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CHAPTER ONE

 

Arnold Weber didn’t know how he was going to make rent this month. He had one day until the first of the month, and it was stressing him out. He was pacing his living room, pulling his hair as he tried to calm himself. Arnold was already two months behind and had been screening his landlord’s calls, avoiding her however he could. He was spending less time at home than ever before, and it wasn’t fair. How could she charge him fees for being late to pay something he couldn’t even enjoy?

It didn’t help that Arnold had a shopping problem. He had a package arrive at his doorstep once or twice a week, if not more often. They always contained goodies like lingerie, dresses, skirts, or other things to dress himself up when nobody was watching. Arnold lived in a four-unit building. It was so private his neighbors didn’t even know he feminized himself behind closed doors. At least, that was what he told himself.

Margaret: Are you home? I was hoping I could swing by the apartment and talk about a payment plan for your missing rent payments.

Arnold read the message several times over. Margaret couldn’t enter his apartment without notice per the lease agreement, but she could visit the grounds of the house. Arnold knew he was wrong. He was two months behind and still had a package arriving that very day. He had put off paying his rent to shop online, ignoring his problems as though they didn’t exist. Arnold didn’t want to end up homeless. There was a chance Margaret could kick him to the curb, and he really didn’t want to run into her.

Without thinking, Arnold ran to his closet and changed into his work uniform. He worked at a convenience store off the highway. He lived in a town in Indiana called Appleton. It was about two hours northeast of Indianapolis, in a rural area of the state. Arnold loved his cute town, with its local shops and proximity to both Lake Michigan and Lake Erie. 

Arnold loved taking road trips with his friends and camping by the beach. They had gone the month before, which cost him all he had saved to catch up on his rent. It seemed worth it at the time, but Arnold was really regretting the money he had wasted as he ran around his apartment to leave before Margaret arrived.

The sun was bright outside, and heat hung in the air like a sauna. Summer was far from Arnold’s favorite season. He loved the springtime when flowers came into bloom and the weather wasn’t too hot. He hated sweating just from walking from his front door to his car, but he couldn’t control the weather.

Arnold started his car and rushed out of the parking lot, cursing when he saw the mail carrier driving his way. He was too afraid to turn around. He was too nervous to risk his clean getaway. Arnold drove toward the highway, sighing when he pulled on the on-ramp. He felt he had escaped Margaret, at least for now.

Margaret had her hands on ten and two as she drove across town to the building where Arnold Weber lived. In her twenties, she never imagined she would have moved back to her hometown, Appleton. She used to live in Chicago, working for some of the largest corporations in the country. She gave up the city life in her early thirties to move back to Appleton, Indiana.

Several multi-unit buildings around town belonged to Margaret. She had no husband, no children, and plenty of disposable income. She bought several properties when she moved back to Appleton and had added others since. It gave her something to do when she wasn’t busy working for her clients.

Arnold never replied to her message, but she needed to see him. It shocked her when she glanced at the incoming traffic, noticing Arnold’s rusty old car flying toward the highway. Her eyes focused on his car long enough to see him singing along to some song. He looked so carefree; it hurt her.

Didn’t Arnold understand how much of her heart she put into her rental properties? Her buildings were like the children she never had. The ones she never wanted to have.

Seeing Arnold speeding away from the apartment didn’t stop Margaret from proceeding down to the road. She hadn’t visited the building in a few weeks and wanted to make sure the landscapers she paid had completed their work. Margaret drove a truck, even though she hardly hauled cargo. She let people borrow her truck regularly, though. Sometimes she wondered if people took advantage of her generosity, but she loved it when her cell phone rang.

Margaret parked her truck outside the four-family building. The lawn and flowers were in perfect condition. She wished she had more time to drive past her properties. Margaret pulled out her phone and sent a kind note to the landscapers, thanking them for their attention to detail. Margaret walked around the building once before climbing the stoop to the foyer where the residents had mailboxes.

Everything was in order except a package in the corner. Margaret gasped when she saw Arnold’s name on the box. How could he have packages delivered when he was two months behind on his rent? There was something sticking out of his mailbox. Margaret told herself not to look, but the folded magazine-like object was calling her. It offended her that Arnold would spend money on magazines when she charged him a respectable rent he couldn’t seem to pay. 

Margaret knew the prices around town, and her apartments were some of the best on the market. It was the reason she had a high occupancy rate. Margaret pulled the magazine from the mailbox. It was a catalog for lingerie and other women’s intimate clothing. She flipped through a few pages before guilt from looking through Arnold’s mail washed over her. She put the catalog back to how she’d found it and screamed into her folded lips. Margaret went out to her truck filled with frustration.

She took a deep breath as she sat in her truck, wondering what she should do about Arnold. He had such a bright spirit. Every time she saw him, he made her laugh. There was something so innocent about him, but Margaret thought he should start getting his act together at twenty-five. When she was his age, she was graduating from law school with honors and starting at a prestigious law firm in Chicago.

Margaret understood everyone couldn’t be on the same path she took, but Arnold had to take responsibility and better manage his money. She wanted to help him and give him one last chance before she had to evict him. Margaret got out a notepad she kept in her glove box and wrote Arnold a reminder to call her. She left it taped to the door between the foyer and hallway.

If nothing else, she could live with herself after giving him one last chance. Margaret got in her truck and continued with her day, as she was much too busy to waste her time chasing Arnold around for his missed rent payments.


 


CHAPTER TWO

 

Arnold had ordered two new thongs and couldn’t wait to get home to see how they fit his body. There was nothing he loved more than prancing around his apartment wearing nothing but a thong. It made him feel like the most fabulous person in the world. When he was wearing a pretty piece of lingerie, he could forget about any problems he had.

Work was passing slower than waiting for water to boil. Nobody was coming into the store, and Arnold didn’t know what to do with himself.

Most people would think he was gay if they found out he wore lingerie, but that wasn’t the case. Arnold dated women, even though his last few relationships hadn’t gone well. His girlfriends complained he was too thin or knew too much about women’s fashion. His voice was too soft. The list was endless. Arnold found most women wanted their men ignorant of all women’s issues. They wanted men with rocks for brains. He hoped to one day find a woman who understood him and his thirst for femininity.

Hours passed, and Arnold could finally escape work. It was as though someone had shot him with a jolt of energy as he started his car to leave the convenience store. They sold gas, had showers for truckers, and there was a popular restaurant next door. It was a popular spot for Appleton’s locals, but working there bore Arnold. He wanted something more glamorous. He wished he could design women’s clothing. It was his dream job, but Arnold would be happy with any career that gave him more money and autonomy.

Arnold pulled into the parking lot behind his building, sighing with relief when he didn’t see Margaret’s truck there. He wished he weren’t underwater with her and knew it was wrong not to give her what money he had, but he barely earned anything working at the truck stop. Didn’t she understand he’d rather spend his money on beautiful pieces of fabric cut to fit around his dick like a glove?

There was a box waiting for Arnold under the mailboxes. His heart skipped a beat when he noticed the note taped to the door, holding his new box of lingerie. The note was from Margaret telling him she wanted to talk and to message her if he couldn’t call. There was a catalog for lingerie sticking out of his mailbox too, which made Arnold blush. People would know his secret, but he could always tell them an old girlfriend used his address; not that he thought anyone would ask.

Arnold took his things and went inside. He felt sick over his rent situation, but he had to look at his lingerie first. Arnold ran a knife down the center of the box to break the tape. He opened the box and pulled out the two thongs he’d ordered. One was golden, and the other was orange. He tried on the orange one first, standing in front of his mirror, twisting his body from side to side. It looked much better against his pale skin than he would have expected.

The rent situation was at the back of his mind. He knew he should message Margaret. He knew she would want to hear from him, but he couldn’t bring himself to pick up the phone. What if she threatened to evict him? He would burst into tears and beg her for another chance if he got within a few feet of her. It was as though she held him in her hands, able to do whatever she wanted with his future.

Arnold noticed himself in the mirror, wearing the orange thong. It hugged his dick in the most beautiful ways, but the shine he normally felt was no longer there. The thong was staring back at him with the eyes of dollar bills. He knew he didn’t have the money when he bought the lingerie. The note added to the guilt coursing through his body. He moved away from the mirror and back to the open box with its paper strewn across the floor. Arnold picked up the gold thong and held it in the air, wishing it were actual gold to pay off his debts.

The rent wasn’t the only thing bogging him down. He had a maxed-out credit card accumulating interest. His car insurance had lapped. Arnold had a list of ways he could improve his life, but he never did anything to help himself. Margaret had been good to him. He repaid her by running away and avoiding her at all costs.

Arnold took a deep breath as he picked up his phone. He was sitting on bent legs, wearing nothing but the orange thong. His thumb moved across his cell phone screen as he typed a message to Margaret.

Arnold: I saw your note. I’m sorry I’m behind on my rent. What can I do?

He sent the message and swallowed the dryness in his mouth. Arnold pushed the orange thong off his hips and let it fall to the floor. His dick was softer and smaller than ever. Normally, he would have modeled both thongs in the mirror, but he had no energy to try on the gold pair. He had no energy to stroke his dick while he watched his reflection. 

A message popped up on Arnold’s phone. Margaret had replied, and his heart was racing as he unlocked the device to read what she’d sent.

Margaret: It’s okay, Arnold. Thank you for replying. Come to my house tomorrow, so we can work out a plan for you to catch up on your rent. When are you available?

Arnold’s racing heart relaxed as he read the message, grateful his landlord was showing humility. He took a deep breath and sent Margaret a message telling her he could meet her between nine and eleven in the morning. She replied in seconds saying that was fine and to arrive at her place around nine.

***

Margaret had thought little about Arnold throughout the day. Her clients took up the majority of her bandwidth. They called her throughout the day, emailed her in the middle of the night, and acted like they owned her. Margaret knew when to ignore them and when to stroke their egos. Lawyering for rich clients was a mind game, and she was a master player.

What she hadn’t expected was to spend her evening on the Internet looking up things about Arnold. Once his message came through, he popped back into her head. She remembered the package she’d seen at his apartment and the catalog hanging out of his mailbox. Margaret screamed into her folded lips when she’d seen everything, but she hadn’t considered a girlfriend of Arnold’s could have used his name and address.

Margaret never watched the security cameras at her properties unless there was an emergency, which there had never been, so they were more for show than anything. She thought about going through them to see if Arnold had any visitors, but decided against it. Margaret wasn’t the jealous type, but she was finding Arnold more handsome as she went through his photos.

