

Table of Contents

Copyright

Title Page

Dedication

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

THANK YOU FOR READING


Copyright © 2023 Clover Cox

All rights reserved.

All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form of by any means, including photocopying or other electronic mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the few exceptional cases permitted by copyright law, which includes brief quotations in reviews. For permission requests, email clovercoxauthor@gmail.com

Cover Design: Copyright © 2023 Clover Cox (All images and fonts are paid and royalty free and available for commercial use without attribution)


THE PLUMBER

Crossdressing Guy Meets Hunky Alpha

Clover Cox


To my readers, always


1

The faucet was leaking again, so after the eighth failed attempt at trying to fix it, I figured it was about time that I called a plumber. I hated to spend the money, but I had little choice in the matter. If I kept trying to fix the faucet myself, I would end up with a much bigger problem than a leak, so I picked up the phone to call the plumber that lived the closest and had the best reviews.

That was yesterday, and now I was waiting for the plumber to arrive. I wished the guy would hurry, as I had to get back to the office. My boss Viola already bitched at me for having to take the morning off for a leaky faucet, and I didn’t need to get on her bad side. I was already in trouble for pissing off a major account a couple months back, and it wouldn’t be long before Viola gave me the boot.

I tried not to worry about work too much, but I had a career in a cutthroat industry. It wasn’t easy to become a marketer at one of the city’s best firms, and there was always someone waiting in the application pool to take my job.

I worked my ass off to make Viola and the other owners of the agency happy, but I could only do so much. Clients gave me products or ideas to sell. It wasn’t my fault if they came up with a shitty one, but everyone wanted to blame me when there weren’t as many earnings as they’d like.

I was working at my kitchen island when there was finally a knock on the door. The plumber had given me a window of time, but damn, he was cutting it close. In five minutes, he would have been outside of the time window, but I was trying not to stress about it. I was sure he had a busy day himself, driving around from house to house.

What I wasn’t expecting was for the man to be an absolute hunk. I had to watch myself when I opened the door, completely taken aback by his thick arms and broad shoulders and full head of chestnut hair that was cut to perfection. His beard only added to the sexy alpha vibes.

“Sorry it took so long to get here,” he said as I stood speechless in the door. I was about ready to give him a piece of my mind, but his looks stopped me cold, and then he apologized. His voice wasn’t high or anything, but it was gentle, like maybe he was more of a teddy bear than a beast.

“Uh… it’s okay. Glad you’re here now.”

“So, what’s the problem? A leaky faucet?”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit embarrassed to tell this man that I needed his help with a simple fix, but I wasn’t the plumber in the room. I could help his business grow and manage his social media accounts, but when it came to pipes in a building, I was rather hopeless.

“Let’s take a look.”

“Okay,” I said and led the man to the kitchen. He followed behind me, and I could smell whatever deodorant he was wearing, and it made me a little weak in the knees. It’d been a long time since I hooked up with a guy, as I spent most of my free time playing tennis or badminton with my friends. I hadn’t really been thinking about fooling around with anyone either until the plumber walked through the door.

“Just the kitchen sink?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Tried fixing it myself, but nothing I saw online worked.”

“Could be the water pressure or something wrong with the handle.”

“Sure,” I said, not wanting to go into detail about all the things I’d tried, afraid that it would make me come off as pathetic, and I didn’t want this hunky man thinking that about me, even though he was most likely straight.

While the plumber was working, I took the time to see if I could find information about him online. The name of the company was Ryan’s Plumbing, but I figured they wouldn’t send the owner to fix a leaky faucet.

“Do you need anything from me?”

“No,” he said in his smooth, manly voice. “I’ll let you know when I finish or if I need anything. You can do whatever.”

I just wanted to stand there and stare at this sexy man on his hands and knees as he checked under the sink, but that would be inappropriate, so I went back to my computer.

As hard as I tried to focus on the project that I was working on, it was impossible with the subtle sent of the man’s aroma in the air. Every time I went to type a word, I couldn’t help but think about how much better it would be to unbutton the plumber’s pants, pull out his manhood, and wrap my lips around it.

“Hey,” the plumber said as he stepped into the living room, where I was working. His booming voice made me jump, but he just continued talking and pretended like he hadn’t noticed my fright. “The problem is from a piece under your handle. It’s old and rusted. I should have an extra in my truck.”

“Okay,” I said with a curt nod.

The hunky plumber walked out of the house, leaving the door open, and I bit my lip as dirty thoughts ran through my mind. I wished I weren’t thinking like that, but damn, this man was the definition of what a hunk should be.

When he came back into the house, I busied myself with the project I was working on, shrinking a photo as he walked past where I was sitting just for something to do. I didn’t want him to think that I was fantasizing about him doing naughty things to my body, but that was literally the only thing on my mind. I could feel my hole twitching, just begging for him to be inside of it, but it was a feeling I would have to let pass. There was no way this guy would want to do anything with me.

“This should only take a minute, and then I’ll be on my way,” the plumber called from the kitchen.

I hollered back at him to take his time, not wanting him to leave. I was sure he had a million things to do, but I also couldn’t stop thinking about how hot it would be if he just walked into the living room to tell me how horny he was and that he would love it if I gave his manhood a little kiss.

As ridiculous as my fantasy was, something almost as good happened, much to my surprise. The hunky plumber called me into the kitchen after he’d fixed the leaky faucet. He showed me that it was working, and then I walked him to the front door. He pulled out his business card to hand it to me, and I read that it said Ryan.

“Are you the Ryan from the business’s name?”

He chuckled. “Yep, that’s me.”

“I didn’t think you would be the actual guy doing the house call.”

Ryan couldn’t stop looking at a picture I had on my living room wall. I realized he was staring at a picture of me from when I was in drag. It was from a night out a couple years ago right after I’d performed on stage, and my smile reflected how well it’d gone. Not every show went according to plan, but that one exceeded all expectations.

“I gotta work like the rest of the guys.”

“I guess so,” I said with a light laugh. Ryan still hadn’t pulled his eyes away from the picture. The longer he stared at it, the more I began to worry. Could he tell it was me? Did he have a problem with me having a good time with my friends? I started to open my mouth to ask Ryan to leave, but then he stopped me in my tracks.

“Who is this girl? She’s beautiful,” he said.

I about told Ryan that it was me, but then I thought twice about what I was doing. If he thought that I looked beautiful in that picture, then there was a chance he would think the same of me in person, and fuck, I was horny. If I just fooled Ryan for a night, what was the harm? We could have a little fun, and then I would send him on his way without him knowing better.

“Uh… that’s my friend. Jenny.”

“Is she single?” Ryan asked. He finally looked away from the picture to meet my eyes. I worried he would put the pieces of the puzzle together then, but he just looked hopeful, like he really wanted to know more about the girl in the photo.

“Last I heard she was, but I’ll have to ask.”

“Please,” he said. “I know it’s weird to ask you, but I need a girl in my life to distract me if you know what I mean.”

“I do,” I said with a laugh.

“Cool. If she’s interested, tell her to text my cell. The number is on the card.”

