotel right after shooting a stranger, he couldn’t help but ask.

“What are we doing here?”

Gracefully, she blew the smoke from her cigarette and glanced at him. With her hair freshly dried from the speed of her bike, he started to appreciate how gorgeous the 29-year-old biker chick, particularly after seeing her with a calmer disposition.

“Hoo”.

“This. I have a buyer already”, she answered after showing him a 22-karat gold necklace with an angel pendant that she stole that night from another customer after taking it out of her leather jacket’s pocket.

“If you’re coming with me, you should sell your phone too… the police will track us with that thing”, she followed after sliding into his jeans’ pocket without permission.

“Honey! Hello, beautiful!” a masculine black man in a black suit ensemble in his early thirties greeted before planting a kiss on her cheek.

Honey?!

“Show me the goods”.

“Damn! Someone got lucky tonight!”

“I’ll take it for a grand”.

“Fuck you, Will, you know how heavy that thing is”.

“Oh, and this one too”, she added before handing Brian’s iPhone 14 Pro Max to him.

“Hmm, I don’t know about this. I already have a lot of this shit. Hard to sell”.

“Take it for three hundred bucks”, she responded.

“Sweet!” Will exclaimed.

“What the fuck!? No, I’m gonna keep it!” Brian retaliated. Squeezing his arm, she leaned into his ear, sending a shiver down his spine.

“This is better than nothing. We have to get rid of it”, she whispered.

Fine!

“Give me my sim card!”

“Relax bro. You don’t have to yell”.

“Honey, I’ll give you two grand for everything. Take it or leave it”.

“Why are you letting your boyfriend take advantage of you!? He’s ripping you off!”

“Haha! Will? He’s not my boyfriend”.

“Then why does he call you Honey?!”

“Haha! That’s her name, bro, chill. What’s wrong with you?”

Oh…

“Two grand and a half, if you don’t want it, I’m going to my contact in Palms”. Knowing that he could easily sell the necklace for an easy five grand with the bonus of Brian’s phone that he got dirt-cheap, Will succumbed.

“Damn, okay, okay, here”.

Will took a wad of Benjamins out of his suit’s pocket and licked the tip of his finger. As he counted the hundred dollar bills that were needed to close the deal, Brian’s paranoia started creeping in.

They must be looking for me now…

“There you go”. Shortly after, he detached his platinum brooch and used its pin to release Brian’s sim card.

“And for you, grumpy”, he followed as he surrendered the sim card to Brian.

“It was nice doing business, as usual. When are you gonna call me for pleasure, Honey baby?”

“Shut up, Will. Haha! Bye”.

As Will happily went back to the casino, she lit up another cigarette.

She’s like a chimney…

“This’ll be enough if we’re not careless with our spending. Dammit, if I knew that this would happen I wouldn’t have blown everything last night in the Hyatt”.

“You look loaded, even if you don’t have shoes… you got some cash?”

“I don’t use an ATM. I could get it later when the banks open”.

“Hoo… no, can’t take that risk, the police have probably alerted the banks right now. We better get going. Let me just finish this stick”.

“Can’t we wear the helmets this time?”

“No, we’ll only do that when we get a decent shower. I don’t want that smell lingering on my bike. Don’t worry, I’ll go slower”.

Shortly after, they started riding through the Hoover Dam. It helped him achieve his first mental break from the gruesome memory of shooting the man. His olfactory sense started getting used to the scent of his blood and at that very period, he began appreciating the sight of the Nevada-Arizona border.

“This looks so cool!” he exclaimed.

“Yes! Is it your first time!?”

“Yes!” he answered—as he marveled at the night lights that the gigantic dam offered. As the breeze blew on their faces, he turned to his left and glanced at the peaceful waters of the Colorado river. Albeit it didn’t pose harm, his thalassophobia sent a shiver down his spine.

“How long have you been driving a motorcycle?!”

“Since I was twelve! You’re safe with me!”

Maybe I am…

After saving her, it was his turn to be saved. However, he briefly pondered if she really had the capability of doing so when he was the one who offered her salvation to begin with. But at that very moment, riding with her, clinging to her waist, and letting her take the lead kept him going.

Over an hour later, just after the dawn rose, there they were, in the humble city of Kingman, Arizona. It was the second week of August and the mornings have become cooler—gearing towards fall. As his feet started feeling the repercussions…

“I can’t wait to take a shower!” she said.

“Me too!”

As he curled his toes, there it was, The Motelito, a small-town motel with a maroon roof that was dressed in cracked paint that had two floors and twenty-two rooms.

The lobby was painted offwhite and dressed with photos of cowboys. Slowly, they inched their way to the sleeping tubby male receptionist in a tiki shirt.

*Ding!*

Interrupted by her bell ringing but still lulled, the man wiped the saliva from his mouth and attended to them.

“How much is it for one night?” she asked.

“Which kind of room?”

“What kind do you have?”

“Standard, Superior, Deluxe—“.

“What does the standard room have?”

“A queen-sized bed, cable TV, WiFi, it doesn’t have a tub though”.

“No, that’s fine. How much is it?”

“A hundred and fifty”.

One-fifty for this shithole?

“That’s too expensive”, she softly retaliated.

“We give discounts if you stay longer. You can get the room for a hundred bucks a night if you stay for more than three days”. Dying to meet with a bar of soap, she succumbed.

“That’s fine. Here”.

Moments later, there they were, in room 14B, settling in their stately bedroom decked in moss and olive. As soon as she arrived, she turned the television on.

There it was, the Arizonian morning news, reporting the hunt for Brian Bacall and Honey Jones. The police got Brian’s information from the fingerprint that he left on the weapon and Honey’s, from Will being interrogated as to why he had Brian’s iPhone.

Fuck!

“Honey! We’re on the news!”

With toothpaste in her mouth, she sprinted to the bedroom. It turned out that the man he shot was Luis Bautista, one of the top financial advisors at Merrill Lynch.

“Please, help us! If you find these criminals, inform the police. They must pay for what they’ve done to my husband”, Lisa, Luis’ wife tearfully pleaded in her blue terrycloth robe during a reporter’s ambush interview.

Meanwhile, in the Bacall household, Mariana, Brian’s mother, was clutching her white silk robe’s collar as she tucked her blonde hair behind her ear. Tearful and in disbelief, she could do nothing but rest on her husband’s chest as they witnessed the harrowing revelation on the TV that was hung in their bedroom decked in Renaissance luxury.

Back in room 14B…

Huh!?

Honey took Brian’s shirt off without a warning. Feeling his heart beat a mile a minute, she took hers off as well, revealing her slender body with nothing on but a black bra and leather shorts.

“We should shower together to save time. The police are probably looking for us now!”

Oh…

Shortly after, there they were, Brian and his masculine body and girthy flaccid manhood that was dressed in a lush carpet of blonde pubic hair and Honey, with her soft candy stick, petite body, and flat chest, taking turns under the shower head. Like the clumsy and adventurous girl that she was, she accidentally dropped the soap.

Fucking hot…

As she picked it up, he was given a preview of her pink and tight balls and cleanly shaven orifice. Wanting to stop himself, he simply couldn’t. Although Honey had a member, she looked quintessentially feminine. The novelty of a naked trans woman, who was only a hair away from him, introduced him to emotions he didn’t know he had.

Fuck… I’m not gay…

Covering his boner in an effort not to scare her…

“Oh, haha! You must be happy to see me”, she jested.

Shit!

“S-sorry”, he softly let out with a scarlet face.

“Turn around”, she nonchalantly said before she lathered his back gently. As she lathered his smooth back, he couldn’t stop his circumcised eight-incher from twitching in a myriad of directions.

What the!?

“Oh!”

At that time, it was her turn to apologize. Her seven-inch shecock poked his right butt cheek without a warning from the uncontrollable effects of seeing the masculine man with a Loch Ness monster attached between his legs.

“Sorry about that”, she gingerly said. It was the first time he heard her with a meek voice. Her usual speaking voice only consisted of two tones—nonchalance and command.

I can’t take it anymore!

Without thinking things through, he turned around and drew her to him then started locking lips with her.

“Is it okay…”, he said with a pant.

At a loss for words and hypnotized by his sapphire eyes, she kissed him back and offered her minty tongue. With a heart that beat a mile a minute and with his stern heterosexuality on life support, he consumed her—discarding every worry on which porn category their naked first kiss belonged to.

So soft, so sweet…

“Mmm”. “Mmmmm”, he moaned back.

“Your lips are so soft, Honey…”.

“Ahhh!” he let out after she lathered his boner with the soap. Wanting to relish his kisses, reality started creeping into her mind once more.

“Fuck! What are we doing!? We have to hurry!” she said.

At a frantic pace, they scrubbed each others’ bodies—in a helpless effort that somehow, as they washed the stench of blood off their bodies, the memory of the night would soon wash away too.
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The coffee from The Motelito proved to be an authentic Colombian roast as two hours later, Honey was still up and running albeit having had no sleep from the previous night. Both in black helmets, their form of communication as they rode had to be thunderous exclamations.

“Where are we!?” Brian asked.

“Fuck!”

And just like that, she threw her cell phone on the road.

“Thanks for reminding me!”

She meant to throw her cell phone away but their kisses distracted her. His question reminded her of GPS and was the perfect trigger to get rid of the tracker.

“We’re close to Flagstaff!”

Originally, she wanted to take the route from Utah to Minnesota, but having more knowledge of obscure roads in New Mexico to mislead the police, she pivoted. Almost an hour more, there they were, in a little town in Winona, Arizona.

It was a chilly morning ten minutes past eight when they parked by Heidi Ho’s novelty store.

“Welcome to Heidi Ho’s”, a middle-aged woman in an orange vest greeted.

In the store with log walls that proudly housed rows of cowboy gear, party favors, and beef jerky, his view of her womanhood was solidified as he stared at her exhibition of stereotypical indecisiveness.

The women’s clothing section barely had variety but she couldn’t choose between a white v-neck t-shirt and a white round-collared tank top.

“I finally got the shoes”, he said, holding a $200 pair of brown leather cowboy boots.

“We can’t afford that”, she whispered.

Having been brushed with a financial problem for the very first time, he obliviously took the cheapest footwear that he could get, a pair of rubber slippers that were two for three bucks.

“Seriously? Do you wanna freeze to death?”

“You told me that we can’t afford the shoes”.

“We can’t afford the ones you’ve got. Take something below a hundred bucks”.

Moments later, there they were, by the cash register, her with five pieces of white tank tops, a pink thermal jacket, five pairs of jean shorts, and a pair of high-heeled lucite stilettos.

That’s odd…

“Don’t you have clothes in your trunk?”

“I do. Please take that—over there”, she answered with a request as she pointed at a straight long blonde wig on a mannequin head by the door.

“That’ll be $314, plus fifty for the wig”.

“Here you go, mam”.

A little later, as they stopped to get some gas from a nearby Shell station, she opened the box of her bike with utmost elation as they ate hotdogs on a yellow metal patio.

“I know that you might find this crazy but, these are yours”, she said, with the blonde wig and pink jacket in tow.

What the fuck?!

“Not gonna happen”, he let out before taking another bite of the mustard-filled delight.

“What’s so wrong about it?”

“Haha! Stop pretending like you don’t know”.

Perturbed as she brushed the synthetic fibers of the wig, she leaned closer to get a better answer.

“I’m not gay”.

Oh…

With the insensitive remark that ate him up, he swallowed a huge chunk of hotdog along with his words.

“You know what I mean…”.

Looking like the nerves on her temples were about to pop, she scratched her scalp as she stared blankly at her unfinished food.

“Being gay is the last thing you should be worrying about!”

Fuck…

With intent and a tearful gaze, she faced him head-on.

She kicked the metal foot of the square table—sending a shiver down his spine.

“You and I are gonna be put in jail for until who knows when!? You’re lucky to have a family! Mine kicked me out and I’ll probably rot there as a prison bitch for the rest of my life!”

“What don’t you fucking understand!?”

And just like that, as the first tear fell on her cheek, he held her from the back and kissed her head.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, shh… everything’s gonna be alright…”.

Knowing that he too was unsure of his presumptions and still half-hearted about wearing feminine clothing…

“I’ll do it, I’ll do it”, he followed.

Slowly, she faced him and drenched his black dress shirt with her tears—questioning why her life turned out the way it was.

We won’t get caught… I promise…

“I’m sorry that you had to get involved in my shitty life…”.

“Shh, shh, it was my choice to protect you”.

“I’ll keep protecting you… I promise…”.

No man has treated her with utmost chivalry and Brian was the redemption that she had been waiting for. But with a twist of fate, she got exactly what she prayed for, in all the wrong places and at the very wrong time.

However, at that moment, with his strong arms as her cushion and his warm breaths as the music to her ears, she couldn’t have asked for something better. With utmost gratitude, she looked up and returned his promise with a saccharine kiss.
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After an arduous nine-hour journey from Winona, Arizona, there they were, just before seven in the evening in the Palo Duro Canyon State Park in New Mexico, City. Honey had to traverse to what was often dubbed the mini Grand Canyon of Texas as she knew that staying in a crowded city like Amarillo would get them into trouble.

It was past nine in the evening and two bottles of Budweiser beer were all she needed to fall asleep. As she wandered off to dreamland in their dingey orange bedroom in room 3C at the Motel 74, Brian couldn’t help but gaze at her peaceful visage.

Her sun-kissed skin, the long brown locks that rested chaotically on the white pillow, the feminine features of her small face that looked more passable without makeup, and her tight body with nothing but black cotton panties on, were all too inviting for him not to take notice.

Knowing that she was exhausted, he didn’t dare to make a slight movement that could compromise her much-needed rest. Stealthily, he removed his clothes and took a hot shower.

Huh…

The next morning proved to be one of the best days of his life. It was just ten minutes before nine when his restful slumber was disrupted by a warm and wet awakening. As he relished his vivid wet dream, he slowly opened his eyes.

There she was, licking his morning wood in a myriad of directions.

“Good morning”, she briefly let out.

“Ahhh”, he moaned—in disbelief and utmost happiness.

“Fuck yeah, keep going…”.

Every fiber of his body felt like they were being electrocuted by an orgasmic jolt. Her tongue flicks were swift, her suctions were tight, and the way she squeezed his balls was gentle yet palpably mindblowing.

“I couldn’t help it. Having you next in bed with me with just those skimpy white briefs… ugh”.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm”.

“Fuck!” he let out in utter delight right after she impaled her throat with his hairy eight-incher.

“Gwak!”

“Honey… you’re gonna make me cum so fast…”.

As soon as she had a taste of the premature bubble that he squirted, she unhinged her mouth and started kissing him. Feeling her hard nipples graze against his chest made his dick twitch uncontrollably.

Her tuck started hurting as she too was getting hot and bothered. While keeping his mouth locked with hers, she discreetly unleashed her shecock from her thighs. As she let it rest inside her black panties—pointing in the 12 o'clock direction, he started feeling her solidity.

Fuck…

Seeing her hard for him when they showered together already piqued his curiosity, but feeling her boner carelessly rub against his skin only intensified his yearning to discover his sexuality.

“Ah!” she let out, after he cupped her boner, causing her to squirt a bubble of pink venom on his hand.

“You don’t have to do that”.

But I want to…

Softly, he jerked her cock and circled her precum with his index finger. As she rolled her head in euphoria, he gazed at her and let her witness how much he wanted her. Slightly, he opened his mouth and tasted her ladygravy.

Sweet…

As she watched him lick his fingers with a lascivious gaze, she had to liberate herself. Slowly, she stood up and rolled her panties down, giving him a point of view of her sturdy lady penis that was begging to be sucked.

She sat on his chest, causing her mushroom head to poke his neck. Shortly after, she circled her hand on his shaft as he fed himself with his thick finger.

I can’t take it anymore!

Try as he might, having tasted her precum killed every stern heterosexual thought in his mind. As he circled her mouth with his finger, he leaned closer and started licking her moist mushroom head.

“Ahhh!” she moaned.

“I haven’t done this before…”.

“Just think of it as a huge clit”.

She continued by jerking his extra-solid manhood as he started consuming half of her dick.

This isn’t so bad…

Having only half of her shaft felt like torture. Slowly but surely, she moved closer and inserted every inch of her dick in his virgin mouth.

“Gwak!” she let out as soon as her mushroom head knocked on his tonsils.

“Fuck! Your mouth’s so warm!”

“Gwak! Gwak!”

Being a novice, he was unsure if what he was doing was right—but seeing her shiver like she was having a convulsion made him feel like he just earned a master’s degree in penilingus.

“Mmm! Am I as sweet as honey?”

He nodded like a troll with a tearful face as he endured her fervor. Albeit having a hard time to breath, he had no qualms as the novel flavor kept feeding every desire that he never knew he had.

Seeing her gorgeous face and voluminous wilful hair from her flips while taking her erection made him feel like he was the harbinger of her pleasure. Proudly, he breathed harder through his nose, swallowing his saliva and her every premature secretion.

“Gwak!”

“I’m close!”

“Mmm!” he let out a guttural groan.

“Brian! I’m cumming!”

Yes, cum for me!

“Ahh!”

“Mmm!”

“Gwah!”

“Mmmmm!”

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

And just like that, she released her thick and creamy joy juice in his virgin passage.

So thick…

As her babygravy freely trailed down his throat, he felt like he just had a spoonful of warm honey. With her penis still hard, she unhinged from him and tasted herself through his mouth.

“Mmm, thanks, Brian”.

“You taste so good, as sweet as Honey”.

“It’s your turn”, she said giggly. Shortly after, she lubricated his erection with her saliva.

“Ahhh”, he let out from her wet and gentle hand strokes.

“I’ve never had something this big in my life”, she followed with utmost excitement.

“You don’t have to, Honey”.

“Why shouldn’t I? This is like winning the jackpot”.

Pacing herself, she squeezed her face in anticipation.

“Fuck!” she yelled after only having consumed two inches of him.

“I’m sorry”, he gingerly said.

With a faint smile, she shook her head. His manhood wasn’t to be dealt with lightly. Not only was it long, but it was also veiny, girthy, and extra solid. After subsequent panting, she challenged herself once more.

“Ugh!” she followed after halfway through his tower.

“You’re so damn big…”.

“Gahhh!”

Fuck!

And just like that, she felt what it was like to partake in the reverse taking of the Excalibur, and it was also his first time to experience what it was like for his penis to be embraced by the goddess of orgasm. As she rested her butt on his hairy thighs, she took his hands and motioned for him to play with her flat chest.

“Mmm, that’s it”, she encouraged after feeling him tweak her highly sensate pink nipples. Softly, he licked his index fingers and grazed her pointers—causing them to erect like they never had before from the tactile sensations of his saliva and the edge of his fingernails.

As she clenched her anal muscles—he felt as if he was being tortured from not being able to slide in and out of her extra tight and warm confinement. Soon after, as they both gazed at each other with utmost lasciviousness, every orgasmic beat from his penis started providing her prostate with pleasurable sensations.

“Mmm”, she coquettishly moaned as she circled her hips, offering him a mindblowing feeling.

“This is so tight. Fuck Honey, I’m gonna cum so fast with this”.

“Control yourself”.

Slowly, she bobbed up and down, minding her pace to make sure he didn’t cum too fast. With a scarlet face and his eyes looking like they were about to fly off their sockets, he curled his toes in an effort to suppress his orgasm.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Sinking his fingertips on her hips, she started getting hard again, turning him on even further. She wanted to control her rhythm but she needed to feel another poke on her prostate.

“Ah!” she let out.

“Honey!”

She tied her hair with her hands and continued jumping up and down—giving him the most intense sensations that he hasn’t felt before. He couldn’t do anything but roll his head and close his eyes in euphoria.

Curling his toes once more, every tight brushing of her walls of pleasure—suffocating his girthy penis, made him briefly wish that the feeling wouldn’t stop.

“Fuck! I’m close!”

“Ahh! Me too!” she said as she stroked her cock while riding his dick.

“Fuck! Honey!”

“You’re so fucking tight!”

“Ahh! Gahhh!”

“Brian!”

However, his wish wasn’t granted as the limits of his body started overtaking. In a deliriously delicious disposition, he curled his toes again and sunk his fingertips on her hips tighter as he exploded an abundance of thick and warm cum in her tight ass.

“Whooo!” he let out as the nerves on his neck look like they were about to pop.

“I’m cu—“, she followed after releasing a puddle of clear lady liquid on his belly. Both exhausted and relishing their orgasms, she squeezed her anal muscles once more, ensuring that she milked him dry.

“Man… this is crazy!” he let out.

“You’re so good”, she followed as she satietedly sat on top of his hard penis. Moments later, as he started losing virility, she unhinged and rested on his sweaty chest.

“I thought you wouldn’t like it”.

Hmmm…

“Why not?”

“Yesterday, with the wig, I just felt like you weren’t comfortable”.

With a gentle smile, he planted a kiss on her forehead.

“I don’t know. I guess you have the power to make me do the things that I don’t want to do”.

Overwhelmed with his acceptance, all she could do was rub her face against his chest and hope that the brief moment that they were sharing wouldn’t last.
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Maybe it was infatuation, maybe he was smitten, or maybe just like Honey, Brian was starting to develop something that felt out of place at a very critical stage of his life, maybe, he was falling in love, he pondered.

As he cultivated the possibilities in his head while lathering his penis with the hotel’s Irish Spring soap bar, she entered the bathroom that was surrounded by maroon tiles without a warning.

“Hey sexy”, she said as she scoured through the basket of free toiletries atop the white counter. Shortly after, there she was, with a yellow razor and a bottle of conditioner in tow.

“The disguise starts today”.

Covering his face from the embarrassing feeling of dressing up as a woman, she knelt and started lathering his legs with conditioner.

“Turn it off”.

As soon as the water’s resonance faded, he started enjoying the view of her naked back and the silky feeling of hair conditioner on his legs.

“Don’t they have shaving cream?”

“Uh-uh. Don’t worry, this will work just as fine”.

Crunching noises started filling the room from each careful glide with the razor.

“Sadly, we have to get rid of this. Dammit!” she informed, regretting the activity as she had a huge body hair fetish. After tapping the accumulated blonde hair on the floor, she stood up and started tickling his armpits.

“Haha! Stop it!”

With a frown, she motioned for him to lift his arms. Like a rabid tigress, she sniffed the hairy nook like she was about to devour her prey.

“Buh-bye babies”.

“Aww, don’t be sad, I grow them back easily”.

She gently applied conditioner to his armpits and started shaving away his carpet of testosterone-induced growth. Once done, she examined his face underneath the bright white light.

“Damn, didn’t realize you were such a pretty boy”, she jested as she caressed his face.

Albeit she complimented him in a playful way, he was indeed a pretty boy. Natural blonde locks, magnetic sapphire eyes with tinges of gray, a short and slim nose, a small face, and compact yet round and full lips, were all too delicate-looking for a full-grown man.

Carefully, she started ridding him of his errant mustache and beard before kissing his yearning lips. Shortly after, he sauntered in front of the bathroom’s mirror and gazed at his hairless face and armpits.

“I feel lighter”.

“Yeah, freshly shaven is a nice feeling, wait till they start growing back, it’ll feel like itchy hell haha”.

Fuck!

After a hot shower together, there he was, staring at the outfit that she has prepared for him on the white mattress. A pink thermal jacket, a white tank top, a pair of jean shorts, and a nylon black bra and panty combo.

“I don’t know how to wear this”, he said as the bra dangled on his arm.

“This is gonna be a little tight on you but it’ll make you look like you have tits”.

“Oomph!”

“Yea, sorry about that”, she said after hooking the straps at the back.

Restricted and irritated, he inserted a foot in the hole of the panty that she stretched for him. Once both of his legs were in place, she asked him to straddle in preparation for the tucking.

No!

“That’s gonna hurt!”

“Brian… you have a monster dick. How are we gonna remain stealth if people keep gawking at your bulge?”

Dammit!

“I don’t even know how to…”.

