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Chapter One

I stopped at The Golden Vibes Beer Garden bar daily after work. Today wasn’t much different than any other day: I closed the food bank - my non-profit organization - at twelve because we ran out of food. If I didn't get better at fundraising my done for. So, instead of going to the bar, downing a few drinks, and worrying, I made a few calls to potential donors. That lasted an hour; I liked helping people. I did. But, I sucked at begging for money.

I ordered a diet coke. I have been trying to cut back on my three-a-day two fingers of Scotch for years. My month-long sobriety streak was due to my fiancee's extra motivation. I sat, sipped on my coke, chatted with friends, and was on my way out the door when Josh called.

I waited an hour before Josh, our family’s lawyer, sat next to me and ordered his usual:  Scotch on the rocks. I ordered another diet coke and sipped my new normal.

The bartender rolled her sleeves, dunked her scoop in the ice cooler, dropped a few ice cubes into a whiskey tumbler, and then poured Josh’s drink, aptly sliding a napkin under the tumbler right before she set it down.

I yawned, hoping Josh would get to the point and tell me what was so urgent. I wanted to go home, take a shower, and fall asleep. Finally, after an hour of telling me shit, I already knew about my father: his strict Christian ideology, our family ideals, and his desire for me to become a God-fearing man. I didn’t believe in God. But, I loved helping people. I never understood how my father could claim to be a man of God when he screwed so many people over and cheated on my mother so openly. I wanted to help those in need. What was so wrong with that? 

Finally, Josh got to it. “As your attorney and I hope, friend, I must warn you, there is no backing out. Your father was a strictly religious man….”

I rolled my eyes. How many times was he going to remind me?

“…And didn’t believe in anything he considered against the will of God and any violation on your part of the stipulations he laid out….”

I tapped my fingers on the solid wood bar and snorted. “Yeah, I get it, Josh, Dad died, and it wasn’t enough that he held me hostage in life, but he had to hang his beliefs over my head in death too. He was an arrogant prick. What’s your point? I’m getting married tomorrow, that’s it, and I want a good night’s rest. So, let’s wrap this pow-wow up.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk with you about, Howard.”

Howard, there it was. When I was in trouble, my mom called me Howard, not my preferred Howie. “So, get at it,” I said as I finished my diet coke and began chewing on a piece of ice.

Josh downed his Scotch, ordered another by raising his glass, and spoke. “Suppose you marry this young lady….”

I interrupted. “Suppose? I am. There is no doubt in my mind that she’s the one. I love her.”

Josh nodded. “Love… ah, the things we do for love. But let’s just say later, things don’t work out… for argument's sake. Well, to be plain, I’ll have no choice but to cease paying your monthly trust stipend for good. There’d be no getting it back. Your portion split between your brothers and sisters.”

I considered Josh’s statement and my brothers and sisters. They all seemed to follow in my father’s footsteps: brothers and sisters alike, they cheated on their spouses; they were ruthless and selfish, but they went to church every Sunday, so I guess everything was all right.

My trust fund didn’t start paying out till I was married. Even so, my marriage proposal had nothing to do with securing my portion. I loved Abbey, and the substantial monthly stipend would assist me in my passion for helping those less fortunate than I had been. In addition, when in office, I had every intention to assist the most vulnerable in society and make a difference. Not just living high on the hog, like my brothers and sisters had done when they married.  

Josh dropped his head, his eyes closed. He grabbed his glass and turned it in his hands. “Carefully consider your decision before you get married and understand that divorce is not an option if you expect to live off your father’s trust fund. That includes if she files or you do. Howard, you know as well as I do that your father believed in the sanctity of marriage, so if you divorce, payments cease. He wanted, demanded that you be a God-fearing man….”

I tilted my head back and gazed up at the ceiling. “And all his women he kept on the side? That was God-fearing?”

“It doesn’t matter. The trust is clear on this point.”

Josh was wasting my time. I knew all this and doubted I'd do better than Abbey. What doesn’t he understand? We’re not getting divorced. I love her; she loves me.

“Just wanted you to consider… listen, I did some checking. There is no record of an Abbey Jones before 2011. So, suppose there is something she is hiding that gets out during the campaign that embarrasses you. Trust me. Your opponent will dig into everything about you, your staff, and your exes, and we’ve got all that covered. But, Abbey, she’s still an unknown. And if something she’s hiding comes out well, you’ll never get elected mayor. Ending your political career.”

I held up my hand and said. “Listen, I love Abbey, Josh. That’s it.”

“Howard, it’s great you found a woman your father would have approved of, and she is a fine young woman. I suggest you two stay engaged for another year, at least until after the mayoral race….”

I loved Abbey; I did. I knew she was the one, and my need for the trust fund payments didn’t influence my decision to marry Abbey. I planned to use it for my non-profit and campaign, not to buy expensive cars, a lovely new house, or even go on expensive vacations, and Abbey was behind me. She had no desire to live an extravagant life. She wanted a simple life full of “lots of wild, passionate sex.”

I wondered, was Josh right?

What did I know about Abbey’s past except what her twin brother, Timmy, told me? A brother she never mentioned. Nor had she told me she had changed her name.

Was I rushing things to get to my trust fund?

I considered it for a moment and quickly decided I loved everything about Abbey. “My non-profit, the people need that money, and my campaign is dead in the water without funding.”

“Howard, you suck at fundraising. Are you rushing this marriage to keep your food bank running? You have that expensive university law degree, and you’re helping a bunch of losers, deadbeats, and ex-cons? I can get you into any number of first-rate law firms in and around town. Why do you insist on wasting your time?”

I snapped at Josh, “These people need my help! They are not deadbeats; they are people, in many cases, that are victims of the brutality of people like my father. I’m not wasting my time and… and I’m getting better at the fundraising.”

“If this is what you want to do, I support it. That’s why I set up that brunch for you the day after tomorrow. These people are movers and shakers in the tri-county, and all of them are known to be philanthropists and want to make a difference and have deep pockets.”

Josh took in a deep breath and said in a deadpan voice. “I want you to consider delaying your wedding. Briefly delaying the wedding gives my investigators time to figure out who Abbey is.”

My stomach churned, and I felt dizzy. “Josh, five hundred or more people are coming. What am I supposed to tell them?”

Josh grinned as if he carried a super-secret magic wand in his pocket that he could wave and make everything all right. “I can produce a few ideas as to why. I’m not trying to say that you shouldn’t marry her; just let me dig a little more and be sure. If she has secrets she’s not telling you, which she does, we will find them. I just need another two or three weeks. Even if we find nothing peculiar, waiting might be a desirable choice. It gives you time to go to the fundraising brunch. Maybe you get enough to keep your little food bank afloat. Maybe, change your mind with cash flowing in. Because let’s say you, after a year of marriage, decide she’s not the right one; there’s no backing out without forfeiting your trust.”

I held my hand up again. Yet wondered if I was marrying her to get at my trust fund? “No, Josh, I love her. See you tomorrow, Josh, at my wedding.”

“Howard, I have been the family’s attorney for decades and developed a nose for problems. I’ve met Abbey; she is everything you have said: respectful, compassionate, and gorgeous.”

I nodded in agreement and said, “Honest, she’s honest too. That’s what you’re driving at, aren’t you, Josh? That she’s not genuine and is what? After my money? She loves me. Spit it out.

“The only thing you know about her past was from some stranger who claimed to be her twin brother, yet….”

“That’s right, her twin brother, Timmy, told me why she had changed her name. In the past, she was young, going to college, and she met a guy who was bat-shit crazy; bad hombre, shall we say. She tried to get out, but he wasn’t letting her, so she had her name changed and disappeared. That’s pretty reasonable, and I believe Timmy and, more importantly, I trust and believe in Abbey.”

Josh interrupted. “But she didn’t tell you, right.”

“No… I think Abbey’s scared. I’d be too. From what Timmy told me, her ex is still looking for her. Her ex is supposed to be a crazy mother fucker. So, maybe secrecy is her way of protecting herself.”

“Why would she hide it?” Josh said with a scowl on his face. 

“Enough, Josh! She’s not liked the others. I’ve had enough gold diggers, nutjobs, and freaks to know. She loves me.”

Josh tilted his head and made intense, firm eye contact with me. “Listen, Howie. People change their names. I get it. But whoever did this knew what they were doing. I did a background check on Timmy, and there is no record of Timmy having a twin sister. He had a twin brother. Reported missing by Timmy’s parents and presumed dead. What’s stranger is that Timmy’s twin brother is declared dead in the same year that Abbey’s records begin. But this man shows up unexpectedly, concerned for a twin sister that technically doesn’t even exist.”