“I’ll be sure to ask her,” I said and glanced at the door, signaling that I was ready for Ryan to leave. I was doing my best to stay calm, trying not to show my cards, but I could feel the excitement within me reaching a boiling point.

“I’d really appreciate it, man.”

“No problem.”

Ryan took one last look at the photo of my feminized face on the wall, looking rather hopeful, and then he was gone. I waved as he walked down the path toward his truck, and then I shut the door and fell against it, touching a hand to my chest. I didn’t want to fool this man into thinking I was a girl, but did I really have a choice?
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I went back and forth about what to do about the Ryan situation. As sexy as he was, I worried that he would freak out if I tricked him, or maybe he wouldn’t care. He didn’t seem like the violent type, but how much did I really learn about him during his short visit?

He had a deep, soothing voice and huge shoulders. He drove a truck. He knew how to fix pipes, but would he want anything to do with mine? Plenty of guys liked backdoor action, but would he hate me for hiding the fact that there was a cock beneath my panties?

It had been a few days since Ryan came over. There was a chance he had forgotten all about the picture of me in drag. He could have found another woman to satisfy his needs. He could have bought a fleshlight. A man like him would probably rather have a toy than a boy dressed up as a girl, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how much I would enjoy it. Wasn’t my opinion worth something?

Just when I was thinking of giving up hope, my phone vibrated. I went over to it, thinking it was yet another message from Viola, but much to my relief, it wasn’t. It was a message from Ryan, the plumber, following up about Jenny.

Ryan: Hey, sorry to bother you. I got this number from your file and was just wondering if you had a chance to talk to your friend Jenny.

I bit my lip as I stared at the message on the screen. Little did Ryan know, but I was halfway dressed as Jenny now, wearing a plum silk slip dress with white cotton panties. I hadn’t bothered with a wig or makeup since I was sitting around the house, but there was nothing like the feeling of a tight pair of panties around my crotch, and I loved how freeing slip dresses felt. It didn’t hurt that they made me feel like a sexy girl stepping out of the bathroom with an anxious lover waiting on the bed.

Me: Hey, man! I totally forgot to ask, but I’ll send a message now.

Ryan: Thanks! I feel like a creep, but I can’t get that picture out of my head.

Me: Lol! No worries, bro.

Instead of sending a message to myself, I went to find Ryan’s card and looked up his full name on the internet. A little moan escaped my mouth when I found his social media profile, already turned on by all the different photos of him. There were some of him by his truck, others of him grilling with family and friends, a few of him shooting at a gun range, and the best photos of all were of him shirtless by a pool or on a beach.

The man had a lot of pictures on his page, and I was rock hard by the time I got through the first hundred or so, having to close my laptop before I accidentally liked an old photo of his. The last thing I wanted was for the social media company to send him a notification that I’d liked one of his photos from four years ago.

Me: Hey! I talked to Jenny.

It was about twenty-five minutes after our last exchange that I finally sent the message. It was a lie, but I had to have Ryan. After looking through his photos, I no longer cared what he thought. If he freaked out, I would tell him that he never asked for details about Jenny.

Ryan: What did she say?

Me: She’s interested in a date.

Ryan: Can I get her number?

Me: I’ll give her yours.

Ryan: Thanks, man! I owe you one!

I cursed to myself when I realized I couldn’t text him from my phone, or he would know that I was really Jenny, so I didn’t send him a message as Jenny. Instead, I hopped up from the couch and ran to my bedroom to pull off the slip dress and put on a t-shirt. I pulled up jeans over my panties, and then I raced out of the door to buy a burner phone.

If I was going to do this, then I needed to do it right. I’d keep Ryan in the dark about Jenny’s true identity for as long as I could. I hoped it would be long enough for me to get some action, which was all either of us really wanted anyway.
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Ryan eagerly agreed to a date when I finally texted him from the burner phone. He and I exchanged a few messages, talking about how we knew Ben, which was my name, but it wouldn’t be the name Ryan used for me if I could keep him in the dark. I still worried what he would do when he found out the truth, but I was willing to take a risk if it meant fooling around with a hunky man like Ryan.

I’d thought about him every night that I went asleep that week, touching myself a few of those nights, sliding a dildo in and out of my feminized hole as I stared at myself in the mirror, wishing it were Ryan behind me instead of a toy.

The desires didn’t fade when I went to work. I’d been spending most of the days at my desk wishing that Ryan were there to let me sit on his dick. I was positive that I would work a million times better once I felt his hard member stuffing my hole and his hot, creamy load leaking out of it.

Me: Can’t wait for our date later!

It’d been a few days since Ryan and I agreed to a date, but the day had finally arrived. I was at home checking my closet, trying to decide what I would wear. I had a lot of women’s clothing and had even mastered a feminine voice, but there was only so much I could do to hide my cock.

I thought about wearing a jockstrap. I even had a lacy, frilly one, but I was worried that Ryan would have questions if I offered up my ass on the first date, so I decided on a simple black thong and a matching bra. I would have to be extra careful with my dick, but hiding it was something I’d done before. I slid the black lingerie up my shaved and moisturized legs, moaning a little when I got it into place.

There was nothing like a tight little thong hugging my package. I went to stare at myself in the mirror, loving how big the lingerie made my cock look, but I pointed at the mirror and told myself that I couldn’t get hard. I would put tape in my purse just in case, even though I absolutely hated using tape to hold down my cock, but I had to be cautious.

I couldn’t let Ryan find out that I had a cock before I got a taste of his dick, and what man would say no to a blowjob? Ryan had seemed eager when he was standing in my living room, so I could only assume that he would be willing to let me wrap my lips around his cock, and maybe that would be enough to satisfy my thirst.

Once I stopped checking myself out in the mirror, I went to put on the matching black bra. I had a pair of breast forms and slid them into the bra, giving myself the illusion of breasts. They were squishy and soft, so Ryan could even squeeze them if he wanted. It shouldn’t be a problem, as long as he didn’t move them too quickly, or they might go flying out of my bra. That would be far from ideal, but again, I was willing to take the risk.

I went to my closet, still not sure what to wear. Should I go for something classy or something sexy? What would make me look the most like a girl? I grabbed a few choices and placed them on my bed, looking at them more closely.

I could wear the long-sleeved blouse and long pencil skirt, which would cover up most of my body, but was it too conservative? There was also a pair of jeans that fit me well and made my butt look extra big and round, but were jeans too simple? I also had a black one-shoulder dress that stopped about halfway down my thighs. The fabric was loose on my body and made a wave-like effect when I wore it. The dress always made me feel sexy, but I didn’t know if it was too much for a first date with Ryan.

I also wasn’t sure if the sexy black dress would be too revealing. Would my shoulders look too large? Would my breasts look fake? The more I thought about it, the more nervous I became. It was one thing to wear that dress out to the club with my friends, but I was in completely new territory trying to make a guy think I was a natural-born girl.

I stared at the clothes for a long moment but hated all of the options, so I went back to my closet and sifted through my dresses until I saw the perfect one! It was a white shirt dress with a paneled skirt bottom. It would look super cute with a pair of white stilettos that I had, so I rushed to put on the outfit, as I had to leave the house soon for my date.