Softly, she walked to his back and pulled his member—letting everything rest at the back of his thighs.

“Close your legs”.

She then rolled the panties up—pulling them as high as she could to ensure that he had a flat crotch.

“It feels weird”, he let out as he pressed his hand against the smooth flat surface of his nylon panties.

“You’ll get used to it”.

Moments later, there he was, gazing at the novel sight of himself with a blonde wig on and a biker chick ensemble.

“Woah! I look kinda hot”.

The pink jacket successfully hid his girthy arms and helped hugely in creating a passable illusion. His torso looked femininely delectable as it was absent of belly flab and his hairless masculine thighs looked like they were begging to be spread in his denim short shorts. The boots that he bought didn’t go exactly with the whole ensemble but they were able to hide his bulky calves.

“Pucker up”, she requested as she darted the blunt crayon of her red lipstick at his lips.

“Do I have to wear makeup?”

“Girls who wear slutty shorts put in the effort. You have to look the part”.

So smooth…

As he relished the novel buttery feeling of wearing lipstick, the uncomfortable feeling of having a restricted penis started creeping in, and at that moment, his respect for her elevated.

“Wait for it!” she exclaimed.

“Now, that’s hot!” she followed after covering his eyes with a pair of black aviators.

“I look like a bad girl”.

Playfully, she squeezed his butt, causing him to lean in for a kiss.

“Uh-uh! Lipstick…”, she retorted.

It was fifteen minutes before ten in the morning as the Texan sunshine beamed on their glorious bodies just outside of the Motel 74.

“Look at that!” he exclaimed as he marveled at the sight of the Palo Duro canyon.

“Is that even real?”

“Yeah, from erosions. I’d like to take you there but we don’t have time”, she answered—peering with him and basking in the view of the 120-mile canyon’s glory.

Carefully, he wore the black helmet on top of his wig.

“Make sure it’s extra tight, we only have one wig”.

“You good now?” she followed.

As he clung his arms around her waist, his ass proved to be a distraction for the vehicles that were about to trail them. Unsure if he was passable but sure of his trust for her, he held tight.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

“This is amazing!” he said—referring to the abundant rows of canyons and steep hills.

“Yeah! Nothing you can find in the city!”

Albeit having ridden her bike numerous times—the novelty of journeying with her still hasn’t died down. Each day was a new adventure, each hour was a new view, and each minute was a new feeling.

Might as well…

“I love you!” he said as they rode through a steep hill.

“What!? I didn’t hear that!”

“I wanna scream it on the mountain top! I love you!”

“I love you, Honey Jones!”

“Ha ha ha!”

“Whooo!” he said—lifting his arms.

“Don’t let go! Crazy!” she let out in exasperation as she slowed down from his brief exhibition of foolery.

“Say you love me too or I’ll let go!” he cheekily demanded.

“Crazy!”

“Say it! Say it!” he egged—loosening his grip on her waist.

“I love you too! Brian Bacall!”

“Muah! Muah! Muah!”—planting her shoulder with profuse kisses as butterflies swarmed in his belly.

A little over ten hours later, there they were, in Gretna, a small city just before Omaha, Nebraska. As the twilight started coming alight with the help of the bright lights of the small establishments, there it was, Capitol 7 Casino, in neon green—a blinding distraction that caused her to pull over.

“I have to smoke”, she said.

“Go ahead, Honey bunny”, he slutilly jested as he sat beside a cactus by the two-story mini-casino.

As she puffed away her exhaustion, she mentally calculated the amount of money they had left.

“Hoo. We’re running out of money. We should probably try our luck”.

No!

“Are you insane?!” There should be another way”.

“Don’t start with a negative mindset. That’s unlucky”.

“I’ll give my friends a phone call”.

“Hoo. Look, the moment that your face appeared on their TV screens is the same moment when they stopped becoming your friend”.

“I’m not gonna blow everything. Just trust me”.

Having been taken care of thus far, he couldn’t do anything but succumb.

“I’ll keep half our money just in case”.

“Deal”.

With a little over four hundred bucks in her hand and roughly the same amount in his leather jacket, they started strolling the small room decked in red velvet and smelled like cigarette smoke.

As she determined the slot machine that would multiply their money, he couldn’t stop cringing from the novel feeling of being objectified by middle-aged men. His pink ensemble glowed brightly under the faint yellow fluorescence of the humble casino. For a brief moment, his apparition paused their frustrated slaps against the buttons of their losing machines.

Moments later, their hundred dollars increased threefold from lucky free spins.

“Let’s cash out!” he encouraged with a heart that didn’t skip a beat.

“Shh. We’re just getting started, this thing is lucky”, she reassured as she tapped the side of the blue slot machine.

Two hours have gone and as the machine consumed all of her bills, he started dozing off on the other machine. As he took a nap, there he was, a sly young man in a black hoodie, checking Brian’s consciousness from a distance.

With utmost swiftness, he inserted his hand and took the remaining cash that was peeking from the side of his pink jacket’s pocket then rushed to the exit door.

“Brian”, she softly said—as her guilt ate her up from throwing their money away.

“I’m done, let’s buy some soda then go”.

Still wiping the saliva off his face, he followed. As they waited to pay for their drinks on the counter, he dug deep into his pockets.

“Fuck! Did you take the rest of the cash?” he queried with a scarlet visage.

“Huh! I wouldn’t ask to buy drinks if I took it from you. Just keep checking”.

With profuse palpitations from the novel experience of not having the money to pay for two cans of Coca-Cola.

This is embarrassing…

“Mam!?” the middle-aged cashier in a green uniform impatiently asked. Annoyed by the unnecessary hustle as there were no other customers, she placed the soda cans on the counter and helped dig into his pockets.

“This is the only place I put it in!”

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“We’ll find it later. Let’s go”.

Moments later, there they were, staring blankly at each other on the ground beside her motorcycle.

“God! I’m so dumb!” she let out after kicking the wheel of her bike.

“Stupid slot machine!”

“Shh, shh”, he let out softly as he brushed her back in consolation. As she drenched his pink jacket with her tears, his stomach started rumbling.

“Haha! I heard that”.

Both tired, hungry, and thirsty, all they could do was let out a hearty laugh.

“We better get outta here”, she informed after noticing a police car.

Ten miles away from the casino, they found a spot where an oppressive oak tree was proudly erected. With no money, no food, and just enough gas for another hour, they decided to spend the night under it.

“Just stay close to me, we’ll figure something out tomorrow”, he said as she gently rested on his chest.

“I love you, Honey”.

“I love you too, Brian”.
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It was the same night and a little over eleven in the evening. Their only resolve was the warmth that the Nebraskan summer night offered. With nothing but their bodies hinged with a loving embrace, there it was, a police car, waking them up with its glaring headlamps.

“Everything good here? Mams?” a masculine Nebraskan police officer queried as he lusted over their scantily-clad bodies. As they softly nodded and peered, he rubbed his girthy neck in an effort to release his tension.

He inched closer to check their faces—causing his erection to grow even further. Brushing his brunette hair with one hand to the back of his head, he took a cigarette from his pocket with the other.

“Why are you gals sleeping here?” he said in a muffled tone.

“We’re just… camping, sir”.

With a smug look, he lit his cigarette and shook his head.

“Hoo. Not every night’s a lucky night. But I can change that for you gals”, he said as he rubbed the boner from his cream slacks.

Fucking pervert!

“I got fifty bucks for two mouths and another fifty for two pussies. Hoo”.

Feeling protective of his new girlfriend and freshly knowledgeable about sucking cock, he let his desperation take over his body.

“She can’t, she’s tired tonight. I—I’ll do it”, he mildly retorted in his best attempt at a feminine voice.

“Okay blondie, but before we begin, I need to inspect what’s in that box. You know, standard procedure”.

As they sauntered to her vehicle, she couldn’t help but voice out her trepidation.

“Just let me do it. It’s gonna be quick”.

“You’re my girlfriend now, I can’t let you suck someone else’s dick!”

“Ugh! You’re so old-fashioned!”

Curious about their bickering, he walked toward them, brightening her bike’s tail box with a flashlight.

“Oomph, look at those sexy shoes. Wear them for me while you suck my cock”.

Dammit!

Moments later, there he was, kneeling on the earthy ground—barely breaking into his girlfriend’s 5-inch lucite heels. With utter excitement, the police officer dropped his pants and started impaling his mouth with his girthy and hairy eight-incher.

“Gwak!” he let out with a tearful face as she nervously watched from a distance.

“Ahh! A real cocksucker!”

“Ggg, ggg”, he let out guttural groans from his careless thrusts.

“That’s it, put it all in your throat”.

“You like it don’t you!?”

“Ahh!”

“Gwak!”

“Mmm, yeah!”

“I can’t believe I’d go this low but fuck—keep sucking my cock you whore!”

Fuck you!

Feeling the officer’s gung-ho by the way he was manhandling his face, he squeezed his butt in retaliation

“Fuck! You’re a man!” the officer yelled in exasperation with the detached wig in his hand.

Without thinking things through, Brian let his primal instinct take control of his body—causing him to snatch the officer’s Glock 19 from the ground.

“Hands up!”

“Brian!” she yelled—freshly remembering the harrowing night when she witnessed him lose control. With only his adrenaline working, he intently pointed the gun at the pantsless officer.

“Get his radio, cellphone, money, everything!” he commanded.

“Brian? Yeah, Brian Bacall! The fugitive duo that killed the Latino man in Vegas!”

“Shut up! Make one wrong move and I’ll shoot!”

Having gone through shooting lessons, he released the pistol’s safety, letting the officer know that he wasn’t bluffing.

“I won’t! Take everything!”

“Throw the radio and the phone”.

*Bang!*

*Bang!*

Seeing the electronic shards fly in a myriad of directions caused the officer to lose his erection. As his sweat trickled down his neck, Brian liberated his feet from the heels and stepped into his boots once more.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

“You’re crazy!” she exclaimed.

“Whoo!” he said with the wig in his hand and the officer’s gun in the other.

Albeit not in the most likable circumstance, it was the very first time that he felt truly alive. Most of his life was spent following his parents’ plans, conforming to his friends, and doing things according to what everyone in his bubble deemed right.

She may have been disowned by her family for living as a woman, but he had been living in a gilded cage that he built himself.

The moon didn’t shine brightly that night. It was just the breeze from the speed of her driving and her motorcycle’s headlights that served as guides to their next destination.

As they basked in their freedom through the verdant and mountainous view of the Chalco Hills, he grabbed her tighter, clinging as he had never clung before.

“We’ll get out of this mess soon!” he reassured.

“We just gotta keep going!” she seconded.

Suddenly… an influx of sirens started filling the area.

And just like that, it was the ending of their short-lived victory.

They failed to check the alarm attached to the bottom of the police officer’s vehicle.

Dammit!

“Stop the vehicle, Honey Jones!” a male police officer announced through a megaphone.

“What are we gonna do!?”

Being chased by the police cars and rattled by her boyfriend’s anxiety was the first time that she felt like she lost control. Unsure of what to do next, she accelerated.

Grabbing her waist tighter, she kept going, in hopes that there was a force that could swallow them up and spit them out to safety.

“Slow down!”

However, when two more police cars intercepted them, she started losing hope.

“You’re about to reach a dead-end. Stop your vehicle right now!”

Fuck!

“I’m gonna keep going! I’m gonna drop you off here!”

“Are you insane!? You’re gonna die!”

“You have a life waiting for you! This is the end for me!”

“There’s no life without you! Take me with you!”

As the breeze dried her tears at a rapid pace, she couldn’t bring herself to cause his demise. Determined to win at least once in her life by not getting caught, she slowed down and parked her bike.

“I’m gonna love you forever”, she softly said—giving him a deep kiss.

No no no!

“Don’t do this!”

The police cars started covering all bases. All she could see was the inviting vastness of Wherspann Lake. With feminine vigor, she pushed him out of her vehicle.

“Honey!”

*Vroom! Vroom!*

After one last look, she started moving.

Forgive me…

Without thinking things through, he targeted the wheels of her bike like his eyes had crosshairs.

*Bang!*
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Honey only suffered from a minor concussion and superficial wounds. She got sent to a private cell in a male prison as soon as she recovered. The updates of the trial for the criminal case of Luis Bautista became the daily headline of news outlets.

Not being able to talk face-to-face with each other while regularly being in the presence of one another in the same courtroom felt like torture.

Brian’s family hired the best lawyers and to Honey’s surprise, her mother started connecting with the Bacall family in defense of her case. Seeing Honey behind bars and knowing that she wouldn’t have worked as a prostitute if they only accepted her earlier, enveloped her with guilt.

Having a novel mother-and-daughter relationship, she doubled up as Brian and Honey’s messenger—exchanging their sweet nothings through her.

It was the last day of the trial and Honey started losing hope. Rumors have been circulating that the public was on Luis’ side. Nobody believed their claim of self-defense from sexual assault and attempted murder as the weapon used was owned by the victim. After all, the man had a clean record and the two of them were dubbed as thief prostitutes in drag.

Moreover, Brian’s brief outdoor fellatio for the Nebraskan police officer only cemented the plaintiff’s claim. Amidst the darkness that surrounded them that night at the oak tree, the road had discreet night vision cameras in place.

“Your honor, I’d like to say something”, Luis’ fourteen-year-old daughter Lena, interjected as the plaintiff’s lawyer interrogated Brian.

As her mother, Lisa gasped at her daughter’s audacity, and the members of the public started forgetting that their jaws had joints, their lawyer Bruce Gordon took over the microphone once more.

“Objection, your honor! Let me finish my questions”.

“Objection overruled. Let her speak”.

“What are you doing mijita!?” her mother queried with bulging eyes.

“With a tearful face, she inched to their lawyer’s microphone”.

“He—she… Honey, wasn’t the only victim of my father. Me and my best friends as well. He is not a good man… I’m sorry mami”.

And just like that, her mother held her as tight as she could. She had an inkling that it was happening but couldn’t bring herself to believe that her husband would do the unthinkable to his own blood.

Moments later, Lena handed her phone with the videos that she recorded discreetly using her phone whenever he’d knock into her room.

An hour later, after witnessing the gruesome revelation, Lisa withdrew the case. She knew that pursuing Brian and Honey along with the new evidence and witnesses would just tarnish her family’s reputation further. Instead, she decided to pursue the healing of her daughter’s trauma.

And just like that, after the barriers of the trial vanished, Brian and Honey rushed to each other in their orange uniforms. From seeking metaphorical freedom to literal emancipation, there they were, without words and only brimming with longing and love.

“Thank you for setting me free…”, she whispered.

“No… thank you, for showing me what real freedom is”, he said back.
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A year later, Brian started studying law. He realized that after what just happened to them, he needed to start with something that could take him to change the laws protecting women from all walks of life.

With Honey’s passion for fast vehicles, she became a social media influencer and was able to grow her following to more than two million in just a month.

They shared a one-bedroom apartment close to his university in Boston and adopted a female cat that they named Brianna, after Brian’s disguise. The people who once judged them started treating them like heroes.

Honey was completely happy with how their life was. Little did she know, Brian was taking motorcycle driving courses in his free time. He planned to propose to her after taking her on a joy ride back to Palo Duro.

The End <3
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Smith Atkins tried to scale up his net worth by diversifying from his already profitable cosmetics e-commerce business to capitalizing on the COVID-19 pandemic panic. He ordered over three thousand pieces of branded disinfectants from Europe, thinking that they would multiply his three million dollars threefold.

However, with the delays in shipment and the lack of manpower, his machines came a year too late. Along with the rise of the vaccines came the consumers’ dwindling interest in his business model.

Using his savings from the utmost confidence that he didn’t need to make a loan to succeed, the 32-year-old businessman started to humble his lifestyle. He sold his black Maserati, expensive watches, and sporting goods, down to his finest suits and shoes.

He wanted to move out of their four-bedroom home in Bentleyville, Cleveland, to where the mortgage and taxes were lower. But his 27-year-old wife, Katya, to who he had been married for three years, wouldn’t budge.

Having her with him is all that he needed to recuperate his losses. Albeit her capriciousness—which she made clear from the very beginning, he felt like the luckiest man in the world.

To Smith, Katya was the most beautiful woman that he has ever seen. Not into foreign women, but there was something about the Russian blonde bombshell that compelled him to go out of his way to take her with him to America and marry her.

In their bedroom decked in pastel gray and crystal elegance, his pondering was briefly disturbed by the scintillating view of her, applying lotion all over her endless and hairless legs on the edge of their California-king bed, with nothing but a black negligee and hair wrapped in white terry-cloth towel.

So gorgeous…

As the fruity sillage of her Christian Lacroix bath product lingered in the room, he couldn’t help but follow its source. Crouching to reach her ankles, the view of her oppressive cleavage was all he needed to take action.

He picked his 5ft. 6in. slender frame up and planted soft kisses on her shoulders.

“I’m not in the mood”, she said—as she pushed him away with feminine vigor. Feeling his yearning grow inside his blue boxers, he tried again. They haven’t been making love for almost two months and he needed resolve.

“Please… it’s been so long”, he begged as his brown eyes emanated utmost agony. Scalded with Ohio’s July summer, he took his white t-shirt off to feel her skin against his. He brushed his short brunette locks to the back of his head and kissed her neck.

*Slap!*

What the!?

“I said I’m not in the mood! What kind of woman would be turned on by your three-inch kolbasa (sausage)?”

He knew that he wasn’t gifted in the nether-region department but that was the very first time she verbally expressed her disdain about it. Most of the time, she would just squeeze his member carelessly. It was her only way of sending him the message of her frustration.

“That’s not very nice”, he gently retorted with a scarlet visage.

“It was a mistake coming here. You promised me the world! I could’ve been married to a Russian oligarch!”

On the verge of tears, he wiped his eyes to hide the pain. As she continued voicing out her real feelings, he couldn’t help but crumple the Egyptian cotton sheets to endure her verbal abuse.

“Everything’s gonna be fine. I’m contacting people to get our capital back”.

Seeing him with welling brown eyes only irritated her further.

“You still have those Hermes bags and jewelry. Maybe you can sell some so we could recover faster. I’ll revive PinkPuckers”.

“Haha! You really have lost your mind. First, you tell me about your fantasy of dressing up as a woman, and now, you want me to get rid of the things that matter!?”

She proceeded with her villainous laugh as she sat beside him. With an intense gaze…

“Don’t even think about coming out with your stupid fantasy. Your inheritance is our only chance to get out of this mess…”.

As she paced herself for spouting an influx of insults, she planted a swift kiss on his cheek.

“You’re a failure as a businessman”.

She then trailed his neck and kissed it.

“You’re a failure as a man”.

As he basked in her seduction and humiliation, she suddenly kissed his lips.

“You can’t be a failure as a son too”.

Glacially, she tucked her body under the white duvet and wandered off to a dreamland where her fantasy husband was a tall and hunky billionaire.
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“I don’t know why you keep inviting me to this Mickey Mouse course”, Greg Sanders, Smith’s 33-year-old best friend said as he deigned passing time in Bentleyville’s humble golf course.

As he fixed the collar of his light blue shirt from frustration, Smith abandoned his golf club and invited him for some drinks to alleviate the heat brought upon by Ohio’s sweltering afternoon.

“Haha! You know me, I’m just a hacker. I’m not a pro like you”, Smith jested.

Across a rattan table, Greg could see the sadness in his best friend’s eyes. They’d been buddies since the fifth grade and he could easily tell if something was going on with just one look.

Albeit they didn’t share a lot in common as Greg towered over him at 6ft. 2in., he had a body built like an Adonis, was a college jock, and had a directory of women begging to be his wife, they genuinely cared for each other.

Greg would usually defend Smith from his bullies and Smith would usually help with his academic projects and exams. It came as a surprise how Greg was able to become a doctor—one of the top doctors of sports medicine in the US as he spent his university days gallivanting and sleeping around.

“What’s wrong?” Greg queried as his sapphire eyes emanated concern.

How could he…

“Thanks”, he followed after the waitress in a white pleated mini skirt served them ice-cold orange juice.

“Tell me”.

“Katya and I haven’t had sex in a long time. She just stopped showing interest in me after the money’s gone. I feel like… I’m losing her”.

With his raised blonde eyebrow, Greg sipped his juice and paced himself.

“Man… you know how I feel about your wife. I told you that she was only after your money. I mean, I know it’s not my place to say this but shouldn’t you take that as a sign?”

No…

“I don’t know. It’s just, I’m doing my best. I’m contacting people day and night to sell them at a loss but even these big establishments use cheaper disinfectants from China—".

“—It’s like she lost trust in me. I don’t want her to feel that way”.

Greg shook his head in disappointment.

“On the bright side, take five out from your inventory. I’m gonna buy them at a retail price”.

Woah!

“You’re nuts. You don’t have to do that. You won’t even use them”.

“I will. Two for my clinics, one for my house… and I’ll probably give the others to my folks and brother”.

“That’s $10,000 bro”.

“I make good money. Don’t worry about me”.

That’s very nice…

Greg did make good money. He worked with some of the top NBA superstars and he just expanded his sports medicine facility by opening a branch in L.A.

“I don’t know what to say”.

“I got it”, he said with a wink.
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As Katya painted her fingernails crimson in her pink silk robe on a plush pastel gray chair by the French windows of her living room decked in ivory and crystals, her peripheral vision was sultrily delighted by the view of her 24-year-old gardener Pedro’s sweaty body.

Briefly, he took a break from plowing her garden by smoking a stick of Marlboro Reds. As he peered at the passerby, his sweat trickled from his neck down to his oppressive burly chest. He bit his cigarette and took his shirt off to wipe his body, giving strangers a morning view of his 6ft. shirtless Adonis physique.

Seeing his thick thighs and gigantic bulge in his jean shorts was enough for her to cream. Slowly, she abandoned her nail activity and started rubbing her clit from her short silk shorts. Her sight trailed his brown boots, then his hairy round calves, then back to his abs that had a thick trail of brunette hair that went down to his pubic hair.

Katya and Pedro had been mildly flirting but she has never acted beyond it. Albeit her trust in her husband waned, she knew that he came from three generations of wealth and that alone was enough reason for her to keep her attraction to the young man in a covert manner.

She’d usually tell him how big his muscles were and he’d usually tell her how beautiful she was. Too consumed by his bruteness and youth, she closed her eyes in euphoria as she added tweaking her nipples to the play.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!” she softly let out as she pictured Pedro sloppily eating her pink pussy while cupping her 36DD breasts.

Her tweaks intensified—almost tearing her silk camisole as she relished the tactile sensation of the soft fabric aggressively pressed against her cunt.

“Need help?” Pedro asked as he rubbed his bulge and brushed his sweaty brunette bangs to the back of his head—giving her a view of his hairy pits and girthy arms.

“Oh my God!” she let out in exasperation.

Too concerned about her neighbors seeing him—she motioned for him to come inside quickly. As soon as he stepped foot in the Atkins’ foyer, she grabbed his wrist with feminine vigor—leading him to the living room.

“Where’s Mr. Atkins?” he asked with nervous breaths.

“I don’t know. I don’t care”.

Like a hungry tigress, she started devouring his mouth like she hasn’t had a meal on the Safari for a week. Pedro’s kisses proved a stark difference from Smith’s. His included bites and sucks at a rapid pace while the latter’s was soft and slow.

As they circled tongues with each other, his hands wandered from her waist down to her bubble butt.

“Sorry, I’m so sweaty”, he said.

“Just the way I like it”.

Carelessly, he slid his dirty hand and started rubbing her wet and hairless pussy.

“Ahhh!” she exclaimed as soon as he inserted two fingers inside her orifice. As her walls engorged from his fingering, she started rubbing his bulge.

“So fucking wet. Seems like you haven’t had a dick in a long time”.

Once her premature secretions amply lubricated his hand, he turned to her with a lascivious gaze as he licked each wet finger.

“Mmm, Mrs. Atkins, I can’t wait to hose you with my cum”.