He was twenty-five and youthful. His skin was the color of porcelain and as smooth as polished marble. His brown hair had a healthy shine. The sparkle is his eye had the hope of a young man. Margaret ran her finger down the computer screen, wondering what tasks she could give him around the house to make up his rent. She didn’t want to see him struggle. Margaret didn’t need the money, and she would hate to ruin Arnold’s life by kicking him out of the apartment when there were so many other tasks she could have him do in lieu of dollars.

Margaret stood from her computer and went around her house with a notepad, making a list of chores for Arnold to complete the next day. She finished her list and went back to her lawyer work, but she had a tab opened on her browser with Arnold’s photo. She felt crazy for lusting after a twenty-five-year-old at forty, but what harm was there in exchanging manual labor for rent?


 


CHAPTER THREE

 

Arnold wrapped a towel around his body as steam billowed from his skin. He’d slept without facing a nightmare of his impending eviction. A recurring dream had been waking him up over the past few weeks, but the prior night it hadn’t touched him. There was something about Margaret. She wasn’t just after the money. He felt confident he could strike a deal with her. He smiled at himself in the bathroom mirror before opening the door and heading down the hall to his bedroom.

He dried himself completely, making sure he was dry to the touch before rubbing lotion into his skin. It was silent in his house. He could only hear the birds singing outside. He glanced at his chest of drawers as he sat naked on the bed, wondering if he should wear a thong or not. Most days he wore a thong, but it was hot outside, and he did not know what Margaret would make him do.

Arnold shrugged. It was nearly impossible to resist the urge of wearing lingerie. He had several men’s trunks but hadn’t worn them in months. He used to only wear lingerie a few days a week. The times when he was alone, but over the years, as he grew more comfortable with himself, he started wearing panties and thongs more often. Instead of his usual thong, he picked out pink lace-trimmed bikini cut panties that would look like a pair of men’s briefs through his shorts.

He put on the panties and gym shorts and a t-shirt with running shoes. Margaret wouldn’t know the difference.

***

“You’re early,” Margaret said when she opened the door. She was wearing a t-shirt and jeans that hugged her hips. “I was just typing up some documents. Come in. How are you?”

Arnold melted at Margaret’s soft smile, telling her he was doing well. Her smile looked as innocent as a butterfly hopping from flower to flower. Her gentle demeanor didn’t take away from the aura of power hovering around Margaret. She turned on her heels, wearing nothing more on her feet than a bright pair of white socks. Her auburn hair hung down her back, falling in luscious waves. “Thank you for coming, Arnold. Let’s sit and discuss. Would you like coffee? Tea? Water? I have sparkling.”

“Sure, sparkling water sounds good.”

Margaret opened her fridge and grabbed two cans of lemon-scented sparkling water. She placed one in front of Arnold and opened hers, taking a long sip. She looked directly into Arnold’s eyes as she placed her hands firmly on the table. “Why are you having issues paying your rent, Arnold?”

Arnold swallowed, intimidated by Margaret’s gaze. He wanted to tell her the truth, but his mind wouldn’t allow it. To share his secret was to expose himself. Adding a little truth to a lie was the best way to deceive. “I have a shopping problem. Gadgets,” he said.

Margaret glanced at Arnold’s cell phone, which was at least a few models old. “Is that so? Why haven’t you upgraded your phone then?”

A heat broke out across Arnold’s body. He had no answer to Margaret’s obvious question. A person addicted to gadgets would have the latest phone. They would have accessories for it. Arnold pinched his leg as Margaret stared into his eyes, lifting her eyebrow as she waited for an answer. Arnold let out a weird noise and said, “not phones. I prefer video games. Stuff like that,” he said.

“Is that so?”

Arnold nodded, hoping Margaret would believe his lie. She didn’t, not entirely. She wouldn’t press Arnold, though. Margaret had a busy day ahead of her. “There are people who can help you with a shopping addiction,” Margaret said as she stood from the table. She walked across the room to her kitchen counter, where she’d left the list of tasks for Arnold to complete. “You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Arnold. He’d thought about reaching out to a therapist to help him sort through his addiction to ordering lingerie, dresses, and other lovely women’s clothing but never sent out any messages. He made no phone calls. If Arnold made more money, his shopping addiction wouldn’t ever matter. “How can I make up my rent?”

“You could start by seeking help for your problem, but that’s another issue.”

“I know,” he said. The pink lace-trim panties felt tighter around his waist as he thought about how he’d bought them a few months ago when he was behind on that rent. “I will.”

“In the meantime, I made a list of tasks for you to do around the house. How do you feel about making up your payments that way?”

Arnold couldn’t believe Margaret’s generosity. Her house was gorgeous, and he would be more than happy to clean it in exchange for a clearing of his debts. “I would love that, Margaret. What did you have in mind?”

“Yardwork. Cleaning around the house. My attic is a mess. Maybe you could organize that.”

“How are you pricing these tasks?”

“I put a dollar amount I’ll reduce from your balance for each chore. You can pick what you want to do. I doubt you could finish all those tasks in one day,” she said. Margaret turned the list toward Arnold, placing it on the table in front of him. Margaret took a seat across from Arnold as he read the list. “Tell me if you think the prices are fair or not.” 

It seemed Margaret had given Arnold double the rate of workers she could hire. He looked up at Margaret and could have cried. “Why are you doing this? You’re the nicest landlord I’ve ever had.”

“Don’t take advantage of it,” Margaret said. Arnold’s blue eyes were making her want to lean across the table to kiss him. His soft voice and thin body made her wonder if he liked boys or girls, even though she was getting straight vibes from him by how often he was glancing at her robust breasts. Margaret had never been with a man fifteen years her junior, but there was a first time for everything.

“I have to work later, but I could finish a couple of these chores today,” said Arnold.

“Which ones?”

“I can cut the grass and plant flowers if you have them. You’ll have to tell me where you want them planted.”

Margaret tapped her finger against her lips as she stared at Arnold. “I don’t have the flowers. How much do you know about them?”

Arnold shrugged. “My mother has a garden. She used to make me help her in the summers. She loves having someone on standby to listen as she explains what to do. I was tasked with that chore most of the time.”

“How about we run to the store? Would you help me pick out some flowers?”

“I would love to,” Arnold said and gazed into Margaret’s light-brown eyes. If he were wearing boxers, there would be a tent in his pants, but the pink lace-trim panties were doing their job at strapping down his dick. “Didn’t you know shopping is one of my favorite activities?”

Margaret looked at him with cold eyes. “Not funny yet,” she said and smiled, making Arnold’s stomach flip. Margaret stood from the table. “Come on. I don’t have a lot of time,” she said. Arnold followed Margaret outside. She showed him where she wanted the flowers planted and where she stored all her gardening tools.

***

“These are gorgeous. How do you think they’d look in my yard?”

“Brilliant, but they’re annuals. We can pick out a few to brighten your garden, but we’ll need something sturdier to grow year after year.”

Margaret nodded as Arnold explained facts he’d learned from his mother over the years. He hadn’t gardened since moving out of his parents’ house years ago, so it surprised him how much he remembered. They walked around the store and picked out flowers, checking with a worker about some facts for which Arnold wasn’t certain.

Arnold also loved when he glanced over his shoulder, and a woman was staring at the lining of his panties beneath his gym shorts. She looked away when Arnold met her eyes, but he knew the stranger had been wondering if they were briefs or panties. She went on with her shopping trip, not meeting Arnold’s eyes again.

She wasn’t the only one to notice the outline beneath Arnold’s shorts. Margaret had as well. It made her more curious since she’d seen the catalog for women’s clothing hanging from Arnold’s mailbox. Was Arnold wearing panties or briefs? Margaret couldn’t decide. She wanted to ask him what he was wearing beneath his shorts as they drove back to her house with the flowers they picked out but couldn’t bring herself to do it.

“Do you need anything else?” Margaret asked as they stood outside her car with the garage door open.

Arnold shook his head. He knew what he had to do. He would have to get started right away if he didn’t want to arrive late for work. Margaret told him she would be inside if he needed anything. “I’ll have your yard looking the best I can in the next couple of hours,” he said.

Margaret went inside as Arnold went to the lawnmower. He poured gasoline into it, wondering what Margaret thought about him. This task would knock off more rent than cash he could ever make at work in two hours. He would work for her any day of the week if it got him free rent. Whatever she needed, Arnold would teach himself how to complete the task if he didn’t know how to do it already.

Arnold couldn’t see Margaret watching him from inside. There was a glare on the window, hiding her through the glass. She was sitting at her dining-room table with papers and her laptop in front of her but found it impossible to concentrate on her work with Arnold tending to her yard. Margaret never knew how much maintenance work owning a house entailed until she bought one. She had a gardening crew who normally tended to her yard, but now she could tell them to skip her house. Whatever cancelation fee they may charge would be worth watching Arnold sweat in her yard. They would make money at her rental houses as well.

Margaret let out a little moan when Arnold lifted his shirt to wipe sweat from his face. He was halfway through mowing her yard. He mowed it at a diagonal, which made her appreciate him even more. There was a rock garden atop mulch where Margaret wanted Arnold to plant flowers. She had never known what to do with the space besides put a rock garden, and she was excited to see how it would turn out when Arnold finished.

As difficult as it was, Margaret concentrated on her work while watching Arnold through the corner of her eye. She wanted him more as each minute passed, wondering what his soft skin would feel like against hers. Margaret hadn’t been with a man for longer than she would admit.

Arnold lifted his shirt again to wipe his face, exposing his thin frame. Margaret noticed something she hadn’t before. There was a thin lace trim around Arnold’s waist, confirming Margaret’s suspicions. The catalog hadn’t been for a girlfriend or someone else. Arnold wore lingerie, and it only made Margaret want to know more about him.

“The yard looks great,” Margaret said. They were outside, standing in front of the patch of flowers Arnold had planted. They added life to the side of Margaret’s house. “These flowers are incredible. When will you come back to do more chores?”

“I’m off two days from now,” Arnold said. Staring into Margaret’s light-brown eyes was like looking directly at the sun. He couldn’t do it for long and cast his gaze to the floor.

“That’s fine. Send me a message that morning, and I’ll tell you when to come over. Sometimes I have last-minute meetings, so I don’t want to plan a time I’ll have to cancel.”

“Perfect,” said Arnold. “I really appreciate you giving me this chance. It might not be as good as cash, but I’ll do whatever you need to make up the rent I owe.”

Margaret stared at Arnold, thinking a million dirty thoughts but saying nothing. “I’ll see you soon, Arnold. Drive safe,” she said.