Now that I had on my dress and heels, I went to my bathroom to complete the look with a touch of makeup. I pulled open the drawer where I kept my makeup bag and set it on the counter. I didn’t want to overdo it, but I had to make sure that all signs of my boyish face were well hidden, so I did a lot of contouring and work to round out my cheekbones to make them look less boyish.

It took about twenty minutes before I was satisfied with how my face looked. Part of me was still terrified that Ryan would see through the makeup and clothes the second I stepped into the restaurant where we were meeting, but I had to let those fears go. I had to walk and talk with confidence, or he would see right through me.

I told myself to stay calm as I went for the last piece of the puzzle, which was in a box in my closet. I stood on my heeled toes to reach the box that was atop my suitcase. I gasped as it fell toward me from the top of the closet, but it was worth the effort.

The brunette wig inside the box really transformed my face. All my worries vanished once I had the wig squarely on my head, so I grabbed my purse and headed out the door.
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My heart was racing as I walked from my car to the entrance of the restaurant where I was meeting Ryan. It was a place that’d been in the community for years. They had a standalone spot in the parking lot of a strip mall. It used to be a chain restaurant, but people had forgotten about that restaurant the day they opened this one.

It was the type of place with TVs to watch sports, but they had renovated the inside, so it was also rather romantic. There were always candles on the tables and ambient music playing over the speakers. There were people waiting in the lobby, but I walked right past them.

Ryan had sent a message on my drive over that he already had a table, so I asked the host where Mr. Charles was sitting. The host confirmed that Ryan was already there and showed me to the table. I told myself to stay calm as we walked across the dining room.

Nobody had looked at me like I didn’t belong, which had happened a bit when I first started going out into public as a woman, but I’d learned from my mistakes long ago. I knew that I could be a convincing woman just by the number of guys who hit on me when I went out with my friends dressed as a girl, but I also knew how angry some men could get when they felt fooled.

I swallowed, telling myself that everything would be okay, even though I felt an intense level of panic when Ryan came into view. He was sitting at his table and looking at his phone. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as we walked the last few feet. I had to get it together if I was going to fool this man and get a taste of his manhood, which was all I wanted.

“Here you are,” the host said.

Ryan jumped at the sound of the host’s voice, noticing me for the first time. I felt terribly uncomfortable but forced a smile, hoping that I just looked like a nervous girl and not like a man wearing women’s clothing.

Ryan stood and gave me a hug, looking me up and down, but it wasn’t in a bad way. I felt a little more comfortable when his face broke into a smile.

“You must be Jenny,” he said.

“That’s right,” I said. “Ryan?”

He nodded and put out his hand for a shake, even though he’d already given me a hug, but I would take any excuse to touch him. I enjoyed that his grip wasn’t too tight. Some men were so excessive with the overly strong grip during a handshake, but Ryan wasn’t, proving his gentleness yet again.

“It’s so nice to finally meet you, Jenny. I hope you don’t think it’s weird that I asked Ben for your phone number.”

It was weird hearing Ryan say my name and acting like I was someone entirely different, but a little deceit was worth it if it would get me into Ryan’s pants.

“Not at all,” I said with a light laugh.

“I’m glad. You’re even prettier in person.”

His words made me blush. Every doubt I had about looking like a girl vanished as Ryan stared at me from across the table. There was a flickering candle between us, and it did a lot to set the mood. If I hadn’t just sat down, I would probably lift my foot to rub it against the back of Ryan’s leg, but a move that bold wasn’t for a first date.

“You’re not so bad looking yourself,” I said in my girly voice. It nearly cracked, so I picked up my glass to take a drink of water, clearing my throat as I returned the glass to the table.

“Would you like anything else to drink? My treat,” Ryan said and motioned his chin toward the menu sitting in front of me.

I stared into his eyes for a long moment before I reached to pick up the menu. I would definitely need a drink to get through the night. When the server came back over, I asked for the lemon-forward cocktail from the drink menu.

Ryan asked me questions about myself when the server left. I told him that I was a manager at a movie theater. It was a job that I had in college, but I couldn’t tell Ryan that I was a marketer, or he might get suspicious.

“What does the manager of a movie theater do?” he asked.

“Sell popcorn and movie tickets,” I said with a laugh.

Ryan chuckled, and then he told me about his job. He started his business when he was twenty-two after working with a master plumber for four years, and it had grown a lot since then. He never thought that it would become as big as it did, but he wouldn’t change his job for the world.

“Doesn’t it get a little messy?” I asked.

“Yeah, but I don’t mind. Where would we be without proper plumbing?”

“Good point. I don’t want to find out the answer to that question.”

“Nobody does, and that’s what keeps me in business.”

I laughed, feeling much more at ease than when I’d entered the restaurant. Ryan was easygoing, and his smile could win him a governorship, but he didn’t seem like the political type. He was much more interested in talking about the thriller movies he watched, and the mystery novels that he read. He also enjoyed talking about health and fitness and the local sports teams.

“How often do you go to games?”

“I try to go a few times every season,” he said. “Do you ever go?”

“No,” I said with a laugh and shake of the head. “Never.”

“Would you go with me?”

I narrowed my eyes at Ryan, trying to act like I would be hard to get, but the man could literally take me anywhere, and I would probably agree. He was so sexy, and I couldn’t get over how striking he looked when he smiled. His beard really made those white teeth sparkle. I couldn’t help but wonder if he would ever be willing to wrap those beautiful lips around my dick, but I shook off the thought as soon as it appeared.

“Is that a no?” Ryan asked after a moment of my silence.

“You could probably convince me, depending on the sport.”

“I would definitely make it worth your time,” Ryan said.

The grin on his face had my girly cock tenting my thong. Luckily, there was a table above my crotch, or I might have been in trouble. I didn’t know what I would do once we left the restaurant, though, as everything Ryan was doing made me a little horny, but that probably had to do with walking into the restaurant with his dick on my mind.

“How would you make it worth my time?” I asked to play with Ryan. I was sure he could make anything worth my time, as obsessed with him as I was. I just wanted him to take me right then and there, but we had to be civil. Damn society.

“Guess you’ll have to wait and find out,” Ryan said with a wink.

A little moan escaped my mouth when Ryan winked at me, which only made his smile grow. I didn’t care if it made me come off as a slut. I didn’t give a fuck what Ryan thought, honestly, as long as he let me wrap my painted lips around his dick.

Our food arrived a moment later, giving us a needed break from the tension flowing between us. We discussed our favorite kinds of food and other restaurants that we liked in town. He was a bit more of an adventurous eater than I was, but I would let him take me wherever he wanted to go.

We’d only been together for a night, and I was already feeling hot with love. I knew it was too soon for anything close to love. It wasn’t healthy to feel this obsessed with a man I hardly knew, but he clearly wanted to give me his dick, and I wanted to use it.

“Do you have any other plans for the night?” Ryan asked once we’d finished our meals.