Too hot and bothered by his handsome and horny face, she kissed him once more.

“Yes, but let me suck you first”.

Too elated, he had no words. He rested his hands behind his neck in anticipation of her oral pledge. Like a Christmas present, she unfastened his jean shorts—revealing his tan circumcised eight-inch fat, veiny, and hairy Mexican cock.

Seeing the brown wall of flesh was refreshing as for a very long time, she had been making love to a fun size penis that resembled an eraser.

Without thinking things through, she sank her unevenly polished fingers in his masculine ass as she inhaled his testosterone with fervor.

“Finally, I’m with a man again!” she let out before opening her small mouth as wide as she could to consume half of his fat and solid cock.

“Mmm!” she groaned as her clawing caused him to curl his toes inside his boots.

“Yes! Mrs. Atkins! Take that dick!”

“Mmm, mmm, mmm. This is so much better than my husband’s three-inch clit”.

He wanted to burst into laughter but her oral embrace was too intense.

“You sure are having the time of your life Mrs. Atkins”.

“Gwak!”

She didn’t let his full bush’s tickling her face and his big hairy balls touching her chin get in the way of her perfect penilingus. As she chowed down her meaty meal, he couldn’t help but shake in orgasmic tremor.

Without thinking things through, he grabbed her blonde locks and pounced her throat like she was a fuck doll.

“Gwak! Gwak!”

“Ahh! Ahhh! Suck my cock you whore!”

“Katya!?”

Suddenly, there he was, Greg in his powder blue dress shirt, in disbelief at witnessing her betrayal from the window. He was there to pick the disinfectants up and was stopped in his tracks from stumbling upon her gung-ho by the French windows.

“Fuck! Greg, wait a sec!”

She sprinted towards him, clueless about how she’d come out of the mired mess. Utilizing nothing but her charms all her life, she pleaded as she grabbed his strong arms, begging him to listen.

“Please, don’t tell Smith! I’ll have sex with you if you do this for me”.

Feeling queasy, he opened the door of his blue Porsche sedan. He pressed the window button as she stood by his car in anticipation.

“You disgust me”, he nonchalantly let out and ended his succinct yet loaded statement by spitting on the street before taking off.
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Wanting to release the tension from seeing the wife of his best friend in a morning illicit affair with their gardener, Greg set up his office’s treadmill for a mile run.

He couldn’t believe how Katya possessed the gall to cheat on Smith when he went above and beyond just to make her happy. When their business was booming, she had every new purse that was listed in Vogue.

Diamonds, pearls, gold, watches… Smith never rejected any of her capricious requests. Greg increased the speed of his treadmill—trying to get the anger and disgust that he felt away from his head, along with deciding whether or not he should tell his best friend about his wife’s infidelity.

Moments later, Smith invited Greg to Marty’s, a sports bar beside his clinic in Cleveland. As the young professionals drowned in anticipation for the final baseball drafts and the desperate single women tried to distract their attentions in scantily-clad outfits, Smith couldn’t hold back his tears any longer.

By the fourth beer bottle, tears started streaming down his delicate cheeks.

Fuck…

As he tried to wipe the influx of sorrow with his hands at the utmost swiftness, Greg twisted his bar stool and brushed his back in consolation.

“What’s wrong?”

Smith couldn’t get the words out. He was too embarrassed to tell him that his wife confessed her infidelity over the phone. All he could do at that very moment was soak his best friend’s powder blue linen shirt in tears.

“Man… is it your wife again?”

As much as he wanted to hide the truth, he didn’t want to come home to a cheating wife.

“She cheated on me!” he let out with the sound muffled by his best friend’s muscular chest.

“Wow… I was about to tell you that I caught them earlier when I came by to pick the machines… wow, can’t believe she had the balls to tell you herself”.

“Sorry, man”, Smith said as he unhinged from his tight consolation.

Not wanting to come between anybody’s marriage, he couldn’t watch his best friend in a desperate state any longer.

“I told you, you should divorce her”.

“I don’t wanna go home…”.

“You can sleep at my place”.

Albeit Greg lived in a bachelor pad, his one-bedroom condo looked impressively pristine. Not a fan of clutter, his all-ivory place was only decked in chrome and black appliances. All of his furnishings were dark wood and raven metal, which perfectly complemented his minimalist style.

It was past ten in the evening when Greg scoured his cabinet for an extra sheet and pillow in an inebriated state. With nothing but skimpy white briefs on…

“Here you go”.

Oh…

Along with Smith’s growing desire to dress up as a woman, his curiosity for sleeping with men was increasing as well. Trying his best to hide his body’s reaction from his blue jeans, he placed the white pillow over his crotch.

“T-thanks”, Smith replied—doing his best to avoid looking at his best friend’s 6ft. 2in. masculine body and fat and flaccid manhood that was begging to escape the confines of the soft cotton fabric.

Greg inched towards him—closing the gap from his dick to his face as he tried to reach his best friend’s back to console him.

Fuck!

With a soft stumble brought upon his drunken state, his bulge landed flat on his face.

“Sorry man, haha!” Greg said as Smith lifted him to accompany him to his bed.

“Seriously, you should divorce her”, he let out—covering his eyes with his arm, giving Smith a view of his hairy blonde armpits and girthy guns.

Wow…

Having a whiff of his testosterone earlier, he didn’t know if it was his best friend’s kindness, or he had one too many beers, or perhaps if he was really starting to acknowledge his hidden desire, but for some reason, he wanted to press his face on his yearning.

Instead…

“Good night…”, Smith softly let out before drifting away to sleep on the living room’s black leather sofa.
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Once the secret was out, Katya didn’t feel like she was walking on eggshells any longer. Brimming with confidence as soon as Smith came home three days later, she interrupted his nightly news with an uncalled intervention.

She sat beside him, crinkling her moss-green nightgown then placed her long legs on his lap.

Ugh…

Irritated to the core, he pushed her legs away and fixed the collar of his blue silk pajamas.

“What’s wrong with you!?” she retaliated.

“Seriously, you don’t know?”

“It’s just sex. Why are you so dramatic?!”

Hearing her audacity made him feel like his heart was beating a mile a minute. Never did he ever think of cheating on her. Even the slightest and most minute scenarios that could cause her to feel insecure never occurred due to his diligence in avoiding possible triggers.

He didn’t have any social media accounts. His e-commerce team was made up of all-male employees. He had to reject every party invitation that paid homage to successful young businessmen like him.

She controlled his spending—and would even get jealous if he bought his mother or his sister something expensive. Suffice to say, she had his balls both literally and figuratively in her hands.

Softly, she picked herself up and used his weakness against him. She started kissing his neck with warm breaths—contrary to the cold and hard qualities that emanated from her heart.

“You wanted to dress up right?”

Suddenly, he felt a shiver down his spine from the novel tactic that she has never used before. Never did she show any ounce of support for him ever since he opened up about the possibility of being a transgender woman.

“I love you so much that I’m willing to let you dress up—but only while we have sex”.

He couldn’t do anything but quiver and listen as she laced his neck with her saliva.

“But I can’t get turned on if I see you looking like a bitch—so I’ll allow you to do that, granted that you let Pedro join us”.

No!

“I know you don’t like it but we have to start somewhere. You won’t find a wife who’s as generous as me. Let’s explore your gender and sexuality as a couple”.

He wanted to express his reluctance but hearing her encouraging words felt like she just cracked his code. At such a low point in his life, all he wanted was to escape and she was offering the key to the door where he could realize his innermost desires—minus Pedro.

Without thinking things through, he kissed her back as the reporter on the television announced the military exercises in Russia.

Two days later, there they were, Smith and Katya in white terry cloth robes in their bathroom during an uneventful July afternoon. At first, she was hesitant to feminize her husband but as soon as she got to applying foundation on his skin, her body was enveloped with nothing but exhilaration.

“You know, it’s not really hard to make you look like a woman. You have a small face and you don’t have a lot of hair”.

With a slight smile, he closed his eyes and relished the relaxing feeling of the soft cream gliding on his skin.

“Look”, she said as she kicked the rotating pastel pink vanity chair.

Oh wow!

Smith couldn’t believe his eyes. His skin face was flawless and the concealer greatly hid his eyebags, five o’clock shadow, and rosacea. Seeing himself with skin that resembled female mannequins’ harbored an inexplicable delight in his heart.

The dark trace of beard that he profusely disdained after every shower was non-existent and he wanted to see the rest of what cosmetics could provide in feeding his elation.

She continued by applying brown eyeshadow on his eyelids to complement his earthy irises then shortly moved on to the blusher. With every brush stroke on his skin, he felt like he was being tickled and blessed by a goddess of femininity.

“You’re lucky to have thin eyebrows. It’s not gonna be a hard job”.

Feeling like his wife was enjoying the makeover made him feel like butterflies were dancing in his belly. Briefly, he wished that the rare moment didn’t last.

“I think you have a warm skin tone”, she informed, right before painting his lips with her MAC Ruby Woo lipstick.

“Ah, I’m right”.

“Uh-uh!” she warned as soon as she saw him try to take a peek.

“You can’t open your eyes until I tell you to do so”.

“Sorry. I’m just really excited”.

To finalize his makeup, she drew a black winged eyeliner and glued false eyelashes on his eyelids to turn his doe eyes into a seductive almond shape.

With utmost excitement, she picked the long wavy brunette wig on the rose quartz counter and placed it on top of his head with utmost gentleness. Carefully, she swiped the bangs away from his face and as soon as she saw his final look—she couldn’t help but feel jolts of envy.

“Open your eyes”.

What the!?

There were many things to be said about Katya but nobody could deny her mastery when it came to beautification. Although she deigned to give her husband a makeover, she was able to successfully turn him into the personification of Jessica Rabbit.

“I can’t believe it!”

“Me neither. I hate to say it but you look good as a woman”.

She disrobed herself—revealing her black two-piece lace lingerie ensemble that greatly contrasted with her alabaster skin and embraced her hourglass body and 32DDs, turning him on immediately. He leaned in for a kiss but she pulled away at a hastened pace.

“Remember your part of the bargain”, she said before undressing him.

As he stood up to pace himself for the red lace panties that she has prepared for him to wear, he couldn’t stop his three-incher from beating in a myriad of directions.

“Haha! Look at your clitoris beating”.

Clitoris…

Albeit disliking the abrasive feeling of the lace fabric rolling up his skin, he brimmed with happiness.

“Tuck it”.

With utmost obedience, he tucked his member behind his thighs. Shortly after, she rolled the pair of red nylon stockings up his hairless limbs. At that moment, he discovered that he was a fan of nylon.

“They feel so nice on the skin”.

“Of course, it’s La Perla. So, none of my bras and shoes will fit you. We’ll have to order online. This is just a trial”.

I can’t believe it…

Although his ensemble was incomplete, nobody could deny how feminine he looked as he admired himself in front of the mirror. Tiny waist, voluminous wavy brunette hair, flat crotch, and thigh-high stockings that sultrily hugged his long and smooth legs made him look like a lingerie model.

“Are you ladies done?” Pedro asked from their bedroom—badly wanting to fuck the Atkins.

“Come in”.

Huh!

There he was, Pedro with nothing but a sombrero, a red lumberjack vest that exposed his girthy arms and protruding pecs, unbuttoned blue jean shorts that proudly showcased his abundant pubic hair, and cowboy boots that emphasized how thick his thighs were.

Although he hated Pedro, for some reason, wearing feminine clothing and being in the same room with a strong man made him feel like he needed to submit.

“Wow! Mr. Atkins”, Pedro exclaimed after seeing the novel image of his boss in a sultry attire.

Underneath the thick pile of foundation, Smith blushed. Katya didn’t enjoy the compliment. Feeling upstaged, she rushed to Pedro and planted a wet and warm kiss.

“Wait—wait”, Pedro said, feeling uneasy from being watched by the husband of the woman who was devouring him.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this, sir?”

Not really…

Not wanting to ruin the moment, he gave a faint smile.

“Haha! Look at him. Do you think he’d mind? He’s in my panties for Christ’s sake!”.

“Mmm, mmm”, she said as she forced his hands to cup her breasts.

“Take me to bed”.

He carried her like she only weighed like a bag of potatoes as Smith stood catatonic by the vanity chair.

“Oh!” Smith exclaimed after Pedro carried him to the bed as well.

“Wow, you’re so light”.

Pedro wormed his way in between them and comfortably rested his hands behind his neck.

“You girls know what to do”, he said—referring to his manhood that was repressed by his jean shorts.

“I don’t think I—“, but before Smith could finish his statement of reluctance—Katya shut him up by pressing his face against Pedro’s pubic hair.

“Haha! Too much talk!” she said.

Oh my God!

“Ah! What should I call him? Sir sounds weird, it kills my boner”.

“Call him Bitch!”.

As he rolled his shorts down his masculine legs and tears streamed down his eyes, he started questioning why he participated in his wife’s crazy demand. But as soon as he saw Pedro’s circumcised and veiny eight-inch dick pulsate inches away from his face as he kissed his wife, an unwilling squirt of precum escaped his cock.

“What’s taking so long!? Lubricate it so I can start riding!” she demanded.

Trembling in fear from his wife’s haughty disposition, he opened his mouth and licked the gardener’s tan shaft with the tip of his tongue.

“Come on Bitch! Suck it already!” Pedro said before slapping his face with his solid boner.

Feeling his impatience, he started delivering tongue flicks like he was licking a popsicle stick on a hot summer day.

Not bad…

He thought he wouldn’t like the taste but to his surprise, he genuinely liked his meaty and salty delight.

“Ahhh!” he briefly let out from Smith’s warm and wet offering.

She slid her body up and started feeding Pedro her oppressive tits.

“Mmm! Yeah!” she let out as soon as Pedro accidentally bit her nipples like a starving puppy.

Wanting to taste more, Smith circled his dick head with his tongue—causing him to discover how a man’s precum tasted.

Bittersweet…

“Mmm, mmm”, he started moaning, brought upon by the surprise of enjoying cock.

“Haha! Look at the bitch enjoying Mexican dick”, Pedro let out—causing her to giggle.

“Yeah, you like that maricon? (fag)”

Without thinking things through, Pedro pushed his head with youthful vigor—prematurely introducing his mushroom head to Smith’s tonsils.

“Gwak!”

The longer he devoured the gardener’s dick, the more his need for it intensified. Ignoring the tears brought upon by his novice fellatio, he continued servicing the Mexican man as if his life depended on it.

Deep throat, tight sucklings—accidentally grazing his shaft with his teeth were all part of how he pleased a man for the very first time. Just as soon as he started wanting more by trailing his shaft down to his balls, Katya pushed his face away with her butt.

Shortly after…

“Ahhh!” she let out—impaling herself with Pedro’s penis.

There it was, her engorged pussy walls embracing every inch of the hunky gardener’s yearning. Brimming with jealousy, he stood up and asserted his dominance by darting his dick into her face.

“Haha! Get that tiny thing away from me”.

“Haha! It’s so small!” Pedro seconded.

“Ah! Ahh! Go back down there and lick his balls!”

As she rode his Latino cock and suffocated his face with her tits, Smith went down and licked the remnants of his wife’s wetness through Pedro’s shaft and balls.

“Your pussy’s so tight! Bet you ain’t giving it to your pathetic husband”.

“Mmm… yeah, you saw how small that was”.

“Mmm, Pedro, you’re such a strong man. Your dick is so big!”

“I’ve never enjoyed sex until I met you”.

Is that true…

Hearing her declarations of affinity for the young man felt like daggers stabbing his heart. But watching her genuinely have fun and bask in the pleasure of the adulterous rendezvous stopped him from acting on his jealousy.

“You like this monster cock in your pussy, Mrs. Atkins?”

“Mmm, yes! Fuck me hard!”

Hearing her cue, Pedro started pouncing like a jackrabbit—causing her to bounce and jiggle in euphoria.

“Ah! Pedro! Ahh!”

“Gahhh! Mrs. Atkins, you fucking slut, you fucking puta! (whore)”

“Ahh! Ahh! Ahh!”

“I’m so clo—“.

“I…”, she let out—almost out of breath.

“Love…”.

“You!”

At that very moment, Pedro didn’t only destroy Katya’s pussy. Katya’s declaration of love also destroyed Smith’s heart.

“Ahhhh…”, she let out as she abundantly released a waterfall of cum that Smith relished to the very last drop.

“I’m next! Take it bitch!”

She unhinged from his cock and rested on his side as she watched her husband cry over spilled pussy juice. Not fully adjusted to the hurt of being outcasted, Smith succumbed to Pedro’s strong grip.

“Gwak! Gwak!” Smith let out from the gung-ho that their beefy gardener exhibited.

“Take it! Take it!”

“Gwak!”

“Here it comes!”

“Gahhh!”

As Pedro heartlessly released his warm infidel sperm in Smith’s throat, Katya deliberately exchanged tongues with him—letting her husband know how deeply unattracted she was to him. Smith closed his eyes to avoid the harrowing sight of his wife’s upfront cheating and swallowed Pedro’s babygravy along with the toxicity that they were exhibiting.
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It has been two weeks of Smith chewing more than he could swallow. He thought that his sexual exploration with Katya would help him discover more about his gender identity. However, all he got out of their menage a trois moments were confirmations of how Katya never loved him and he just participated in solidifying her feelings of repulsion.

After cleaning his insides to prepare for his first bottoming experience, Katya was on the verge of losing her patience.

“Open the door you useless piece of shit!” she yelled as she banged on their bathroom door.

This is insane…

“Open up and come take this dick!” Pedro followed.

With a deep breath, he tucked his three-incher in pink cotton panties and flipped his brunette wig to his back. Moments later, there was Pedro in full glory along with Katya wearing a black leather corset top and panties combo.

“Ouch!” Smith let out after she poked his hole with a finger laced with KY Jelly.

“Bend over and take it like a slut!” she retorted.

With closed eyes, he let her lubricate his untouched orifice as Pedro inserted his monster cock in his mouth.

“Gwak!”

“Ah! Can’t wait to destroy your ass”, Pedro moaned in utmost lasciviousness.

“Make sure you fuck him hard. He deserves it”, she seconded.

“Gwak!”

It feels so nice…

Albeit having feelings of reluctance as he wanted his first time to be special, he couldn’t deny how much he enjoyed his wife’s finger darting in and out and circling in his hole. It was slightly uncomfortable but highly sensate that his small penis twitched profusely.

Pedro unhinged his dick out of his mouth and tickled his asshole with his mushroom head.

“Wait… I need to see your face…”, he pleaded to his wife.

Glacially, she crawled to the bed and locked eyes with him.

“Please… if we’re gonna do this, I’ll need your support…”.

She caressed his face and offered a sweet smile…

*Ptui!*

With a surprise spit, she continued by letting out a hearty laugh as her saliva dripped from his cheek down to the bed sheet.

“Hahaha! Too much drama over a dick!”

Before he could recover from the humiliation, Pedro inserted his dick head in, painting Smith’s face with agony.

“Gahhh!” he groaned in pain.

“Ooomph!” Pedro let out in horny tremor.

I can’t take it anymore!

With the sharp sensation, embarrassment, and pent-up anger, he pushed Pedro away and grabbed a white terry-cloth robe that hung on his wife’s vanity chair.

As he frantically ran from his house to his black Honda sedan in a brown wig, bathrobe, and four-inch red stilettos…

“Smith!?” Greg, in his drenched black Under Armour shirt, called—his nightly jog on the sidewalk disturbed by his best friend bumping into him.

Fuck!

“What the—hey…”.

“Are you crying?”

“No!”

He picked himself up and progressed to run away but Greg’s strength left no room for escape.

“Say something!”

“Look at me!”

Smith couldn’t let a word out. All he could do was let his tears wash his wife’s saliva away. With his silent cry that infected Greg, it was time to stop holding back.

“This is me! This is the real me!”

Without words, Greg picked his best friend up with a tight embrace, letting him feel his acceptance.

“Then why are you crying!?”

Smith has never mentioned anything about their rendezvous in fear of being judged, but in his most vulnerable state which was returned with a welcoming hug, he decided to open up.

“I thought I could do what she wanted but I can’t…”.

With a perturbed and heated visage, he demanded clarification.

“She wanted Pedro to fuck me”.

And just like that, Greg lost his marbles.

“Are they in there?”

“No! Let’s just talk abou—“, but right before he could spout his white lie, his best friend stood up and ran to their bedroom. Smith removed his heels and followed him but he was too swift to catch up.

“You fucking pervert!” Greg yelled—bellowing the whole house as Katya unhinged her wet pussy from sitting on Pedro’s erection.

“Stop it!” she screamed in exasperation on the floor as Greg threw several punches at Pedro who mitigated his anger by ducking and covering his face with his girthy arms.

“Greg!” Smith followed as he grabbed his waist away from the young man.

“You fucking psycho bitch!” he followed—pointing at Katya as she buried herself in their sheets on the floor.

“Get out of my house!” she screamed.

“Your house!? Haha!” Greg retaliated.

“Let’s just go”, Smith added as he grabbed his wrist with gung-ho.

“This is not the last of it!”

Moments later, there they were, Smith and Greg just outside of his car.

“Let’s go to my place. Let’s talk about it”.

“I’m not really in the mood right now. I just need to be alone”.

Worried-sick about his friend, he didn’t want to let go of him. He insisted once more.

“Come on! You know you can talk to me”.

“I know…”.

Smith leaned in and gave him a tight embrace.

“Thank you… for everything”.

As Greg pulled his blonde locks in frustration, Smith stepped on the gas. He drove in one direction for more than five minutes with his head in the clouds. Feeling like he needed to go further, he accelerated.

Take me…

Suddenly, the blinding headlights of a gray bus started occupying his vision. Albeit the vehicle’s profuse beeping, his other senses stopped working. All his body could absorb was the light.

*Screech!*

The bus stopped but Smith was determined to get to the end of his journey. Shortly after…

Goodbye…

*Bang!*


Heartless Housewife Chapter 7

[image: ]

It didn’t take long before the paramedics and police arrived. The driver of the bus immediately called 911 after Smith carelessly crashed into the gigantic vehicle.

The passengers of six adults got out of the bus to check the harrowing incident. There he was, Smith, covered in blood and being carefully carried to the nearest hospital. The officer in charge immediately checked his plate number and informed Katya.

However, she was cunt-deep in euphoria from riding Jose as if nothing happened earlier. By the third time her phone rang consecutively, she irritatingly picked up.

“Mrs. Atkins?”.

“Y-yes, speaking”, she replied.

Pedro, blue-balled by another orgasmic interruption, sauntered to her and inserted his yearning.

“We found your husband in a car crash. He’s being taken to St. Gabriel’s Hospital”, the officer said as Pedro mindlessly fucked her while standing up.

“Ah! Ahh! Tighten it for me you whore”.

“Shh!”

“Sorry about that. Is he alive?”

The officer, dumbfounded by the moaning, did his best to stay professional.

“Yes ma’am but he is in critical condition”.

Elated by the news, she tightened her vagina—blowing Pedro’s mind.

“Goo—oo—ood!”

“Th-thanks officer! Ahh…”.

As her husband fought for his life…

“Ahh! I’m gonna cum you whore!”

“Ahh! Ahhh!”

“Fuck me harder!”

Pedro pulled her hair and pounded her pussy like he was encasing a Samurai.

“Gah! Take it! Take it!”

“Yes, Pedro! Yes!”

“Ahhh!!!”

Normally, Katya would push Pedro away whenever he came. But at that very moment, she let his daddygravy flow freely inside her yearning. As thoughts of inheritance and being widowed danced in her head, she kissed her gardener as she had never before.

News of Smith found bloody in a wig and robe spread fast in Bentleyville. Katya didn’t show up to support her husband but his parents did.

“Where’s Katya?” Smith’s mother Elaine asked as she tucked her silver hair behind her ear as soon as she saw Greg arrive in the waiting room.

“I don’t know… what did they say!?”