It felt like a fist was in my throat. I crossed my arms and said. “Timmy explained all that. Her family helped to hide her and helped her to disappear out of fear for her life.”

“Convenient. I’m telling you, whoever did Abbey’s name change was damn good, and she didn’t do it through legal channels. There’d have been a paper trail, but my guys aren’t finding one. Howie, listen, even honest people have secrets they do not wish to share. I have mine; you have yours. Howie, give me more time, and I’ll figure out what she’s hiding.”

“See you tomorrow at the wedding, Josh. Thanks for the advice. I’ve been around too many women, gold-diggers, shallow bubbleheads, snakes, liars, crooks, and Abbey isn’t one of them. If she’s hiding something, which I don’t think she is, it’s nothing my love for her won’t be able to handle.”


Chapter Two

Josh left, and my smartphone rang as if Abbey had known that we were talking about her.

“Hello, Abbey, what’s up?”

Abbey was frantic, “I’m not sure you understand who I am, Howie. Maybe, marriage isn’t a good idea. I love you, I do. But there are things reasons why I haven’t had sex with you yet. I, I….”

I cut Abbey off, “Meet me for dinner. I’m starving, and we’ll talk about it. Please, just meet me at License to Grill at seven.”

We met at License to Grill an hour later, our favorite restaurant. I was early, got to our table, and ordered a Scotch; I needed it to relax. I was dry for a month. Oh well.

After downing my Scotch, I considered Abbey, the woman of my dreams. I’d never met anyone I was so comfortable being around. She was everything to me, and I can’t imagine life without her.  

I’d drank one Scotch and ordered another when Abbey arrived wearing short white shorts that contrasted with her long, tanned legs. Her generous breasts stretched to the limit the  tight, low-cut athletic shirt. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as she approached our favorite table by the window.

Whenever she entered a room, everyone seemed to admire my fiancée's statuesque fit figure. She waved at me and approached. Her energetic strut caused her tits to bounce sensually. One of our make-out sessions had gotten pretty heated up, and I grabbed her tits. Which she’d never allowed me to do before. Abbey was strict in her desire not to have sex before marriage. They were silicon, I was sure of it, and damn, they looked great. I couldn’t wait for our wedding night to suck on those nipples.

She arrived. I stood to kiss her, and as I did, she turned her face and twisted away from me. “I’m sorry, Howie. I think there are things about me you don’t know and….”

She pulled the chair out, sat, and crossed her delectable legs, one perfect thigh against the other slender thigh. Her lush red lips parted, and she sucked in a deep breath, her ample chest expanding and stretching her blouse. In a regretful tone, she said.  “Listen, Howie… I haven’t told you everything about me, why I haven’t wanted to have sex I, I’m….”

I caressed Abbey’s dainty, soft fingers and gazed into charitable raven eyes. “Abby, I love you; that’s all that matters. I love you as a friend and soon as my lover.” I winked.

Abbey pulled her hand away and rubbed her upper arms as if she were freezing. She fidgeted with her hands and couldn’t make eye contact. I wondered if Josh was right. Was she hiding something? No, Abbey would tell me. Maybe she was about to say to me she had a twin brother. Or come clean with her name change and her stormy relationship.

She wanted to tell me something but struggled to get it out. Josh was right on point earlier: we are all hiding something. Wasn’t I hiding the fact that I'd talked to her brother and that we’d hired a private eye to dig into her past? 

I decided then and there: I would make this work; I loved her. “We have so much in common: we love the same movies; we both have cats; we love taking long walks on the beach; we spend hours in virtual reality games and worlds, and we both have been hurt in the past. Listen, Timmy told me about you, and I understand why you’ve been intimidated about sex.”

Abbey jerked back, and the normal gentleness in her eyes disappeared, replaced with a cold and hard glare. “When did you talk with my brother? Have you been spying on me? If there was something you wanted to know about me, you should have just asked.”

“Last month, when he was in town, you didn’t tell me you had a twin brother… by the way, or that you had your name changed. He made me promise not to tell you we talked and swear that if I ended our relationship, I’d do it with care and wouldn’t hurt you. Listen, Abbey, I understand and don’t care. I love you, and we can work through it. I support it and will do all I can to help you.”

“You don’t care? Howie that makes me feel so much better. I wanted to tell you, but I do love you so much, and most men I’ve met well just want me as a plaything, a fetish; they only care about what’s between my legs.”

Our eyes met, and a thrilling, electric sensation ran through my body as I smiled. I thought about getting my cock in Abbey’s tight, wet pussy on our wedding night and said. “I think I want what’s between those legs too.”

Abbey’s face flushed, and she cleared her throat before she said. “You have no idea how good that makes me feel. I want to please you emotionally, intellectually, and….” She winked. “…sexually. I can’t wait for our honeymoon. I’ve got a honeymoon surprise waiting for you.”

I smiled, happy that whatever was bothering her had been cleared up. I didn’t want to anger her, and I supposed I should have told her before that I’d met her brother. I guess Josh was right; we all have our secrets. “Oh, by the way, I invited Timmy to our wedding tomorrow.”

Abbey’s smile returned and then faded, and her trembling hand squeezed mine. “Timmy’s in town?” She sighed. “Be careful with Timmy. Don’t get me wrong. I’m glad he told you and that you are fine with who I am. But Timmy probably thought he could ruin our relationship and hurt me. But, if you are sure about me, then I guess it’s okay. I was so worried if I told you. I’ve had so many bad relationships that I….”

“Abbey, it’s okay.”

We had a great dinner, then went for a long walk on the beach, talking till almost eleven. We decided that with the wedding starting tomorrow morning at nine, it might be a good idea to end the night.


Chapter Three

In the morning, I took up my position at the wedding and started greeting all the guests. As I did, I wondered why Abbey had been in town for two years and had no friends to invite. Except for Abbey’s twin brother, Timmy, the other five hundred people were all my family and friends. Timmy’s revelation about her lousy relationship and her reactions made sense. The asshole threatened to kill her, so I’d have changed my name and disappeared too. 

My deceased father came from a large family: four brothers, three of which were still living. He had five sisters, too, all still alive and kicking with daughters and their grandchildren, and my mom’s family was just as significant. My four older brothers, two sisters, and their families pushed the total further. I was the last to marry and claim my share of the substantial trust fund. Add to the mix all the friends I’d accumulated over my thirty-two years of life in the same town, and we packed the church with five hundred or more.

When everyone was seated, I took my place at the altar next to my best man, my college buddy Nelson.

The room drifted into silence, except for an occasional baby fussing, sneezing, or coughing. The music started, and I turned to see the love of my life enter through the thick wooden doors.

The announcer said, “Everyone stand for the bride.”

Everyone stood, turned, and looked at my gorgeous, soon-to-be wife standing at the door in her lengthy, low-cut white wedding dress. Half of her stunning tits were on display, pressed against each other tightly and spilling out.

I could feel my cock getting hard as I thought about what awaited me in just a few short hours. My thoughts drifted into the gutter as I wondered if Abbey shaved her pussy? What would it feel like to be inside her, and was she as wild in bed as I hoped? I suspected she was. The quiet ones always were.

Then she stepped forward, and the slit of her dress parted, displaying her silky, slender leg. She caught me checking her out, smiled, and took another long, sensual step. One after another, she stepped and closed on the altar as I considered Josh’s warning last night. “She’s hiding something.”

What could she be hiding? She had a rough past, but who didn’t?

I had my share of bad relationships, so I gave up on sex until I married. And I understood Abbey’s desire to escape, why she changed her name and disappeared. I couldn’t, I had my non-profit to run, but I’d wanted to after at least two crazy-ass bitches tried to ruin my life. Fortunately, I had a bevy of lawyers at my beck and call, but Abbey didn’t have that at her disposal. It must have been hard on her.

She smiled at me when she took her place next to me at the altar, and all my worries disappeared.

The ceremony passed without a hitch, and after we kissed, everyone clapped. There were the photos and then the brunch. Everyone ate, drank, fawned over my new wife, gave speeches, joked, danced, and laughed.

I remained seated and didn’t join in on the festivities, talk, drink or mingle, which was unlike me.

“You okay, Howie?” Abbey asked.