I could be a lady and tell him that I needed to get home, but it was a Friday night, and neither of us had to work in the morning. Ryan had already told me that he took Saturdays off unless there was an emergency, but even then, I was pretty sure he could find someone to handle any emergencies if he was tied up with me.

“Hmm… why? Did you have something in mind?”

“I told you I like thrillers.”

“Ooh, is there one playing?”

“Yeah, it starts in thirty minutes if you want to make it.”

“What will I do with my car, though?” I asked.

“Leave it here, and I’ll drive.” When I looked unconvinced of Ryan’s plan, he offered another one. “You could also follow me to my house and leave it there. My place is between here and the movie theater.”

“Yeah, that sounds better.”

“Awesome,” Ryan said with a huge smile that did nothing to hide his thoughts, but I didn’t care if he was thinking about having sex with me. I was thinking the same thing, and sitting through a thriller would make me feel like less of a whore when it happened, but maybe I wanted to feel like a slut for the night.
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Thankfully my car was in the garage when Ryan came over to my house to fix the leaky faucet. I hadn’t even thought about that detail until we were halfway to Ryan’s, but he seemed as cool as iced lemonade when he hopped out of his truck.

I stepped out of my car, which was parked on the street in front of his house, and waved. He waved back at me and started walking to the front door. I ran to catch up with him, my heels clicking on the pavement of his driveway as I went.

“So, this is where you live?”

“That’s right,” he said.

“It’s a nice place.” I looked around to admire the house. The foyer had tall ceilings, but the house was only one floor. Ryan had a bunch of prints hanging in frames throughout every room of the house. The artwork was from various eras and in many styles. I admired them as he gave me a quick tour of the house.

“That’s the entire place,” Ryan said when we made it back to the kitchen.

“How long have you lived here?”

“Three years now. Bought the house once I had enough saved.”

“That’s cool. No girl to share it with?”

Ryan frowned, like my question brought up a sore subject in his life. I didn’t need to know the details. I honestly wasn’t too interested in the man for anything beyond his dick. I just wanted him to bend me over his couch or bed or whatever and then send me on my way, but Ryan looked like he wanted to talk.

“Is something wrong?” I asked cautiously.

“No,” he said with a wave of his hand. “It’s nothing.”

“Are you sure?”

Ryan looked me in the eye, and I tried to maintain a serious expression. As much as I didn’t want him spilling out his heart to me, maybe it would make him trust me. Maybe it would make him a little more forgiving when he inevitably found out that I had a dick between my legs.

“We don’t have to talk about it. Really, it’s nothing.”

I swallowed. “You can tell me, Ryan. I’m here to listen.”

“Fine, but we need a beer for that.”

“Have anything stiffer?”

Ryan smirked and opened a cabinet to pull out a bottle of scotch. He made two glasses on the rocks. It was a bit stronger than my usual drinks, but it’d been a long time since I got fucked, and I wanted to be as loose as possible. Ryan and I went over to his couch to sit and sip. I said nothing as I waited for Ryan to tell me about whatever was on his mind.

“There was a girl in my life, and she was a major part of the reason I bought this house.”

“Oh, shit. Really?”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a heavy sigh. “I thought we were in love, but she proved me wrong about that.”

“Why? What did she do?”

“I honestly would have been less upset if she just fucked the guy, but my ex went behind my back and pretty much started an entire second relationship. She and the guy were texting day and night, hanging out, and probably fucking. I don’t know. I didn’t ask.”

“Shit,” I said as I held my drink in a steady hand.

“Yeah, it sucks, but that’s life.”

On the one hand, this revelation made me happy that Ryan probably wasn’t looking for a relationship. As obsessed with him as I was, I didn’t want to start anything serious. Not with a man who probably couldn’t handle the truth about my existence, but I doubted that he would deny a blowjob.

I kept glancing at his full crotch and imagining myself on my knees between his spread legs. The visions were so intense that it was growing rather hard to concentrate on anything else.

“Did you know the guy?” I managed to ask.

“Yeah, we weren’t close or anything, but I guess he had his eye on Sarah for quite some time.”

“Did you kick his ass?”

“No.” Ryan chuckled and grunted. “I certainly thought about it, but my business is too successful. I have too many people relying on me to give them paychecks to end up in jail.”

“That’s very considerate of you.”

I touched Ryan’s shoulder and rubbed it gently. He picked up his scotch and took a big swig before turning his head toward me. He stared into my eyes. I kept waiting for the moment when he would realize that I was his client and the girl from the picture, but that moment never came. Ryan only saw me as Jenny.

Ryan reached out his hand to cup the side of my face after staring at me for several seconds, and I about melted into the couch when he pressed his lips against mine. They were so soft, and his hand was so rugged. He was making my dreams come true, and I could only hope I was doing the same for him.

“You’re so beautiful, Jenny.” Ryan stopped kissing me, like he was trying to restrain himself, but I wouldn’t have been upset if he ravished me. I would have accepted it if he pushed me to my back and ripped off all my clothes. I had a feeling he was too much of a gentleman to do that, though.

“You’re pretty hot yourself, Ryan.”

“Kiss me,” he said.

I pressed my lips against his and slipped my tongue into his mouth. He matched my intensity, but I could tell that he was still shaky from whatever this bitch did to him.

Ryan broke the kiss first, moving away from me. He didn’t seem upset. He almost looked confused, like he didn’t know if he should be doing this. I wanted to find a way to put him at ease. He was probably terrified of giving his heart to any girl after having it shattered by the one who’d come before me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” he said with a shake of the head. “Maybe we should get going before we miss the movie.”

“Hasn’t it already started?”

“We still have five minutes, and the theater is only a few minutes from here. If we leave now, we can make it.”

“Isn’t there a thriller we can watch on your TV?” I asked and gestured to the huge television on the other side of the room. “I’m not even halfway through my drink.”

“I guess we could, but the new one is supposed to be really good.”

I could tell that Ryan was looking for any excuse to get out of this situation, but he’d been the one to pour us drinks and suggest we sit on the couch. I was already comfy and close to getting what I wanted most. Once I could figure out how to get Ryan out of this shitty mood, he would be mine.

I was sure of it.

“C’mon, Jenny. Let’s go to the movies, and then we can come back here.”

“Don’t you have streaming services?”

“Yeah, but the new movie—”

“Can’t we just take a look to see what there is?”

Ryan looked like he wanted to deny my request, but then I pushed out my bottom lip and gave him puppy dog eyes. I even pushed my fake boobs together beneath the dress I was wearing, and that seemed to do the trick. Ryan couldn’t stop staring at my fake bust. He didn’t look like he was suspicious of them at all.

“I guess we could… I have some popcorn in the kitchen.”

“Yes! Let’s stay here! We don’t need to go out to the movies. We’ve already been out once tonight!”

Ryan sat still for a moment with a blank expression on his face. He was probably thinking about what he could say to get me into his truck and to the movies. I knew that path would lead to a goodnight kiss once we got back to his house, and I wanted more than another kiss. I didn’t get dolled up and use my feminine voice all night for nothing, so I picked up the remote and turned on the TV before Ryan could say another word.

“Which streaming service should we use?”