“It was a total wreck and they’re operating now. Oh my God!” she let out as she drenched Greg’s shirt with her tears. Her husband Grant moved closer and brushed her back in consolation.

“The police are still investigating but the witnesses said that he crashed himself into the bus”, Grant added.

Having an idea of what caused his best friend to do the careless act, he clenched his fist as he tried his best to suppress his welling eyes. He wanted to tell his parents about the salacious details but he knew that it wasn’t the right time.

However, in his mind, if his best friend died, he’d do anything to make sure that Katya and Pedro paid for their sins.

After five hours of anxious anticipation, Mr. Sinclair, the surgeon, emerged from the operating room in a blue scrub suit. Elaine clutched her south sea pearl necklace as they stood up to hear what the doctor had to say.

“The family of Mr. Atkins?”

The couple nodded.

“He broke a rib and luckily, none of his vital organs were damaged. He’s gonna need some therapy and a lot of rest”.

Feeling the heavy load lift off their backs, Elaine hugged the surgeon in elation.

“Don’t worry mam, he’s gonna be fine”.

“Ugh! Thank heavens!”

Greg couldn’t stop his tears to stream down his cheeks. All he could do was mutter words of praise and gratitude for his best friend’s second life.

Moments later, it was past two in the morning as the Atkins and Greg watched Smith sleep.

“I’m gonna get some of his clothes but Katya’s not answering”.

“Don’t call her…”, Greg interrupted.

“She’s the reason why this happened”.

After moments of clarification and finding out, Elaine took a deep breath.

“Thanks for telling me. You know, I’m not surprised. I’ve always known that there was something different about Smith. He was always fascinated with my fashions and my cosmetics”, Elaine informed.

“He could’ve just told me. We accept him for whoever he is”, Grant added.

“What I can’t fathom is what that gold-digging—excuse me, whore did to my son. She will pay for everything!” she added.

Slowly, she sauntered towards Greg and brushed his blonde locks to the back of his head.

“You’re a very good friend”.

“So, we’ll head home for a bit to get some stuff for him. We’ll be back in an hour. You don’t have to stay here, my dear”.

“I’ll stay here Mrs. Atkins… until he wakes up”.

With a smile, she exited the room with her husband.

Ten minutes later, Smith started regaining consciousness.

Huh?

“What is, where am—“.

“Oh, you’re awake”, Greg said with glee.

“You crashed into a bus and you broke a rib”.

“Where’s Katya?”

“She didn’t pick up our calls. Your parents went home to get some things for you”.

This is insane…

“How long have I been here?”

“Six, seven hours—I think”.

Feeling his heart sink to the pit of his stomach from his wife being a no-show, Greg held his hand.

What the…

“When you said that it was you when you were wearing that wig… what did you mean by that?”

Oh, God…

Realizing that he had nothing more to hide, he gazed at Greg’s sapphire eyes intently.

“I feel like—“

“—I’m a woman…”.

Greg brushed his bangs gently and offered a knowing smile.

“Then I guess you’re my first lady friend”, he quipped.

From a faint smile, Greg’s visage sterned up.

“If this is what you truly want, I can help you. I have plenty of doctor friends who specialize in that…”.

“Greg…”.

Overwhelmed with his best friend’s response, he wanted to say something.

“I’ll also do your rib therapy—“.

“—Don’t come back to that bitch. I’ll help you recover… just… live with me”.

And just like that, he lost every semantic that danced in his head. Softly, he nodded as he let his tears flow down his cheeks. Greg kissed his forehead, sending jolts of happiness to every fiber of his body.

“I’ll always protect you. I made a promise back in the fifth grade, remember?”

Smith nodded once more as he relished the feeling of what it was like to be unconditionally loved for the very first time.

“Thank you, Greg…”.

“Shhh… go back to sleep”.
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It was almost Halloween and Smith was able to grow his hair to shoulder length. Along with his physical therapy for his broken ribs was his second month of undergoing hormone replacement therapy.

Now, living as a woman by the name of Samantha, she started pondering the possibility that maybe, she had to go through such drastic lengths to know what it was truly like to be free.

As her feelings for Katya started melting away, her feelings for Greg grew gradually day by day. Along with the emotional changes, she started developing intense sensations from her spurting breasts.

Her skin started feeling and looking smooth and the growth of her body hair started slowing down. The medicinal manifestations didn’t only alleviate her gender dysphoria, it also intensified her appreciation for domestication.

“Beef pot pie!” she exclaimed as she served Greg her first take on the famous recipe on his dining table.

“Mmm! This looks amazing!” he complimented as he sliced the pie with gung-ho.

Watching his enthusiasm for her cooking was more than enough reward for her. As she clutched the collar of one of his many dress shirts that she had been using as her loungewear, he turned to her while munching.

“Did she call you again?”

“Uh-uh”, she said.

“Good. Don’t let her gaslight you again”.

He sliced a piece and offered to feed her. Stranger to the chivalrous gesture, she couldn’t do anything but blush and open her mouth.

“Mmm, yummy. Didn’t know I could do that”.

“I didn’t know you could either… but apparently—“, he said then planted a kiss on her lips.

Huh!?

“You can…”.

In disbelief that her best friend would ever feel the same way for her, she paused as she watched him commence his dinner.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean—“, but before he could finish his apology, she leaned closer and kissed him back—causing a sauce streak stain on his white sweater.

Here goes nothing…

“I love you… Greg”, she said with warm breaths as her heart raced as it had never before.

He carried her to the sofa and gently laid her body before painting her neck with soft kisses.

“I love you too, Samantha…”.

“Pinch me”, she said.

“Huh?!”

“So I know this is real”.

Greg smiled and continued lacing her neck with his love.

“Nothing can make it feel more real than this”, he followed before locking lips and exchanging tongues with her.

With utmost fervor, he unbuttoned her shirt as she clawed her back to take his sweater off. She was sure that her anti-androgen medications have affected her libido but at that very moment, her member started growing inside her pink panties.

Ashamed that it might repulse him, she trailed to her crotch and discreetly tucked her penis. However, before she could get to her destination, he pinned her arm to the sofa’s armrest and started licking her nipples.

“Ahh!” she let out from the wet and tactile delight of her extra-sensate nipples being licked for the very first time.

It feels so good…

“They’ve grown nicely”, he said with a muffled tone as he continued feasting on her breasts and squeezing them together to form a cleavage.

“Mmm, mmm”, he said as she curled her toes in utmost delight.

“Ahh!” she let out once more after he softly bit her pink pointers.

“You’re so good at this”.

“We’re just getting started, love”, he said.

Love…

Slowly, he trailed her breasts down to her navel with his tongue, driving her even wilder. With the ticklish sensation on her belly button, she couldn’t help but throw little kicks in the air.

“Haha! Sorry”.

“Mmm”.

Oh my God!

Suddenly, her dread occurred, but most unexpectedly and positively. He slid his hand inside her pink cotton panties and untucked her precum-soiled shecock.

“Greg!”

“Shh…”, he nonchalantly let out as he stroked her penis and continued kissing her.

Nobody has ever touched her that way. Greg’s hand didn’t only envelope her penis with lust, she felt like she was being brushed with love.

“I love you no matter what you have between your legs”.

With a crimson face, she succumbed—allowing him to feel how hard she was for him.

“Oh, Greg…”.

Without thinking things through, he rolled her panties down and leaned into her pink pulsating three-incher. Greg was adept at licking pussy and has never imagined that he would one day come face to face with another person’s penis.

With eyes closed, he started licking her pink hairless balls as she looked away and basked in her trepidations.

I hope he doesn’t get turned off.

As she squeezed her eyes in shame…

What the?!

He devoured every inch of her like it was his first time to taste a lollipop. Greg knew how much he loved Samantha, but he was unsure if he could love her that much. But after having a taste of her estrogen-laced candy stick, his mind started meeting his heart.

“It’s so sweet…”, he murmured.

“You don’t have to do that”, she moaned softly—lying to herself as she wanted him to keep going. With every up-and-down bob, she felt like she was being stroked by an orgasmic deity.

“But I want to. Mmm, mmm, mmm”.

“Ahh… Greg…”.

Feeling like she was about to explode, she unhinged herself from his mouth.

“Let me do the same for you”.

Greg liberated his manhood from his jeans and tighty whities and shortly after, there it was, his nine-incher, proudly erect and pointing north—surrounded by thick carpets of blonde pubic hair.

“I’m big, you sure you can take it?”

She wasn’t just sure, it was all that she had been fantasizing about even before transitioning. With a naughty wink, she pushed him to the sofa and started licking his shaft. As he rested his hands on his nape, she started circling his mushroom head with her tongue.

“Mmm, that feels really nice…”.

Thinking that the novelty of dick-sucking had died for her due to having zilch feelings for Pedro, she was proven wrong by having a taste of her best friend’s girthy meat.

It was salty, just like one of his favorite ice cream flavors, butter pecan, and the only sane way to get the full flavor was to gobble it up and so… she did.

“Gwak!” she let out with a tearful face from consuming only half of his manhood’s length as the plush gray carpet provided comfort for her knees.

“Ahhh!” he let out from the pleasure that her hungry mouth offered.

Sucking up the dripping saliva, she consumed the remaining—causing her to breathe intensely through her nose. It was the only form of suffocation she found exhilarating and she was determined to let him know that she scored A+ in penilingus.

“Gwak! Gwak!”

She commenced with gung-ho, letting his yearning in and out like his dick had a VIP pass in her throat. Genuinely, she enjoyed sucking his member as he treated her with the utmost gentleness, unlike Jose who used her mouth like it was a fleshlight.

Not sure if she was ready but with love coursing through her body, she spat on her hand and lubricated her tight hole.

“I’ve never done this before… but I want to do it with you”, she softly said.

“What do you—“, but before he could finish his query, she stood up and turned around—giving him a view of her slender frame and plump ass.

“This”, she said as she slid her finger in her hole, leaving him to marvel at the novel sight of her pink and tight orifice.

“You don’t have to—“.

She climbed on top of his body as she paced herself and wrapped his mushroom head with her yearning orifice.

“Ah!” he let out in a convulsive state from the novel delight of entering the tightest confinement that his dick has been in.

Ouch!

As she endured the sharp pain, she tested her love for him by welcoming three inches more.

“Gah!” she let out with a face painted with agony.

Never in her life did she imagine that she was capable of that kind of pain.

“Take it easy… you’re still recovering”, he said—referring to her broken rib.

She clung tighter to his girthy neck as she consumed all of him—feeling like she performed the reverse taking of the Excalibur. As her anal muscles clenched and his dick beat at a rapid rate, they locked lips with each other to ignore the torture—hers was with the pain that she endured and his, with being orgasmically hugged but not able to thrust.

Moments later, as the pain from the impalement started fading away, she was introduced to the harbinger of prostate pleasure.

What is this feeling?

Every jolt of sharp pain was replaced with an orgasmic tickle, causing her to circle her hips to confirm if her body was starting to manifest the answer to why some people like taking it up the ass.

“Mmm!” she let out in a horny tremor as he felt an influx of mindblowing tactile sensations.

“You’re so tight!” he said—causing him to kiss her more in an effort not to carelessly pounce his way to the finish line.

“I think I’m ready”, she said before bouncing gently on his dick.

“Fuck! That’s so good, Samantha!”

“Mmm… Greg! I love you…”.

“Gahhh! I love you too”.

At that very moment, he lost every ounce of discipline he had in his body. Without thinking things through, he stood up and carried her as he thrusted in and out of her tight hole.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh! This is the tightest hole I’ve been in!”

Each time his solid helmet poked her prostate, she felt like she was gonna pee. He continued fucking her as he carried her delicate body with his brute strength.

“Take me!”

“Gahhh!”

From a romantic pace, he started pouncing carelessly—causing her prostate to send signals to her balls.

“Ahhh! Greg! I’m gonna—“.

“Ah! Ahh! Greg!”

“Keep go—“, but before she could finish her orgasmic declarations, she squirted her sweet cum on his abs. As soon as he felt the tactility of her orgasmic liquid drip down his sweaty stomach, he started shaking in a convulsive state.

“Fuck! Fuck!”

As she relished her orgasm and the seemingly neverending pleasure that his love-making delivered, it was his time.

“Samantha! I’m cumming!”

“Yes, Greg! Cum for me!”

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

And just like that, he washed his stern heterosexual thoughts away as his thick daddygravy wormed its way inside her freshly picked cherry.

So warm…

“Oh my God!” he screamed—bellowing his home as his manhood continue pulsating inside her.

“That’s insane”, she replied softly before locking lips with him once more.

Softly, he unhinged and laid his body on the carpet. She rested her head on his sweaty chest as they closed their eyes and immersed themselves in successfully expressing their love for each other.

“You know… I’ve been thinking”.

Huh?!

“Maybe the reason why I’m not married yet is that my subconscious mind kept telling me that you’re the one…”.

“Greg…”.

“Do you feel the same way too?”

“You know… for such a long time, I’ve lived a lie, but one thing I was sure of is that whenever I felt like my world was crumbling down, you’re the only person I knew I could count on”.

“And with what just happened, I think that that feeling of security… only masked what I truly felt for you”.

She leaned in for a sweet kiss and looked intently into his eyes.

“Now I know that I love you, I truly love you, Greg”.

“I love you too… my best friend, the only woman for me, Samantha…”.

As her beef pot pie cooled down, their bodies started heating up from the romantic embrace.
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A month later, as Samantha, she waited for Katya in Atty. Bronson’s office. In an all-black Dior dress suit that her mother has picked out for her, she couldn’t wait to settle the score with her estranged wife.

As Atty. Bronson frantically fixed the collar of his black suit in an effort to be noticed by Samantha, there she was, Katya, in a grey Chanel tweed jacket and white skirt ensemble, an outfit that she bought with Samantha’s money.

Bitch!

She couldn’t believe her eyes. Samantha’s transition was so swift and effective that she started feeling insecure. With a fake smile, she tried to get close to her for a kiss-to-kiss cheek but her effort was halted by Samantha’s quick hand gesture.

“Don’t even think about it”.

“S-sorry…”.

Katya, frozen from the embarrassment, found a cushion across from her then-husband who turned to her wife.

“So… Mrs. Atkins, we want to make this as quick as possible”.

“Samantha is willing to give you half of everything. She just wants to move as quickly as possible. We will liquidate the house, the car, and all of your accessories”.

“Not the bags! P-please…”.

“We already have buyers, it’s the least you can do. You don’t want to fight this in court. Believe me… you will lose”.

Samantha smirked at her and asked her lawyer to proceed.

“With everything that you’ve caused her, you might get deported from defrauding her for a green card or… in jail. By the way!”

“Not only that, but you will also get half of the unsold disinfectants so you probably need to start looking for storage spaces as early as today”.

Knowing that she wouldn’t win the battle against Samantha, she nodded.

“I’m sorry… I really—“.

“Shush. Talk to my lawyer if you need anything. Just sign the goddamn papers. I have somewhere to go to”.

Without the ink drying, Samantha exited the room in her pink Manolo Blahnik pumps, and not for a single moment did she ever think of looking back.
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A year and a half later, Katya gave birth to Pedro’s child. She thought that she could finally have her American dream with him but he finished the wealth that she accumulated from her marriage with Samantha from his nightly check-ins in different casinos.

Not knowing how she could sell the disinfectants, she gave them back to Samantha as a form of apology—and to save her from renting out a storage space that she couldn’t afford with her welfare checks and his minimum wage.

Luckily for Samantha, her best friend and boyfriend Greg had plenty of connections from attending doctors' conventions, and they were able to liquidate the disinfectants in different hospitals across America.

Little did she know, her luck didn’t end with the disinfectants yet. Greg just acquired his mother’s 3-carat Harry Winston engagement ring and he was planning to propose to her after her full recovery from undergoing breast augmentation surgery.

The End <3
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It was an uneventful Spring night in Salt Lake City as 28-year-old Caden drank beer bottles as he watched TV with his father Gordon, in their living room decked in Colonial antiquity. As his mother, Matilda started prepping their dining table with his sister Lucy, the Fox male news anchor started interviewing Lilly Lustwood, a transgender author who was promoting her latest novel called Heartless Housewife.

Gorden grunted and accidentally spilled some beer on his green cardigan before adjusting his auburn La-Z-Boy.

“Ha! What a joke! A woman with a weiner promoting abomination on national TV! This is really the end of times!”

Too scared to retort, Caden gulped half of the contents of his bottle in a wide-eyed state.

“I bet cha that this bitch takes it up her gaping hole”.

This is ridiculous…

Gordon Holmes was a puritan and has the adjectives God-fearing, Heterosexual, and Patriotic written in all of his social media profiles. Albeit having plenty of adjectives to describe himself, he only had one word for individuals who belonged in the LGBTQIA+ community—abomination.

“Aren’t cha wearing clothes two sizes smaller?” he added.

Caden had more to love but he didn’t have any issues wearing tight-fitting clothes. He found that being more round made him feel more feminine, which somehow, alleviated his gender dysphoria.

“You’re not one to talk”, Caden softly retorted. Just like his son, Gordon had a fluffy frame, but his body was a mix of visceral fat and muscle from woodwork.

“Ha! You kids today get riled up in small talk. Just lookin’ out for ya. When I was your age I was all-muscle”, he added before proudly flexing his girthy arms.

Caden shook his head in disappointment before finishing his beer.

Albeit he didn’t have a problem with being chubby, he hated it whenever someone criticized him about his weight. One of the many ways to trigger his bingeing was to be called out for being fat.

“Dinner’s ready!” Lucy announced before tucking her blonde hair behind her ears.

“Daddy… I’m not sure if I want to be a nurse”, Lucy announced—causing their parents to glare at her.

“I… want to try modeling…”.

Gordon and Matilda’s hearty laugh bellowed in their ecru dining room. Not appreciating their reaction, Caden abandoned slicing his meatloaf and pounded his fist on their oak table.

*Bang!*

“What’s so funny?!”

“Have you seen your sister? She’s barely five feet and three times my size. Hahaha!” Matilda answered as she wiped the tears of hilarity from her eyes.

“Ohh… you kids today”.

“I have more than a thousand followers on Instagram and they love my OOTD posts. I can be a plus-size model!”.

“Haha! Are your followers fatties too?” her father queried.

“I can’t believe this! How can you be so cruel to your own children?!” Caden interjected.

“Don’t get me started with cha!”

I hate you!

He wanted to add more but his father was keeping secrets that he thought his mother and sister wouldn’t be able to handle. When he was nineteen, Gordon caught Caden trying on his wife’s scarlet two-piece lingerie. And along with his affinity for feminine clothing, he was caught by his father taking a peek at Pastor Joe who was taking a shower through the ajar door of their guest bathroom.

At a loss for words, he stormed out and decided to work the night shift as an Uber driver. Soon after, Lucy locked herself in her bedroom as the couple continued conversing about how delusional their children were.

Three weeks later, Caden couldn’t erase the elation from his face after being approved for a housing loan. Having a close relationship with his sister, he informed her of the good news in a quaint coffee shop that was a ten-minute walk from their home.

“Promise me that you’ll continue posting on Instagram. I want to see you on magazine covers”, he said as they were seated across a rattan table.

“It’s going to be hard without you…”, Lucy said with welling eyes.

“As soon as the house is finished, I’m going to take you to live with me”, he promised.

Still anxious about the separation, she wiped her eyes with her black cardigan.

“Oh, come here, you…”.

He sauntered towards her and provided a consoling embrace.

“It’s not gonna take long. I’m going to do my best”.

“I love you, sis”.

“I love you too… sis”.

Huh!?

Perturbed by what his 19-year-old sister addressed him, he pulled away with a scarlet visage. Slowly, he went back to his rattan seat—drenched in cold sweat amidst the cool Utah Spring afternoon.

“What did you just say?”

Softly, she drew out a pink lipstick from her green Kate Spade purse and handed it to him.

“This is my going away gift for you. You may not say it but I’ve always known. You like the same girly things I like… we follow the same YouTubers… and you always tuck your… you know”.

“Anyway—I know all about it. I caught you several times trying my clothes on and using this particular lipstick…”.

Oh my God…

“I don’t know what to say, Lucy…”.

“I guess… it has come to this. I don’t know but I can’t really relate to this body”.

“It’s okay. I hope you could start transitioning so we could be real sisters”.

“Please don’t tell anyone”. “Of course! It’s going to be our sisterly secret”.

“Aww, come here”, he said before drawing her for another loving embrace.

“I do worry about you, Lucy. Just don’t let their words affect you.”

“Yeah, to be honest, I’m already numb”.

“Good, I think part of being a Holmes requires being numb. I do love this shade though. Where did you get it?”

“Revlon. Where else?” she said with a wink.
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The loan that Caden got was enough to buy land in Vernal, Utah. It was a three-hour drive from where they lived in Salt Lake City but it was somewhere he could call home. Moreover, it was a place far enough that he knew his parents wouldn’t often travel to, but close enough to visit them for emergency purposes.

While he was waiting to break ground, he settled into a modern studio apartment with a mountainous and verdant view. He scoured the internet for contractors in the area and looked for someone that would be open for him to joining the team to reduce the costs.

Albeit he had a marketing degree, he disdained the thought of working for nine hours while being chained to a desk. He was a fast learner and he was ready for the menial labor that building a house entailed.

“The Macho Builders?” he said after rattling his laptop’s keys.

Perturbed yet turned on by the name, he clicked the listing entitled The Macho Builders albeit it not having a single rating. He couldn’t care less if the listing didn’t possess reviews as the description wrote that the poster named Clark Hubbard, was open to negotiations.

Interesting…

Without thinking things through, he saved the poster’s phone number and drifted off the sleep.

It was past noon when he woke up the next day. Annoyed by his phone alarm failing to wake him up, he reached for his nightstand, only to realize that the studio apartment only had one socket by the bed.

Fuck!

Reluctant to run to the nearby electronics store, he failed to tuck his member like he usually did. Fifteen minutes later, there he was, with disheveled brunette locks and nothing but a black hoodie and skinny jeans that hugged his fluffy 5ft. 5in. frame tightly, parking in Electro Sparks, a local electronics store in Vernal.

Summer was abounding—evident by how he drenched his top by walking from the parking lot to the store for less than a minute.

Electro Sparks was usually packed but his oversleeping proved to be a lucky accident. At that dead time, it was only him, the male cashier in an all-blue ensemble, and an abundance of cables, wires, and other electronics.

“Excuse me, where can I get the extension cords?”

“Top shelf of row B”.

“Thanks”.

When the cashier said top shelf, Caden didn’t expect a daunting height.

Ugh…

He hopped to reach any brand he could get but the top shelf was too high. Not wanting to feel further embarrassed by the conundrum, he carefully tiptoed—causing his ass to protrude like he was about to audition as a rap video twerker.

“I got it”, a 6ft. 3in. masculine man with dirty blonde hair in his late forties said in a deep voice.

Oh my God…

As the view of the man’s girthy arms dying to escape his tight light gray t-shirt delighted Caden’s eyes, all he could do was gulp.

“Which of these do you like?” he asked, referring to two different brands with the view of his package that proudly bulged from his tight blue jeans.

“The one in the middle”.

Confused about the lack of having an item at the center of the choices, the man raised an eyebrow.

Oh, God!

“Sorry, I—I mean this one”, Caden said before grabbing the extension cord that was double the price of the other.

“Th-thanks!” he added before rushing to the cashier with a scarlet face.

He’s so damn hot…

As he waited for the cashier to tally up his purchase, he couldn’t help but steal glances at the man. He was even meatier from a distance and the man’s bulge was even more prominent by how greatly its curve pivoted from the rest of his body.

“That’s eighteen bucks and ninety cents”.

What the hell!?

“Will you use cash or a card?”

“Why’s it so pricey?”

“It’s French. Look how elegant the color is”.

Confused by what the cashier was referring to, he abandoned his lasciviousness and softly retorted.

“It’s black”.

“No… it’s noir”.

“Haha! What a rip-off. Anyway, here you go”, he said as he handed him his VISA card.