I leaned into her ear and whispered. “Yeah, I’m thinking about our honeymoon, to be honest. I can’t wait to get you alone.”

Her plump, red lips glistened and stretched into a sensual smile. “Me too!”

I refused to drink, wanting to make sure I was entirely able to make love to my new wife on our wedding night. Abbey didn’t drink either, so she was thinking the same thing. Or at least I hoped.


Chapter Four

At the appointed time, we left, and everyone tossed rice at us as we entered the family’s limo, which whisked us to the luxurious and secluded cottage on the beach my family owned. 

The limo dropped us off. The whitecaps were slapping the shore fifty feet from the cottage. After taking our bags out of the trunk and setting them inside the door, I carried Abbey into the cabin.

I looked around. It was an extravagant four-room cottage; we’d discussed not bringing our virtual reality gear, but I couldn’t bear to live without it. So, I had Timmy set my system up.

I carried Abbey into the bedroom. We both focused on the lavishly sizeable four-poster bed, the maroon satin sheets, and the possibilities for the rest of the night.

Abbey chuckled and said. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

I smiled at her, tossed her into the bed, then pounced on her. I pressed my lips against her juicy eager lips, driving my tongue into her mouth. Our tongues danced and played with each other for a blissful eternity.

I pulled back and gazed into her hungry obsidian eyes. “I love you, Abbey, more than anything.”

She smiled, skated her dainty fingers along her jaw, then down to her breasts, tracing her finger along the low-cut edge of her bride’s dress. She licked her lips before saying. “I love you too, Howie. Now, quit talking and fuck my brains out!”

I jerked back and smiled, surprised, not in an unpleasant way, but still surprised. “Wow, my nasty girl.”

Abbey played along, “Yes, I want to be your dirty nasty girl. I’m so glad you accepted me for who I am. Howie, I’ll do anything for you….” She reached down and grabbed my crotch. “Including being your dirty girl. Now get those clothes off.”

“Oh my God, Abbey.” I stood, kicked my shoes across the room, and whipped my bow tie, coat, and shirt off but fumbled with my pants. Abbey got up from the bed, knelt before me, skillfully unbuckled my belt, and undid the button. As she slid the zipper down, I focused on her face, which had a triumphant look.

She tugged my pants and underwear to my ankles, and my cock sprung out of my white jockey shorts. Abbey said, “Mmmmm… that’s nice. What do you want your dirty girl to do?”

I was already dripping precum, so excited to be married to Abbey. It was especially thrilling to love someone, to know that after having sex, we could be friends, talk, laugh, and play virtual reality games.

Abbey didn’t wait for me to answer. She skillfully grabbed my cock in her hand, parted her now sinful lips, opened her hungry mouth, and flicked her tongue out. She made circular motions around my head using the tip of her tongue. “Is this what you want your dirty girl to do?”

“Oh my God, Abbey.”

She continued flicking her tongue around the head of my cock. “Call me dirty girl. I’m going to be your nasty slut tonight.”

I was shocked that Abbey was so sweet and innocent outside the bedroom, and I concluded that I was right that she’d be wild in bed. At that moment, I couldn’t have been happier. Abbey was indeed the girl of my dreams. 

“Take it, dirty girl.” I grabbed her behind the head and pulled her into my cock. She obediently complied and swallowed my cock. She took it, all of it without gagging, expertly. I had many women before, some of which had no experience, and I could tell Abbey did. I wondered, worried even about Josh’s warning: “She’s hiding something.”

My worries disappeared as Abbey bobbed her head back and forth, taking every inch of my cock. Back and forth, and as she took it, I started thrusting my hips forward and backward in rhythm with her efforts.

“Oh God, Abbey….”

She pulled my cock out of her mouth, grinned devilishly at me, and said. “Dirty girl.”

“You dirty girl, I’m going to cum. I’m sorry it’s so, sooooo, soon.”

She looked up at me, stroking my cock, and said, “Cum on my face, cum in this dirty girl’s face, splatter your cum all over my face. Please, cum for me.” Then she swallowed my cock and returned to her porn star cock sucking skills. As she deep-throated my cock, I had no doubt she had practiced.

But where and with whom?

I forced my worries out of my mind and focused on cumming. “I’m going to cum, Abbey,” I said as I pulled my cock out of her mouth. “Oh… Dirty girl.”

I grabbed her by the chin, “You dirty girl, I’m going to cum.”

I stroked my cock, three times at most. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes as I spasmed and creamed her face. Hungrily, all too eagerly, she tried catching every drop of my cum. Half of it she swallowed; the other I plastered her gorgeous face and lips, and some landed on her lengthy, wavy blonde hair.

Abbey smiled at me and parted her lips again as my shaft slowly softened. She put her lips around my tender cock and sucked, slurped, and swallowed every bit of cum left. I couldn’t believe it. Abbey was the girl of my dreams; I loved her more now than ever.

“Sorry I didn’t last long, but the night is still young, and I want to make sure you enjoy your night as much as I enjoyed mine. I’ve got to head to the bathroom. Why don’t you get out of that wedding dress.” I glanced at the cum that had dripped from her chin onto her dress. “That we ruined.”

“I’d love that, Howie. I was worried last night that you didn’t know about me. I would have told you sooner, but we were getting along so well, well, anyway, I’ll slide out of this dress, get my face cleaned up, for round two.” She laughed, ran her finger through some of my sticky cum, and then licked it off her fingers. “Mmmmm, tasty. I’ll be waiting for you. I’ve got a gallon of cum for you, too.”

“I’ll be right back. You’ll love my oral skills. I’m told I’m great.” I stuck my tongue out and flicked it devilishly before heading to the bathroom.


Chapter Five

As I stood over the toilet, my piss hitting the water, something about what she said struck me. “I’ve got a gallon of cum for you, too.”

That’s not how women generally refer to as the outcome of their orgasms. I shrugged it off. She was probably being sarcastic. She had a strange sense of humor, another thing I loved about her.

I flushed the toilet and returned to the bedroom, my cock revving up for round two. But, before this round started, I was going to lick the juices out of Abbey’s pussy; give her the same enjoyment she gave me. Show her that my oral skills were indeed worth her marrying me.

Abbey was sensually spread out on the bed, her arms above her head, her tongue played across her lips, and her skin was flushed. She teasingly ran her hand down her jaw, over her firm and gorgeous tits.

My cock sprung to attention, ready for another round.

She grabbed her hard nipples and pinched them before gliding past her hard and toned stomach, and then she spread her thighs, and a cock popped up from between them. She grabbed her erect and throbbing cock.

“What the hell? You’re not a girl; you’ve got a cock?” My cock softened and shrunk.

She sat up and said. “You told me, Timmy told you.”

“Timmy said you changed your name, that you’d been with a guy who’d abused you, and that was why we couldn’t find anything from your past. Not this. You’re a guy!”

Abbey stood, her tits and throbbing cock bounced. “You’ve been checking on me? Why? How could you say that, Howie? How could you say such an insensitive thing? I am a girl, a woman. My birth certificate says so, my driver’s license says so, and my employment records from your dad’s fucked up company say so too. Most importantly, for you, is that our marriage certificate says so.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off her cock, still hard and bigger and thicker than mine. The thing was fucking enormous. How had she hidden it from me all this time? “I married a fucking guy; oh my God, Josh was right. Abbey, you’ve been hiding your cock from me.”

Abbey started sniffling and sobbing. As she did, I wanted to go to her and comfort her like I would have before discovering she was a what? A shemale? Trans girl, I didn’t know what to call her. “Why didn’t you tell me before?”

Still sobbing, she choked out. “I never expected to fall in love with you, and I tried to on many occasions. But honestly, I never expected you to propose to me after only knowing me for a month. We were having such a good time, and I couldn’t believe or didn’t believe when you told me you were in love with me. When I tried to tell you last night, you said you knew. Timmy told you some bullshit. Oh my God, he didn’t tell you that I’m trans, but he told you I made porn videos.”

I took two steps away from her, and I wished I could go back to the time when I didn’t know so much about Abbey. “You’re a porn star? That’s why you suck cock so good?”

“He didn’t tell you? We should be careful. Timmy’s up to something, for sure.”

Abbey went from whimpering to a full-blown attack of despair. Tears flowed freely down her cheeks as her head dropped into the palms of her hands.

I stared at her for minutes. I watched her cry, feeling guilty and conflicted. Do I help? Did she willingly lie to me, deceive me, or fall victim to the same misunderstanding I did? I wondered why she didn’t just say when I first met her, “Oh, I have a cock.”