Ryan told me which one. I clicked on it and passed him the remote, picking up my drink to hide my smile as I took a sip. Ryan needed to get over whatever hangups he had because of that ex of his, and I was here to help him do exactly that.
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Ryan and I picked out a thriller movie. I wasn’t a huge fan of thrillers, but at least I had a muscular thigh to grab if I got scared. Ryan and I paused the movie we’d picked out and went to the kitchen to cook some popcorn and freshen up our drinks before starting it.

“Are you upset?” I asked Ryan when we stepped into the kitchen. He hadn’t said much at all since I turned on the TV and asked that we stay. His energy was dark. Almost toxic. I could tell he wanted nothing to do with me, but I hoped that the moment would pass.

“No, why?”

“Your entire demeanor changed when you brought up that ex of yours, and I’m going to need you to shake it off!”

Ryan sighed. “I’m trying,” he admitted. “I just hate what she did so much!”

I stepped closer to Ryan, already knowing that I could make him forget all about that bitch by the end of the night, but I needed him to relax, or he would never want to have fun. I placed my hands on Ryan’s shoulders and stared into his glistening brown eyes. They were so soulful and handsome. I almost felt bad for deceiving him as much as I had, but he was the one who asked for Jenny’s number.

“You have every right to hate what she did, but she wins every time you starve yourself of life because of her actions.”

“I know, but it’s hard to forget. We were supposed to get married and have kids. She used to talk about little kids running around this house, but now that’ll never happen.”

“How long ago did you find out about the cheating?”

“It’s been a few months.”

“Ouch,” I said. “A few months isn’t very long at all, but how are you feeling? Does it get better every day?”

“Yeah,” he said in a whisper. “It does.”

“That’s all we can hope for when someone breaks our heart. If you want me to leave, I can go, but I don’t think either of us wants that. Do we?” I asked as I slowly moved my hand from Ryan’s muscular shoulder, letting my fingertips glide down his back.

“No, I don’t want you to go.”

“How about we make that popcorn? Where is it?”

Ryan pointed to a cabinet near the stove. I went over to it and found the box of microwave popcorn. I grabbed one of the bags and stuck it in the microwave. Ryan went to the freezer and grabbed more ice cubes for our drinks as I punched in the numbers for the timer.

“Thanks for talking to me,” Ryan said as he passed me my fresh drink.

“You’re welcome. I’m sorry your ex treated you like that, but that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t enjoy yourself.”

“I know… it’s just… I haven’t been with anyone since her. It’s ridiculous, but I still feel like doing stuff with anyone else would be like cheating on her. Isn’t that stupid?”

“No!” I said quickly and stepped forward. “It’s not stupid.”

I placed my drink on the counter and grabbed Ryan’s hand as I stared into his eyes. He was a sensitive guy. He was big, muscular, and manly, but Ryan definitely had a soft side. He was a teddy bear, which made me like him even more than I already did, but I was doing everything I could to keep my feelings in check. This wasn’t supposed to be anything more than a little fun, and I planned on keeping it that way.

“Yes, it is,” Ryan insisted.

“What’s stupid is your ex for giving up a man like you. I don’t know what she was thinking, but I would bet you any money that she’ll grow to regret it.”

Ryan smiled at that, like he was hoping for the same thing. He said nothing more about his ex, shifting the conversation to the popcorn that had finished cooking. He stepped past me to grab a bowl. I watched how his massive arms flexed when he turned the bag upside-down and emptied it into the bowl. I grabbed the bowl and walked over to the couch with it in my hands, glancing over my shoulder for Ryan to follow.

We sat on the couch and pressed play on the remote. The movie started slowly, offering up random details, but it really started to get to me about twenty-five minutes into the film. I was worried that all the characters were up to no good, feeling on edge throughout every second of the movie.

I cuddled up closer to Ryan. He made me feel a lot safer when he wrapped his arm over my shoulder. We glanced at each other for a second, and then he kissed my forehead, which made me feel even more secure.

The movie was still frightening, but none of that mattered now that I was right up next to Ryan, suffocating in the smell of his manly soap. I moved my hand to his leg, unable to resist the urge. Ryan placed his big hand over mine, sending shockwaves throughout my body. His touch was firm yet gentle, and I was becoming increasingly desperate to have his dick anyway I could get it.

The movie continued. I pretended to watch it, trying my best not to ruin Ryan’s experience. I could tell that he was engrossed in the movie, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the spot where his pants bunched up around his cock.

I was pretty confident that Ryan still didn’t know about the cock between my legs. There was no reason he needed to find out, either. I could give him one night of fun to help him forget about his ex, and then I would be on my way.

Ryan jumped at one point, nearly spilling the popcorn from his lap. I wasn’t paying enough attention to the convoluted plot to get frightened, but I gasped when he moved, and then I placed my hand on his chest to comfort him, and the look he gave me. Fuck, it was so sexy. His brown eyes sparkled with appreciation that I tried to calm him. He leaned over and kissed me quickly on the cheek before turning his attention back to the movie.

I silently celebrated when the credits rolled across the screen. I picked up the remote and exited out of the movie. Ryan asked me questions about what I thought of the film, which I answered easily. I’d paid enough attention to talk about the movie, even though it was far from my favorite.

“Not the biggest fan of thrillers, are you?”

“They’re not terrible,” I said with a shrug. How could I admit to Ryan that I’d been thinking about nothing except wrapping my lips around his dick throughout the entire second half of the movie? How could I admit to Ryan that I had a dick of my own, which I would happily keep out of sight if he didn’t want to see it. I would obviously love for him to play with my girly dick, but I wouldn’t get my hopes up.

“Guess it’s a good thing we didn’t waste money on movie tickets.”

“We can go to the movies whenever you want,” I said and scooted a little closer to Ryan. “I was worried that you would kick me to the curb if we left the house tonight, though. You were pretty upset earlier.”

“Yeah,” Ryan said with a sigh. “You’re right, but I’m over it.”

“Good,” I said and scooted even closer to Ryan, even though our legs were already pressed together. I wrapped my arm around the back of his neck and hooked my other arm around his front. “You’re with me now, and that’s all that matters.”

Ryan reached down and grabbed my side. “Yeah.”

“You know what would be fun?”

“What?” Ryan asked with a smirk. I had a feeling he knew where I was going with the question.

“Do you have any music?”

“You can use the app on my TV.”

“Hmm, let’s see what there is,” I said and picked up the remote to turn on the TV. Ryan showed me where the music streaming app was, so I opened it and put on some rhythm and blues to set the mood, turning to him once I’d returned the remote to the coffee table.

“That’s some sexy music,” Ryan said as I scooted closer to him.

“I was hoping we could have some sexy times,” I said with my face pressed up against his. “I’ve been thinking about what I could do to you all night.”

“Yeah?” Ryan asked in a light voice, like I was about to break him, but I needed this. Now that I was this close to tasting his cock, I had to have it in my mouth. I couldn’t leave without getting a taste. “What can you do?”

“Do you want to see?”

Ryan nodded. I moaned before kissing him lightly, and then I slid off the couch to my knees. My girly cock was throbbing in the black thong that I was wearing, straining, begging to come out, but I would have to rub it like a clit to avoid suspicion.