They were standing at Margaret’s front door, tension thick between them. Arnold wouldn’t kiss Margaret without permission, and she didn’t want to cross the line. She didn’t want to appear weak when Arnold still had a list of tasks to complete. “Bye, Margaret.” Arnold turned and walked to his car parked on the street. Margaret waited by her door and waved goodbye, in possession of his secret and a budding plan to turn Arnold into her boy.


 


CHAPTER FOUR

 

Arnold arrived at Margaret’s house in the evening of his day off from work. One chore on his list was to untangle a drawer of cables. It was a menial task, but he’d do it to have a hundred dollars knocked off his rent. Margaret was more than generous with how much she took off his balance for each chore he completed. Arnold sat on bent knees in Margaret’s office, which also served as a guest room.

He was wearing the gold thong that’d been delivered with the orange. It was his first time, and he loved how it held his dick. It had a different fit than the orange pair, and they made his dick look enormous. Arnold had arrived at Margaret’s a bit late because he’d lost track of time staring at himself in the mirror.

The cords took two hours to complete. He wrapped them all into circles and taped them together to avoid future tangles. He didn’t want to repeat the task ever in his life. Margaret thanked him with leftovers of dinner she’d cooked. She had a plastic container packed and waiting on the kitchen counter when he found her to tell her he’d finished.

“What would I do without you, Arnold? Untangling those wires has been on my list of stuff to do for years. Thank you,” she said. Margaret held Arnold’s gaze as he stood at the door to leave. She wanted to tell him she knew about his love of wearing women’s lingerie. She wanted to share she’d seen the catalog hanging from his mailbox and the pink lace trim around his waist. Margaret had a present for Arnold in her closet, but she had yet to give it to him, as she was unsure how he would react.

Would Arnold run from her or embrace his femininity? Margaret had never been with a man like Arnold, but she was curious to see where things would go.

The days turned into weeks, and Arnold checked tasks off his list. Margaret’s house had never looked better. Arnold organized the attic, went through old boxes to divide them into categories, and he untangled the cords that’d been bugging Margaret for years. “Should I come over Thursday evening?”

“That’ll be great, Arnold.” Margaret felt ten years younger when she stood in front of Arnold. The way he looked at her made her feel she still had it. If she weren’t his landlord, she would ask him on a date. She would give him the gift she was hiding in her closet. If only they had met under different circumstances. “I’ll see you then, Arnold.”

Arnold nodded, turning away from Margaret. He glanced over his shoulder once before getting into his car. He wondered what she would do to him if he tried to kiss her.

***

The tension between Arnold and Margaret grew over the next week when Arnold came over to organize the remaining rooms in her home. Every time Arnold showed Margaret what he’d changed, there was a moment where they lingered in silence, daring the other to make the first move. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to give you,” said Margaret.

“What? You’ve already given me so much,” said Arnold.

“It’s a gift. I wanted to get you something to thank you for everything you’ve been doing around the house.”

Arnold grunted, bent his arm, and placed his hand against the back of his head. He didn’t want to deny Margaret, but she was being kinder to him than anyone had ever been. He didn’t understand what she saw in him. Arnold saw himself as a truck-stop employee with little to offer a woman like Margaret. She was a successful lawyer, determined and intimidating. “Okay, if you say so,” Arnold said as he followed Margaret into the house.

“What you’ve done for me is better than any rent payment,” she said.

“Actually, that reminds me.” Arnold had been wondering if he could continue completing chores for free rent. It was so much better than working endless hours at the truck stop just to give Margaret money it’d taken him forever to make. “Is there any way we could keep up these chores for rent? I’d love to reduce my rent payment however I can.”

Margaret had also considered arranging something with Arnold, but she hadn’t worked out the details. Every time she thought of Arnold, her mind went to places it shouldn’t. She couldn’t stop thinking about dressing him up like a girl since she saw the panties he was wearing. She’d noticed him wearing other lingerie since and thought there would never be a better time to give him the gift she’d been hiding in the back of her closet.

“Sit there,” Margaret said.

Arnold sat on her bed, reveling in the fact he was in her bedroom for the first time. Margaret returned from her closet with a lavender box tied with a white bow. It was gorgeous, and Arnold’s heart raced as Margaret approached him with the gift. He had wondered if she knew his secret. The catalog hanging out his mailbox was a giveaway, but she’d never asked about it. He knew she could have seen it since she left a note that day. “What is this?”

Margaret watched Arnold as he stared down at the box in his lap. She had bought him the cutest outfit a boy could have. “Open it to find out what’s inside,” she said.

Arnold swallowed as he pulled the ribbon loose. It fell to his lap. He lifted the lid from the lavender box, delighted when he saw the contents inside. Arnold had worn lingerie every time he was at Margaret’s house. He had worn gym shorts or sweatpants with them too, hoping she would notice how he liked to wear panties and thongs. There was something about Margaret that attracted Arnold like a bear detecting the smell of honey.

“How did you know?”

“I’ve seen you wearing panties and thongs,” she said. “I figured you might like to try a skirt and tank top.”

“Did you want me to try them on now?”

Margaret licked her painted lips. She’d put on a red matte lipstick before Arnold came over that day. She was wearing a contour black dress too, but took it off before Arnold arrived. Instead, she was wearing a deep v-cut blouse with hip-hugging jeans. Margaret caught Arnold stealing glances of her cleavage. “Yes,” he said.

“Use the bathroom in the hallway. I’ll change into something more flattering myself. We can have a girl’s night. How does that sound?”

Arnold had never heard a better proposal in his life. He wanted nothing more than to prance around Margaret’s house in a skirt. He could show off his skinny legs. “Did you have any stockings or tights? I haven’t shaved my legs in a while,” he said.

Margaret smirked as she stood over Arnold. “You’ve been driving me wild for weeks. Do you know how much I’ve been wanting you, Arnold?”

He shook his head, ignorant of Margaret’s feelings for him. He felt the tension between them over the past few weeks but had ignored it to avoid any pain. Rejection would hurt, but it was clear Margaret wanted Arnold as much as he wanted her. He stared into her eyes as she stood above him. “I’ve been wanting you, too. I’m so happy you know my secret. No woman has ever given me such a marvelous gift.”

Margaret put her hand on her hip and pointed to the hallway. “Go put on the outfit.” She put up her finger before racing to her closet. She came back with a nude pair of tights. “Put these on.” Margaret handed Arnold the tights.

He placed them in the box with the other clothes and stood to head to the bathroom. Margaret shut her door when Arnold crossed the doorway. She went to her closet and pulled out the black contour dress she’d put on and taken off before Arnold arrived. It showed as much of her cleavage as the blouse. She let down her hair after she’d changed into the dress.

In the bathroom, Arnold stood in front of the mirror. He couldn’t believe Margaret had given him such a cute miniskirt to wear. He pulled it out of the box and held it in the air. It would barely go past his crotch, but he didn’t have to worry. There was a gorgeous tiny white thong to hold his junk in place.

The thong was itty-bitty, but it fit him like a glove. Arnold held his hands on his hips and rocked them from side to side as he stared at himself in the mirror. He wished he had long, beautiful locks like Margaret. She had stunning auburn hair. Arnold didn’t let his wishes for what he couldn’t have stop him from enjoying what he did.

He pulled the tights up his legs before putting on the miniskirt. He always kept his armpits shaved, so that wasn’t a problem when he put on the tank top. If only he had breasts. Little mounds under his chest. Arnold had always wondered what it would be like to transform into a woman, even if it was just for a few hours. He never went much further than lingerie or wearing skirts and dresses around the house. He had never gone as far as ordering a wig or putting on makeup.

Arnold jumped when he heard a knock on the door. “You ready?”

“Yeah,” he said. “Give me one second, and I’ll be out.”

“Meet me in the living room.”

Arnold agreed and took a deep breath to steady himself. Margaret had scared him by knocking on the door. He washed his hands and dried them, taking deep breaths to steady his racing heart. He opened the door. Arnold could hear Margaret moving around in the living and was nervous for her to see him.

“What’s taking you so long, Arnold?”

He was creeping down the hallway. His breath was uneven. Margaret was turning his deepest fantasies into reality. He was afraid if he blinked, he would wake up. He was afraid if he saw her, she would vanish into thin air. “I’m coming,” he said.

“Hurry,” Margaret called. “The wine is getting warm.”

Arnold turned the corner to find Margaret with her legs crossed on the sofa, looking like the spread of a magazine. She had her hair down and pinned on one side. She was wearing a black contour dress, and it looked incredible on her curvaceous body. Her red lips made Arnold’s body weak. There were two glasses of wine on the coffee table. The bottle was chilling in a bucket with a touch of ice. Margaret had dimmers on her lights and had turned them down to how they’d look in a romantic restaurant.

“Aren’t you sexy?” Margaret asked. She drew circles around the couch with her finger, staring at Arnold with lust in her eyes. She patted the space next to her with the untouched wine in front of it. “Come over here.”

Arnold crossed the room, nervous and in disbelief. His dick had never been harder, but the thong and tights were holding it down. He wanted nothing more than to have Margaret disrobe him and tell him to take off his itty-bitty white thong. Arnold sat next to Margaret on the sofa, shaking on the inside.

“Don’t be nervous, Arnold.”

“How can I not be?” he asked with a soft chuckle.

Margaret reached across the space separating them, cupping her hand along Arnold’s jawline. “Kiss me,” she said.

Arnold wouldn’t deny her wishes. He leaned forward and closed his eyes as the space between them disappeared. Margaret’s lips were softer than newly fluffed pillows. They formed to Arnold’s like a beanbag around a body. Their lips opened further as their tongues danced. Margaret pulled away first, staring into Arnold’s bright blue eyes. “I love when you wear skirts and thongs.” Margaret placed her hand on Arnold’s thigh, making him gasp. Her hand moved up his thigh and entered the darkness beneath his skirt. She touched his hard dick, its wet tip bleeding through the two layers of fabric. “Nice cock,” Margaret said in a whisper as she nibbled on Arnold’s earlobe.

“Thanks,” he said. He would cum if she didn’t stop rubbing the tip of his dick. He pushed her hand away without thought.

Margaret giggled, realizing how sensitive his dick must be. She didn’t reach up his skirt again. They had done enough for the night if Margaret wanted to remain a lady in Arnold’s eyes. She placed her hands in her lap and turned away from Arnold, leaving him wanting more. He leaned forward to kiss her again, but Margaret told Arnold to stop. “Let’s watch something on TV and enjoy our wine. Movie or show?”

“Show,” Arnold said in a disappointed tone. He wanted to kiss Margaret for hours, and she had only given him a few seconds. His dick was throbbing, on the verge of an orgasm, but Margaret was making it clear she wouldn’t be taking him to completion that night. Margaret handed Arnold the remote, and he picked out a cooking show to watch. It was the only one on which they could agree.