What was I going to do?

My non-profit business was growing, and I planned on using my part of the trust fund to get it going even more. At least until I secured enough donations to keep it running on its own. Money was coming in, but not enough.

Had I hurried my decision with Abbey because I wanted the money? Were there any signs that she had a cock I ignored to get my father’s money?

It did not matter now. I needed to stay married because the people I helped relied on me and my non-profit. What would happen to them?

And I’d just launched my campaign to become mayor. I could make things better for people. What would my opponent do if he figured out my wife had a cock? Oh my God, he’d rip me to shreds publicly and embarrass my family.

“I need to be alone,” I said. I put on a pair of shorts, grabbed a bottle of Scotch, and headed for the beach.

After about an hour, I returned to the cottage. Abbey was still crying, curled up on the bed. I sat down next to her, touched her shoulder, and said. “I want to stay married, but we must just be like before when we were dating. No sex, just friends. I love you, Abbey as a friend. But, this sex stuff, no way.”

At this point, I wished I had listened to Josh.

We lay next to each other, back to back, all night. We were not sleeping: tossing and turning. Both of us were crying. Yes, I cried; I admit it. All the hopes and dreams of what I expected would be a great marriage were dashed when I saw Abbey’s dick.


Chapter Six

In the morning, I showered and dressed. I tapped Abbey, still curled up in a tight ball on the shoulder. “Abbey, we have to meet some potential donors and a few friends at noon for brunch.”

She rolled over, naked and her huge, flaccid cock flopped onto her stomach. “Are you fucking serious, Howie? You want me to sit and make nice with your fucking friends after you broke my heart?”

I turned away and said. “Could you cover that thing? We must keep up appearances, the trust my non-profit depends on, and my upcoming campaign for mayor depends on my image.”

“That thing is part of me, and you’re going to have to get used to it, you insensitive bastard. Your fucking image? What about my heart, my feelings, my desires? I sucked you off last night while I got blue balls and a broken heart!”

She cleared her throat and said. “Okay, Howie. I still love you and know how vital your non-profit is, and I think you’d make a great mayor, at least I did before you broke my heart.”

She stood, walked to her suitcase, and bent over to sift through it for clothes to wear. I admired her hips, narrow waist, and sexy long legs as she did. She looked every bit like a woman, and then I caught sight of her flaccid cock and balls dangling between her legs, and I grimaced.

She turned, regarded me looking at her, and covered her breasts. Honestly, I wished she’d covered her giant fucking cock. “Why are you looking at me like that? That look, you’re disgusted with me, aren’t you?”

I shook my head, “No, Abbey, I genuinely love you, but just as a friend.”

Our scheduled ride-share driver picked us up on time. During the drive, Abbey kept grabbing my cock, licking my ears, and putting her head on my shoulder. I kept pushing her hands and head away.

She whispered in my ear. “We're supposed to be on our honeymoon.”

I recognized her anger through it all. She was pissed off and making me suffer for my insensitivity. I could feel bile rise to my throat as I worried if she’d sabotage my fundraising efforts too. 

We arrived on time for the brunch with potential donors to my mayoral campaign and the non-profit. I felt awkward and struggled to get a sentence in, but Abbey was a trooper, smiling and laughing at all the wedding night sex jokes. She took part wonderfully in the small talk.

She seemed to know one of our potential donors, Ms. Shultz. I know her brokerage firm managed a large portion of my father’s portfolio.

Ms. Shultz asked Abbey. “He’s yours?”

Which I thought was strange, as if Abbey owned me or something.

I figured I was just stressed and worried about the day going well. Josh had organized this brunch before I’d intended to marry Abbey; it was essential, and I was blowing it.

But damned if Abbey didn’t pick up the slack, I have to admit the money I pulled in was due to her. As she worked the room and the potential donors, I felt a resurgence of my love for her, but damn I couldn’t get my mind off her cock. If only she didn’t have that cock, this would be the perfect marriage.

After the brunch ended, I’d secured more donations than ever; in reality, it was Abbey. She’d managed to get commitments for more than I’d ever had for my non-profit and campaign.


Chapter Seven

After a long day, we returned to the beach cottage. Abbey stripped and slid into her yoga pants and a tight t-shirt. She opened her book and fell into bed, ignoring me.

“Goodnight,” I said as I sat on the bed beside her.

She turned and kicked me in the back. “Fuck you, sleep on the floor, asshole!” Abbey said.

She was angry, and I’d never seen her so angry before. Or was she hurt? A sudden wave of guilt ran through me. She tried to tell me, I think. I felt like the bad guy, and then I thought she was the one who carried the secret. She had a cock, and even made porn.

“What was your porn name?” I blurted out. I’m not sure why that came out or the way it did. I knew it was an insensitive question and would hurt her, but I asked anyway.

“Hazy Eve. Are you going to jack off? Better get used to using your hand because that’s all your getting from me unless you get down on this.” She grabbed her crotch.

“And if I catch you cheating on me, I will divorce you, and you can kiss your trust goodbye, your non-profit you love more than me, and your chances of becoming mayor.” She grabbed her cock, which was visible under tight, pink yoga pants.

I laid a blanket on the floor, connected my Bluetooth earbuds to my phone, and searched for Hazy Eve. Abbey had made about thirteen porn movies.

I pulled one up.

She was dressed in a short, red, and black plaid skirt with a white blouse with a cute white bow on the collar, and her long blonde hair was tied in two innocent-looking ponytails, dangling on each side of her head. She was seated at a desk, books opened, intent on studying. She was the only student in the room except for the gorgeous MILF.

The teacher, an ultra-sexy MILF, hair tied in a tight bun and sexy tortoiseshell glasses giving her a librarian look, stood and walked toward Hazy, my wife.

Standing over Abbey, or Hazy Eve, a ruler in her right-hand smacks her left hand’s palm. She flicked her tongue across her plump lips, made to suck cock. “You’ve been a bad girl, a dirty nasty girl, from what I’ve heard, Hazy.” She smacked her hand harder with the extra-long ruler.

Abbey looked up, innocence in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Belcher. I just can’t seem to get my mind off cock. I love it, I love it, so much.”

Mrs. Belcher lowered her head, pressed her red lips together, and said. “That’s why you’re in detention right now because you’re sucking cock, and getting that ass filled with dick, and as a result, you’re failing your studies.”

She smacked her hand with the ruler. “Perhaps, some punishment is in order. Stand. Place your hands on the desk.”

Abbey or Hazy stood, bent over, and placed her hands on the back of the seat. She was wearing a red thong splitting her gorgeous and tight ass cheeks.

I looked at my wife lying on the bed with her back toward me. She had a delectable ass, and her tight t-shirt outlined her enticing curves.

I returned to the video as Mrs. Belcher pulled Hazy’s thong to the side, exposing Hazy’s mouth-watering ass.

Mrs. Belcher slid her impatient hands over Hazy’s well-rounded cheeks. I wanted to do the same, run my hands over Abbey’s delectable ass, touch and savor the softness. My cock hardened, even after witnessing Mrs. Belcher grab and tug on Hazy’s cock that was dangling between her legs.

I ensured Abbey was asleep, pulled my cock out of my pajamas, and started stroking it as Mrs. Belcher smacked Hazy, or rather my wife’s ass. Once, twice, three times, the ultra-sexy MILF kept going until Hazy’s ass was an inviting shade of pink. Hazy flinched after each smack but seemed to enjoy it. She was either one hell of an actor or genuinely enjoying it.

I wondered if she was acting: her compassion, sense of humor, and purported love of me. Was it all an act? If she loved this, what would she expect me to do if I changed my mind about our sex life? 

Mrs. Belcher turned Hazy around. Hazy’s cock was stiff and throbbing. And fucking gigantic. The sexy MILF teacher dropped to her knees and opened her mouth….

A foot thumped into my lower back. I turned. My cock was straight up and hard as a rock. Abbey grimaced, standing over me, hands on hips glowering.

Abbey recognized the video. “So, let me get this straight. You refuse to please me, ignore me sexually, and what? Instead, you watch my video and jack off to it?”

I tried to look her in the eyes but couldn’t. I felt horrible. This situation we’re in wasn’t all her fault, and yet I was blaming her. “I’m sorry, it was… I guess kind of hot.”