Ryan gasped when I unbuttoned his pants, and then he moaned loudly when I slid them down his legs. His bulge looked huge beneath his tight pair of boxer briefs. I bit my lip as I stared at the outline of his cock, salivating for a taste.

“Like what you see?” Ryan asked with a light laugh.

“Yeah,” I said in a breath.

“Take it out. It won’t bite.”

I reached out my trembling hand, praying that I could get Ryan to cum without him finding out that I wasn’t who I said I was. I gasped and squeezed my legs together when I pulled down the waistline of his boxer briefs, slowly revealing the base of his manhood. It had a trimmed patch of hair above it, and fuck, it looked thick.

“Keep going,” Ryan encouraged. “I want to see your lipstick on my dick.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath as I kept pulling his boxer briefs further down. “You want my painted lips on your dick?”

“Yeah, so why don’t you kiss it?”

I moaned as I finally got Ryan’s cock free from the boxer briefs and got his pants and underwear all the way down to his ankles. He stepped out of them and then he pulled off his shirt. His chest was hairy and muscular. He was such a stud, and I was rock hard in my thong, praying that my cock didn’t pop out the tiny bit of fabric. There was tape in my purse, but how in the world could I get away with putting that on now?

“I said kiss it!”

Ryan’s voice turned dark as he stared down at me, and I wondered if I’d released some type of monster by pulling down his pants. Where was the teddy bear that I’d had at dinner? Where was the man who had a sweet and sensitive side?

“Kiss it!”

I moved quickly to wrap my hand around Ryan’s thickened base, and then I moved my lips close to his cock. His manly musk hit my nose and made me moan as I moved my lips closer to his balls, kissing them first. Ryan grunted as I kissed his balls, getting increasingly louder as I worked my lips up his shaft, leaving traces of lipstick along the way.

“Yeah! Put my dick in your mouth!”

I didn’t hesitate to fulfill Ryan’s command. I held the base of his cock and parted my painted lips. I wrapped them firmly around Ryan’s cock, making him moan loudly. He pushed on the back of my head, sending my lips all the way down his cock. His manhood was so thick. It stuffed my mouth and leaked precum all over my tongue. It was salty and tangy but delicious.

Ryan got even more aggressive as I bobbed my head along his shaft. I worried he would move my wig out of place when he gripped my hair, but I’d been smart enough to pin it down. Still, it wouldn’t take much more force than Ryan was using to reveal the truth, so I gently moved his hand while I ran my closed lips up and down his dick.

Ryan released my hair and grunted. He moved his hands to my face and grabbed the sides of it, taking control. I gasped and moaned on his dick as he fucked my face, plunging his manhood into the back of my throat over and over. I breathed through my nose and did everything I could to take it, but he was so aggressive that I ended up falling to my ass.

I quickly squeezed my legs together to stop Ryan from seeing up my dress and to avoid any tenting from my hard dick. I was rock hard beneath my dress, and I knew that I could cum in a second if I touched it, but tonight was about using Ryan and getting home without him discovering my secret, so I was almost relieved when Ryan lowered himself from the couch and stood in front of me.

“Get up!” he commanded.

I raced to get to my knees, and then Ryan’s cock was dangling in my face. It had little beads of precum at the tip and looked so fucking sexy as it hung in front of me. I held it in my hand and savored the sight of it, not sure if I would ever see it again.

“I want you to cum all over my face,” I said to Ryan in my slutty girl voice.

“Fuck yeah you do,” Ryan said and held his cock as he moved my face closer to it, and then he slapped my cheeks several times with his wet tip, and that only made my dick throb more than it was. I just wanted to reach into my thong and pull out my girly dick. It was begging for me to play with it and stroke it. I would love for Ryan to climb between my legs and return the favor, but I was already taking a big risk by being here in a dress, and I didn’t want to push my luck.

“Give it to me,” I said just as I pulled my lips off his dick. I stroked his cock, moving my hand up and down his wet shaft, making him moan even more loudly. His balls were tight too, like he could spray that load at any second, and I was ready to catch it. If his precum tasted like candy, I could only imagine how delicious his hot, gooey cum would taste as it slid down my throat.

“Shut up and suck my dick,” Ryan said and forced my lips back onto his cock, but that only made me moan. I held Ryan’s thighs and sucked his cock like I would never get to taste it again. I looked up at his soulful brown eyes with his cock stuffing my mouth. He reached out to gently touch the side of my face before moving his hand to the back of my head to force my lips further down his cock. “That’s right, girl! Suck my dick! Make me cum!”

I moaned on his cock without breaking contact, but I could no longer ignore the pleas of my own dick. It was pulsating and throbbing in my thong, and I swore I could cum without touching it, but I was desperate to feel its thickened state beneath my thong, so I carefully reached up my dress as I kept bobbing my lips along Ryan’s member.

“That’s right, Jenny! Touch yourself and cum with me!”

I pushed my lips as far as I could down Ryan’s cock just as I made contact with my own. My thong was soaked with precum, but I used that to lubricate my dick through the fabric. I rubbed the outline of my cock, touching it like a girl would touch her clit, gasping and moaning as I kept sucking Ryan’s cock.

Ryan watched me touch myself, holding the top of my head as he thrusted in and out of my mouth. I loved how he was fucking my face, and I was so close that it hurt, but I was waiting for my man, touching and releasing my cock every few seconds.

It was a minute or two later when Ryan grunted loudly and bent his head back, and then he was shooting his hot, sticky load down my throat. I eagerly swallowed every drop of his load that he was giving, loving how he kept fucking my throat and putting more of his seed into my mouth, filling me to the brim, but fuck, I needed it.

I screamed on his cock as I came in my thong. My cock was emptying buckets of cum into my thong. There was so much of it! I had to hold my thong and be careful not to let Ryan see my cum, or he would probably figure out that I wasn’t a girl right after he’d shot his load down my throat, and part of me had a feeling that would be the worst time for him to find out my secret.

“Mmm,” I said as I pulled my lips off Ryan’s dick and sat back a little to admire his muscular, naked body. A dollop of precum fell from his tip to my dress, but that was the least of my concerns since my thong was soaked with a hot load of cum. “That was hot.”

“Fuck yeah it was. Did you cum?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. “If you don’t mind, I need to use the bathroom.”

Ryan gestured toward the hallway that led to the bathroom. I was careful not to reveal my dick as I ran to the bathroom. I stood above the sink and lifted my dress, emptying the contents of my thong. My cock was hot and sticky, but at least it was going down a little. I washed it off and then I patted everything dry with a towel, double checking that there was no tent beneath my dress before stepping back out into the hallway.

Ryan had pulled on his t-shirt and boxer briefs, not bothering with pants, and as sexy as he was to look at like that, I had to get going. There was no way I could spend the night. I wasn’t even sure that I could see the man again. I’d gotten what I wanted, and it was about time to stop playing with fire.

“That was hot. Thanks,” I said and kissed Ryan on the cheek.

“You’re leaving?”