Moments later, there he was, in the humble Paradiso Vernal mall decked in Spring flowers. After forcing amnesia on himself to forget the hot daddy that handed him his overpriced extension cord to focus on his main itinerary for the day, he was greeted by a paradox of choices when he perused the female underwear section at the Fruit of the Loom.

Knowing that he was about the same size as his sister, he took his phone out of his hoodie’s pocket.

Geez!

“Really!?”

It seemed like he did not only forget about the man, but he also forgot that he left his house with a phone that had drained battery.

Briefly, he pondered if it was the right time to start dressing up. From what the universe dealt him with, it seemed the odds weren’t in his favor up until a fluffy woman who was built exactly like he was started rummaging through the discounted underwear bin.

“Do you have this in a 2XL?” the lady asked.

“Sorry, I don’t work here”.

“Oh, okay, sorry about that dear”.

With a shy smile, he nodded.

2XL…

As soon as the lady got out of the store, he picked up a nylon panty pack of the size that the lady mentioned. Too nervous to be mistaken as a pervert, he took off a BBW mannequin’s pink bra and rushed to the cashier.

“Good afternoon. This looks like a display item. I’ll just ask someone to get a new stock for you”, the cashier lady said.

“By the way, we have a promo for that panty pack. If you buy two packs we will add a matching bra for free”.

Sounds great!

“Ok, cool”, he said with a visage painted with oblivion.

“Great, what’s the bra size?”

Shit!

“Uhm… not really sure, maybe the same size of the pink one?”

“Okay great, a 38C”, she said with a smile.

Feeling like a huge load lifted off his back, he sighed in relief.

“Sorry, I don’t really buy these things…”.

“Aww, I’m sure your wife will love them”.

Unsure of what to say, he replied with a faint smile. Moments later, as soon as his right foot landed outside of the store, he couldn’t help but relish the liberation brought upon by holding a bag of female undergarments.

This is it! The beginning of Cassidy’s life!
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After a week, Caden started her transition into a woman by adopting the name Cassidy, a name that her sister suggested. Along with her female name was wearing women’s underwear and short shorts.

Albeit wanting to alleviate her gender dysphoria by taking estrogen and anti-androgen medications, it was out of her budget. She felt like having exposed legs is the best first step—it made her accountable to always ensure that she always shaved.

With the cool razor gliding on her legs, she couldn’t help but wonder how The Macho Builders would react when they finally got to meet her.

“Fuck!” she let out after an accidental cut on her right leg brought upon by the distracting paranoia. She progressed by tucking her smooth and flaccid three-inch ladycock under her pink cotton panties and pressed her hand to ensure that there was no bulge.

Elated that the bras the attendant suggested fit her chest like a glove, she hooked the back straps with utmost confidence. Soon after, she squeezed her chubby thighs into a pair of jean shorts and trotted to a full-length mirror that was attached to the foyer wall of her apartment.

“Not bad”, she said as she admired her curvaceous body with nothing but short shorts and a pink bra that squeezed her decolletage to the tee—giving her ample cleavage.

“Grow fast, please…”, she added while she caressed her short brunette locks.

Unready to go out in public with a bra on, she covered herself with a tight white t-shirt and a loose black hoodie. As she tied the laces of her black Skechers shoes, she started pondering if she should drive her white Honda sedan. Wanting to lose weight, she decided to take the twenty-minute walk as a challenge.

Moments later, there she was, walking the streets in her short shorts past seven in the morning. She thought that it would be a peaceful walk but Vernal provided a stark difference during rush hour.

The weather was peaceful but the sounds that lingered were chaotic. People bustling and hustling, SUVs beeping while stuck in traffic, people jogging, and masculine construction workers chattering while smoking cigarettes and drinking coffee on the granite sidewalks.

“Phwwwwwhhht Phwoooooh!” a hunky Latino construction worker whistled after witnessing how plump her butt was.

“Nice ass!” a black construction worker seconded.

Oh my God…

Unsure of what to do after being catcalled, she hastened her pace.

“Come back here shawty!” the Latino man added—causing her to sprint like she was part of a marathon.

As the mountain view became clearer, the sound of the men’s laughter started getting less audible.

Geez…

Moments later, there it was, a verdant lot on the foot of the mountain and a white plastic table shared by four masculine men. The closer she got, the visage of the tallest man started painting clarity.

“Oh, it’s you!” she said—referring to the 6ft. 3in. masculine man with dirty blonde hair. With a welcoming smile, he sauntered closer to her before removing his working gloves and shaking her hand.

Oh my God…

“I’m Clark Hubbard, the contractor, and foreman of The Macho Builders”.

In awe of how dashing Clark looked albeit in a white t-shirt with a coffee spill and tattered jeans, all she could do was stare blankly into his sapphire eyes.

She couldn’t get her sight away from his hairy arms that she had to shake her head to regain consciousness.

“S-sorry about that. Yes, I’m C-Caden, but you can call me Cassidy. I remember you from Electro Sparks…”.

Unsure of what the information she shared was, he returned a faint smile.

“You… helped me reach the extension cords”.

“Oh yeah! You were… yeah! What a small world!”

“Gentlemen, this is our new client, Cassidy”.

“Nice to meet you, I’m James Girth. I usually do the masonry and drilling… but I can do anything”, the 32-year-old 6ft. black man that was built like a bear informed with a wink.

Drilling…

Dressed with nothing but a white wifebeater shirt, jean shorts, and black rubber boots, he extended his girthy arm and shook her hand which shortly sent a shiver of lasciviousness down her spine.

“Hey there, I’m Mario Martinez, but you can just call me Mario. I’m the best carpenter in Utah”, the 28-year-old 5ft. 11in. masculine man informed before tipping his brown cowboy hat as the sun ray beamed onto the abundance of chest hair that was begging to escape his unbuttoned blue lumberjack shirt.

So hot…

Finally, the 30-year-old lanky Vietnamese man with nothing but a gray hoodie and gray sweatpants on that proudly showcased the mark of his flaccid and long manhood, inched closer to her and extended his smooth yet large hand.

“I’m Willy Wang, painting and welding are my expertise”.

Expertise…

Overwhelmed by a smorgasbord of hot men, she finally started realizing that the company name was as accurate as its members.

“So, this is the Port-a-Potty that we rented. My estimate for the barracks’ completion is by the end of the day. You mentioned that you wanted to help so while they’re building it, you can help remove the weeds with me”, Clark said.

“We’re just gonna finish our coffee, want some?”

She nodded and then sat on one of the empty plastic stools. As she poured the contents of her instant coffee into a red solo cup, she couldn’t help but steal glances at their masculine bodies.

Suddenly, Clark moved his chair closer to hers—causing her heart to beat a mile a minute.

“I don’t mean to sound ignorant but why do you go by a girl’s name? Are you one of those, whaddya call em? Transformers?”.

“Haha!” she replied—almost causing the hot water from the silver thermos to scald her with a second-degree burn.

“Transgender… yeah, I mean, I’m planning to but I can’t afford it yet”.

“To each his own. Don’t feel uncomfortable around us. We don’t judge”, he added before taking a sip of his black coffee.

“Thanks”.

As she stirred her coffee with a plastic spoon, he couldn’t help but stare at her chubby thighs. If there was one weakness that Clark possessed, it was for fluffy women.

“You got really feminine legs”, he added before casually adjusting his crotch.

Oh gosh…

If only her ladybits could speak, they would beg to be emancipated from the tuck and restrictive pink panties.

“Thanks, Clark”.
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It was almost time for lunch when the three men left Clark and Cassidy to eat in a diner that was a ten-minute walk away from the construction site.

With Utah’s sweltering sun starting to affect his performance and not wanting to further mess his white t-shirt up while mixing concrete, he removed his shirt, revealing his oppressive hairy pecs and Adonis-like physique.

“Aren’t you hungry?” he asked nonchalantly.

“Yeah…”, she gingerly replied as she looked up at him while pulling the remaining errant weeds on the ground.

“Come”, he said as his sweat dripped down from his chest to a trail of hair to his belly button.

Too consumed by the peeking pubic hair and the gigantic bulge from his jeans, she swallowed her saliva and picked herself up.

“Where’s the diner?”

“Nah, I have a hotdog, you want some?”

You have no idea…

Moments later, there they were, back at the plastic table munching on two SubDogs.

“I hope I don’t make you guys uncomfortable with the way I’m dressed”.

“It’s probably a new sight in Vernal, but it ain’t that bad”, he said with a wink.

“You’re really nice, Clark. It’s just, I really wanna start dressing up the way I feel…”.

As soon as he swallowed his huge bite, he intently gazed at her.

“You should live the way you want. Kudos to you. I can’t even… oh, you have something on your…”.

OMG!

Gently, he wiped the mustard stain on the side of her mouth with his finger.

“Looks like you’re enjoying the hotdog”.

“Haha! Sorry about that. I didn’t imagine how exhausting picking weeds could be”.

“Ahhh! That’s nothing. Wait till’ we mix concrete later”.

“Oh, God! Don’t remind me”.

“Haha! You got this”.

Moments later, he walked towards the Port-a-Potty. Watching him walk away with a masculine back drenched in sweat caused her ladycock to beat once more.

Without thinking things through, he whipped his fat cock out without closing the door—giving her a view of his scintillating excretion from a distance. As he started shaking his member to get rid of the excess urine, she started creaming her panties.

She normally knew how to control her urges but at that very moment, she couldn’t stop her heart race. As she tilted her head down to look at her phone while stealing glances at his member…

What the fuck!?

He started stroking his member with his eyes closed. Soon after, his aggressive rhythm caused his pants to fall on the floor. As she embraced her inner voyeur, he knew that he was being watched and relished every bit of it.

Wanting to walk towards him and give in to the hypnotic seduction, she mustered every discipline she had in her body… to no avail.

Slowly, she stood up and walked towards him.

“Cassidy!” James greeted followed by Mario and Willy.

Shit!

Hearing James’ exclamation caused Clark to close the portable bathroom door.

“Wanna check out the barracks?” he continued.

That was close!

Moments later, there they were, Cassidy and James, marveling at the roofless room and how quickly the three men were able to assemble it.

“Dammit, I accidentally sat on wet paint earlier”, he added as he briefly showed his plump behind from his jean shorts that was messed up with a blur of yellow paint. Without thinking things through, he reached for his black backpack that was sitting on the floor by the door and took out a new pair of shorts.

True to his surname, the first thing that came to her mind after he dropped his shorts and revealed his hairy and circumcised flaccid big black cock was its girth.

Oh my God…

Not having recovered from the vision of Clark jerking his dick, she soiled her panties once more.

“How do you like it?”

At a loss for words, all she could do was nod with a scarlet face.

“I knew you’d like it”, he said with a wink.

He brushed his buzzcut with his hand—giving her a view of his girthy arms and hairy pits then adjusted his dick inside his skimpy shorts.

“We’ll install the lights later”.

“Th-thanks. C-can’t wait!”
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Two weeks later, Cassidy learned more than she expected. From laying concrete slabs, building walls, and attaching roofs, she was up for every challenge and has lost three pounds. She has never felt better… and hornier.

With the handsome sweaty men that often worked topless and her developing feelings for Clark, she needed resolve. But knowing that her goal of building her dream home was only a month and a half away, she distracted herself by focusing on the daily tasks at hand.

The house that she had planned was estimated to be done in two months. It included two modest bedrooms, one bathroom, a small kitchen, a tiny living area, and her little piece of heaven on earth, a walk-in closet adjacent to her bathroom where she would house all of her new feminine clothing.

With the construction site being livable as her living room and bathroom already had doors and a roof installed, she decided to buy an airbed to save money from rent… along with a new pair of pink stockings and lace lingerie.

It was an uneventful Summer night when she realized that the stockings she bought weren’t only ornamental, as they proved to be utilitarian as well by shielding her hairless chubby legs from mosquitoes.

This feels so nice…

Hiding in her camouflage fleece blanket with nothing but her stockings, pink lace panties, and pink lace bra on, she started rubbing her tucked penis as if she was rubbing an ex-lover’s clitoris. Albeit the fabric of her panties was abrasive, she liked the ticklish sensation that it delivered.

Only inexperienced when it came to men, her mind brimmed with virginal yearning. Not knowing how a penis tasted only made her imagination run wilder. As she cupped her breasts, her girltoy started solidifying from how intense she was rubbing the base of her shaft…

*Knock knock*

What the!?

With an annoyed and disturbed disposition, she covered herself with the blanket and opened the oak door. There he was… Clark, with nothing but a white wifebeater shirt, tight blue jeans, and caramel boots—looking distraught and disheveled.

“Clark?”

He couldn’t say anything but his eyes were welling.

“I just… had a fight with my wife and I was wondering if I could stay for the night.“

“Sure! Come inside!”

“Sorry about this, it’s really unprofessional. I was supposed to sleep in my truck but the mosquitoes kept feasting on me”.

As they sat side by side on the maroon airbed, she couldn’t control her bewilderment anymore.

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“There’s really not much to talk about. She just likes to nag and compare me to her ex. It’s obvious that she regrets choosing me over the guy who just got his inheritance”.

Not knowing what to say but compelled to comfort him, she spouted what she thought best to express her consolation.

“A lot of people don’t know how to value their treasures…”.

Clark giggled at the sappy declaration.

“I’m hardly what you’d call treasure”.

“Come on, Clark, you’re a panty creamer”.

“Haha! What the—you’re insane. By the way, I hope you don’t mind but I don’t sleep with my pants on”.

She shook her head and rested her back on the bed as she tried to control herself from watching him stand up and take his pants off. Try as she might, as soon as his belt buckle chimed from the unfastening, she stole a glance. Soon after, there he was, with nothing but a white wifebeater shirt and skimpy white briefs.

Casually, he rested his head at the back of his hands—giving her a view of his muscles, hairy pits, and flaccid yet oppressive package in tight underwear under a dim yellow ember from the temporary ceiling light bulb.

As he closed his eyes and lay motionless, she couldn’t stop her penis from fighting her tuck. Her ladydick oozed with precum and she wanted to grab the opportunity in front of her. But then again, she didn’t want to compromise her working relationship with The Macho Builders.

To pacify her lasciviousness…

“Sorry, I only have one blanket but it’s big enough for the both of us”.

With a smile, he grabbed her blanket with gung-ho when suddenly.

“Oh!”

She completely forgot that underneath the covers, she was wearing lingerie that left too little for the imagination.

“Looks like you sleep in your undies too”, he quipped.

Too embarrassed, she didn’t acknowledge his remark and continued watching him doze off.

“The cicada sounds are so peaceful”, he added.

“Yeah… they’re really calming”.

Glacially, he opened his eyes.

Fuck!

“You have a nice pair. Do you take pills to get big boobs?”

“Oh, not yet. I’m planning to. I guess they’re natural. I’m a chubby person after all”.

“Nothing wrong with that. I love curvy women. My wife lost too much weight from following some diet book. I miss her curves”.

“Thanks, Clark. Good night”.

Hypnotized by how handsome Clark was with his strong nose, perfect pink lips, and chiseled face that was covered by just enough scruff, she was still wide awake half an hour later.

Suddenly, with his eyes remaining closed, he moved the blanket away from his body and started rubbing his cock.

Fuck!

It was ten in the evening and it was normal for her to already be in REM sleep, but watching his boner grow proved to be more exciting than her dreams.

Suddenly, he pulled the garter of his briefs down and unleashed his nine-inch fat penis dressed in a lush carpet of blonde pubic hair. It was pink, juicy, cut, and veiny, and was in need of tender loving care.

Huh!?

He grabbed her hand and motioned for her to continue stroking his penis for him.

“I know you want it”, he murmured.

Clark was right, not only did Cassidy want it, she had been dying to do it ever since he handed her extension cords.

“Clark…”.

“Don’t be shy… it’s my first time too”, he said as he reached under the blanket and started cupping her tits. Gingerly, she removed the blanket as he opened his eyes. As she stroked his yearning, he reached for a kiss and her hips.

“You’re so soft, Cassidy”.

“You’re so hard, Clark”.

As his kisses went deeper, he grabbed her right ass cheek and started squeezing it like he was playing with a stress ball. Too excited to know what dick tasted like, she abandoned their lip-locking and leaned into his Loch Ness monster.

“It’s so big…”.

*Slap!*

Oh!

“Sorry, I couldn’t help it, your ass looks so juicy”, he said after spanking her behind.

Without thinking things through, she started licking his veiny shaft as she inhaled his hypnotic pheromones.

Mmm, salty and sweet…

“Mmm, you like that, huh?”

She nodded like a troll and impaled her mouth with his daddydick.

“Gwak!” she let out, not knowing that his member wasn’t to be dealt with lightly.

“Slow down”, he said as he continued squeezing her ass.

Not wanting to kill the momentum, she tried again—further driving him wild.

“Ahhh! Cass…”.

Enjoying the novel delight, she continued bobbing up and down and ignoring the throat blunder. She didn’t want to make a mess but his white meat was too delectable to be eaten with finesse.

“Mmm, mmm!” she groaned with a tearful and scarlet face.

“Ahh, yeah! Your mouth’s so warm!”

Like a jackrabbit, he started thrusting—accidentally invading her throat.

“Gwak!”

“Sorry!”

So hot…

With a siren gaze, she smiled at him. Feeling him shake his body after going throat-deep in euphoria ignited her need to please him more. Without thinking things through, she took him inch by inch—letting his mushroom head bask in the warm feeling of her warm and tight throat.

“You drive me crazy!” he let out as he squeezed her fat ass, turning her cheeks scarlet—almost matching the color of her pink lace panties.

As he fucked her throat, he couldn’t stop marveling at the view of her chubby legs and fat ass dressed in pink lingerie. Wanting to last longer, he simply couldn’t as her suckling kept intensifying.

“Gwak! Gwak! Mmm, mmm!”, she groaned.

“Fffuck! Ahh! Yeah!”

“Keep doing that, keep doing that!”

“Mmm! Mmm!”

Curling his toes as he went in and out of her orifice, he accidentally clawed her ass.

“Ahh! I’m so close!”

“Mmm! Mmm!”

“Gwak!”

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

“Are you ready for my load!?”

She nodded with glee as she continued blowing him like her mouth was a Dyson vacuum cleaner.

“Here I—“.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!” he screamed—silencing the cicadas.

As his warm and thick daddygravy streamed down her throat, her ladyballs accidentally opened their floodgates, soiling her chubby thighs with sweet semen.

Bittersweet…

“Gwah!” he let out in a convulsive state as he squeezed his drippings inside her.

After the very last drop, he unhinged his tight grab from her ass and drew her to him—offering her a romantic reward through a deep kiss.

“Thanks, Cass…”.

“No, thank you, Clark…”, she said back before kissing him once more.

Shortly after, she rested on his burly and scarlet chest as she relished the aftertaste of his thick cream.

“Did I do good?”

“Yes, there’s little teeth friction but you milked my balls real good”.

“Sorry about that”.

“Don’t worry, you can always practice on my dick anytime you like”.

With how warm and sweaty their bodies were, they didn’t need a blanket anymore. As he dozed off, she basked in the fuzzy feeling that her first bout with a penis offered as her cum dried up on her thighs.
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It has been a month and Cassidy and Clark have been keeping their relationship under wraps. The decision to keep things on the down low wasn’t so much about him, being ashamed of associating with a transgender woman, but it was more of him, being married.

Knowing that she was on the wrong side of the fence, she was more than happy with what he offered. With his workmates being in touch with his wife, they had to express their feelings for each other with the utmost stealth.

He would always stay two hours after work in the pretense of overtime when in reality, he was enjoying her company and mastery of penilingus.

With all the rooms, windows, roofing, and flooring done in the main house, all that was left to do were paint, attach the doors, build the porch, create the landscape, and fix the electrical wires and plumbing.

However, they’ve experienced a minor setback due to almost everyone catching COVID-19, except for James, who used his lunch break to rest on the floor in the living area.

Cassidy was able to grow her hair down to shoulder length. She wanted to fully dress up as a woman but the thought of wearing a skirt in public still seemed daunting. However, she was more than comfortable wearing a tight-fitting shirt with a bra and she usually partnered her top with skimpy jean shorts.

Apart from James’ talents in masonry, he also knew what thirsty housewives and gay men lusted on. With his savvy marketing skills and hot bear physique, he was able to grow his TikTok following to more than ten thousand from dancing seductively to pop hits.

With nothing but a sleeveless denim jumpsuit and a yellow builder hat, he started grinding his body and flexing his muscles to the tune of SZA’ and Doja Cat’s song Big Boy.

In awe of his skills, she watched from her ajar bedroom door.

“Hey, Cass!”

Fuck!

“Can you hold my phone for me? I just want to update my followers”.

“Sure!” she obliged before trotting towards him.

“It’s cuffing season and all the girls be needin’, I need a big boy, I want a big boy, I need a big boy”, the song played as he flexed his arms and deliberately thrusted his hips to let his audience see the flapping of his big black cock inside his jumpsuit.

Fighting her best to contain her erection, she stood catatonic as she watched his beefy body be drenched in sweat from his scintillating activity.

“I think this would be hotter”, he said before unfastening the left strap of his jumpsuit, revealing his left oppressive pec.

“Y-yes. That’s right”, she said in a horny tremor as she salivated on his dark nipples and sweaty caramel body.

Shortly after, he danced once more and ensured that he got it perfectly that time.

“Thanks, Cass, lemme take a look”.

She handed him his phone and as they reviewed his video side by side, he suddenly groped her fat ass without a warning.

“James…”.

“What’s wrong, you looked like you were enjoying looking at my cock”, he said before taking her hand and rubbing it on his yearning.

“I’ve been watching you in those shorts and I’ve been wanting to put my cock in that ass”.

Oh my…

“Your dick is so fat…”.

“I know, my name’s Girth for a reason”.

“I’m not sure if I can do that… I promised my virginity to someone else…”.

Soon after, the room was filled with the sound of his heavy jumpsuit meeting the wooden floor. There it was, James’ big and hairy black cock—ten inches of fat and circumcised delight.

“It’s okay, we’ll use your mouth for now…”, he said as he rubbed his solid cock on her tucked crotch.

“And mine…”, he followed.

What!?

“What do you mean?”

“When I told you I can do anything, I meant it”.

With full force, he removed her shirt and short shorts as his dick jiggled in excitement. There she was, with nothing but a black lace bra and soiled black nylon panties on.

He unhooked her bra and started devouring her tits like a hyena that hadn’t had its meal on the Safari for three days.

“Ahhh!” she let out softly from his intense eating and cupping.

It was her very first time having her chubby breasts eaten and she especially loved the feeling of his teeth grazing her nipples. After achieving his mammary fix, he knelt on the ground with a hard cock and rolled her panties down.

“Oh my God!” she let out after he pressed his face against her wet three-incher.

“It’s so cute, a perfect dick for a bottom bitch”, he let out before swiping his tongue on her smooth and tight pink balls.

“Too bad, you won’t let me fuck you”.

Without thinking things through, he opened his mouth as he stroked his cock and consumed her candy stick like he was Hansel in a kinky fairy tale retelling.

In disbelief but in utmost lasciviousness, she rolled her head in euphoria from the way he serviced her. Not for a waking moment did she ever imagine that the hot black man would attend to her girlybits.

“Ah! James…”.

“Mmm! Mmm!”

As she moaned and groaned from his wet and warm mouth, all of her guilt feelings about exchanging oral pleasure behind Clark’s back blew out of the sealed-shut window.

Not new to receiving a blowjob, she thrusted harder—letting him know how much she appreciated his fervor.

“I want to try your big black cock…”.

“Dig in…”, he said after panting profusely from his intense service.

Face to face with his cock, she felt like her view was blocked by an ebony tower. She wasn’t sure what part she’d taste first but after seeing how moist his pink mushroom head with precum was, she circled her tongue on his mushroom head.

“Fuck!” he let out from the ticklish and orgasmic feeling brought upon by her curious flicks.