They sat next to each other for the next hour, sipping wine and stewing in a bath of sexual tension. Arnold took off the skirt and put on sweatpants before he left, but he never took off the thong and tights. Not until he got home and jacked off, cumming all over himself after a few strokes with the heat of Margaret fresh on his mind.


 


CHAPTER FIVE

 

Margaret loved teasing men. She always had. There was something different about Arnold compared to other guys. He explored his feminine side, even though most straight men feared theirs. Margaret wanted to push Arnold further than they had already gone. She wanted to make him her doll.

Arnold was running late for dinner with Margaret. She’d dropped a box off at his house with a bodysuit and a thong to wear under his clothes. He had struggled to fit his junk into the lingerie. Losing himself in front of the mirror made him late. It was a constant struggle. Was it terrible Arnold loved how he looked when he had on a cute outfit with freshly shaved legs?

He had shaved himself at Margaret’s request. She loved when he was smooth. Arnold loved doing whatever Margaret asked of him. Since their kiss in her living room, they had hung out a few times. They never did more than kiss. Margaret had also watched Arnold shave. He sat in the bathtub while she perched on its edge. He had an erection the entire time, but he never came.

They had yet to cum together.

Arnold was dying to spray his load while Margaret watched. He didn’t know how she would want him, but he was willing to give himself to her however she wanted. Arnold had never met a woman he liked more. No other woman bought him sexy bodysuits, thongs, skirts, and dresses.

Margaret was Arnold’s landlord, but she was becoming his lover. He knew the dynamic between them was hard for her. She wanted to stay at a distance but couldn’t resist the natural pull. It was stronger than gravity. Arnold wasn’t ignoring it. Neither was Margaret, as much as she pretended she did. There was no other logical reason for Margaret to buy Arnold such precious hosiery.

Margaret sat in the booth, tapping her fingers against the table. Arnold’s tardiness was getting to her. Her wine had lost its perfect temperature, and the server had given her a hopeless look once already, which was more than enough times. Margaret was gathering her bags to leave when Arnold ran around the corner.

“I’m so sorry I’m late,” said Arnold. “There was traffic when I left work, and I lost track of time putting on the clothes you sent.”

The host was standing behind them and looked at them with a curious expression before walking back to the stand. “How do they fit?” Margaret asked. She lifted her leg under the table, rubbing her foot along Arnold’s calf. His blue eyes sparkled in the low-lit restaurant. A question had been swirling around in Margaret’s mind, but she wasn’t sure how to pose it.

“They’re incredible.”

“You’ll have to show me when we get back to my house,” said Margaret. “I was gathering my bags to leave when you came in the door.”

Arnold wanted to fall to the floor and kiss Margaret’s feet. If he could have teleported to the restaurant, he would have. No part of Arnold wanted to arrive late, but there was traffic. There was the ordeal of fitting his member into the thin landing strip of a bodysuit. “I’m sorry, Margaret. What can I do to make it up to you?” he asked.

Margaret had a list of tasks for Arnold to complete at home. He had done enough to catch up on his rent, but there was something so sexy about dressing him up in a cute outfit before making him wash the dishes. “We’ll see if there is anything on the list when we get home,” she said and winked. “Why don’t you order the salmon? I would love to taste it.”

Fish wasn’t Arnold’s favorite, but he didn’t want to disappoint Margaret after arriving late to the restaurant. The salmon came with sides that sounded delicious. He ordered it, and she ordered the goat cheese and beet ravioli. They had a bottle of white wine to share. Margaret lifted her glass, smiling at Arnold with a relaxed smile.

“You’re the kindest man I’ve ever dated,” said Margaret.

Arnold felt his dick jump against the thong holding it down. “You complete me better than any woman I’ve ever met.” Arnold reached across the table and placed his hand over Margaret’s. They stared at each other over the flickering candlelight. The food was delicious, and the wine was even better.

They ended up back at Margaret’s place two hours later, laughing as they stumbled through the doorway. The smell of Margaret’s perfume hit Arnold’s nose harder in the enclosed space. It intoxicated him. He wanted to spray some on himself so he could smell like her. “What are you wearing?” Arnold asked and buried his nose in the side of Margaret’s neck.

Margaret was wearing a dress that exposed her thighs. Arnold placed one hand on the skin above her knee. “I want to smell like you,” he said.

“I have other scents. What smells good on me might not smell the same on you. Want to pick one for yourself?”

“Sure,” Arnold said. He followed Margaret to her bedroom. They sprayed several perfumes on an old card Margaret had at the back of her closet. Arnold picked an even more feminine scent than Margaret. He smelled like a women’s bathroom before a ball. “What do you think?”

“It suits you, but it’ll be even better with the outfit I bought.”

“You got me a present? You spoil me rotten,” Arnold said. He loved Margaret’s treats. He thought of her as his girlfriend. No other woman caught his attention. The more time he spent with Margaret, the more he wanted her and nobody else. “What would I do without you?”

“I ask myself the same question,” Margaret said. She disappeared and came back with a box that had a ribbon around it. “You’ve given me gifts I never knew I wanted.” There were times Margaret used to think she’d be single forever. Nobody felt right to Margaret. Not until Arnold came along. She felt like she could open her heart to him. She could trust him not to hurt her as some of her past boyfriends had. “Open it.”

Arnold untied the ribbon. It fell to his lap as he lifted the lid from the box. Inside was a pair of denim booty shorts and a bra with breast forms sewn into it. They would look perfect with the bodysuit and thong he was already wearing. “These are incredible, Margaret. You’ve outdone yourself.”

“Anything for you,” she said. “Put them on so I can see what they look like.” Arnold hopped up from the couch with the box, running to the bathroom. Margaret yawned as she waited for him, fighting the tiredness creeping through her from the late hour. Arnold came back six minutes later. He looked gorgeous from head to toe.

“What do you think?” Arnold asked. He put out his hands and twirled in a circle. His legs were smooth and moisturized. They shined against the bright lights of Margaret’s living room.

“You look gorgeous,” Margaret said. “Sit over here.”

Arnold took a seat next to her on the couch. They kissed. They touched each other, rubbing hands against thighs. Moans escaped their mouths as they had their eyes closed and heads bent to the side. Margaret broke her kiss. Arnold felt overwhelmed with emotions as he stared at her. “I’m falling in love with you, Margaret.”

Margaret took Arnold’s hands in hers, clasping them with a firm grip. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you, Arnold, because I feel the same.”

“Ask me anything,” Arnold said. He scooted closer to Margaret on the couch, desperate to hear whatever she had to say.

“I want us to take our relationship to the next level. We can push each other to our limits. Arnold, would you become my live-in sissy?”

It was a question Arnold had always wanted to hear, but never thought he would in his lifetime. He sat speechless in front of Margaret. Silent as her bright smile crumbled into a dark frown.

“Say something, Arnold. I hate the silence,” she said.

Arnold swallowed and reached out his hand, but Margaret jerked away from him. “Margaret, please. I don’t know what to say.”

“It’s fine. I didn’t expect you to say yes to the proposal,” she said. Margaret stood, cleaning up anything she could. It was a distraction from the pain rushing through her body. How could she have been dense enough to think Arnold would agree to live with her full time? She wished she could take back the question, but the words had already been uttered. Holding a ball of trash, Margaret turned to Arnold. “I think you should leave,” she said.

Arnold opened and closed his mouth. He didn’t know how to handle the obvious disappointment on Margaret’s face. It wasn’t until he had one foot out the door that words came to him. He was desperate to rectify the situation. “Margaret, please. Let me think about it. How can I agree to something so major without thinking about it first?”

Margaret crossed her arms over her chest as they stood in her doorway. She didn’t want to lose Arnold. Their potential was enough to make her want to fight. “Don’t take too long,” she said.

“I won’t. Promise,” Arnold said. He was wearing the denim booty shorts. The summer air wasn’t cold, even though the sun had fallen. Margaret yawned, which made Arnold mimic her. “Those are contagious, you know?”

Margaret chuckled, placing a hand over her mouth. “I love you, Arnold. It scares me to death, but it’s true.”

“I love you, Margaret.” Arnold didn’t care Margaret was fifteen years older than him. He didn’t care she was his landlord. Arnold knew what he would say to Margaret, but he wanted to play hard-to-get. “See you soon.” Arnold turned and walked to his car, not caring if anyone saw him in the outfit he was wearing. He got in his car and waved at Margaret, who was standing on her front porch and waiting for Arnold to leave.


 


CHAPTER SIX

 

It took several days for Arnold to come up with an answer. He knew he was driving Margaret crazy by making her wait. He loved watching her stir. She had power over him, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t exert power over her.

“You look rather manly today,” Margaret said as she opened her front door. “Why don’t we head to my backyard? I made lemonade.”

“I would love that,” said Arnold. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. He had on sneakers. Margaret couldn’t see the only feminine part of his outfit, which was a tiny red thong. “This week has been crazy busy with work.”

“Same for me,” Margaret said as she pulled a pitcher of lemonade from her fridge. “My clients have been extra demanding to have everything in order before they get home from vacation.”

“Hopefully it slows down for you soon,” said Arnold.

“Thanks,” said Margaret. She grabbed two glasses and passed them to Arnold, telling him to follow her outside. She had a table with chairs and an umbrella to offer shade. Margaret slapped her forehead when they got outside. “We forgot ice. Would you be a doll and fetch us some?”

“My pleasure,” Arnold said and stood from his chair. He came back with a bowl of ice from the dispenser on the door of the freezer. “Have you missed me this week?” Arnold used tongs to move ice cubes from the bowl to each glass.

“You know I have. We text each other all the time.” Margaret poured lemonade over the ice. They each lifted their filled glasses and clinked them together over the center of the table. “Why haven’t you given me an answer yet?”

“I only have one question before I answer you,” said Arnold. He had his hands on the table, interlaced with Margaret’s. She never knew how much she’d wanted a sissy boy until Arnold came into her life, but now she was obsessed. She needed to have him as much as the coffee she drank each morning. Margaret told Arnold she wanted to hear his question. “Would you let me keep the apartment? I could live with you, but I’d like to have somewhere. I don’t know… somewhere I could feel is my own.”

“Deal,” said Margaret. “I don’t care if you keep the apartment, but I want you sleeping here.”

“I’ll sleep here, clean this place, and do whatever else you want,” he said. Arnold was desperate to have sex with Margaret. All they had done was kiss, and he wanted so much more. If he jacked off any more than he had been, his dick would burn to a crisp.