“Yeah, tonight was fun, though. We’ll talk soon,” I said and turned toward the door with my purse in hand. Ryan asked me when he would see me again as I made my escape, but I already had one foot out of the door.
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The next few days were relatively calm. My boss Viola was still a major bitch to me at the office, seemingly one step from firing me at any given time, but I could ignore her and silently replay the night I’d spent on my knees between Ryan’s legs. When I closed my eyes, I could still conjure up his musky masculine aroma. I could still taste the flavor of his cum as it slid down my throat.

I wondered if he thought about me those first few days after our lovemaking. He never sent a message to the burner phone I’d bought to become Jenny full time. I assumed it’d been a one-night stand for him as well, especially after the fourth day of not hearing anything, but then things changed on the fifth day. There was a message on my burner phone when I got home from work.

Ryan: Hey, Jenny. I had fun the other night. I was wondering if you wanted to hang out again.

I stared at my phone, wondering if Ryan wanted to go on a date or simply fool around. Either way, I wasn’t willing to take any chances. I’d played with fire once and walked away unscathed. There was no telling if I would get that lucky a second time, so I ignored the message and slid the phone into my kitchen drawer.

As I made dinner that night, I thought about Ryan. His dominance had come out when I was on my knees beneath him, but the man had a soft side. He was sensitive and caring. He was probably wondering why I hadn’t called or texted, too afraid to reach out himself. I imagined he was afraid of getting his heart broken after what his ex-girlfriend did to him, but I couldn’t risk him finding out the truth and tainting my serene memory with his anger.

I woke up the next morning thinking about Ryan. I checked my phone in the kitchen drawer to see if he’d sent another message, but there was nothing. I hoped he was understanding and that he could put the night behind him like I had. It was a beautiful moment, but it had passed. It was time for him to move on, and I would do the same.

Work was rather boring and uneventful. Viola called me into her office at one point to reprimand me right before a meeting with a client, but I shook off her demeaning comments and had an incredible meeting. The clients signed a years-long contract with us before leaving the office, but did Viola praise me for the success? Of course not! She was a stone-cold bitch, but I was there to collect a paycheck and already looking for a new job.

When I got home, I went to check the burner phone I had in my kitchen. Much to my surprise, there were several messages and a missed call. I cursed to myself, realizing Ryan wasn’t about to let Jenny disappear into the wind without a fight.

Ryan: Hey, is everything okay? You didn’t message me back yesterday.

Ryan: I would love to take you out again if you’re willing.

Ryan: Hey, Jenny. I’m sorry for all the messages, but I really thought we had a nice time the other night. If I did something wrong, tell me. I won’t be offended.

Then there was the missed call that’d come after the last message, and I knew I was in deep shit. Part of me loved the attention, but every man I’d dated before knew about the cock between my legs, even if I dressed up for the guy, it was never a secret who was beneath the makeup and wig.

I’d put on a show for Ryan, convincing him that I was just like any other girl, and now it was coming back to bite me in the ass. Why did he even have to ask about the picture on the wall? Why did I have to buy a burner phone and go through with all this nonsense?

The phone started ringing as I held it in my hands. Ryan was calling again. I didn’t know what to do. I could answer the phone and let Ryan down gently, but some guys hated rejection. They hated knowing that the girl they liked would be out there with another guy in short order, but what other choices did I have?

I answered the phone.

“Hey, Ryan!” I said in my girly voice. “How’s it going?”

“Hey, Jenny! It’s so good to hear your voice.”

This sexy alpha was smitten with me, and I couldn’t even have him. Talk about my worst nightmare. I wished I had the courage to tell Ryan the truth, but I didn’t. I was too afraid.

“I’m sorry for not responding to your messages. I’ve been busy at the theater, and I didn’t have my phone on me.”

“It’s okay.”

“How are you doing?”

“I’m fine, but I want to hang out again. I thought we had a really good time, and I’d love to get together if you’re willing.”

As badly as I wanted to tell Ryan yes, I had to deny his request. I couldn’t go out with him again. I couldn’t spend my life pretending to be someone I wasn’t. It was fun for a night, but it had to be a one-time thing, so I steeled myself. I told myself that I had to remain strong.

“I’m sorry, Ryan. I did have a great time with you, but I thought it was going to be a one-time thing. You still seem a little fragile from your last relationship, and truthfully, I’m not looking for anything serious.”

“It doesn’t have to be serious! We can just have fun!”

I folded my lips and turned to look at the sink that Ryan fixed, remembering how good he looked when he was on his hands and knees to check out the cabinet beneath the sink. Part of me wished he’d figured out that it was really me, his former client, in the wig and dress, but I was confident he thought I was a girl named Jenny.

“You say that, but I’m not sure you can handle a friends-with-benefits situation right now. I’m sorry if you feel like I took advantage, but I was really horny, and there were two of us in that room.”

Ryan went silent. I worried that I had broken him after a few seconds, but then he cleared his throat.

“Fuck, Jenny! Why are you doing this to me?”

“I’m sorry, Ryan.”

“Did I do something wrong?”

“No! You’re a great guy, and I’m sure there’s a lucky woman out there waiting to find you.”

“I hate that you’re doing this,” said Ryan.

“I hate it too, but what can I say? I would rather stop while we’re ahead than lead you down a path that’ll ultimately lead to heartbreak.”

“Yeah,” Ryan said after a moment. “I guess you’re right. I’m trying to imagine being nothing more than your friend with benefits, and it’s tough.”

“I had fun the other night, Ryan, and I’ll never forget it.”

“Me neither,” he said softly.

I exhaled, releasing my hand that’d balled into a tight fist. It hurt to reject Ryan when I wanted him. I would love nothing more than to climb between his spread legs again, but he would have to find a new girl to do that for him.

“I need to go, Ryan.”

“Okay,” he said in a defeated voice. “Bye.”

I hung up the phone and held it against my chest, feeling rather sad. I didn’t think I would regret sucking Ryan’s dick, but maybe I’d judged the situation too soon. How long would it take for this hole in my heart to heal?
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Things got a little easier as the days passed. The weekend was lonely, but I survived, more grateful for work on Monday morning than I’d been in a long time. I was still thinking a lot about Ryan and our night together, but I was beginning to release myself of the guilt I felt from deceiving him.

My coworkers invited me out for drinks that night after work. Everyone was in the mood to let loose at happy hour. I denied their invitation to head home. I appreciated the offer, but I still wasn’t feeling up for socializing. I figured I would be better by the end of the week, but then there was a knock on my door.

I went to the door, thinking that it was one of my neighbors, opening it without even checking the peephole. I cursed in my head when I saw Ryan standing on the other side with a sad look on his face. He hadn’t messaged my burner phone, but he clearly hadn’t let go of Jenny.

Things only got worse when Ryan looked into my eyes, and I saw the instant change on his face. He knew. I went to close the door to avoid any drama, but Ryan put his foot in the doorframe to stop me. He pushed the door. He was much stronger than me, so there was nothing I could do to overpower him.

“Tell me it’s not true,” he said.

“Uh…” I said as I stepped backwards. “What are you talking about? You’re the plumber from the other day, right?”