Having had enough training with Clark, she opened her mouth wider and gave him a smooth ride down her esophagus.

“Gwak!” she let out as he shook in a convulsive state.

A big black cock indeed…

“You’re so good, Cass!”

“Gwak! Mmm, mmm!”

Unlike Clark, James was more aggressive. He thrusted in the air like her throat was a fleshlight and had zilch qualms if she was able to handle his oppressive meat. Luckily for him, Cassidy was up for the challenge and enjoyed every moment of sucking his member—evident by how she flooded his lush raven pubic hair with the saliva from her sloppy eating.

“Lemme eat that ass!”

Heeding his request, she stopped her feasting and stood on top of him. As his view of her round belly, chubby tits, and three-incher made him feel like he was gazing at the stars, she obliterated it shortly by suffocating his face with her hairless pink hole.

“Gwak!” she let out after reuniting with his penis as he profusely licked her tight asshole.

“Mmm! Mmm!” he let out as he breathed aggressively through his nose while relishing the taste of her virgin orifice.

“Oh my God!” she yelled in orgasm. It was her very first encounter with rimming and didn’t imagine how mindblowing the sensation would be.

*Nom! Nom! Nom!*

As she sucked his cock deeply, he darted his tongue in her hole—imagining that it was his dick poking her insides.

“You’re gonna make me cum so fast!” he said after a deep breath and buried his face in her ass cheeks once more.

“Mmm! Mmm!”

“Gwak! Gwak!”

The unfinished home was filled with the sound of their moans, groans, and wetness brought upon by their orgasmic mukbang.

As her hard nipples and sweaty chest rubbed against his hairy belly, she couldn’t hold back anymore. Without any hesitations, she released her ladygravy as he intensified his analingus—letting her know that he was the best at what he did.

Ahhh!

“Mmm! Mmm!” he groaned in excitement as soon as he felt her warm cum dripping on his chest.

Too horny to last longer, his balls tightened as he paced himself for his release.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

“Mmm! Gwak!”

“Cass!” he followed as he thrusted hard in her throat.

Curling his toes with the veins in his temples looking like they were about to pop…

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”

He released his unborn heirs and made sure that she got every last drop of sperm by thrusting deep into her throat. As soon as she swallowed every bit of him, she unhinged and lied on the floor beside him.

Softly, he scooped her cum on his chest and tasted it.

“Mmm, Cass, you’re so sweet”.

Too shy to let a word out, she giggled and rested on his sweaty chest as she curled up from the warmth of his body.

“You’re so hot, James”.

“Man, that was wild”, he said before rubbing her arms with his strong hand.
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Two weeks later, the home that Cassidy has dreamt about for many years has finally been built. White paint exteriors, French windows, gray roof, and a tall oak door with a porch that was enough to accommodate a small round table and two outdoor wooden chairs—finished with a stone pathway in a humble lawn.

It was a sweltering summer afternoon and The Macho Builders in their denim jumpsuits just finished planting a Zelkova tree that they uprooted from a plant nursery in the city. All sweaty and thirsty, they decided to celebrate with Cassidy by drinking Budweiser by Clark’s orange pickup truck.

“Congratulations, Cassidy!” Willy said.

“To Cass’ new home!” Mario interjected with a toast.

“Thanks, gentlemen! I couldn’t have done it without your help”.

Three bottles later, she couldn’t handle the heat brought upon by the 3:00 PM sun anymore. She tied her red lumberjack shirt on her waist, giving the men a view of her smooth exposed round belly and plump behind that proudly popped from her blue denim shorts.

Mario, who had stern heterosexual beliefs, gulped at the sight of her minor skin exposure. Albeit not into men and transgender women, he couldn’t help but adjust his growing boner from his newfound appreciation of her fluffy femininity.

“This is probably the quickest home that we built”, Clark said before finishing his fifth beer bottle.

Willy, who was more into gaming than socializing, slewed from his tipsy state towards her.

“Sorry, Cass!” he said after accidentally bumping into her side.

Suddenly, he held onto her waist as they continued talking about the fun blunders that they encountered during installing her pipes.

Oh my God…

Without thinking things through, he started groping her ass. Too shocked yet enjoying the lascivious hold, she let him continue as they pretended like nothing was happening in her nether regions.

Mario caught wind of what Willy was doing and having witnessed how she didn’t oppose his advancement, he inched closer to her other side and started rubbing his boner on her thighs.

Fuck…

There they were, Willy and Mario, fondling Cassidy on the ground as Clark and James enjoyed their beer bottles at the back of the truck.

“I—I, c-can’t believe how you guys… Gosh, you were all so… good”, she let out in a horny tremor.

“The plumbing was really a challenge. How about we test it once more. Let’s bless the house by showering together. I’m getting all sweaty here mami”, Mario suggested.

“Yeah, we should do that man!” James seconded.

“Is it okay, Cass?” Clark queried with a scarlet face.

“S-sure! That sounds fun”.

Moments later, there they were, Clark, James, Mario, and Willy, with nothing on but their wet and tight white briefs, proudly showing the mark of their huge flaccid cocks and taking turns on the square stainless shower head as they lathered their hard bodies in her all-white bathroom.

“You should be joining us! This is your home!” Clark said as Cassidy watched from the hallway—soiling her panties profusely with her ladycream.

“I—It’s okay”.

She badly wanted to join but she was uncomfortable with her body. When it came to James, she knew she had nothing to worry about but the thought of rejection from the three men after seeing her girltoy horrified her.

“It’s not okay!” Clark said after rushing to her and carrying her to the bathroom.

Fuck!

“Oh my God!” she screamed in surprise.

As the men cheered at her arrival, they started undressing her.

“You guys are insane!” she said as adrenaline coursed through her body.

Fuck…

She tried to escape the men’s lascivious hold but as soon as Mario started painting her neck with kisses and cupping her breasts from behind, James started attending to her shecock with his tongue on the floor. Meanwhile, Willy started teasing her by rubbing his bulge from a distance and Clark started kissing her deeply in the mouth. Suffice to say, all she could do was succumb.

As the bathroom was filled with the sound of the water pouring from the shower and their moans—heated up with the steam and their warm breaths, she couldn’t help but wonder if they did the same with all their clients.

“Do you guys usually do this with your clients?” she asked softly.

“Nope, only for you”, Clark reassured.

“Ahhh!” she let out as soon as Mario started biting her ears and James started sucking her shecock.

Willy, too hot and bothered, removed his briefs and revealed his eight-inch and uncut hairy Vietnamese cock.

“It’s time for Willy’s Wang”, he jested before displacing Mario to the side and grazing her hole with his pink mushroom head. Mario started rubbing his wet briefs and flexing his arms in front of her—hypnotizing her with his Adonis-like presence.

“Sorry dude but she promised her first time with me”, Clark interjected before kissing her deeply once more.

“This won’t work, we need more space”, James said in horny frustration before turning the shower off.

Soon after, Clark, Mario, and James, dropped their briefs and wrung them at the same time before carrying her to her all-pink bedroom.

Willy, with a hard cock trailed them shortly. Moments later, there they were, stroking their big and hairy penises around her as she knelt before taking turns in her mouth.

“How did I get to be so lucky?” she said after a brief dick-sucking pause as she worshipped their muscles by caressing their bellies intermittently.

Mario, needing resolve, hogged her mouth before motioning her to suck his hairy and fat brown eight-incher as he rested his back on the beige carpet.

“Gwak!” she let out as she sucked his dick in a dog-style position while James sucked her cock from below.

“Ah!” Mario moaned from the wet and warm hospitality of her esophagus.

“Mmm!” she groaned as soon as Clark knelt behind her, spread her ass cheeks, and swiped his tongue in her walls of orgasmic pleasure—followed by James who jerked his big black cock as he continued sucking her with fervor.

Willy, feeling left out as he watched and jerked his cock on the edge of the bed and unhappy with Mario’s hogging, knelt beside him and forced his cock into her mouth, causing her to succumb to a double blowjob.

“Mmm!” she groaned in utmost lasciviousness.

“Ahhh!” Willy moaned after finding a parking lot for his yearning.

“Mmm!” she followed as soon as Clark impaled her by putting only the head in without a warning.

Fuck!

“Ahhh!” Clark let out as soon as his cock felt her tight orgasmic embrace.

She wanted to express her pain verbally but she was dealing with a mouthful of cocks. Willy, who had a foot fetish, drew his dick out of her orifice after witnessing how pink her soles were. He rushed to her feet and started licking her toes as he played with his cock.

Mario pulled her damp hair and pushed her head deeper—circling his dick in her throat as Clark started inserting more inches in her ass. All she could do was breathe deep through her nose and inhale the testosterone from his thick pubic hair and bask in the sensations that The Macho Builders were delivering.

Meanwhile, Clark was quivering in orgasm. It was the very first time his nine-incher has ever entered something as tight as Cassidy’s ass. Shortly, after, he pushed more, making her feel how it was like to partake in the reverse taking of the Excalibur.

“Gahhh!” Clark let out as his penis profusely pulsated in her—enjoying the perks of what he used to think of as forbidden… anal sex.

Meanwhile, Willy didn’t subscribe to any biblical scriptures and happily sucked all of her toes while he continued jerking his dick. With the Catholic guilt eating Mario, he started pouncing like a jackrabbit to quickly get off.

“Fuck! Cass! Suck that cock!” Mario let out.

“Mami! Mami!”

“Mmm!” she groaned.

“Hijo de pu—“, but before he could finish his Mexican curse, he shot his pent-up lust in her throat.

“Ahhh!” he followed—shaking his body from how sluttily obedient Cassidy was. As his cum trailed her oral passage, he brushed her hair away from her sweaty face and patted her head.

Mario rushed to the bed and soaked her new white bedsheets with his sweat and soap as she started embracing the novel orgasmic feeling of having a nine-inch cock in her ass.

James, full from sucking her dick, took over Mario. He rested his hands behind his head and parked his dick in her mouth.

“Cass, I can’t take it anymore, I’m gonna have to start fucking you!” Clark warned.

Like a troll, she nodded. She wanted to cheer him with a verbal expression but she could barely contain James’ ten-inch girthy BBC in her mouth.

As soon as he started pumping, jolts of orgasmic tickles coursed through his daddydick. Willy, too curious from watching too much ladyboy porn, started attending to her shecock by licking her damp pink balls.

“Mmm!” she groaned in delight as she accidentally clenched her anal muscles. Every time his mushroom head poked her prostate, she felt like she was being touched by something heavenly—the feeling proved to be too intense and caused her to release bubbles of precum each time Clark forced his cock deep inside her yearning hole.

“Mmm!” she groaned once more as soon as Willy took her candy stick in his mouth.

“Wow, Cass, you taste so sweet”, Willy said before feasting on her shecock once more and playing with his wang.

Meanwhile, Clark and James were having a mental bond of how amazing it was to have their cocks in her orifices. Mario, watching Cass being taken, started growing a boner again.

Clark sank his fingertips deep into her hips as he intensified his pouncing.

“Ah!”

“Fuck!”

“So fucking tight”! he let out.

“Mmm”

“Mmm, mmm!” she groaned in euphoria as she basked in Clark’s tight hold and quick pounding while enjoying the taste of James’ precum and the hospitality of Willy’s mouth.

“I’m cumming, babe!” Clark warned.

She nodded like a troll and anticipated his release.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!” Clark screamed as he had never before as his sweat trailed down from his neck to his hairy pecs.

As her prostate drowned in Clark’s semen, Clark spanked her ass—turning it scarlet before unhinging and resting on her bed. As Mario and Clark did a high-five from his successful breeding, James rushed to her ass, spat on his cock, and took over her freshly stretched hole.

“It’s time for a swirl!” James said referring to mixing his black man’s sperm with a white man’s creampie.

“Yeah, baby! Give it to daddy!” James said as he fucked her ass at a romantic pace.

“Taste my sauce”, Willy followed before impaling her mouth with his hairy eight-inch cock.

Mario, too horny just to sit around and watch, challenged his stern heterosexuality by trying to take over Willy’s place. As Willy and James shared her body, Mario was navigating through the first-time experience of being face-to-face with a penis.

Seeing that her tool was small, he closed his eyes and opened his mouth.

“Fuck! It’s either you’re too tight or my dick’s just too fat”, James said as he clung tightly to her hips.

“Mmm! Love this fat ass”, he followed as he spanked her cheeks and went in and out of her.

Clark started playing with his cock once more as Mario started relishing the taste of a girlpenis. Not knowing where to muster the discipline not to cum too quickly, James gave in.

“Ah!”

“I can’t—”

“Ahhh!”

“Mmm”, she groaned.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!” James exclaimed while filling her hole with his abundance of babygravy.

“Whooo!” he let out before wiping the sweat from his neck and forehead with his wrist.

James’ dick was too girthy and she knew that the opening he made would cause the cum batter to leak. As soon as he unhinged from her, she clenched her hole as tight as she could to ensure that no drop of sperm escaped her body.

Willy, curious about how fucking an ass felt like, rushed as soon as he saw the opportunity. As James and Clark murmured about how good her ass felt, Willy filled in the crack.

“Woah, Cassidy! How can you still be so tight after that?” Willy said in a horny tremor.

“I’m not gay but this is so good”, Mario let out as he sucked her three-incher while he played with his cock.

“You guys are amazing! Ahhh!” she finally let out after being silenced by big penises.

Willy reached for her tits as he continued pouncing like he was about to miss a train ride.

*Plok! Plok! Plok!*

“Cassidy!”

“Cassidy Holmes!” Willy let out as he panted in a deliciously delirious state.

Suddenly…

“Ahhh! Willy, I’m gonna cum!”

She thought that she could hold her orgasm but after having three dicks, her release was bound to happen.

“Yes! Feed me mami!” Mario encouraged.

“I’m cumming!” she announced.

“Me too!” Willy said.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!” they let out an orgasmic chorus as they released their white sauces in their appropriate orifices.

Mario, too consumed by the taste of her ladyjizz, stroked his cock at a rapid pace as he allowed her sinfully saccharine sperm to trail his throat.

Meanwhile, as her prostate relished drowning in three pools of sperm, Willy cupped her breasts harder and rested his face on her back.

“Oh my God!” he moaned with a warm breath as he released the very last squirt from his wang.

“Thanks, Cassidy!” he followed before rolling on the floor.

“Saving the best for last eh?” Mario jested before encasing his samurai in her ass.

“Ahhh!” she softly moaned from his fervor.

Clark, well-rested and ready to cum again, rushed to her and gave her a deep kiss.

“Are you having a good time, baby?” he queried as he tucked her sweaty hair behind her ear.

“Yes, baby, yes”, she replied while letting Mario mindlessly fuck her.

Their romantic moment was briefly interrupted by Mario’s gung-ho when he pulled her hair and circled his cock in her cum-soiled and warm ass.

Clark giggled from his teammate’s lascivious exhibition and fed her with his daddydick.

“Bet this is your favorite flavor”, Clark said with a lustful gaze.

She nodded as she shook her head to let him know how much she enjoyed his manhood. Mario pulled her hair tighter as his balls started signaling his Mexican meat that it was time to explode.

“Hijo de—”

“Ahh!”

“Mami! I’m cumming!”

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!” she groaned.

“Ahhh! Fuck! Gwahhh!” Mario let out—almost plucking her shoulder-length hair from her scalp.

As he quivered from his intense ejaculation, Clark pulled away from her mouth.

“Gentlemen, it’s time!” he said as he stood up and started jerking off to her face.

James scurried to him as Willy started catching wind of what he meant.

“Too bad, I just came, but I’ll try”, Mario informed.

Moments later, there they were, the four men utilizing their tools in preparation to provide her with an interracial bukkake.

Oh my God!

Cassidy, too consumed with excitement and lasciviousness, opened her mouth wide in anticipation—locking all of their eyes with a siren gaze.

“Give it to me, my macho builders!”

“Yeah!” the men exclaimed in unison.

“I’m about to blow!” Clark informed. Mario choked his dick to catch up as James and Willy intensified their jerking.

“Yes, baby!” she cheered.

“Take it! Take it!” he followed before squirting his thick jizz in her open mouth.

“Time for your bull milk!” James added before messing up her face with a lousy aim.

“Mmm, James, give it to me!”

As Clark and James’ sperm dripped on her cheeks and lips, Willy’s body started getting infected with their finish. Without thinking things through, he dexterously aimed to her mouth like his eyes had crosshairs.

“Here comes my yummy sauce!” Willy followed.

“Come on, Willy!”

Shaking and exhausted, Clark, James, and Willy started grazing her sweaty and soiled face with their dick heads. Moments later…

“Mami! Mami!”

“Woooh!” Mario yelled as he expressed his exhaustingly delightful ejaculation on her forehead.

“Yes, Mario, Yes!”

As they murmured dirty words while grazing her scarlet visage with their huge and hairy dicks, she hoped that that moment wouldn’t last.

“Thanks for blessing me and my home…”.

“Anytime, sexy”, Clark said as they smooshed her face with their flaccid dicks.
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After sharing Cassidy, Clark invited her to the team which she accepted without hesitations. She wanted Lucy to live in her home, but Lucy’s social media accounts blew up and she was required by her new manager to live in L.A.

The Macho Builders started getting more and more clients and with Cassidy’s hormone replacement therapy medications taking the best of her, she couldn’t keep up with the heavy load. Possessing a marketing degree, she took over their business’ advertising but would join them every time the workers blessed a client’s home.

Many of their clients found out about their House Blessings and volunteered to join. After two years, Cassidy achieved the ultra-feminine look that she yearned for with the help of breast augmentation surgery, longer hair, and an hourglass body.

Her parents realized the trauma that they’d caused their children after being empty nesters and accepted her new identity with open arms. Clark’s wife divorced him before The Macho Builders became popular and decided to start dating as a single woman again in hopes of hooking a big fish, not knowing that Clark would make millions of dollars annually by having big-time clients.

The End <3


Squeaky Clean Chapter 1
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The chambermaids and male servants, along with the housekeepers and butlers, gathered for an important meeting. Amidst the cool air that Manhattan’s Autumn morning offered, everyone was sweating under their taupe uniforms at the Luxor Heights hotel’s locker room.

“Lastly, Lance Oxford’s coming”.

What!?

“You might’ve heard of him. He’s the solar panel nepo baby”, Delia Cartwright, the 53-year-old brunette operations manager announced before pressing the creases of her black blazer.

“He’s not demanding but he needs his room to smell like Dior Sauvage at all times. Mario—".

“Yes mam”.

“You know what to do. Kennedy Suite”.

“I’m on it”.

Moments later, there he was, Mario, in an all-black suit ensemble, fluffing the down-feather pillows in the Kennedy Suite’s master bedroom. The oppressive three-bedroom accommodation housed a kitchen, a bar, a living room, and three bathrooms—and it was decked in chrome elegance and black modernity.

“Viv, can you restock the bar and make sure to get five bottles of Hibiki whiskey?” he requested after preening on the list that Delia sent on his work iPad.

“Yes! I mean, yes manager, haha!” Vivian elatedly said before dialing the hotel restaurant’s line on the gilded telephone atop the chrome nightstand beside the California-king bed.

Vivian, the redhead maid, was Mario’s closest friend at work. Along with sharing their love for killing bacteria, they also shared the same degree of disdain for Mario’s rival, John Leong, a butler who enjoyed hogging the spotlight when it came to the attention of the higher-ups and esteemed guests.

Moments later, there he was, almost breaking the window wiper brought upon by his obsessive-compulsive nature. As the sun beamed on his earthy irises, soft tan, and short brunette locks through the squeaky clean glass window, he couldn’t help but ponder his possible promotion.

His hope was filled to the brim as John picked the perfect time to get infected by COVID-19… during the visit of one of their most important guests of the year.

Manager…

As he clarified the view of Park Avenue in the living room, she started dusting the unused notepad and office tools that have been sitting on the maple study desk for a year.

“Do you think he’s nice?” she queried.

“Who?”

“The solar guy”.

“I really don’t know much about him”, he said as his obsession on the north side of the window trailed to the south.

“But I’ve read an article about how he became a billionaire by powering up malls in developing countries with his solar panels—he seems smart”, he followed.

“Ha! If I had a daddy like Will Oxford, I’d be smart too”, she jested.

“Yeah, that too. Haha!”

Shortly after, they moved to the master bathroom.

“Life’s really unfair, he’s like our age but he’s already a billionaire, and here we are… about to wipe the bowl where he’s about to shit on!”

“Don’t worry, I’ll rally for your promotion soon”, he reassured with a wink.

Softly, he sauntered towards the toiletries trolly and picked up a bottle of Dior Sauvage perfume.

“Besides, these perks are not so bad”, he added as he sprayed his suit abundantly with the citrusy concoction.

It was around past ten in the morning as they started scrubbing and wiping the white marble floors and walls of the master bathroom.

“Okay, so this is interesting, it says here that he got a kidney transplant five years ago—“, she informed as she scrolled through a New York Times article on her phone.

“—and that his sister gave it to him”.

That’s nice…

“As much as I love my family, I ain’t giving anyone one of my kidneys”, he said.

“I hear ya!”

Eww!

“Gross!” he let out as soon as he opened the metal trash can and saw more than ten discarded condoms filled with babygravy.

Squirming from the harrowing sight, he carried the bin in yellow rubber gloves and emptied the contents in the garbage trolley that was parked outside the bathroom.

It was past noon and the Kennedy Suite looked like it was freshly built. The fixtures gleamed, the rooms reeked of zesty fuckboy sillage, and the dust has been wiped to the tee. All that remained for the power duo to do was to fill certain areas with chocolate treats from DeLafee.

Moments later, there they were, in the reception area with a backdrop of a gigantic carving of Cleopatra being fed with grapes by a male slave, awaiting the arrival of Lance Oxford.

As businessmen hustled and bustled in the lobby of the hotel that was decked in bejeweled Egyptian luxury, there he was, Lance, in a Burberry coat ensemble, blessing the guests with his enigmatic and immature charm alongside his hunky Samoan bodyguard slash driver who shared the same height of 6ft. 2in.

Oh wow…

“Welcome to Luxor Heights, Mr. Oxford”, Delia greeted before tucking her hair behind her ear.

“I’m Delia Cartwright, the operations manager. This is Mario, your butler in the Kennedy Suite, and Vivan, the chambermaid. Please inform them if you need anything or simply dial zero”.

“Okay”, Lance said.

“Luggage”, he followed without batting an eyelash.

Moments later, there they were, Mario and Vivian rolling ten of his silver Rimowa steel luggage bags with the bellman in the foyer as he smoked a cigarette on the black leather sofa in the living room.

“I thought he was an environmentalist”, Vivan whispered.

“Haha! Shh! Maybe it’s organic”, Mario replied.

Annoyed by the indistinct chatter, Lance removed his sunglasses and glared.

“Fetu”, he said—referring to his bodyguard.

“I know that you guys are assigned to this suite, but I like my privacy. Give me the extension number to contact you”, Lance informed as Fetu handed them a hundred-dollar bill each.

Oh wow!

“Yes, sir, it’s zero eight eight”, he gingerly answered.

“Good. Now, scram!”

Feeling his heart beat a mile a minute from being treated like a stray dog, Mario trotted to the fire exit with Vivian and the bellman, Joe.

“Wow, he’s really something!” he said.

“Yeah, a hundred bucks!” Joe replied.

“What a jerk! But wow! Ya’ll better not tell the others!” Vivian interjected, referring to hogging the esteemed guest to themselves to bask in the Benjamins.

For some reason, Mario didn’t feel insulted by Lance’s treatment. If anything, it only piqued his interest in the haughty young billionaire.
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It was past eleven in the evening and the Kennedy Suite was filled with the sound of thumping speakers. In the room were two blonde runway models Anfisa and Lara, in their neon pink and blue two-piece lingerie, fighting over Lance’s attention.

“What’s this?” Anfisa queried after feeling the elevated scar on the side of his stomach.