Margaret scooted her chair closer to Arnold. She had been lusting over him since she had stalked his profiles on the Internet. “You’re going to make the best sissy in the world,” she said. Margaret ran her hand through Arnold’s brown hair. She tossed back her auburn hair. Margaret could see the desire in Arnold’s eyes. She knew he wanted her, but Margaret had been teasing him. Arnold had power when he hadn’t answered the question, but it had evaporated.

“I will be your sissy, forever and always. I’ve never been anyone’s sissy before,” he said.

“It will be a first for me. Having a sissy boyfriend.”

“I’m your boyfriend?”

“Something like that,” said Margaret. “Are you wearing a thong under those jeans?”

“You know I am,” said Arnold.

Margaret stood from the table. She grabbed Arnold’s hand and led him inside, leaving the glasses of lemonade on her outdoor table. Droplets of condensation were running down their sides. Arnold held Margaret’s hand and followed her to the bedroom. It was her guest bedroom. Margaret threw open the door and stepped inside. “This will be your bedroom, Arnold.”

Arnold’s heart fluttered when he took in the space. It had a high bed with a backboard. There was a huge walk-in closet. A television. It was around the same size as Arnold’s bedroom at the apartment, but miles nicer. “Will I ever get to sleep in your bed?”

“Some nights. If you’ve been good,” Margaret said with a smirk. She plopped down on the bed, giggling as she fell to her back. “Why don’t you show me how you can be a good boy?”

“What can I do to show that?”

Margaret was wearing a long skirt, but it was easy to lift. She exposed her upper thighs, stopping so a sliver of a shadow covered her pussy. “You like pussy, don’t you?”

“I love it,” said Arnold. He knew people thought he might be gay because of his soft voice and thin body, but Arnold wanted Margaret’s pussy more than anything else in the world. He had dreams of it when he closed his eyes at night. He imagined it against his lips at least a thousand times a day. “Can I taste yours?”

“You’re forgetting the magic word.”

“Please,” said Arnold. His breath was ragged as his fingers grazed Margaret’s thigh. She moaned and her back arched as she pulled her skirt up further to reveal what lied beneath the shadows. Margaret wasn’t wearing underwear. Arnold’s dick vibrated in his jeans, desperate to come out. Arnold unbuttoned his pants.

Margaret lifted herself at the sound. “Take off your jeans,” she said. “I want to see your thong.”

Arnold stood in the middle of his future bedroom. He pushed his pants to the floor. His dick was hanging out of the red thong. His tip was leaking precum, a long droplet of it falling to the floor. Arnold took off his shirt, which left him in nothing but the tiny red thong.

“Come over here and show me what you can do,” Margaret said as she spread her legs. The dominance emerging from within her was new, but she loved it. It was as though she was being reborn when Arnold got to his knees at the edge of the bed. He pushed Margaret’s legs further apart, making her gush like a hose.

Margaret had been dreaming of this moment since her crush started. It had become so much more than a crush. She loved Arnold. She wanted to help him. Lift him from where he was. She wanted to explore her emerging dominance, and there was nobody else she would have as her sissy besides Arnold.

Arnold placed two fingers on each side of Margaret’s opening, licking around the edges of her beautiful vagina. He kissed the insides of her thighs. Arnold pushed his finger against her clit, activating her button. Margaret had never had someone kiss her pussy so intimately. Arnold’s touch made a tear slide down the side of her face.

“Damn, your pussy is amazing,” Arnold said as he slid two fingers into her wet hole. He licked from beneath his fingers to above them, catching as much of Margaret’s nectar in his mouth as he could. She tasted better than sweetened peach tea. Better than strawberry cupcakes. Arnold could have drunk her juices all day, but Margaret wasn’t as hard as she professed.

Margaret screamed and shouted with pleasure as Arnold fingered her and licked her. She couldn’t hold the orgasm building within her for long. “Fuck, Arnold. What are you doing to me?” Margaret hollered as she spoke. Her words broken like her blurred vision. All her energy had to focus on her pussy. She had to focus on what Arnold was doing to her.

The pressure built within her until she could no longer handle it. Margaret gripped the sheets and hollered as she came. One orgasm rolled into the next as Arnold kept playing with her pussy. Margaret kicked him away when the pleasure became too intense. He stood, laughing, with his hand around his dick. 

Arnold stroked his dick with the red thong cupping his junk. It looked yummy as Margaret watched him, her body calming after one of the most intense orgasms of her life. Arnold grunted and put out his hand, catching the streams of cum shooting from his dick.

“Damn, that was sexy,” said Margaret. “Wanna spend the night in my bed?”

“I would love that,” said Arnold.

“Rinse off and I’ll meet you there,” Margaret said. She stood, kissed Arnold on the cheek, and left the room. He didn’t know what being her live-in sissy would entail, but Arnold felt like the luckiest man in the world. 


 


CHAPTER SEVEN

 

Arnold was leaving the basics at his old apartment. He was gathering the last of his things to disembark on a shared existence with Margaret. He carried bags on each shoulder as he closed his front door, struggling to turn around and lock it. Arnold checked his mailbox on the way out, not sure of the next time he would be in the building. Margaret’s house was closer to the truck stop.

Arnold: I’m on my way.

Margaret: Can’t wait to see you.

Sometimes she would send a reply right away. Other times it would take her awhile to reply. Arnold drove across town, his heart pounding as he got closer to Margaret’s. He had agreed to become her live-in sissy, whatever that entailed. Arnold wanted to explore his internal woman, but was he ready to submit so completely? Margaret had power over Arnold, and he knew it. He feared it.

“You look incredible,” Margaret said when she opened the door. She planted a kiss on Arnold’s cheek. “Let me help you with those bags.”

Arnold swallowed and passed Margaret the lightest bag he had. She led the way to the guest room where he’d eaten her out. His legs and body trembled as he followed Margaret. He was in her domain. This was her house, and Arnold had to abide by her rules.

“Why are you so quiet, Arnold? Aren’t you excited to live with me? We’re starting a journey,” she said. She was standing in front of him with her hand on the guest bedroom doorknob. Arnold wanted to be excited, but he couldn’t help his feeling of helplessness.

“Your house is charming, Margaret. Your offer is everything I’ve ever wanted in life. You are an incredible woman, but I don’t know…”

“I read about this a few days ago. You’re in fear of losing your control. Your masculinity. Lots of men retaliate against their submissive tendencies. I understand,” Margaret said. She opened the bedroom door and stepped inside. She waved for Arnold to follow. He grunted and stepped forward. Margaret was sitting in a chair at a desk in the corner. “Living together will be complicated, but I want you to feel my house is your house. I’ll leave you alone while I run errands. Tour the house. Look in cabinets. Explore, darling. What’s mine is yours.”

Arnold sat on the bed and crossed his legs, staring at Margaret in the chair. She had her auburn hair pulled back into a bun and was wearing cute bell-bottom pants with a sleeveless blouse. “That’s sweet of you, Margaret.”

She leaned forward and reached across the bed to touch Arnold. “Communication will be our key to success. Make yourself comfortable, and we can discuss our living expectations for each other later.”

Arnold nodded, rubbing his thumb against the spot where Margaret’s hand had been. “Thank you.”

“There’s a surprise for you in the closet. Enjoy,” Margaret said. She stood from the chair at the desk and kissed Arnold on the lips before leaving the room. Her ass looked incredible in the bell-bottom pants, and Arnold couldn’t help but watch her leave.

She went downstairs as Arnold sat on the bed, wondering what his future would be like now that he was living with Margaret. He heard the front door open as he was stewing in his mixed feelings. Margaret left, leaving Arnold alone in her house. He didn’t know if it was the feeling of losing his masculinity to her or something else, but Arnold suddenly felt better without Margaret in his presence.

He got up from the bed and went to the walk-in closet, much nicer than the one he had in his bedroom at the apartment. Arnold gasped when he saw what was inside. Margaret had filled the closet with different skirts, dresses, and a chest of drawers. He went over to it and had to wipe his eyes when he saw all the lingerie inside.

The sight made Arnold overwhelmed. He picked up the lingerie and threw it in the air, letting it rain on him. He went over to the dresses, and there was one that called his name. Ever since he started dating Margaret, he kept his body as smooth as the outside of a watermelon. The dress was a dogwood pink and had a deep cut to expose Arnold’s cleavage.

There were several bras with breast forms hanging at the end. Assorted sizes for different outfits and days of the week. Margaret had outdone herself, and Arnold would repay her by becoming the best live-in sissy the world has ever known.

Arnold gathered the dress and some other stuff from the closet and went to the bathroom in the hallway. He knew Margaret had a bathroom attached to her bedroom, so he would have to share his with guests whenever they came. Arnold would get on his hands and knees to scrub the floor when he cleaned.

He stripped down to the thong he was wearing in the bathroom. He stared at himself in the mirror, wondering how life had led him to where he was. There was no turning back, and Arnold no longer wanted to run. He wanted to be with Margaret. Grow with her.

Arnold took off the thong he had on and changed into a flesh-colored one with mesh over his dick. He hoped to seduce Margaret when she came home. The dress he put on had thin spaghetti straps and stopped just below his package. He didn’t wear tights or stockings as he had shaved his legs that morning. They still sparkled from the lotion he had rubbed into his skin before gathering his bags to leave the apartment.

He chose the bra with the c-cup breast form. It fit perfectly under the pink slip dress. He felt like a sweet little slut and couldn’t wait for Margaret to see him when she got home. Arnold wished he had a wig or knew how to do his makeup, but he loved how he looked, even with his short brown hair and masculine features.

Arnold had seen heels in the closet and raced back there to try them on. He couldn’t believe Margaret had gotten his size correct. He slipped on a pair of white kitten heels, afraid to try the larger heels. What if he fell over and bumped his head while Margaret was away? If she were there, she could at least call a doctor if he hurt himself.

Arnold strutted out of the closet and down the hallway as though he were on the runways of Milan. He loved how he could feel air blowing under his short dress, tickling his dick beneath the nude thong. Arnold went downstairs to find a few dishes from Margaret’s breakfast in the sink. He rinsed them off and placed them in the dishwasher.

None of Margaret’s neighbors could see into her window. Arnold could strut around the house in skimpy clothes all day. He didn’t have to worry about anyone seeing him release the slut buried deep inside. Nobody could judge him for living his best life. Arnold was growing comfortable in the space, one stride at a time.

He was holding a feather duster as he walked around the house, dusting off the already dust-free furniture. Flicking his wrist made him feel fabulous. It made him want to try things he never had. How would it feel to get fucked? The thought had always been in the back of his mind, but he’d done nothing about it. He was too afraid to buy a dildo. Too afraid to do more than stick a finger in his ass, but even that he had only tried a few times.