She rolled her eyes. “You enjoyed my video.” She glanced at my rock-hard cock. “I love you, Howie. But I want things too. Yeah, I made some porn. I had to. My parents threw me out; I had to survive. I got involved with some bad people as a result. I learned I want sex with emotion and love, and if we can’t include sex in our marriage, I want a divorce.”

I stood, tucked my cock into my pajamas, and said. “Divorce?”

“Yes, I'm filing for a divorce if you can’t find a way to have sex with me. And if you refuse to grant me a speedy one, we’ll have to bring out how you couldn’t please me sexually in any proceeding. I don’t want that, Howie. I don’t, but I can’t do this.”

There was intense pressure building in my chest, and I felt numb. “I know it’s not all your fault. I should have asked and not avoided the conversation. I, I do love you.”

Abbey lowered her eyes to the floor, shaking her head. “I should have told you. I guess I just wanted to believe that this would be something different. Maybe I’ll never have love and sex as I want.”

“Abbey, we had fun together and never fought back when I thought you were a woman. We can have fun together, and have a great marriage, just not the sex.”

Abbey drove both her hands' palms facing me into my chest, sending me off balance. “You bastard! You fucking idiot! I am a woman. So, what, we sleep in separate bedrooms, and you jack off to my porn, and I suffer a long, painful life of blue balls? We need to have sex soon, or I swear to God, Howie, I’m filing for a divorce.”

“Maybe, someday. But for now, just friends.”

Abbey shook her head. “No, you’re not going to put this off, tonight we have sex, or tomorrow I leave. I mean, like right now.”

“Listen, Abbey; I love you. There is no doubt about it. But, that cock, I’m not gay or anything.”

“You watched my porn video, were rock hard stroking your cock like a madman, with my cock dangling between my legs, and yet you’re saying you can’t have sex with me?”

Abbey stepped out of her yoga pants and tossed them across the room. She pulled her t-shirt off, threw it too as she walked to the kitchen, placed her hand’s palms up on the table, and bent over, showing me her lovely, plump, and mouth-watering ass. “Recognize this position? Do you want to spank my ass first? Punish me for not telling you that I had a cock?”

I wondered if she was acting. Or did she enjoy kinky sex? “Abbey, I’ve never done anything like that before. I’m not sure I would enjoy it?”

“Oh, come on, I saw how hard your cock was.” She grabbed her cock and balls and pulled them up. I could barely see them from my view. “Go ahead, get your belt, give me a few whacks, release your anger, and then fuck my ass. It’ll be a start. But, Howie, we are having sex. If you want to skip the spanking and just fuck me, that’s cool. Cum in me, make me your slut. But Howie, you will give me an orgasm, and then we can be friends.”

“Do what? What do you mean?”

“Oh, I think you know. But first, you’re going to fuck me.”

“Abbey, why are you doing this? Why?”

Abbey turned around, her cock hanging between her legs. Her tits were gorgeous, and even with the minimal makeup she’d done while I was showering, she looked hot and seductive. “Why? Because we are man and wife. We are on our honeymoon and supposed to fuck like rabbits. I was expecting it, and you were waiting for it. Listen, just close your eyes, feel my skin. Let’s start there.”

“I don’t know, Abbey. Can’t we just go back to the way things were?”

Abbey walked toward me; her cock bounced more than her jiggling tits. She stood before me, reached up, and closed my eyes. Her voice was soft and sensual when she said. “Give me your hand.” She grabbed my hand and lifted it.

“I’m not grabbing your cock, no way.”

“Howie, just relax, keep your eyes closed.”

She put my hands on her lower back: it was luscious, smooth, and supple and if I hadn’t seen her cock, I’d have decided it was a woman I was touching.

She slid my hands down to her butt cheeks. They were wonderfully fleshy yet firm at the same time, and God, they felt great. “Play with them, Howie. I demand it.”

I jiggled and squeezed them, and then I did something I wasn’t expecting. I spread Abby’s butt cheeks wide and probed her butt hole with a finger. Her hole was tight, and my cock told me with a sudden surge of blood that it was fuckable.

“Okay, so no spanking. Maybe this is too kinky for you. We’ll start more vanilla, at least for now.”

“What do you mean by that?” I concluded that maybe my wife wasn’t acting in the video, that she desired kinky sex. If I started here, how far was she going to take me?

She grabbed me by the hand and led me to the bed. She laid down on her stomach and told me to lay down on top of her.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked even though I knew the answer.

She turned around and said. “Kiss me.”

I dropped my chin to look at her cock, but Abbey grabbed my chin and said. “Look at me; I’m the same girl as before. You’ve kissed me; for hours, we’ve made out. You said I was the best kisser you’ve ever had.”

I had said that and meant it. But how was I going to kiss Abbey now? She was a guy, but I saw the woman I loved as I explored Abbey’s eyes. I must admit I dreaded what I was about to do, but I closed my eyes and leaned forward.

I puckered my lips, and our lips connected tensely at first. After about thirty seconds, I remembered our long passionate makeout sessions and forgot Abbey had a cock.

Abbey made the first move and slipped her tongue past my lips. Initially, I froze as my mind recalled what was between her legs. Pure male instinct drove me to my next move; my hand grabbed her tits. I’ve wanted to do it for so long, and I finally managed to pull it off.

Abbey moaned and her back arched.

I started to enjoy it; even if we went no further, these were luscious tits. I squeezed gently at first but progressed to a harder and more intense embrace. Abbey enjoyed it, especially when I pinched her nipples. I kissed and licked her face, her ears, and her tits. I took one of her nipples in my mouth and sucked, nibbled it as Abbey grabbed my cock again, stroking it.

I’d forgotten about her cock, until she repositioned, and her enormous cock rubbed against my thigh. I stopped, then jumped away. I glanced down at her cock, which was now fully erect, bigger, thicker, and longer by at least three inches. I didn’t have a ruler, so it was just an estimate. But there was no doubt it was much, much bigger than mine. It looked like a horse’s cock.

With some effort, she tucked her cock between her legs and said. “I’m sorry, please don’t stop.” Then she grabbed my cock, stroked it, and said. “Mine’s bigger.” She stuck her tongue out at me teasingly.

Then she turned back on her stomach and lifted her hips. She spread her ass cheeks apart and said. “Just imagine it as a pussy. Your pussy, fuck it and let’s consummate our marriage.”

“Okay.” I took a deep breath, let it out, and spit in her butthole. God, her ass was nice. I ran my hands over her ass, down her thigh, and back up. Her legs were silky smooth, soft, and yet firm and muscular. So was her ass. I stroked my cock as I beheld her beautifully toned ass. I was hard, harder than I’d been in a while.

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and pushed the tip between her cheeks as Abbey squeezed and tightened her cheeks around my cock. It sent a sudden flush of warmth through my entire body. My heart thumped in my chest as I couldn’t resist any longer.

I pushed, and the initial resistance quickly disappeared as her asshole relaxed and allowed entry.

“Oh my God, that feels good.” I wasn’t trying to make Abbey feel good when I said it, either. It felt good, tight, and warm.

I stayed still for a long moment before pulling out, then forcing myself back in.

She said. “Fuck me, Howie. Fuck me like you mean it. I want you so bad. I’ve wanted you in me since I met you.”

I put my hands on her slender hips holding her firmly down, and aggressively shoved my cock back into her ass. I was balls deep.

As I spanked her ass with my hips and invaded her ass with my cock, Abbey moaned louder and passionately. Her hips pushed back in rhythm with my thrusts.

Abbey rose to her knees into a doggie position. I grabbed her hips, oblivious to the humungous piece of meat dangling between her legs, and thrust deep.

Abbey moaned and said. “Fuck me, Howie. Fuck me like a slut. Come on, do it. Spank my ass, please.”

I pulled my cock out and smacked her ass, first on the left cheek, then the right cheek. I’d never done anything like this before.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, Howie; I’m sorry. I deserve the punishment. Take your anger and disappointment out on my ass, please.”

As she said the words, I slapped her ass harder and harder until it glistened with a pleasing shade of pink. I stopped suddenly, surprised at how much I enjoyed that.

I thrust back in, grabbed her lengthy hair, and pulled back. I proceeded to fuck the shit out of her. There was no tenderness in my actions. Yet it seemed the harder I pounded, the more enthusiastic Abbey became.

Sweat started dripping from my forehead, I was close to cumming, and I reached around and grabbed her tits. I pinched her nipples, slid my hand down to rub her cunt, and got a handful of cock instead. Her cock was stiff, throbbing, and the tip was wet with cum.