“Don’t you worry about that”, he answered as he pulled her pink bra’s strap down before kissing her.

“So, who was the guy with you earlier?” Lara inquired as she painted his back with soft kisses.

“You mean my bodyguard? That’s Fetu”.

“He’s hot, ask him to join us”.

Brimming with annoyance, he grabbed Lara’s mouth and spat on it.

“Why don’t you fucking make more lines? You cum slut!”, he continued. Lance wasn’t allowed to drink, and obviously, nobody was allowed to snort lines of cocaine. He signed a contract regarding his sister having the right to take her kidney back if she found out that he misused her generosity.

Albeit he trusted Fetu with his life, he knew that he would tell on him. The only loophole he could utilize was hiring hookers who would smuggle drinks and drugs for him. Whenever he traveled, Fetu always stayed in a separate suite adjacent to wherever he was.

The morning after, there he was, Mario, fresh from clocking in and drowning himself with the only scent that Lance allowed.

“Good morning, Fetu”.

“Good morning”, Fetu greeted back as he guarded his post by the oppressive oak door of the Kennedy Suite.

“I’m here to prepare his breakfast. I know that he told me to scram last night but—“.

“It’s fine, he likes orange juice and pancakes”.

“Thanks, Fetu, how about you?”

“I’ll get something from the buffet later”.

Moments later, there they were, Anfisa, Lara, and Lance, in deep slumber and lying naked on the floor in the living room.

What a night…

He tiptoed from the door by the study desk and ordered breakfast for three.

“Remember Luigi, don’t ring the bell. Use the radio”, he softly said before hanging up.

Because Vivian wasn’t scheduled to clock in until two hours later, he started by cleaning the master’s bedroom with the utmost discretion.

As he wiped the puddle of vodka and water on the tiles from the three’s careless romp, an influx of doorbell rings started filling the suite.

Dammit! I told him not to use the doorbell!

Exasperated, Lance stood up and rushed to the peephole. There she was, Emily Oxford, his year-older sister, rolling her eyes from the delay.

“Don’t you have a key!?” she queried.

“I’m sorry mam, I don’t”, Fetu answered in fear.

“Shit! Fuck!” Lance audibly whispered.

“Hide in the fucking closet! Take all your shit with you!”

As the two models wiped the drugs on the glass center table and picked their dresses and shoes to the walk-in closet…

“Oh!” Mario let out after they accidentally bumped into him.

Woah!

“Sorry”, Anfisa said with a giggle.

“Fuck! Thank, God!” Lance said—as his flaccid nine-incher swung from side to side as he sprinted towards Mario.

Wowza!

“Hide the bottles and glasses in the closet and don’t ever mention that I have girls in there! I’ll give you everything you want!”

Without thinking things through, Mario started picking up the vodka and whiskey bottles and shot glasses on the floor.

Geez!

“Oh! And come back here as soon as you’re done!”

With a heart beating a mile a minute, all he could do was nod and follow the naked billionaire’s order. Moments later, there was Lance, in the pretense that he caught a cold as he burrowed himself under a thick white duvet on the sofa.

“Should I?” Mario asked—referring to if he should open the door.

Lance nodded like a troll and started letting out convincing coughing sounds.

“What took you so long!?”

“S-sorry madam, I was cleaning the bathroom…”.

Emily scoffed and flipped the front layers of her blonde bangs to her back.

“Do I smell liquor!?”

*Cough! Cough!*

She inched towards her brother and investigated further.

“Did you fucking drink last night!?”

With feminine vigor, she tried to pull his duvet.

“I’m naked!”

“Eww, gross! Ugh! Why does it smell like alcohol in here?!”

Here goes nothing…

“Sorry about that madam, it’s our new disinfectant. It gives off that smell. We’re replacing it tomorrow”, Mario lied as sweat trickled down his neck.

Soon after, Luigi, one of the hotel’s male servants entered with a breakfast trolley.

“This is all for you!?”

Fuck…

“I can’t talk too much, Em”, Lance said with a faux hoarse voice.

“I-it’s, the two plates are for the bodyguard, mam”, Mario interjected.

Fetu, hearing the novel act of kindness, blushed.

“What do you want?”

“Mom asked me to pick you up for breakfast but looks like you wouldn’t be able to make it. Does anyone have freakin’ antibacterial wipes!?”

Mario rushed to the foyer and handed Emily a pack of unopened antibacterial wipes.

“Here you go”, Mario said.

“I don’t care if you’re witnessing the apparition of the virgin Mary. The next time I ring the stupid doorbell, you open the door immediately! Got it!?”

Oh wow…

“C-certainly, madam. My sincere apologies”.

With dagger eyes, she glared at Mario before making her exit.

Soon after, Fetu entered the suite in anticipation of his two plates of pancakes.

“Thanks, sir, I’m starving”, he said.

“Yeah, take everything to your room”.

Shortly after, there they were, Mario, standing idly in the living room as Lance pensively stared at the 7:30 AM Park Avenue view. Allowing the duvet to meet the floor, he shortly sauntered toward Mario—in full glory.

“Thanks, man. I owe you a lot”.

“You’re welcome, sir”, he said—mustering all the courage his nerves had to avoid looking at the Eiffel Tower attached between Lance’s legs and his body that was built like he was a modern-day Adonis.

“You seem like a good guy. My sister is a crazy bitch and I’m sure this won’t be the last time she’d come barging in. About yesterday, forget about that”.

You’re both crazy…

“That’s fine, sir”.

“From now on, you’ll be coming with me everywhere I go. Seems like you’re the type who knows how to shut your mouth”.

“C-certainly”, Mario replied with an unsure tone and a face emanating the riddle of the Sphinx. Wanting to retort, he simply couldn’t. His promotion highly depended on the billionaire’s happiness.

“Good, order whatever you want for breakfast, I’ll have what you’re having. And please… get rid of the hookers in my closet”, he said with a wink before hopping into the master bathroom for a hot morning shower.


Squeaky Clean Chapter 3
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Half an hour later, there they were, Mario and Lance, enjoying a generous serving of huevos rancheros by the living room’s floor-to-ceiling windows.

“I’ve never had this for breakfast. It’s really good”, Lance remarked as a dollop of tomato sauce landed messily on his white terry-cloth robe.

At that moment, it was Mario’s very first time seeing how hypnotic Lance’s eyes were—electric blue brilliance glowed gloriously under New York’s eight-in-the-morning sunshine.

“My mom used to feed us huevos rancheros every morning. I wish I could have it every day but I don’t have time to prepare breakfast anymore”.

Lance reached for his glass—causing Mario to stand up and fill it to the brim with orange juice.

“Where’s your mother?” the billionaire queried as he wiped the acidic mess on his chest with a table napkin.

“She’s in Texas with my dad and some of my siblings”.

“Interesting. We have a project down there”.

Mario’s butt found cushion on the black leather dining chair once more and proceeded to tear his bread.

“What kind? If you don’t mind me asking”.

“Nothing major. We’re providing free energy for e-libraries where kids could connect to free Wi-Fi and… borrow i-Pads and use computers for free”.

For real…

“I thought you…“.

“Hmm?” Lance queried as he casually blew his nose on the napkin to get rid of the remnants of white powder that he sniffed profusely the night before.

“Nothing…”.

“Tell me, or I’ll tell the manager that you bought me drugs”.

What the fuck!?

With eyes widened, all Mario could do was start calculating the right words.

“Haha, just kidding. So what were you about to say?”

With an aggressive swallow from the shock, Mario washed Lance’s naughty blackmail with orange juice before clearing his throat.

“I didn’t know you were helping children. I thought you were just working with corporations”.

“Aha! In other words, you think I’m just some money-hungry jackass?”

“No! Absolutely not!” Mario let out as he shook his head like it was about to fall off his neck.

“Well, it’s something to I guess… cover up the guilt I’m constantly hammered with”.

“Guilt about what?” Mario asked—briefly forgetting about his boundaries.

“I’d like to share more about myself but you have to start first”.

If he wants me to cooperate, he might as well do the same…

“I’m up for a promotion and… serving you will play a huge factor in making it happen”.

“Consider it done”.

Oh my God…

“What I meant was, share something dirty about you. I’m great at keeping secrets”.

Never did Mario imagine that he’d be rubbing elbows with people of Lance’s stature. Not only was he rubbing elbows, but he was also seated across from him and sharing a lovely morning meal. In awe of how welcoming the billionaire was, he felt like the least he could do was follow his lead.

“I sometimes wonder if… I’d be happier if I were a woman”.

With raised eyebrows, Lance leaned closer—causing his freshly calmed disposition frantic once more.

“I don’t know, it’s just silly. I just don’t enjoy common guy stuff. You know?”

“I don’t but you do you—“.

“—erm, have you ever been with a woman?”

Oh God!

“Haha! No… I mean… I’ve never been with anyone”, Mario gingerly informed—turning his caramel face further scarlet.

“Sorry, I think I’ve asked you enough. So, about me—“.

“—my sister donated her kidney to me and I’ve been abusing it for many years behind her back. I really want to change but with my schedule and all, drugs and booze are the only things that keep me going”.

Odd…

“And this”, he followed before lighting up a cigarette.

“I think your sister did a noble thing. My dad used to drink and do drugs too in his twenties but he was able to recover”.

“Hoo… How?” Lance queried with a face painted with curiosity.

“Love… I guess”.

“Haha! That’s funny”, he continued before tapping the ashes of his Marlboro Lights atop the chrome ashtray.

“Yeah, it’s really corny but when he met my mom, he just quit—cold turkey. She gave him an ultimatum and he didn’t wanna lose her”.

“Hoo… well now that you say that, it kind of makes sense”, Lance said as he puffed his curiosity away while staring at Mario’s cat-like visage.

“Come with me to Buffalo, I have to make a speech”.

“I’m not sure if I—“.

“Your goal is to provide satisfactory customer service right?”

Mario nodded.

“And who’s your customer?”

“You…”.

“So come with me. I’ll call Cassandra Mitchell”.

“Okay, sir…”.

“Just call me Lance”.

“Okay, Lance…”.

An hour later, there they were in the living room, two female aestheticians in their all-white uniforms from New York’s famous skin center, Cassandra Mitchell.

“Make him pretty”, Frank said as he reviewed his green energy speech on the study desk in the living room.

What!?

“This is really not nece—“.

“Remember your promotion”, Lance interrupted.

The two ladies started unfastening the buttons of his black suit.

This is insane…

Shortly after, there he was, standing in full glory—giving Lance a view of his slim yet hourglass-like figure and tight bubble butt. Lance wanted to see more but the ladies led the nervous butler to the guest bathroom. All he could do was adjust his growing member and commence his review.

The ladies started by giving Mario a deep salt and volcano scrub. Too embarrassed by his four-incher, he covered his hairy crotch with his hands.

“What does this do?” he shyly asked.

“It basically gets rid of your dead skin cells. It helps the skin glow”, Gina, the blonde aesthetician answered.

“What’s that?” he queried once more, referring to a brown plastic bottle on the floor.

“It’s Argan oil to make your hair voluminous and shiny”, Sally, the brunette aesthetician informed as she started massaging his scalp with the imported shampoo.

Moments later, they started drying his body and heating wax.

“No! You don’t have to do that!”

“Sorry but this is part of the treatment that Mr. Oxford booked”.

“What treatment?”

“The Barbie Skin treatment”.

“What the fu—I mean, what’s that?” he asked once more—almost starting to irritate the ladies.

“So basically, it’s a day-of prep to ensure that you’re hairless and smooth everywhere”.

Gulping from the harrowing hair-removal moment, he couldn’t help but share his trepidation.

“But I’ve never been waxed before”.

“Don’t worry, we do thousands of these every year”.

Feeling like they didn’t want to hear another statement that ended with a question mark, with a deep breath, he closed his eyes and let the ladies commence their work.

“Ah! Ah!” Mario let out—bellowing the suite with his agonizing yells from the sharp pain brought upon by the ladies’ removal of his leg, armpit, crotch, and anal hair.

Lance couldn’t help but giggle from hearing Mario’s expressions of the tormenting beautification process.

“Good morning, sir”, Vivian said as soon as she walked into the suite.

“Good morning”, Lance greeted back.

“Motherfu--!!!” Mario screamed once more.

“What’s that sound!?” Vivian frantically queried.

“Is that Mario!?”

“Don’t worry about it, he’s just getting—“, but before Lance could finish his sentence, she rushed to where the seemingly torturous sound came from.

“What’s happening here!?”

“Oh, hey Viv… they’re, waxing me”, Mario shyly said as he covered his hanging balls with a towel on all fours.

“Why?!” she whispered loudly.

“I’ll explain everything later. You can start with the other bathrooms... Ahh!" he continued as soon as Gina pulled the wax strip from his butt cheek.

“Yee-ouch! Good luck!” Vivian said with a terrified visage before progressing with her assignment.

An hour later, there was Mario, with nothing but a white terry-cloth robe that was chaotically adorned with sliced cucumbers, standing by the study desk.

Lance couldn’t believe how much Mario’s face lit up from having his errant facial hair waxed and thick eyebrows threaded. Fully impressed except for one thing…

“You have a cucumber on your—“, Lance said as he pointed at his right cheek.

“Oh!” Mario let out before picking up the sliced fruit and munching on it.

“Sorry about that…”.

“Haha, that’s funny. So, I prepared things for you to wear in my room. I have to be in Buffalo in two hours.”

Huh!?

“But that’s six hours away”.

“You poor people are funny. Get to it!” Lance playfully ordered.

Moments later, there they were, Mario and Vivian, gossiping about what just happened as he wore the beige Burberry coat, cream turtleneck, white pants, and white sneakers ensemble that Lance has prepared for him.

“What the fuck is going on!?”

“I don’t know either! I think he’s bored and needs a friend.”

“What’s with the waxing and shit?!”

“Maybe some billionaire ritual? I don’t know, Viv! I have to go! I’ll text you later!”

Moments later, there they were, Lance, Fetu, and Mario, on the hotel’s rooftop.

“What do you think about his makeover?” Lance asked Fetu.

Perturbed by what he was referring to, he removed his sunglasses and peered at Mario’s face.

“Something’s different. He looks, cleaner?”

What the hell?!

“Right?” Lance followed.

Woah…

Moments later, there it was, Lance’s gray private helicopter—blowing their coats and filling the air with the sillage of his favorite perfume.

“I’m scared…”.

“What!?” Lance queried loudly to battle the resonance of the blades.

“I’m scared!”

“You’re such a wuss! Come with me!”

Oh my God…

With Lance’s protective handholding, Mario started experiencing novel feelings of butterflies dancing in his stomach. Reluctant from his fear of heights, all he could do was succumb and take the first step.

“At the back!”, Lance said before scooching in with him.

“Is this your first chopper ride!?”

Mario nodded like a troll—squeezing his eyes in an effort to battle his anxiety. As the helicopter started taking off, all he could do was squeeze his hands in prayer.

Without thinking things through, Lance took his hand once more and interlaced his fingers with him.

Lance…

“Open your eyes! See how beautiful it is!”

Slowly but surely, with nothing but Lance’s tight hold urging him, he marveled at the beauty of Manhattan from two-hundred feet in the sky.

“Wow! It is beautiful…”.

“What!?”

“It is beautiful!” Mario screamed at the top of his lungs.

“It is…”, Lance discreetly said as he gazed at Mario’s visage that was absent of adolescent curses.
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It was past nine in the evening when Mario and Lance arrived back in the suite. It was the very first time that the billionaire was able to deliver a speech and hold meetings without finding the need to take whiskey shots or snort cocaine beforehand.

For some reason, having Mario within close proximity provided him accountability.

“Thanks, sir, I mean, Lance, I really had a great time”.

“Aren’t you supposed to sleep in the suite?”

Oh, yeah…

“Oh, yeah, sorry about that. I thought you didn’t want an overnight butler”.

“A butler, no, but a maid, yes”.

What a player…

“After you shower, change into your uniform. I asked Vivian to buy some stuff for you. The bags are in one of the guest rooms”.

Hmmm…

After a relaxing shower in the guest bathroom, there was Mario, damp and hairless, taking out the articles of clothing that his boss ordered for him.

What the fuck!?

As he held a long and wavy brunette, Lance entered the room, fresh off the shower with nothing but a green silk robe on.

“You don’t like it?”

“You told me that you’d be happier as a woman”, he softly said.

“I know but… not like this.”

“Sorry but I can’t—“, but before Mario could exit the guest room, Lance pinned him to the wall.

“I’m not gay—but I want to kiss you. And I can’t kiss you looking the way you do now”, he said as he painted his butler’s neck with warm breaths.

“I’m sorry but… I can’t!” Mario retorted before pushing him away.

“Walk away from your happiness and your promotion!” Lance let out with a furious stare, stopping Mario in his tracks by the room’s doorway.

Dammit!

Feeling like his knees were Jell-O, he fell to the floor with an influx of tears.

“I don’t—“.

“What about my family… what about my friends… If I start accepting this—“, but before he could finish his sentence, Lance rushed to him and consoled him with a loving embrace from the back.

“What about you…”, the billionaire said—tightening his hold.

Me…

Feeling Lance’s guilt and warm embrace, Mario was powerless to retort.

“I’m sorry… you don’t have to do it, just please… don’t leave…”.

Lance…

Shortly after, a warm rush coursed through Mario’s body, causing him to brush Lance’s arm and pick himself up.

“I think you’re right… I guess it’s about time”, he unconvincingly said.

Mario inched to the bags once more and took the wig.

“I can’t dress up while you’re watching me… can you please leave for a moment?” he requested.

“Sure! I will!” Lance replied as he waited patiently in the living room.

Shortly after, there it was, the scintillating black French-maid uniform complete with an apron, a sheer two-piece nylon lingerie combo in the same color, white stockings complete with a lace garter belt, and four-inch black stilettos.

Slowly, he rolled the stocking on his smooth right leg, relishing the ticklish feeling that the fabric provided. Not knowing how to work the garter belt, he moved on to the other leg, basking in the warmth that it delivered.

It feels so nice…

Seeing his legs dressed in white stockings made him appreciate how feminine his limbs were. Albeit not exactly a supermodel at 5ft. 6in., he had delicate and long strutters that were almost absent of masculinity.

So beautiful…

Gently, he removed the belt of his robe and picked up the nylon panties. Brushing the fabric, he couldn’t stop his erection to grow. He wasn’t sure if it was the forbidden act or the look of the underwear, but he knew that something was responsible for his excitement.

Fuck…

Soon after, there it was, his hard four-incher fighting the strict confines of the stretchable panties. Albeit a size smaller, she didn’t feel uncomfortable as the texture offered a velvety feeling on his skin.

Feels so good…

With the bra in tow, he sauntered towards a wall mirror, in disbelief of his sight with nothing but black panties on and white stockings. He turned around and tried his best to hook the bra to no avail.

Wanting to ask Lance for help, he hesitated. He didn’t want Lance to see his boner. In fear of repulsing the billionaire with the sight of his member, he took a deep breath and tried to hook the back straps once more.

“Ahh! There you are”.

So sexy…

Mario was far from a narcissist but his body was built for Agent Provocateur lingerie. His waist was tiny, his hips weren’t wide, he had a bubble butt and his limbs were delicate. All he lacked was the protrusion that most lingerie models had in their decolletage area.

At that very moment, all of his reluctant thoughts blew away. What he saw in the mirror didn’t only look right, it also felt right. Trotting to the French-maid uniform, he started wondering if Vivian knew that the uniform was for him.

Nobody should know…

Knowing that she was close to his parents, even if she was his best friend at work, he knew that his secret wasn’t safe with anyone… except Lance.

Crouching to fit his body in the poofy uniform, he sprinted in front of the mirror once more. At that moment, he found out that zipping the back of a dress was just as hard as hooking the back straps of a bra.

“Ugh! This is a lot of work!”

However, his annoyance was soon flooded with awe right after seeing how the dress cinched his waist further with the tiny petticoat providing him an illusion of hips—intensifying his yearning to dress up more.

The only remaining items were the wig, the garter belt, and the shoes. Too excited to see his feminized look, he started with his crowning glory. After gently fixing his bangs, he placed the wig atop his head.

It was long, brown, wavy, and had playful layers, giving him a youthful and vibrant look. At that very moment, he wasn’t looking at an image of a man anymore.

He didn’t need cosmetics, all he needed was long hair.

Beautiful!

After gushing uncontrollably, he carefully slid into the right shoe.

“Ouch!” he let out from the pinching sensation brought upon by constriction. With unmitigable quivering, he stepped on the other pair.

This is amazing!

Not one waking moment did he ever imagine that he would stand beyond 5ft. 6in., but being in stilettos, he stood proudly at 5ft. 10in.

“Fuck!” he yelled as he stumbled in his tight shoes and almost twisting an ankle.

He may have suffered an injured toe… or two, but the spirit brought upon the novelty of his feminine self was intact. Slowly but surely, he strode once more, stepping on a tip-toe motion.

This seems like the way to go…

Once more, he preened in the mirror and marveled at his image. Without thinking things through, he picked up the garter belt and exited the room. With bated breath, he sauntered towards Lance who was eagerly waiting in a manspread in the dark living room that glowed dimly with the moonlight beaming from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“I’m Maria, and I’m your maid for tonight. How can I be of service?” he said with a wink.
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With bulging eyes and a heart that galloped, all Lance could do was stand up and draw Mario to him. The moment his hand met his waist, a shiver went down the maid’s spine.

Lance…

“Wait…”.

“Don’t do this now, Maria”, he said as he profusely painted Mario’s neck with soft kisses.

“I’ve never been with anyone…”.

Not wanting to endure the yearning anymore, Lance squeezed the novel maid’s butt and lifted his leg—rubbing his hairy boner against his.

“And I’ve never done this with someone like you before”, he mildly retorted before looking him in the eyes and offering Mario his first kiss.

Oh…

At that very moment, he discovered that all he needed in life to be sure about his sexuality was the billionaire’s lips. Relishing the warm and fuzzy feeling that locking lips delivered, he tried to maintain his growing yearning. But feeling it rub against Lance’s monster cock proved too deliriously delicious to bear.

“You have the softest lips I’ve ever kissed”, Lance whispered before progressing to squeeze the maid’s ass tighter.

“If it’s not too late on your shift, I’d like you to clean something”.

With a lascivious grin, he pressed his maid’s shoulders and undressed his robe. Not knowing how to perform fellatio, all Mario could do was kneel and pray for the best.

As Lance’s dick pulsated in a myriad of directions, Mario’s cock bubbled with precum. Obliviously, the maid circled the billionaire’s pink mushroom head with his tongue—driving his boss wilder from the pent-up excitement.

“Come on, Maria… you know you can do better”, he let out before impaling his delicate mouth with his solid and girthy yearning.

“Gwak!” he let out as soon as Lance’s cock knocked on his tonsils.

“Yeah…”, Lance moaned as he relished his maid’s warm oral embrace.

Tastes so good…

True to his hospitable nature, Mario tried once more to ensure that he provided the best service in the hotel industry. Enduring the choking and gagging, he let his tears flow and embraced his totality.

“Fuck!” Lance let out after releasing a bubble of precum. At that very moment, Mario’s excitement heightened from having a taste of his billionaire juice, causing an insatiable hunger that he has never felt in his life before.

“I thought this was your first time”.

“Gwak! Gwak!”

“I don’t know what has gotten over me”.

“Fuck, yeah…”.

“We can’t end it this way”, Lance said before pinning him to the sofa.

He’s so strong…

With every button that Lance unfastened, each beat from Mario’s heart intensified.

“You’re so beautiful, Maria…”, he complimented with a lascivious gaze as he disrobed the maid of his uniform.

“You’re amazing, Lance”, he said with a scarlet face.

Gently, Lance lifted his stocking-dressed leg and started kissing his feet as he fed Mario with two of his girthy fingers.

“Mmm… mmm”, Mario let out—locking the billionaire with his siren gaze.

“Fucking… hot!” Lance exclaimed before trailing his legs to his thighs with his mouth.