Having Margaret fuck him would be next level. It made his dick harden and jump in his teeny-tiny thong. He cupped his hand around his dick, losing his focus on the feather duster in his other hand. His asshole throbbed as he imagined Margaret taking him from behind. Lying above him with her bare breasts pressed into his back.

Arnold either had to jack off to relieve himself or continue cleaning. He chose the latter, forcing himself to focus on the feather duster. But everywhere he looked, images of Margaret behind him popped into his head. He wanted her on the sofa, on the floor, bent over the dining-room table, and anywhere else she would have him.

He went around the first floor, making it back to the stairs. Arnold looked to the top, knowing the bedrooms were there. He knew there would be times in his future where he could have Margaret. Would she fuck him? He wondered if she would want to as he put his hand on the railing.

Arnold’s heels clicked against the wood stairs as he climbed them, the feather duster hanging from his left hand. If there were a camera at the bottom of the stairs, it would see up Arnold’s skirt. It would see his package moving from side to side under the nude thong. The camera would catch the circle of wetness where the head of his dick was.

Margaret’s bedroom door was ajar. He took a deep breath as he went in the direction he had yet to explore. She told him to make himself comfortable, but was he crossing the line by going into her bedroom? He battled with himself for several beats as he stood outside her door. He couldn’t resist in the end.

Arnold pushed open Margaret’s bedroom door. Her room was feminine and smelled of vanilla. She had expensive-looking bedding and artwork on the walls. Her house was in the middle of nowhere Indiana but looked like the pages of a magazine. Arnold’s eyes gazed over the room, landing on a pile of books atop Margaret’s nightstand. His heels clicked on the hardwoods until he reached the rug beneath Margaret’s bed.

He bent over to better examine the books. There were two manuals for ‘how to feminize’ a man and one novel. It looked as though she had been reading one of the feminization manuals last. There was a bookmark placed near the end of the book. Arnold tried to steady his breath and looked around the room as he picked up the book. He opened it to where Margaret had placed the bookmark.

The page was about how to control men through sex. Arnold couldn’t read more than a few words before he heard the front door open and Margaret call, “Darling, I’m home.”

Arnold placed the book back where he’d found it and raced out of the bedroom. He left the door ajar, hoping Margaret would recognize he had been in her bedroom. “I’m upstairs,” Arnold called back to Margaret.

“Come down here and help me cook dinner. I’m hungry,” she said.

Arnold realized he was no longer holding the feather duster. He could hear Margaret working in the kitchen. Arnold looked around and panicked as he glanced at the bedroom door. He had to get the feather duster or Margaret would know he’d been in there. Arnold cringed with each step as he walked toward the bedroom. When he opened the door, the feather duster was sitting beside the books. Arnold smacked his forehead and darted across the room for the feather duster.

He felt like a criminal as he walked down the stairs, but Margaret was beaming when he got to the living room. “Don’t you look sexy?” Margaret stopped what she was doing and waved for Arnold to come over. “That feather duster is the perfect accessory.”

Arnold placed it on the counter as Margaret pulled him close. She reached under his short pink slip dress and squeezed his ass. The anxiety that had been plaguing Arnold left and was replaced by an insatiable desire to taste Margaret. To have her juices running down his lips.

It was only day one together, but Margaret already felt like she had won the jackpot by getting Arnold to agree to live with her. Seeing him in a pink slip dress drove her wild. Life was about taking chances and asking Arnold to become her live-in sissy was perhaps the greatest gamble Margaret had ever taken, but there was no reward without risk.

“How can I help?” Arnold asked as Margaret held him at an arm’s length. She didn’t want to let go, but her stomach rumbled.

“You can chop the vegetables I washed while you were upstairs. I’ll heat the grill pan,” she said. “Do you want rice or pasta?”

“What are we having?” Arnold asked in the softest voice he could.

“A stir-fry. I hope that’s okay,” she said.

“Whatever you want to cook is fine with me,” said Arnold. He grabbed the vegetables and cut them how Margaret had instructed. He bent over to throw the scraps in a compost bin she had, watching through the corner of his eye as Margaret looked up his dress. She licked her lips when he met her eyes.

They cooked, dancing around the kitchen. Brushing each other as they moved. It was an intimacy neither had shared with another person. One Margaret and Arnold hoped would endure. Margaret cooked the stir-fry as Arnold did whatever she told him, bending over and exposing himself every time he could. Margaret smacked his ass a few times, getting a little wet when she did.

They ate at the dining-room table. It was a romantic dinner by candlelight. Margaret loved setting a mood, even if she was at home. She fed Arnold bites of her food, and he did the same with his. They touched each other under the table. It took them forever to eat their food. “I can’t believe how real your breasts look under that dress,” Margaret said. She had her hand on Arnold’s thigh and her eyes on the gap in his dress.

“Thank you for everything in the closet. How can I repay you?”

Margaret’s hand moved up Arnold’s thigh. His dick was twitching, threatening to shoot a load. If she touched his staff, he wasn’t sure he could control himself. No woman’s touch had ever made him so unsteady, so fragile. Vulnerable to her womanly powers. “You don’t owe me anything, Arnold. All I want is your love.”

“I’ll give you that and more. Should I clean up the mess?”

“Yes. Then, I’d like you to meet me in my bedroom.”

Guilt for entering Margaret’s bedroom while she wasn’t home washed over Arnold, but Margaret’s smile softened him. She wouldn’t hold grudges. She disappeared down the hall, leaving Arnold to clean the kitchen in his short slip dress. He loved how the suds from the dish water trailed up his arm. It made him giggle when bubbles burst into the air, smacking him in the face.

He didn’t stop cleaning until the dishes were in the dishwasher and the kitchen was sparkling clean. His white kitten heels clicked against the floor as he went to the staircase, nervous about whatever might happen with Margaret. He heard her behind the parted door. “Come in, darling. I’m waiting for you.”

Arnold pushed open the door, stepping into Margaret’s room. She had the dimmers turned low and a candle lit on the nightstand furthest from the door. She was wearing a parted robe with nothing beneath it, throwing her head back as she rubbed the sheet. Her neck tightened. Her auburn hair hung like a waterfall. “Margaret,” said Arnold. He couldn’t form words as his eyes focused on Margaret’s uncovered beauty.

“Arnold,” Margaret said. She lowered her eyes to match Arnold’s gaze. “Lie next to me.”

“Whatever you wish,” he said. Arnold climbed onto the bed, his hard dick begging to come out of the nude thong. He crawled with his ass in the air, wishing Margaret would fuck him with a strap on. Her nipples were hard as Arnold moved toward her. “Do you mind?” Arnold asked and focused his eyes on her areolas.

Margaret grabbed Arnold by the back of his head and guided him to her breasts. He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around Margaret’s nipple. His tongue flicked her point, making her moan. “Touch my pussy,” she said.

Since she had changed into the robe, Arnold had no problem doing as she wished. He placed his hand above her bellybutton. He moved his hand at a steady speed until his fingers were on her lips. Margaret moaned as his hand caressed her clit and pussy, making her gush. “Fuck, that’s hot,” Arnold said as Margaret covered his hand with her juices.

Margaret wrapped her legs around Arnold and flipped him onto his back. He gasped as he hit the bed. Margaret climbed atop him, staring into his eyes as her hair hung in her face. She reached her hand up Arnold’s dress and squeezed his side. “Stay still or I will have to tie you up,” she said.

Arnold made his body as still as stone as Margaret moved down his frame. She pushed his dress up his waist, exposing his soiled nude thong. It was sticky and hard with precum. He had been a dripping faucet all night. He would explode at even the lightest of touches, but he wouldn’t dare move since Margaret had told him to stay still.

“You’re such an obedient doll. A gorgeous doll. I can’t get over how sexy that dress is on you,” said Margaret. She gripped Arnold’s thighs and lifted his legs into the air. She told Arnold to hold his legs, and he would never disobey her. He was learning how to submit to her and love it.

Arnold gasped as Margaret moved his nude thong to the side, exposing his hard member. Margaret grabbed his cock at its base with two fingers. Arnold gripped the sheets beneath him as Margaret stroked his cock once, laughing when he thrashed to fight the budding orgasm. “You’ll make me cum,” he screamed.

Margaret wanted Arnold to cum. She wanted him to cover his nude thong in his thick, milky goo. She had a strong urge to suck Arnold’s dick, so she parted her lips. Arnold begged her not to do it because he was so sensitive, but Margaret wasn’t listening. She wrapped her lips around Arnold's sensitive cock. She moved them down until she accidentally choked on his length, coughing on his dick. Arnold grunted and curled his toes as he tried to hold his cum.

It was a near impossible task. Margaret lifted her lips once, sliding them back down Arnold’s throbbing cock. His balls tightened. He tried to push Margaret off him, but she wasn’t budging. Arnold shouted, unable to hold his explosion. Streams of hot goo erupted from his cock. Margaret had moved her mouth off his dick, and the cum covered Arnold's thong and pelvic region.

“Looks like we should take those off,” Margaret said. She pulled the thong off Arnold and wiped up his juices.

“Do you want me to eat you out?”

Margaret shook her head. “Cuddle me. I don’t want to sleep alone tonight,” she said.

“Deal,” he said.

Margaret tossed Arnold’s soiled thong to the floor. He wore his pink slip dress with spaghetti straps to bed. Margaret took off her robe and slept naked. Arnold held her through the night. Neither had ever felt more in love.


 


CHAPTER EIGHT

 

Weeks had passed since Arnold moved into Margaret’s guest bedroom. They spent most nights snuggled in her bed, but they slept separately as well. Arnold almost never went back to his old apartment, and Margaret told him he never had to pay rent for as long as they dated and did chores. Both hoped their romance would last forever.

They grew closer with each passing day, but there was one thing Arnold couldn’t get off his mind. Every time he put on women’s clothing, he wanted something he’d been too afraid to ask from Margaret. He wanted her to fuck him with a strap-on cock.

They had done everything else. She even rode his dick one night a week ago. Being inside of Margaret was the most incredible thing. It was better than cake for dessert. Being inside her sweet pussy was better than anything Arnold could imagine, but he wanted to try what he never had.

It wasn’t about gay or straight. It was about his desire to become even more of a woman than he had ever been. He wanted Margaret to penetrate him as he had her. Every other thought he had was about Margaret fucking him from behind. He couldn’t escape his thoughts.