A lump formed in my throat, but I didn’t lose my erection but stopped fucking her. However, Abbey’s rhythm was doing all the work for me. In and out, my cock slid as a result of the movements of her hips.

What amazed me was that I kept my hands wrapped around her warm, throbbing rod as Abbey fucked my hand and pleasured her hole with my cock. I needed, wanted to cum, but with her cock in my hand, my imminent orgasm had retreated.

If I was going to cum, I had to let go of her cock, so I did. Then I returned to fucking her hole. With fury I’d never displayed before, I pounded her ass. Each time my hips hit her ass, her pink ass cheeks jiggled.

After a few minutes, I spasmed with an intensity I’d never had and erupted inside of Abbey’s ass. Abbey gripped the bedsheets and screamed, squeezing her cheeks and hole tightly around my spasming cock. I pulled out my cum streaming down her thighs.

“Oh my God, Abbey….” I surprised myself when I said. “That was great.” I wasn’t saying it, either. Abbey was the wildest, most intense fuck I’d ever had.

“Oh, my, was it ever.” Abbey turned around and laid on her back, her cock sticking straight up, dripping precum.

I jumped to my feet, realizing I’d just fucked a dude. I forgot all the fun I’d just had. I headed for the bathroom, needing to get away. Sex wasn’t going to work with her cock. Yet, I just had the best fuck of my life, one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever had.

“Hey, wait a minute,” Abbey called.

I turned and said. “What?”

She glanced down at her throbbing erection and grinned devilishly. “What about me? I’m close. You were bragging about your oral skills. How about a demonstration.”

“You can’t just do it yourself?” I said.

“What the fuck? Okay, you don’t have to suck it, but if you want to stay married, you at least have to give me a handjob. It won’t take long. I’m close.”

“You want me to jerk you off? I’m not gay, Abbey.”

Abbey laughed. Pointed at my now flaccid cock. “You had that little guy in your hands not more than half an hour ago watching two trans girl’s making love. Howie, I saw how hard and fast you were going at it; you might not be gay, but you don’t mind cock. Just pretend when you’re stroking my cock; it's yours. Mine’s the same, just bigger. If you truly love me, you’ll do it. Pretend it’s yours.”

“No way… no way Abbey.” There was no way I could touch another guy’s cock. But I did love her, and she was great in bed. I’d cummed twice now, and she hadn’t cum at all. “How close?”

She smiled, “I’ll be quick. Just close your eyes, and pretend it’s yours. You’ll have to imagine a bit since mine is much bigger.” She laughed.

Was she taunting me?

I took a deep breath and thought about all the people my non-profit would help, and all the money Abbey brought in. It was the least I could do for her. I sat down next to her, and Abbey clapped childishly and playfully.

I closed my eyes, reached out, and gripped it. Abbey’s cock throbbed and spasmed as I wrapped my fingers around it. Then I realized how thick it was; my fingers were only halfway around her shaft. 

I started pumping and stroking Abbey’s cock, imagining it was my cock. As the skin over her cock moved over her shaft, I fantasized about Abbey having a pussy. I relived our intense fucking with me pounding her imaginary pussy instead of her ass. It worked.

Abbey moaned and begged. “Harder. Faster. Please. Oh, Howie, please.”

I squeezed tighter and pumped it fast as I thought about fucking Abbey’s pussy, and I’d forgotten that I was stroking her cock and not mine. I got hard again.

Her entire body shivered. Lost in my fantasy, I didn’t react in time as she lost control. She screamed and released a gallon of cum into the air. Cum soaked my hands, wrist, forearm, and cheeks.

I opened my eyes and beheld my wife. She had a relaxed smile and cheeks flushed with pleasure.

She opened her eyes and laughed happily. “Thank you, Howie. I do love you. I know that was hard for you.” She chuckled after regarding all the cum on my hands, wrists, and even some on my face and said. “Maybe we need a cloth or something.”

“I need to take a shower,” I said as I wiped my hands and arms on the bedsheets.

“When you get back, sleep next to me.” She patted the bed. “Please, hold me. I’ll tuck it tight. It’ll be like before; you won’t know or see it.”

I showered, and then Abbey did. When she came out, she was in a loose negligee, and I couldn’t see any bulge. She tried to snuggle, but I turned my back on her. I just wasn’t ready.

She put her arms around my back and pulled close to me. I didn’t want to hurt her, and I didn’t feel her cock, so I fell asleep.

I woke in the morning, and we were in basically the same position. Except Abbey had developed a raging morning erection pressed into my back. I got up quickly, without waking her, showered, dressed, and made coffee.

I made breakfast, bacon, eggs, and toast. Abbey must have smelled my efforts because she woke, walked to the kitchen, a happy, delighted bounce in her step, catlike, deliberate, and plopped down at the kitchen table.

She let out a deep satisfying sigh and said. “That was great, Howie; I haven’t had sex like that in such a long time. Maybe never.” She smiled at me. “How about you? Was I good for you?”

I wanted to say she was great, and I loved her more than ever. But I couldn’t get past her cock. “Let’s not talk about it. Coffee?”

“Yes, please, and I’d love some of that.” She pointed to the stove. “I’ve worked up one gargantuan appetite.”

I poured her a cup of coffee and placed three strips of extra crispy bacon, just the way she liked them. Then spooned out a helping of scrambled eggs, buttered two slices of toast, and placed the plate in front of her. Abbey grabbed my wrist and pulled me into her. I turned my head, and she kissed me on the cheek instead of the lips kiss I suspected she had planned.

I was being an asshole; I knew it.

“I loved you inside me. Did you enjoy fucking me?”

“Please, Abbey. Let’s just enjoy our day. We can watch movies or play a game. Go for a walk on the beach or anything. But, please, I need time to take all this sex stuff in.”

She gobbled down her breakfast in record time. Then she said, wiping her mouth with a napkin. “When you fall off a horse, you get right back on. I want to suck you off again, and you can jerk me off. Then we can enjoy our friendship. But, you will get used to having sex with me.”

“Are you blackmailing me?”

Abbey laughed. “Maybe. I don’t want your money, Howie; I want you and our marriage to last and be the best it can be. Not only the friendship. But to have but wild, passionate….” She smiled devilishly at me. “… kinky sex with the man I love.”

God, she had changed. She’d always shunned sex talk, and now she was like a wild beast in heat.

“Abbey, no, not today. I need time to process all this and think. Please, let’s just be the friends we were. Can’t we just have some fun, like before? Talk, and laugh.”

Abbey’s phone rang. She had tucked in her yoga pants. “Hello, Ms. Shultz. How are you?”

I wondered if they knew each other; why didn’t Abbey refer to Ms. Shultz more informally, and from how they interacted at the brunch yesterday, I assumed they did.

Abbey nodded for several minutes as Ms. Shultz talked. Then she said, “I don’t know if it’s going to work; I really don’t. As I said, I thought Timmy told him about me. I thought he accepted me for who I was. We had sex, and it seemed like he enjoyed it. But, he’s….”

I said. “Abbey, why are you telling a stranger about our business?”

She held her hands over the phone and said. “She a friend, a very dear friend. She’s like me, and I trust her advice.”

“Sorry, Ms. Shultz. I’d appreciate that.”

Abbey nodded and handed me the phone. “She wants to talk with you.”

Ms. Shultz had a confident tone, yet it was light and sexy. “Good morning Howie. I’m Ms. Shultz, and you know how much money I plan to give to your non-profit and your campaign.”

“Yes, and thank you. It’ll do a lot of people a lot of good. I’d love to meet and go over my platform.”

“Yes, it will. Honestly, with your bumbling at the brunch, none of us in attendance would have donated a dime to either your food bank or your fucking campaign if it wasn’t for your wife.”

I glanced at Abbey, and she smiled.

I said. “Yes, Abbey’s a great woman. I do love her.”

“I have a recommendation for you if you wish me to write the check I agreed to, and that is to do whatever your wife wants in bed. Hang on to this one because she is a great lady and a woman, every bit of a woman.”

“What, listen here. I don’t know who you are and what Abbey told you, but our sex life is our business.”

Ms. Shultz laughed. “It is my business. Abbey is a dear friend of mine, and if she’s not happy, neither am I. And when I’m not satisfied, I find my hand freezes up and is incapable of writing checks. Think of it this way. And I believe you wish to do good for the world, and you’d make a great mayor. But, you know you’ll need money; money makes the world go round. So, you please, Abbey, and you get to help people. Otherwise, you don’t have your trust fund because Abbey divorces you. I tell everyone at the brunch who donated money what an insensitive asshole you are and to cancel their donations. So, Howie, you want to help people; it comes down to pleasing Abbey sexually.”