“What are you doing!?” Mario queried in exasperation as Lance started tickling his inner thigh with his tongue.

“I’m trying to return the favor”.

No!

“You don’t have to do that—“.

Without thinking things through, Lance pressed his face against the maid’s soiled black panties, displacing all of Mario’s reluctant thoughts.

“Oh!”

“Mmm! Mmm!” Lance groaned like a bull as he shook his face in a playful demeanor—basking in the novel sillage of another person’s testosterone.

“You smell very nice, I wonder what you taste like”.

Lance pulled his panties down, revealing his extra-solid and pink four-incher.

“That’s cute. I could work with that”.

If there was a shade that was redder than red, it would be called, Maria.

“Mmm”, Lance let out from relishing his first-time bout with a penis like he was trying out an exotic Mexican delicacy.

“Lance!” he moaned—on the verge of virginal ejaculation.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“No!”

At a hastened pace, he abandoned his penilingus practice and started kissing Mario once more. Moments later, he led him to the floor and started painting his back with warm smooches as Mario patiently waited on all fours.

“So tight!” Lance let out after spreading his ass cheeks and witnessing his hairless and pink hole.

Like a lion that hadn’t had its meal for a week, he impaled Mario’s hole with his tongue.

“Ahhh!”

“Mmm! Mmm!”

Hole-deep in euphoria, Lance bit his ass cheek as he gently stroked Mario’s cock.

“You’re so good, sir—I mean, Lance”.

“Call me sir. Mmm, mmm”.

“Okay, sir, please… keep doing that!”

“Mmm, mmm!”

Feeling satiated from rimming Mario’s ass like there was no tomorrow, Lance started grazing his hole with his mushroom head.

Oh my…

“Maria, I know that this is not your job but I need you to unclog my pipe”.

Mario wanted to burst into laughter but he didn’t want to ruin the moment. With both of his heart and mind agreeing to provide the billionaire with the utmost satisfaction, he gently swiped his wig to the front and nodded.

“I’ll do my best to satisfy you, sir…”.

After generously spitting on his palm and lacing his nine inches of pleasure stick with saliva, he started invading his maid’s ass like they were back in colonial times.

“Lance!” Mario let out from the agonizing sharp pain that his boss’ penis provided.

Fuck!

As he squeezed his face to deal with the pain, Lance rolled his head in euphoria. Albeit having a playboy lifestyle, it was the billionaire’s first time experiencing what it was like to enter an ass.

Possessed by the tactile sensation, he dared to insert two inches more.

Oh my God!

“Gahhh! Slowly, please!” Mario begged as he squeezed the plush carpet on the floor.

Feeling Mario’s ass made Lance feel like he was a virgin once more. Consumed by the warm and tight confinement, he sank his fingertips into his hips and inserted two inches more.

“Ffff!” Mario let out a guttural groan.

“Shh… shh…”, Lance said as he inserted the very last inch of his seemingly neverending manhood.

“It’s gonna be okay”, he followed as he leaned in to kiss Mario’s neck to calm him down.

“It hurts so much…”.

“I’m sorry… shh…”.

As Lance’s Loch Ness monster freely pulsated in Mario’s hole, the pain started fading away.

What…

Mario rose the white flag and briefly decided to ban bottoming in the future but at the very moment that his pain was rewarded with tactile sensations gifted by the harbinger of prostate pleasure, he curiously circled his hips.

“It’s starting to feel nice, sir”.

“Oh yeah?” Lance said with a grin.

Without thinking things through, he pulled his member out halfway and inserted his dick once more like he was playing with the Excalibur.

“How does that feel?”

Mmm, Lance…

“So damn good…”.

Hearing Mario’s declaration urged him to stab his virginity with his lance once more—completely eradicating all his stern heterosexual thoughts. At that very moment, they both gave in to the novel sensations brought upon by what they both considered taboo—affirming by filling the suite with the sound of their moans and groans.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Lance let out like he was an infant who just learned how to say mama.

“Mmm! Yes! Yes!” Mario let out as he accidentally clenched his anal muscles—consuming the billionaire’s dick with his hole that was as powerful as a Dyson vacuum cleaner.

“Ah! So fucking tight!”

“Ahh! Ahhh!”

I’m gonna…

“I think I’m gonna—“.

“Let it out!” Lance cheered before sinking his fingers deeper into his hips and fucking him as deep as he could.

“Sir! I’m gonna—”, but before he could finish his declaration, he messed up the floor with a puddle of cum.

Sore, satiated, and still enjoying Lance’s dick, he let his cum drip and let his boss possess him.

“I’m gonna clean it later sir… sorry”.

“I got something for you to clean now!” Lance let out with the veins on his neck looking like they were about to explode.

“Maria! Maria!”

“Sir!”

“Ah! Ahh! Ahh!” he let out, pounding the maid without care.

“Mmm! Sir, yes!” he cheered—almost causing the wig fall to the floor.

“Maria, fuck… Maria!”

With a tight grip, he performed his final push and opened his balls’ floodgates.

“Fuuuuuuuckkkkkk!” Lance let out as Mario relished the warm and thick bath of unborn billionaire heirs flooding his prostate.

Feels so nice…

“Whooh!” he followed in a convulsive state.

“What have you done to me!?”

As soon as he released his very last drop, he unhinged from Mario’s lascivious anal hold and rested on the floor. Gingerly, Mario rested his head on the billionaire’s sweaty puffy pecs as he gazed at his exhausted yet satiated disposition.

So handsome…

“Thank you, Lance…”.

With eyes closed, Lance kissed his maid’s forehead and brushed his back.

“Thank you for your service”, he jested before locking lips with Mario once more.

As they exchanged tongues like they were tying cherry twig knots, Mario started thinking about the possibility of exploring his femininity more—along with thoughts of whether or not Lance would continue helping him.

Stop!

Realizing that he worried too much, he decided to close his eyes, bask in the moment, and enjoy every tongue flick while he still had the billionaire with him on the floor.
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Being a butler by day and a maid by night made Mario, who’s now Maria, feel unworthy of Lance’s attention. After all, apart from the sex, what did they have in common, she pondered, as she fluffed the pillows in the master bedroom with Vivian.

I’m just a servant and he’s a billionaire…

It was supposed to be easy for her to accept the modern caste system consensus, but with how deep the connection she has built with Lance in just three weeks, she couldn’t fathom what made sense anymore.

“Mario—I mean, Maria, he’s just like us, you know… human! Why don’t you just stop worrying and have fun?”.

“I don’t know Viv, with this transitioning happening and sleeping with the boss—jeopardizing my promotion, and him…”.

“Come here, look at me”.

“You’re not building a rocket ship. You’re just living your life. Maybe it’s the universe finally giving you everything that you deserve. Just… grab it by the balls and enjoy!” she said with a tight grab on her arms.

Viv…

“You always say the nicest things…”.

“Ha! You know I ain’t that nice!” she followed before pressing the creases of the white duvet.

Shortly after, they rested on the freshly-made bed as they stared at the ceiling.

“Where is he anyway?”

“He has an interview in the Stock Exchange”, she said before trotting and preening in the wall mirror of the bedroom.

“By the way, we’re running out on that Dior perfume thingy, please tell Marla to replenish the stocks”.

The three postcoital weeks were a blur of many changes. Lance asked Maria to be his girlfriend and she slowly began her transition by getting used to being called Maria by Lance, Vivian, and her sister Lupe, and going by the pronouns she and her.

Albeit wearing a black suit ensemble at work, she ensured that beneath the masculine attire, her body was embraced by lingerie and stockings.

But it wasn’t only Maria who was dealing with changes. Ever since Lance started dating her, he stopped drinking and doing drugs. Maybe she inherited the power to change a man from her mother, or maybe, he was just madly in love.

“Why don’t you just take the kids with you to the suite? I’m gonna miss you so bad, babe”, Lance said in a text message.

It was their very first night of separation as Maria needed to babysit her niece and nephew in the Bronx. Her sister Lupe, who was a single mother, needed to work overnight as a makeup artist for a fashion show that would be held in the wee hours for an up-and-coming eccentric fashion designer named Michael Sores.

“I’m gonna miss you too but I can’t do that. I’m up for a promotion and these are the critical times when I have to be really professional. Think of this as an opportunity to miss me”, she replied with a winking emoji.

It was past eight in the evening and Maria was basking in the compliments of her eight and nine-year-old niblings for her spaghetti Bolognese in her sister’s dining room decked in cracked ecru paint.

“I wish you could sleep over more so we could have pasta every dinner!” Naya said before taking another bite of the meatball.

“Yeah, and we can play Minecraft all night!” Simon said.

“Haha! Your mother’s gonna kill me if she knew that I let you play Minecraft on a Monday night! Don’t you ever tell her!”.

“How are you?” Maria texted Lance.

“I’m good, just waiting for my dinner. How are the kids?” he texted back.

“I’m feeding them now. I miss you so badly…”.

“I miss you more, beautiful”.

Lance…

Two hours later, as Maria and Naya watched Disney’s Encanto in the living room and Simon continued creating a new world in Minecraft, there she was, Lupe, in her black leather trenchcoat, and her steel makeup train case.

“Ayyy dios mio!”

Lupe!?

As the kids trotted to kiss their mother, Maria rolled the sleeves of her black hoodie and helped carry her sister’s cosmetics.

“Why are you home so early?”

“Oh my God, I was halfway done with the first model and Michael canceled the show!”

“What!?”

Lupe went to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water as Maria eagerly waited to hear more.

“He said that he wasn’t feeling the vibe tonight. Can you imagine that!?”

Maria shook her head in disbelief as her sister drowned herself in another glass of water.

“Did you at least get paid!?”

“Yeah, I was paid in full”.

Seeing that it was only fifteen minutes after ten on her phone, she also poured herself a glass of water. It seemed that just like Lance, the idea of separation to miss each other didn’t work for her as well.

“Do you mind if I go? I have to be in the suite”.

“Sure, and thanks! But like, isn’t it late?”

“It’s our special client, you know I’m up for the promotion”.

“Go get it, girl!”

“Shh! The kids don’t know yet”, Maria whispered in exasperation.

“Oh, sorry!”

Moments later, there she was, back in her black suit ensemble with a heart beating a mile a minute. Rushing to surprise her billionaire boyfriend with a box of her favorite New York pizza from the Bronx in one hand and the Kennedy Suite’s key card in the other…

Fuck!

There he was, Lance Oxford, feeding a woman his white sausage in the living room.

“Ah… yeah… ah… Fuck!”

“What’s going on!?” Maria yelled.

“Don’t you know how to knock!?” Kelly, the blonde transgender bombshell that Lance met on Tinder said before sauntering toward the bar as her 36DD breasts and hard seven-incher swung side to side before taking a shot of whiskey.

“I thought you were at…”, Lance said in a tipsy state as he tried to calm her by brushing her back.

“Is that alcohol I smell?!”

He leaned in to paint her neck with warm kisses but she pushed him away.

“Get off me!”

“I’m sorry, baby, I am… it’s just that I really miss you”.

“Is this like a threesome some?! You have to pay me extra for that”, Kelly interjected.

“Just… get the fuck out!” Lance yelled.

“Relax! Where’s my money!?”

“On the foyer! Get out!”

“Okay, geez!” Kelly replied before picking her clothes calmly from the floor.

“I can’t believe that I’ve rushed here with a stupid pizza box to surprise you—“.

Shaking her head as tears gently streamed down her cheeks…

“—turns out that you’re the one who has a surprise for me!” she followed before throwing the box on the living room’s window—vandalizing its earlier pristine condition with marinara sauce and melted mozzarella.

“I’m really sorry…”, he tried to convince her once more.

“Did you fucking drink!?”

He shook his scarlet head in embarrassment.

“And I haven’t been away for too long and you already found my replacement”.

With an intent stare, she held his arms and forced him to look into her tearful eyes.

“What is it, Lance!? Is it because I don’t have boobs!?” she asked before pushing his chest as he inched away to mitigate her fury.

“No…”.

“Tell me! Is it because I’m not passable enough!?” she pushed once more.

“No…”.

“What!? What the fuck is it!? Why can’t you be honest with me!?”

Not appreciating how cornered he felt in the foyer, he grabbed her arms with a harrowing gaze.

“You want me to be honest but you can’t even be honest with yourself! Look at you! Look at what you’re wearing! And all for a stupid promotion!?”.

At that very moment, every word from her vocabulary escaped her brain. Not wanting to acknowledge how immature his thoughts were as to why she kept her gender identity a secret, all she could do was unhinge herself from his tight hold.

“I’m sorry… sir. I’ve crossed the line. I will send someone tomorrow to clean the mess”.

Softly, she made her exit as he stared blankly at the floor with nothing but guilt coursing through his body.


Squeaky Clean Chapter 7
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Lance stayed in the hotel for a week more and tried to contact her to no avail. Blocked constantly, he used all of his connections to find Maria. However, being that he was her first love and having experienced romantic betrayal for the very first time, all she could do was go AWOL and hide.

“Okay, this is really insane, you should forgive him! I swear, there are no girls in his suite and he hasn’t been drinking!” Vivian informed Maria as they spent that particular Saturday night waxing each others’ bodies in her living room decked in purple modernity in their matching pink terry cloth robes.

I can’t…

“I don’t know Viv, I’m not ready”, she said as she applied cold wax on Vivian’s legs.

“Delia has been looking for you. John has been hogging the spotlight again!”

“I’ll talk to her when I’m ready.... John can get the promotion…”.

Surprised to the core, all Vivian could do was eat the sliced cucumber slice atop her eye. After chowing down the other, she drew her attention.

“Girl… this is too much. I know how much you want that promotion. He really hurt you that bad huh?”.

Maria, too somber to hide the pain, nodded and drenched her borrowed robe with tears.

“Aww… come here”, Vivian let out as she encouraged Maria’s exhibition of grief.

“Besides… he’s a billionaire and I’m a maid. I’m also trans—“.

“Again with—“.

“—please, Viv. I don’t need the pep talk. On what planet does a billionaire date a woman like me? Seriously!?”

Vivian had her rebuttal ready but witnessing her friend’s depression, all she could do was shake her head and provide her a warm embrace.

“You’re probably right…”.

A week later, Lance checked out of Luxor Heights as he had to stay in Silicon Valley for a month to deal with sharks. Maria, who has mustered enough courage to get fired, explained her conundrum to Delia about needing to start a new life as a woman over the phone, but to her surprise, the operations manager embraced her transition whole-heartedly—explaining the caveats of her abrupt absences and how they could affect her upcoming promotion.

It was six in the morning and the first day of snowfall in the city as some of the hotel’s staff gathered in the locker room for a quick morning meeting. John, who couldn’t help but gush about the possibility of him being promoted to manager, was elated to see Maria’s new look.

As the staff of twenty controlled themselves to scurry and pry as to why Maria was wearing a wig and a black dress suit ensemble…

“Moving forward, please address Mario as Maria. She is now a woman and we should respect her identity. Use appropriate pronouns, and don’t bombard her with questions”.

“Thank you… Delia…”, she shyly said.

“As for the new manager of the male servants—".

John scoffed and winked at Maria before proudly pressing his suit.

“Congratulations, Maria Gomez!”

Dios mio!

As the room was filled with the sound of applause, John couldn’t help but feel his heart sink to the pit of his stomach.

“But… men should be in charge with the butlers!” he retorted.

Delia turned and slowly provided John with a displeased look—sending a shiver down his spine.

“Maria has clearly exhibited that she’s more than capable of the job over the years of stellar work. Please cooperate… with your new boss”, Delia followed.

At that very moment, all John could do was suppress his tantrum by blowing his black bangs away from his forehead. Too overwhelmed, all Maria could do was mouth Thank Yous as Vivian yanked her arm in excitement.

“I knew you’d get it!” Vivian said.

“By the way, Mr. Oxford told me to hand this to you”, Delia informed as she passed her a folded letter.

“You can read it in your new office”, she followed with a wink.

As Maria pensively gazed at the snowy Park Avenue view from her humble new office decked in white and oak modernity, Lance’s letter started feeling like it was a truck of boulders. With a deep breath, she opened it to lift the weight off, curling her toes in her black Mary Janes.

“Dear Maria,

When you asked me the reason why, I had no answers. But now, I do. For a very long time, I’ve been doing things based on what felt good without acknowledging the feelings of other people… behind their backs.

I’ve been getting away with so many things for far too long and losing you just made me realize how much I needed to consider how others felt, even if they’re aware or not.

I’m not sure if you’ll ever read this letter but I just want you to know that whether you do or don’t, everything that I’ve felt for you was real, and I know you’ve felt it too.

I’m still hoping that one day, you’d come to realize how much I love you.

It’s not about the breasts, or how you look, or whatever. You’re all woman to me. Don’t feel otherwise because of my mistake.

Still crazy in love with you,

Lance”.

At that very moment, all she wanted to do was book a flight to San Francisco, but also wanting to perform her best on her first day as a manager, she kissed the letter and tucked it safely in her breast pocket.

“Maria, please gather two butlers and proceed to the Fletcher Suite. Our guest is arriving at one”, Delia said through the radio.

With an elated disposition, she assigned Bruno and John to the Fletcher Suite decked in blue and gold modernity as she rushed to the maintenance room to pick up additional cleaning supplies.

“Who’s staying?” she queried on the radio.

“Some Jewish couple. The wife requested Clean Fresh Laundry”.

“Gotcha”.

Hours passed and it was around eleven in the morning and John hasn’t uttered a single word to Maria yet. As he deigned wiping the floor-to-ceiling window under her supervision, she couldn’t hide her emotions anymore. Softly, she started cleaning alongside his new subordinate.

“You don’t have to do that, mam!” he said with an eye roll.

“It doesn’t have to be like this, John”.

With a scoff, he started rubbing the window, almost scratching the surface from disbelief.

“It’s just so unfair, I’ve worked so hard… and here you are breaking all the rules.”

“What rules? That male servants must only be led by men?”

“Yeah, and like, you went AWOL for more than a week!”

“I’m sorr—“.

“Emergency! The guests arrived earlier than expected! Tell John and Bruno to clear the foyer and living room then proceed to the lobby immediately!” Delia announced over the radio in exasperation.

Moments later, there they were, the middle-aged couple in a matching beige Loro Piana coat ensemble, eagerly waiting to be led to the elevator.

“Good morning”, Maria greeted before tucking her brunette wig behind her ear.

“Good morning, dear”, the lady replied with a smile.

“I’m Maria, and I’m the manager of the butlers. These are John and Bruno. Please communicate with any of us if you need help. Let me lead you to your suite. Gentlemen, the luggage please”.

“Oh, no dear, we travel light, we have everything we need in here”, the lady informed as she rubbed the alligator leather of her brown Birkin bag.

Shortly after in the elevator, with newfound confidence, Maria pressed the button for the thirtieth floor.

“I have to smoke first”, the lady said before pressing the button for the rooftop.

“You have a smoking room, madam”.

“I don’t like the smell lingering indoors”, the lady’s husband mildly retorted.

“Certainly, sir”, John interjected—not trying enough to suppress his attention-seeking nature.

It was a white yet sunny Winter afternoon as the lady puffed the chill away while John got in a tangent of the hotel’s history with her husband as Bruno scrolled through his TikTok feed on the corner of the rooftop.

“How long have you been working here?” she queried.

“About three years, mam”.

“How do you like New York?”

The lady burst into laughter as soon as she heard what she thought was a preposterous question.

“Born and bred, darling”, she informed before a long drag.

Shortly after, as Maria fidgeted from the embarrassment of assuming that the lady wasn’t from the city, the area was filled with the sound of a chopper’s blade.

What the!?

“Delia, someone’s landing on the rooftop”, she informed on the radio as she led the lady away from the landing spot of the helipad.

“Oh, sorry, I forgot to inform you. Just welcome them, I’ll be there soon”.

“Okay”.

As the sound turned inconveniently resonant and the vehicle started painting clarity, there he was, Fetu, shortly followed by Lance in a brown Burberry coat that he once loaned Maria.

Oh my God!

Soon after, a staff of thirthy started arriving, led by Delia to pry on the billionaire’s arrival.

“Maria”, he said.

“Mother, father”, he followed.

What!?

The lady gave her a knowing smile before leading her to the center of the helipad. Gently, she passed a black velvet box to Lance and distanced herself from the two.

Without thinking things through, he knelt on one knee and opened the box. There it was, a five-carat round-cut Harry Winston engagement ring heirloom, shining brightly before her eyes.

“Maria…”.

The crowd started drawing their cellphones out, including John to capture the moment. Vivian, elated to arrive just in time, couldn’t help but yank John’s arm in excitement.

“I don’t know if you read the letter—“.

“I have!” she said as her heart skipped several beats.

Lance blushed and softly giggled.

“I’ve never thought that I’d do something like this but ever since I met you, everything has changed. I like this version of myself best…”, he followed as she wiped her tears of joy with her scarlet-polished fingers.

“You also brought a positive change in my life…”, she replied.

“Let me explore those changes with you. Travel alongside me… as Mrs. Oxford”.

The crowd couldn’t help but cheer Maria as they wiped their tears from the joy of witnessing what most deemed to be an odd pairing.

“Maria Gomez, will you please… please marry me!?”

At that very moment, it was her first time saying something without thinking.

“Yes!”

As the cool platinum setting romantically tickled her ring finger, he stood up and drew her to him.

“Oh, I love you, Maria, you have no idea how meaningless life was without you”.

“I love you more, Lance. I’m sorry that I doubted your feelings”.

“Oh, trust me, I have so many ideas on how you could make up for it!” he jested before locking lips with her as the Manhattan morning sunshine gloriously beamed on their true love.


Squeaky Clean Epilogue
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Maria and Lance’s relationship became the talk of the globe. Many people regarded their engagement as a modern Cinderella fairy tale.

Albeit grateful for the career opportunity, Maria filed her resignation and made a deal with John to get her recommendation. She made him promise to voice out the concerns of the workers about the salary raise and to ensure that Vivian would get better opportunities by serving important guests.

More than three months passed and they were still being photographed everywhere they went. Wanting to be the most beautiful bride on her wedding day, she decided to travel to Bangkok alone where she was scheduled for breast augmentation surgery.

Lance has completely gotten rid of alcohol and cocaine and created organizations to help medical research that could alleviate addiction and provide free gender-affirming surgeries for transgender people.

The End <3

Did you enjoy The Feminization Bible Volume Two?

If so, you’re going to love…

Introducing, my first ever POV Feminization book.

Yes, it’s YOUR story. I just wrote it for you.
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Note: This is a Graphic Novella, it includes beautiful images inside! Enjoy!

Get ready for an unforgettable journey of self-discovery and desire. In this steamy and provocative novella, the protagonist is YOU.

Yearning to explore your feminine side? With the help of a unique and alluring companion, me, you will embark on a journey that will unlock new realms of passion and pleasure.

As you explore the sensual world of femininity, you will discover a side of yourself that you never knew existed. From the soft embrace of lingerie against your skin to the flow of a frilly dress, revel in the freedom of expressing yourself in ways that were previously unimaginable.

But with pleasure comes risk, and you must navigate a world that is not always accepting of those who challenge societal norms.

Will you be able to overcome the obstacles in your path and fully embrace your newfound identity, or will you be forced to hide your desires once again?

With sizzling storytelling and imagery, this book is a journey of discovery and desire that will leave you breathless.

The setting of this story is in the Philippines and you’re looking forward to your vacation in Boracay island, a tropical paradise. I, Lilly, a hot Asian transgender lady, will help realize your innermost fantasies. If you're ready to explore the limits of passion and pleasure, then come along for the ride. It's going to be a wild one.

Read Feminizing You


Other Titles
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“Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason. We have something open for the Dancing Diva class though.”

Read Let’s Get Physical
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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It contains Five Best-selling Transgender, Feminization, and Sissy Romances brought upon by self-discovery and love.

Read The Feminization Bible V1
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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