Most of his time was spent at home; the place he shared with Margaret. He was waiting for her to come home from dinner with clients. He had cleaned the house from top to bottom, showered, and changed into a white see-through robe with a black bra and underwear. The bra gave him breasts. He felt naked without them. The black thong he was wearing was as translucent as the robe.

Arnold hoped Margaret would like the dessert he prepared. She promised not to do anything with the clients after dinner. She promised to eat dessert with Arnold, granted the house sparkled when she arrived home. Arnold had paid extra attention to detail. Tonight was the night he had to ask Margaret if she would do what he most desired. Everything had to be perfect, and Arnold would do his best to see that it was.

***

Margaret was driving home from dinner with clients, exhausted but excited to see her Arnold. He was the one steady aspect of her life. She loved how he submitted to her. How he looked for her guidance. She wanted a massage more than anything, rolling her shoulders as she waited at a stoplight.

Smells of chocolate and baked flour hit Margaret’s nostrils when she walked in the front door. Arnold was wearing a white robe with black lingerie beneath it. His four-inch stilettos clicked against the hardwoods. He had grown more confident in heels after a lesson from Margaret. “It smells great,” Margaret said, giving Arnold a hug with one arm. She could tell he was wearing a light layer of foundation. It wasn’t much, and she wouldn’t have noticed if it weren’t for a small blending error. His application skills were much better than even a week before.

“I made dessert for us. Would you like some wine? Brandy?”

“I’ll have a brandy on the rocks,” Margaret said. She let Arnold take her bags. He was like a housewife waiting on her businessman husband. Margaret didn’t mind. She loved having Arnold there to surprise her with meals and such. “Would you mind giving me a massage tonight?”

“It’d be my pleasure,” said Arnold. He went to the kitchen and pulled out a rocks glass. He dropped a few ice cubes into it and covered them with brandy. Arnold poured a glass of wine for himself. He cut two pieces of the chocolate cake bars he’d made. “Would you like to have dessert in the living room? I made places for us to sit on the floor,” he said.

“Sure,” Margaret said and took a sip of her brandy. “Give me a second to change into something more comfortable.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Arnold said and kissed her before she disappeared to her bedroom. He placed everything they would need for dessert on the coffee table in the living room. Margaret returned wearing a pair of scarlet cotton lace boy shorts. She had on a black see-through robe over them with no bra. Her breasts looked incredible. Arnold wanted to wrap his lips around her nipples but would act like a gentleman. He didn’t want to put her out of the mood before he asked her to fulfill his deepest desire.

Margaret sat on the pillow across the coffee table from Arnold. “What is this?” she asked, picking up the chocolate cake bar.

Arnold told her what it was, watching as she parted her lips to take a bite. The sounds she made were heaven to Arnold’s ears. He loved pleasing Margaret. He loved watching her smile from something he’d done. It was the greatest joy of all when Margaret spread her lips to show her teeth. “These are delicious,” she said. “Can’t eat too many, though.”

“I don’t care if you get big,” said Arnold.

Margaret chuckled, staring into Arnold’s eyes with a sultry stare. “You might not care, but I do.”

“Fair enough.” Arnold took a sip of his wine. The words were begging to leave his mouth, but a battle was waging within Arnold. Once the words came out, he could never take them back. He would rather not have anal sex than lose Margaret, but they had done everything else. “Margaret,” he said. His tone said he wanted to ask a question.

“What is it?”

“I don’t know,” Arnold said and frowned. He felt like a punk. How could he have the courage to put on four-inch heels, black lingerie, and a woman’s robe, but he couldn’t find it within himself to tell Margaret what he wanted most? What he woke up aching to have. “It’s nothing,” he said.

Margaret frowned and reached across the table. “Whatever it is, you have nothing to fear.” Arnold shook his head, fighting the voices in his head. The doubt and desire swirling in battle. Neither able to beat the other. “Arnold, please. You’re stressing yourself out by not asking me. I won’t judge you.”

Arnold looked up, meeting Margaret’s calm eyes. He knew she was telling the truth. She had his best interest at heart and wouldn’t hurt him on purpose. “Promise?”

Margaret nodded. “Yes, and there is actually something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“What?”

“You tell me, and then I’ll tell you.”

She won. Arnold took a deep breath and told himself it would be fine. “I want you to fuck me, Margaret.”

A dangerous smirk broke out across Margaret’s face. “You do? I’ve been dying to fuck you. It sounds like fun. Wait here,” she said. Margaret stood and raced out of the room. Arnold watched as her plump behind shook in the lace boy shorts she was wearing. He waited with his hands under his bottom for Margaret to return, wondering if he was ready to have her stretch his ass. Had he been out of his mind for asking? Would it hurt like hell?

Margaret came back to the living room with a strap-on dick hanging from her hand. It was about the same size as Arnold’s, which was average, but it looked so much bigger now that he knew he had to take it up his backside. “You have a strap?”

“I bought it not long after you moved in. I’ve been waiting for you to ask.”

Arnold swallowed. It was hot that Margaret had thought about his ass. He wanted to give it to her. “Do you think it’ll hurt?”

Margaret held up a bottle of lubricant. “I bought this. It should help.”

“What did you want to ask me?”

A blush flashed across Margaret’s cheeks. She was holding something Arnold couldn’t see. “I was hoping…” Margaret pulled a camera out from behind her back. “…to record us making love.”

“I’ve never been recorded,” said Arnold. He had dreams of becoming someone important one day. He started to say no but then remembered the slew of celebrities who had a sex tape.

Margaret placed what she had on the coffee table and went to a closet in the corner. She pulled out a tripod and placed it in the middle of the living room. “I haven’t either, but how sexy would it be to have a video of me fucking you? Fuck, I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

Arnold picked himself up off the floor. He stood taller than Margaret in his four-inch heels, but she still had a power over him he couldn’t deny. “You can record us, but I don’t want to share it with others.”

“For our eyes only,” she said and winked. Margaret told Arnold to go to the closet for a sheet. She didn’t want to make a mess fucking Arnold’s ass. He walked to the closet. His palms were sweaty. He was dragging his feet, but grabbing a sheet couldn’t take forever.

The lovemaking started slow. Soft kisses. Light touches. Arnold went down on Margaret, licking her wet pussy. Savoring the taste of her womanhood against his lips. Her clit poked out from under its hood. Margaret hollered when Arnold placed his lips around it. She wouldn’t last if he continued, and she hadn’t yet fucked him.

“Take off your robe,” Margaret said. She’d pushed away Arnold’s head. His lips shined with her nectar. The camera was on them, watching them watch each other. Arnold stood and wiped his lips. He pushed the robe off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. He was wearing nothing but the black lingerie. The black bra had b-cup forms and made him feel fabulous.

Arnold turned so his back was to Margaret. He walked away from her with one hand on his hip, loving how powerful the four-inch stilettos made him feel. He bent over as though he had to pick something up, looking through his legs at Margaret. She had her hand on her wet pussy, winking when their eyes met.

Margaret stood and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She picked up the strap and wrapped it around her waist. The cock looked so big on her. She loved it and couldn’t wait to watch it slide around inside Arnold’s hole. Margaret placed her hands on her hips and wagged her finger for Arnold to come to her. He got on his hands and knees. He crawled across the room, glancing over his shoulder to watch his ass and heels move.

“Suck my dick,” she said and laughed.

It wasn’t a joke to Arnold. He looked up at her through hooded eyes, watching her soft, teardrop breasts sway. He watched the gentle rock of the auburn hair hanging past her shoulders. Everything about her was feminine except the dick protruding from her pelvis. Arnold stood on his knees and wrapped his hand around the base of Margaret’s cock.

She put her fingers into his brown hair, pushing him down on her dick. He choked at first but got into a rhythm. Her dick spread his lips. He loved it. He loved how wet he was making her rod. His ass was aching to take it. “I’m ready,” he said after several minutes of sucking her dick.

“Get on your hands and knees,” she said. Margaret checked the camera to make sure it would capture what came next. She got on her knees behind Arnold and pulled down his thong. His hole was hairless and tiny. It looked perfect. She spread his cheeks and spat on his hole, rubbing in the wetness. Arnold moaned at her touch, instantly hard.

Margaret reached between Arnold’s legs, surprised by how erect he was for her. “How much do you want this dick?”

“So much,” he said. He dropped from his hands to his elbows. Margaret pressed on his lower back with one hand as she used the other to squirt lubrication onto her dick. She put the tip against Arnold’s opening. His body shivered, and his breath changed as she pushed against the tip.

“Loosen up,” she said. Arnold was keeping his entrance closed, and all she wanted was to get inside.

Arnold took a few deep breaths and told himself his dreams were coming true. All he had to do was endure a few seconds of pain. He knew what hurt at first turned into euphoria. It had happened those few times he used his fingers, and now he had a woman, his Margaret, behind him and ready to fuck. “Okay, I’m ready.”

Margaret lubricated her dick again and pushed against Arnold’s tight hole. It was hard to push through his gate, but she made it inside. Arnold hollered out, pain rippling across his body. Margaret held his sides as his hole relaxed around her dick. “There you go,” she whispered as her dick slid around his hole.

There was a nub on the inside of the strap, hitting her spot with each thrust. Margaret’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as she picked up a rhythm. Arnold’s dick hardened to a state more solid than he’d ever experienced. His hand moved to his dick, and the camera was catching every thrust. Every stroke of his cock. The sway of Margaret’s breasts as she moved her hips.

Arnold couldn’t hold his orgasm for long. He had to stop touching his cock, or he would cum, but Margaret was hitting his spot with each thrust of her cock.

Margaret smacked Arnold’s ass as she fucked him from behind. She felt like a man as she watched Arnold’s back. As she watched her dick sliding in and out of his hole. It was so sexy to see Arnold submit to her so fully. It overwhelmed her with emotion. She bent over with her dick still inside Arnold and wrapped her arms around his body.

Arnold purred as he felt Margaret’s breasts press into his back. He whimpered when she reached between his legs and touched his cock. She stroked it once, and that was all Arnold could take. He grunted as cum shot from his cock. Margaret fucked him slower, as though she were fucking herself.

She was. The nub on the inside of the strap was hitting her spot. Margaret closed her eyes as the pressure reached a climax. She had her entire dick buried in Arnold’s ass when she came. She squeezed her body as the sensations ran through her.

They didn’t move for several beats as their bodies relaxed. Margaret pulled out of Arnold, kissing his back as she moved away from his body. He collapsed to the floor, so happy he had asked Margaret to fulfill his wishes. He glanced at the camera. Its existence had completely left his mind. Margaret stood to turn it off.

“I want you in my bed tonight,” she said.

Arnold stood and wrapped his arms around Margaret. “I would love that,” he said. “Should we clean up?”