Ms. Shultz hung up.

Abbey frowned and said, “You aren’t the guy I married anymore. You used to be sweet and funny, and I thought I believed you’d be okay with who I am and what I wanted and that you’d do anything for me as I have for you. Now you treat me like a  freak, like all the other guys I have dated. Like the guys, gals, producers, and everyone involved in the porn business treated me. I thought you loved me; you said you’d do anything for me.” 

“Are you trying to make me feel guilty? Was this Ms. Shultz blackmailing me? I love you, I can’t hide my feelings or change them, and I want to help people. Unless I have sex with you in any way you want, I can’t have what we had before: the fun, the laughter, the friendship, the emotional intimacy. And it seems I can’t help people. So…”

“I’m not sure what’s so horrible, Howie. Yeah, I have a cock you’ll have to get used to.” Her face softened. “I wish I could go back in time and tell you about me and that I am trans. But I can’t. I wish I could go back to when you demanded I go to your stupid fundraising lunch and firmly stand my ground and say no. I wish I could go back to that brunch and just sit there while you made a fool of yourself and let you walk away with empty hands, but I didn’t.”

She stepped forward, grabbed me by the chin, and stepped out of her yoga pants. “We’re good for each other, Howie. I love you, so you have got to get passed this?” She tapped her heart and then pointed at me. “Because you and I make a good team.”

She pulled her t-shirt over her head and tossed it on the bed. “Maybe you’ll enjoy it. Ms. Shultz says many of her men were reluctant initially, but they submitted to her.”

“Wait? What are you talking about?”

Abbey had a playful grin on her face and said. “You said you’d do anything for me, am I right? Were you lying?”

My head throbbed as I considered it. I had said that, and I meant it. Except when I said it, I had no idea it might require me to do things with a cock? What did she mean when she said submitted? “I love you. I do, and when I said I’d do anything for you….”

Abbey cut me off and said. “You said there was nothing that we couldn’t work through. Was that a lie? Try it. It’s an amazing thing to give up all control, sexually.”

I glanced down at her huge cock, throbbing and begging for what, my mouth? My ass? “Wait a minute, give up control? What do you mean, exactly, and you’re turning the tables on me; you didn’t tell me about your cock. That you were transgender, or whatever you are.”

Abbey was staring at me, licking her lips like I was her prey. It was then I understood what she was driving toward. I was to be on the receiving end in the bedroom. Coldness spread through my entire body, and every pore of my skin tingled. I shook my head. “No way, Abbey. No way.”

“Howie, I love you. You love me, and I think you’d enjoy what I have in mind tonight and in the future. You just have to trust me and give in to me. Or, I leave, and you can do it alone. No trust fund, no donations, and think of all the people you could have helped. Needy people need you just because you won’t take a dick up your ass.”

There it was, in plain English. Abbey wanted to fuck me. “This is all fucking crazy. You’re saying I lose everything if I don’t let you fuck me in the ass? That you’ll let people starve….”

Abbey’s eyes lit up, her face softened, and she said. “No, Howie, it’s you. I am the way I am. As I said, I wish I could go back. But I can’t. I have nothing to lose while you do.”

I took a deep breath and couldn’t believe what I said. “Okay. Okay.” I was going to take it up the ass to prove my love to Abbey and to do good for the world. Abbey nodded, crossed her arms under her breast, and said.

Abbey said. “Now, why don’t you get out of those clothes.”

I grabbed the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled it up. God, I thought, what was I doing? How far was this going to go? Once I did it, how often was she going to make me do it? I grabbed my sweatpants and pushed them down. Standing there naked, I felt ashamed and covered my cock, which, surprisingly, was swelling. I wanted this to be over, but I suspected that although this was my first time, this wouldn’t be my last. I couldn’t look at Abbey.

“Why are you hiding my cock?” Abbey demanded.

“I’m not.” What did she mean by saying it was her cock? I moved my hands, showing her my cock, which had grown to a full-blown hard-on.

She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into her. She tried to hide her horse cock from me in our previous sessions. This time she made sure I knew it was there, sliding her cock between my thighs.

She kissed me teasingly at first, flicking her tongue in and out of my mouth, playfully biting my lips. Her cock was pulsating against my thighs. I didn’t know what to do, so I stood there submissively, more or less.

As her tongue forced its way into my mouth, I couldn’t stop focusing on her cock. It was so big. How the hell was I going to take it? How could such a slender woman have such a big cock?

As she kissed me, her hand dropped between my legs, and she started jerking me off. Slowly at first, then more aggressively. As she stroked me, and her tongue danced with mine, I drifted back to the days before I discovered the massive piece of meat between her legs. There was no doubt I still loved Abbey. I loved her and appreciated all she’d done for the non-profit and my campaign.

I realized I wanted to make her happy as I reached down and grabbed her cock. I gripped it firmly, with a passion and desire that surprised Abbey and me too.

She stopped tongue fucking me and looked down at my hand as it stroked her cock. I said. “Uh, am I doing it right?”

Abbey smiled and said. “You’re doing fine.”

I continued stroking as she watched. Maybe, this was sort of my penance for being an ass to her. Perhaps even a reward because I had her to thank for the cash flowing into my non-profit and campaign.

I took a deep breath, as my mind drifted to the porn video I’d watched, and dropped to my knees. Abbey’s raging hard-on was bouncing right in front of my face. I reached out and pulled the tip so that it touched my lips. I closed my eyes, parted my lips, and cringed as I let her cock slide into my mouth.

She moaned and said. “That’s a good boy.”

Reluctantly I pressed my lips around it. It wasn’t in my mouth more than an inch, maybe less. But I felt like gagging. I recalled one of the many blowjobs I’d gotten from women, the ones that gagged, choked, and rubbed their teeth around my cock. It was incredibly unpleasant and unfulfilling. I wanted to please Abbey. So I garnered my strength and fought back the gag.

As I stretched my jaw further and swallowed more of her cock. It didn’t taste or smell bad. It smelled fragrant, like perfume, clean.

I looked up at Abbey. She gazed down at me, a huge smile plastered on her face, and I must admit I was starting to enjoy this. It wasn’t necessarily sucking cock that pleased me, but the knowledge that in sucking her cock I delighted the woman I loved.

I pulled her cock out and looked up at her. I shocked myself when I said, “Abbey, I’ll do anything for you.” And I meant it; I would go wherever this sexual journey took us.

Abbey grabbed me by the head and said. “You going to be my dirty slut, like I was yours?”

I smiled without a doubt that I would and said, “Yes, I am your slut.”

She grabbed me behind the head as I opened my mouth again and wrapped my lips around her cock. I swallowed, and she thrust her hips forward, driving her horse cock into my throat. I felt like it would dislocate my jaw. Her cock was so big. My eyes started watering, and it took every bit of my concentration not to gag. But I didn’t. I focused on pleasing her. With each thrust, I kept my teeth off her cock, allowing her to drive the cock deeper into my throat.

She pushed deeper and deeper, pushing her enormous, thick head into my throat. I gagged and apologized.

“No worries, slut.” Abbey said with a smile.

She pulled her cock out of my mouth and looked down at me. “Go over to the table, put your hand down, and wait for me.”

“Okay,” I said, not knowing what was coming next, and honestly, I didn’t care. I would do whatever Abbey wanted.

I placed my trembling, sweaty palms on the table. My heart rammed against my chest as I wondered and as I waited and waited, imagining what would happen. I had an idea, and I worried Abbey would split me in half with that monster of a cock.

I turned. Abbey walked toward me with a hairbrush in her hand. “You seemed to enjoy watching me get spanked, so maybe you want to experience it yourself. You love me, Howie? You want to do anything for me?”

I took a deep breath and said. “Yes. I deserve it.”

I turned back around and waited for what seemed like an hour. Then Abbey smacked my left cheek with her brush. There wasn’t much behind her swing, but it stung. Then she slapped the right cheek. Then she buried her face in my ass and gently licked my hole like an ice cream cone.

“Oh, my God… That feels good.”

Just as I got into it, she smacked me on each cheek again, more forceful this time, and didn’t waste any time, plunging her tongue back into my ass.

Her tongue moved in circles, probing, flicking, and tickling in ways I’d never experienced before. I moaned.

Then she smacked both cheeks again, more demanding and with more authority this time. Then she whispered to me, “Do you love me, Howie? Are you still committed to pleasing me?”

“Yes, please. Don’t stop.” And I didn’t want her to stop.

This time a lubed, slippery finger went in my ass. I clenched hard, grabbing the corner of the table. It wasn’t unpleasant, nor did it hurt. It was like a pleasurable pressure as her finger penetrated me.

“Oh, my, that’s nice,” I said as the second finger slid in.

She fucked me with her two fingers for a few minutes as my ass loosened. Then without warning, her fingers pulled out, and she smacked each ass cheek three times, each smack growing in intensity. My cheeks were tingling and warm when her fingers entered my ass again.

After a few minutes, she kicked my ankles apart, and I fell face down into the table, my ass higher than before. She guided her lubed cock between my butt cheeks as the worry returned. The terror of having a cock as big as Abbey’s destroying my ass.

“Ready, hun?”

I took a deep breath. “I want to please you, but I don’t know… just do it.”

Then I felt the pressure as her thick head pushed into my ass, splitting my hole apart. Abbey was slow but persistent, driving her cock into my tight asshole.

Then, after what seemed like hours of pressure, my ass loosened, and her cock slid deeper into my virgin ass. Though it felt like it was up in my stomach, it probably was no further than an inch.

I screamed; half a howl of pain and the other half of it was a wail of ecstasy and unadulterated pleasure.

She forced her cock in even deeper, and I suffered as every inch of her throbbing cock ripped my asshole’s walls apart. I didn’t hate it, though. Each time she retreated and assaulted my ass again, I could feel my hole stretching and relaxing.

As I got used to her monster of a cock the gentle and slow pace became more relentless. Each time she pulled out, I couldn’t wait for her head to rub on the rim of my asshole once again.

“You okay, hun.”

“Yes, I want it; I want it so bad. Not anyone else’s cock, mind you but yours. I want your cock in me.”

This time when she entered, it wasn’t so gentle. She pushed me down, grabbed my hips, and drilled into my ass. My toes curled, and I rose as she pulled out and forced her way back in.

She fucked me intensely now. The table started to bounce and rattle as drool dribbled from my mouth. My cock swung back and forth as she ruthlessly pounded my ass.

She slowed her pace and reached around and grabbed my cock. That was all it took; I shuddered and exploded over the floor. Abbey returned to savagely humping my ass. She shot her load inside of my ass after half a minute. Then she pulled out. I turned and sucked the juices off her cock.

We both laughed, hugged, fell onto the couch naked, sweaty, smelling of sex, and talked like we had before I found out she was trans. 

After she dozed off, I watched her sleep. I had no idea Abbey was a trans girl before our wedding night and had a cock. It was probably best. Because if I had known, I would have never gone through with marrying her and wouldn’t have experienced the most incredible night of my life.

While she slept, I whispered in her ear. “I love you, sweetheart, and will do anything you desire. No matter how kinky, nasty or dirty.”
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I started writing short-form erotica years ago, mainly for my enjoyment. It quenched the thirst for two of my passions: writing and sex. 




My short stories, which I found entirely by accident, are becoming serials. Over the weeks, I plan to develop the characters and plots into what I hope will become full-length erotica novels. 
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Sissy Maid Training

Since they roomed together in college, Ethan and Jon have been close friends. However, Ethan never told Jon about his secret fantasies and desires to crossdress. Nor does Jon know that Ethan is sexually attracted to him.
Jon travels to Chicago to inquire about his latest potential business investment. He visits Ethan in Chicago and proposes that Ethan try out the service: The Ultimate Fantasy.
Ethan can’t refuse. The ten grand Jon offers Ethan, Ethan needs to keep his business afloat, and Jon only wants Ethan to try out a super-secret and elite sexual fantasy service. The Ultimate Fantasy claims to be able to use artificial intelligence to determine a person’s deepest sexual fantasy and use actors and performers to create the Ultimate Fantasy.
After the initial intake, Ethan is offered a job to be one of the performers and be a sissy maid for two weeks, fulfilling the fantasy of a wealthy MILF.
How can he refuse?

A Sissy's Special Punishment

Jake Barlowe has just won a high-profile case for the wealthiest man in the world. He should be happy, but he isn’t. He hates his client, Sebastian Oliver. He hates how he destroyed Oliver’s accuser’s reputation again. But his job as an attorney is to defend his clients, even scum like Oliver. After a night of drinking with Oliver, Barlowe leaves the party drunk and drives home. With two DUIs under his belt, he can ill afford another one, which would be a felony and possibly send him to prison.
On his way home, he’s pulled over by Sheriff Avery, the sister of the woman Oliver harassed and the woman he embarrassed on the witness stand. Sheriff Avery has a special punishment lined up for Barlowe, or he can accept the more traditional and legal penalty for driving drunk, a year in jail.
For starters, Sheriff Avery dresses Barlowe up as a naughty schoolgirl and forces her to perform community service on two of the prisoners in her jail. But his special sissy punishment isn’t over. It’s just beginning. Follow Barlowe’s new life as Kandy, as Monica Avery and her sister Sheriff Avery teach Barlowe how to be a good sissy and serve their kinky desires.

Town Slut

Town Slut is the third book in my series: Sissy Slave Training.
Asher Grainger, born into wealth and privilege, is the sole heir to a multi-million dollar fortune and desperately tries to please his father. Asher's father dislikes his son, referring to him as a momma's boy, a sissy, and refuses to put him in the will unless he can prove himself as a stud and a ruthless businessman. Asher succeeds in making tons of money for his father. But, his true nature, wanting to be a sissy, prevents him from having any luck with women.
He sneaks into Joyce Johnson's rental home and gets caught trying on her underwear. Things change for the better because his father believes that Asher is getting laid, but the truth is that Asher has become Joyce's sissy slut.
Under the threat of revealing his true nature to Asher's father, Joyce turns Asher into Ashley.

In this book, Asher lives increasingly as Ashley, and Mistress Joyce's sexual tasks become more complex and sexually charged. Asher's father has one mission for Asher to complete, and his name goes on the will: buy The Dirty Secret, the strip club Mistress Joyce manages.
Ashley hopes she will have time to find a way to buy The Dirty Secret without Mistress's knowledge. But she must complete Mistress Joyce's training. Which requires Asher to live as Ashley and report to the Grainger Real Estate Office dressed as Ashley. Ashley hopes her day will go on as it usually would, as before, only dressed as a woman. Unfortunately, Ashley has to prove herself as a good slut, complicating her efforts to secure her fortune.

Sissy Slave Training - Book 2

Mistress Joyce begins her sissy slave training with Asher, sexually servicing Tiffany, a well-endowed transgender woman that once worked as a stripper at The Dirty Secret - the club Mistress Joyce manages.

While accepting his role as a sissy and enjoying his new persona as Ashley. Asher must keep it a secret from his nosey father or risk losing his fortune. He's managed to convince his father to write him into the will. But he must complete one more task, buy The Dirty Secret.

After breaking Asher in with Tiffany, Mistress Joyce transforms Asher into Ashley, her sissy slave, with a night of serving drinks at The Dirty Secret, followed by a wild sexual encounter.

The Story Of A Sissy Crossdresser

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

A Sissy's Diary

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

Sissy Crossdresser Lost In The Hood

Jordan Jones is a software developer with a secret. He likes to crossdress and fantasizes about wild kinky sex - public sex, humiliation, and being treated like a whore. For the most part, he can control his wild kinky sexual urges. But, dressing as Jennifer, his cross-dressing persona, he's been unable to control. He's getting married next week to a wealthy woman he loves, adores, and is his best friend. So, this is his last weekend as a bachelor, and he plans to dress as Jennifer. This is the last time he vows.
His crossdresser friends, whom he plans on meeting later Friday night - doubt it. That is, as soon as he finishes the project he's working on. He transforms into Jennifer in the company gym, which he thinks is safe to dress in due to his software skills. He controls entry. Or so he thinks.
Jada, an ex-con, hacker, and a private investigator hired by his wife to check up on Jordan, override's Jordan's hack and catches him crossdressing. Jada blackmails him into being one of her prostitutes, or she'll not send a good report to his future wife.
Jennifer finds herself lost in the hood, fulfilling her wild kinky fantasies.

Sissy Training - Lesson One

odd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.
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