“Meet me in bed?”

“You got it,” he said. He could have kissed her from head to toe, but he would wait until they got in bed. They had plenty of time until morning.


 


CHAPTER NINE

 

It was still hot outside, but the summer wouldn’t last much longer. Margaret loved fall weather. However, summer was her favorite. Everything after the summer solstice was a countdown to the cold, but Margaret knew how to make the best of it.

She and Arnold had edited down the video they made of her fucking him, and Margaret wanted to share it with some of her Chicagoan friends. Arnold had agreed. They were friends she hadn’t seen in a year, and when she told them what was on the menu for the day, they couldn’t resist the urge to drive to Appleton, Indiana to see the video.

Arnold was wearing a black dress with long sleeves, but it stopped halfway to his knees. He had paired the dress with white tights, black and white kitten heels, and a hat with a veil to obscure his face from their guests. He had a watch and necklace and earrings for accessories. Arnold was Margaret’s perfect little doll, and she didn’t know what she’d do without him.

Margaret wore a silver cocktail dress with matching heels. “Is everything ready?”

“You’re really going to show them the video?”

“It’ll be fun. We edited out our faces,” she said.

Arnold didn’t want to disappoint Margaret, but he had reservations about her friends seeing the video of him taking her dick. He kept his mouth shut as they finished prepping for the afternoon. Arnold would be their server. He had the ingredients ready for several cocktails. There were appetizers in the fridge and lunch keeping warm in the oven. Arnold had become more than comfortable serving and submitting to Margaret any way he could, but it was the first time they would have guests. Arnold had never dressed like a woman in front of anyone but Margaret.

The doorbell rang twenty minutes later, making Arnold jump. He glanced at Margaret. She shook her head. “Opening the door is your job. You know that.”

Arnold nodded. He clenched and released his fingers as he walked to the door. He could hear laughter on the other side. Arnold bent his head down to avoid eye contact before he placed his hand on the doorknob to open it. “Welcome to Margaret Mickel’s home.”

The tone of a gay man’s voice hit Arnold’s ears. “Margaret has her boy answering the door. Damn,” the man snapped his fingers, moving his hand from high to low. “You look good, though.” The woman next to him giggled and clung to her friend. Arnold kept his head bent low. He was blushing. He heard Margaret’s silver heels clicking against the floor.

“Angel! Kathleen! Come in,” she said.

Arnold stepped to the side as the guests came into the house. Margaret hugged them, kissing each of them on the cheek. She gave them compliments about the clothes they were wearing. Arnold ran to the kitchen to pour three glasses of bubbles, as Margaret had requested.

He walked out of the kitchen with a tray in his hand and his head bent. His kitten heels clicked as he approached the laughing trio. He didn’t speak as he held out the tray. They each took a glass of the sparkling wine. “Guys, this is Arnold. Isn’t he fabulous?”

“Yes, girl,” said Angel. He snapped again, making Arnold blush harder. His praise was better than judgement.

“You look incredible. I wish I could find a man to do what I say,” said Kathleen.

“Come to the living room. Arnold will bring us snacks and start the video,” she said. Arnold lifted his head long enough to meet Margaret’s eye. It was clear she didn’t want to hear any rebuttal. Arnold did what she said and went to the kitchen for appetizers. He loved his outfit. He loved his girlfriend. Her friends didn’t judge him. Why was he feeling so conflicted as he moved the appetizers from a plastic container to the serving tray?

Margaret and her friends were talking about old times in Chicago and people Arnold didn’t know. He felt out of the loop, but their conversation quickly died when he walked into the room. “I’m excited to see this video,” said Kathleen.

“You guys sure you want to show us?” asked Angel.

“Yes,” said Margaret. Angel and Kathleen looked at Arnold, and he nodded. Arnold lowered the tray, and they each took appetizers. They were tapas Margaret had picked up from a specialty store. Arnold set the tray to the side after everyone had enough to eat. He felt a knot in his stomach as he walked over to the television and picked up the remote. They had placed the video on a flash drive. It was the only file on it. He was a few clicks away from sharing a part of himself he wasn’t sure he wanted to share. “Darling, we’re waiting!”

Arnold clicked the remote to pull up the flash drive. There was one video. He glanced over his shoulder, and everyone had an eager expression. Arnold let out a silent sigh and clicked ‘play’.

Margaret had added a title, which lasted several seconds before the video began with Arnold licking Margaret’s pussy. He’d seen the video before, but it was so much hotter watching it with Margaret’s friends in the room.

“Oh my, Margaret.” Angel squealed. He hadn’t seen a pussy in years, but Margaret’s looked fabulous.

The video switched to several seconds of Arnold sucking Margaret’s strap-on dick. He looked like a little sissy on his knees, and it looked even crazier since Margaret had blacked out his eyes. “Your breasts look amazing, you bitch!”

“Thanks,” she said.

Arnold was rock hard as he watched Margaret and her friends watch the video they’d made. It wasn’t until he was on his knees when things took a turn. He had loved getting fucked, but it was another thing to watch it. He was wearing a bra, heels, and a hard a massive erection between his legs. Angel, Kathleen, and Margaret were watching the video with wide eyes.

“Damn, boy, take that dick!” Angel hollered. He had scooted forward on the couch. “This is hot.”

Arnold cast his eyes to the side. It was too much to watch them watch him get fucked. Even if his face wasn’t in the frame, they knew it was him. The veil on his hat could only hide so much. Arnold stood, running out of the room.

None of them moved off the couch as tears streamed from Arnold’s eyes. Margaret wondered where he’d gone, but leaving her friends would be rude.

In the back, Arnold ripped off the black dress he was wearing. He didn’t damage it, but he’d never moved so fast. He changed into a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt. Arnold ran past the three on the couch, careful not to stop. Careful not to let them see the tears on his face. He opened the door, got outside, and slammed it shut behind him.

Margaret and her friends looked at each other, frowning. Margaret stopped the video. She and Arnold had talked about sharing the video, but she understood. “I’m sorry, guys.”

“Don’t worry,” said Kathleen.

“You have to chase him,” said Angel.

“Let’s finish these drinks, and then I’ll go. Will you stay for dinner?”

They both nodded. Margaret turned off the TV, and they talked about old times as they finished their drinks. It was forty minutes later when Margaret grabbed her keys to go after Arnold.

***

Arnold sat against the wall of his old apartment, wondering why he had ever given it up to share his life with a woman who would embarrass him as Margaret had. It was nearly an hour after he’d left, and Arnold couldn’t believe Margaret hadn’t come after him. She had done nothing to say she was sorry for what she’d done.

“Are you in there, Arnold?” he heard. Margaret knocked after her question.

Arnold pushed off against the wall and got to his feet. He wanted to stay angry, but his anger was already evaporating as he approached the door. He was sadder more than anything. Why hadn’t Margaret seen he didn’t want to share the video with her friends?

Arnold opened the door to find Margaret on the other side. She was wearing the silver dress still and looked incredible. “Why did you leave so soon?”

“Watching that video was embarrassing, Margaret.”

“I think my friends liked it,” she said. “You have nothing to be ashamed about.”

Arnold was still wearing a thong under his sweatpants, but otherwise he was wearing only men’s clothing. He missed the little black dress he had at Margaret’s. The kitten heels. The hat that made him feel like a million dollars. “It was too hard for me. Why can’t we keep those things between us?”

“You agreed to show the video,” Margaret said in a tone of disbelief. Arnold backed away from her, which made her soften her voice. “Arnold, please. You’re the best boyfriend I could ever hope to have. Don’t make this a bigger deal than it needs to be.”

“Your friends probably think I’m pathetic,” Arnold said.

Margaret sighed and shook her head. “They’re waiting at my house so we can go to dinner. Come home with me. Put on a shirt there, and we’ll go out with them.”

The thought both excited and mortified Arnold. He didn’t want to spend time with strangers who knew something so intimate about him, but he knew Margaret would be disappointed if he didn’t go. He would be disappointed in himself. Sitting alone in his old apartment was not what he wanted to do.

“I’m sorry, Arnold. I never meant to hurt you. You know that, don’t you?” Margaret stepped forward and wrapped her hands around Arnold’s. She stared at him with pleading eyes. He was the best thing to happen to her in years. She thought they had something special. They could work past this hiccup. “Angel and Kathleen are leaving in the morning. They want to see you before they do.”

“I know you didn’t mean to hurt me, Margaret.” Arnold kissed her hand. He would be crazy to give up on what they had. Who else would complete him as much as she did? “I love you.”

“I love you, Arnold. Come home with me?”

Arnold nodded. He was crazy to leave in the first place. “Can I ride with you?”

“We can pick up your car tomorrow,” she said. “You’re free to come here whenever you want, but we have guests to entertain.”

“I don’t want to come here. I want to be at our home.”

Margaret kissed him. What started as a peck turned into more. Margaret placed her fingers on her lips when they broke apart. The most gorgeous afternoon sun streamed in through the windows, making them glow. Margaret took Arnold’s hand and led him out the door. She may have started as his landlord, but what they had now was so much more.


 


CHAPTER TEN

 

One Year Later

It turned out Arnold had a fantastic time with Angel and Kathleen that evening a year ago. Their seeing the video never mattered. They had visited Margaret and Arnold’s house several times since. Arnold loved to dress up in cute clothes and pretend to be their server for the evening. Margaret and Arnold always had the hottest sex after those visits.

Arnold had quit his job at the truck stop and was taking classes at the community college. He helped Margaret with her growing rental business when he wasn’t in school. When he wasn’t doing those activities, he was Margaret’s live-in sissy.

They had an amazing relationship. They bickered sometimes but never went to bed angry. Laughter rang through the house many nights of the week. Margaret had never felt lighter and more at peace in her life. She took that joy with her to the office and had more clients than ever.

Margaret and Arnold were building an empire in Appleton, Indiana. She couldn’t wait for Arnold to finish his paralegal studies so he could be her full-time assistant. If all went well, they would continue to grow together professionally and romantically. They had high hopes for their future.

It was a random weekday evening after an exhausting day of studying, working, and running around Appleton. “I hope salad is okay,” said Arnold. He had picked up ingredients on the way home for a fresh summer salad with walnuts, goat cheese, and strawberries.

“That’s perfect,” said Margaret. She placed her hand on Arnold’s shoulder and kissed him on the cheek. “Should I make us a pitcher of soda water? Do you want to eat outside?”

“Yes, to both,” he said.

They gathered everything they needed and had lunch on the deck in the backyard. It wasn’t their first time, and it wouldn’t be their last.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading The Landlord’s Doll. Please leave a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥ 
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