Ryan narrowed his eyes. I shouldn’t have met his gaze, but it was so dominant and commanding. I couldn’t help but look at him. I turned to run to the kitchen, but Ryan caught me by the shoulder, stopping me dead in my tracks. Then he grabbed the picture of Jenny and held it up.

“This is you! Tell me I’m wrong.”

“You should leave,” I said.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said forcefully.

“If you don’t leave, I’ll have to call the police.”

“Dude! Can’t you even talk to me? I’ve been obsessing over a chick named Jenny for well over a week now, and she doesn’t even exist, does she?”

“How could you say she doesn’t exist? She was in your house, wasn’t she?” I refuted.

“Yes, but… we both know the truth!”

I ignored Ryan’s comments and shook his hand off my shoulder, retreating to my kitchen. I didn’t deserve this kind of treatment. If Ryan already knew the truth, then he could see himself out. I didn’t need to explain myself more than I had.

“Why are you walking away? I’m not leaving until you explain what the fuck happened. Why did you dress up as a girl and seduce me?”

“Seduce you? You’re the one who asked me out on a date!”

“No, I asked Jenny on a date, and you failed to mention that she’s really you.”

“I have nothing else to say, Ryan.” I was standing in the kitchen with my arms crossed over my chest. I had my back to Ryan. I wasn’t in the mood to talk about what I’d done. In all honesty, I was rather embarrassed by my actions now that I’d been caught, but Ryan wasn’t budging. I could feel his presence lingering behind me. “Please leave.”

“Can’t we talk? Please?”

“I have nothing to say, Ryan.”

“I only want to know why you did it.”

I kept my back to Ryan, feeling like I could cry. I felt like such a fool for going as far as I did. Ryan probably hated me. I was grateful that he hadn’t put his hands on me for misleading him, but I just wanted him to leave. I didn’t want to explain my crazy actions.

“Please, can’t you talk to me?”

“Are you angry?”

“I mean… I’m not happy, but I don’t want to cause any problems. I only want to understand.”

“What is there to understand? Sometimes I like to dress up as a girl, and this time I took things a bit too far.”

“Let’s talk about it.”

There was a softness in Ryan’s voice that made me drop my defenses a little. I turned around slowly to face him, shocked when Ryan smiled at me. He looked like the teddy-bear version of himself, and I had to stop myself from jumping into his big, muscular arms.

“What do you want to know?”

“Can we sit down and talk about it?”

“You really aren’t angry?”

Ryan shrugged. “I’m shocked more than anything. I didn’t suspect a thing until I looked into your eyes and noticed they were the same as Jenny’s. I came over here to ask you if you’d heard from her or if she’d told you why she didn’t want to be with me, but I guess I know the answer to those questions now.”

“Yeah,” I said softly as I moved for the first time in several minutes. I went to grab a glass. “Would you like some water?”

“Sure,” said Ryan. “How is the faucet doing?”

“Haven’t had a leak since you fixed it.”

“Glad to hear it,” Ryan said with a smile.

I filled up two glasses with water and passed one of them to Ryan. He drank half the glass in one gulp. I waved at him to follow me to the living room. I sat in the chair, and he sat on the couch. We stared at each other for a long moment before I sighed.

“So, what do you want to know?”

“Why did you do it?”

I shrugged. “Hormones? You were hot, and I wanted to have some fun. I didn’t expect you to catch feelings.”

Ryan frowned. “Guess I have a problem.”

“No, you don’t. You’re honestly a great guy, and I would have happily agreed to a second date if I didn’t have such a big secret.”

“Yeah, I can see why you tried to cut things off while you were ahead. Fuck, dude. This is really fucking with me. When I look at you, the only place I see Jenny is in your eyes. How is that even possible?”

“Years of practice?” I said with a shrug.

“Do you go out as Jenny often?”

“I used to dress up and hit the clubs as Jenny a lot more than I do nowadays, but I probably go out as her once or twice a month.”

“You had me fooled,” said Ryan.

“I’m sorry for doing that to you. I hope you can forgive me.”

“Yeah, sure. I had fun.”

I chuckled. “Did you?”

Ryan nodded, but then he dropped his head and pushed a hand through his thick brown hair. He groaned as he stared at the ground, making me feel guilty all over again, but what could I do? I didn’t know how to help him at this point.

“Are you angry?”

“No,” he said and shook his head without lifting it. He pulled on his hair a little bit as he groaned even more loudly, and I was worried that he was five seconds from exploding, so I stood from the chair and went behind it, ready to use it as a shield if necessary.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said while staring at the floor.

“Can you look at me?”

Ryan lifted his head and stared right into my eyes, sending me back to the other night when I was on my knees beneath him with his dick stuffing my mouth. I thought of his cum sliding down my throat as his gaze lingered. Was I mistaken, or did he want me all over again?

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

Ryan shook his head.

“What’s wrong?”

Ryan glanced down at his crotch, and that was when I saw the outline of his thick erection. He was thinking about me and all that we’d done the other night. He wanted a round two, which wasn’t off the table, except this time I wouldn’t have to hide. I would make him touch my dick if he indeed wanted another piece of me.

“You want more?”

“I don’t know what I want! I’m so confused!”

“Would you like to see me get dressed?”

“As Jenny?” he asked in a weak voice.

I nodded.

He nodded.

“Follow me then,” I said and walked to my bedroom.
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My room wasn’t overly masculine or feminine, somewhere in between, much like me. Ryan sat on my bed as I went to my closet to grab a few things that I would need. I kept my legs and body free of hair, so I wouldn’t have to worry about shaving. There was nothing I loved more than rubbing lotion into my smooth skin. It was a routine I performed every morning when I got out of the shower.

“What should I wear? The skirt or the dress?” I asked and held two options in the air. One was a silky beige bodycon dress that wasn’t much longer than a slip dress, and the other was a black miniskirt. Whatever I put on, I planned on having some fun, so I might as well make it sexy.

“Shit, dude, I don’t know.”

“You can call me Ben.”

“Can I call you Jenny?”

“Sure,” I said with a shrug. “As long as you understand that Ben is the person beneath all the makeup.”

Ryan swallowed his breath, but I didn’t care if this was making him uncomfortable. He was the one who’d asked to stay. He was the one who wanted to see me get dressed as a girl, but I wouldn’t do any of that unless he understood that there was a man beneath all the makeup. He could claim to be straight to the world all he wanted, but there was no bullshit in my bedroom. Not after how he came knocking on my door.

“Do you understand?”

“Yeah, Ben. I get it. You’re Jenny.”

“What should I wear then, stud?” I asked with a wink.

Ryan groaned and shook his head before pointing at the slip dress. I smiled at him and draped both options over my arm as I went to my closet to grab lingerie, but then I stopped. If I put on a bra and thong, Ryan wouldn’t get it through his head that I was only Jenny part of the time, so I decided to skip the fake boobs. I wouldn’t even put on a thong to hold down my dick.

No, tonight would be different.

I grabbed the box that had my wig and went to my bathroom with the short dress. It was one of my favorite dresses, sexy and short, but it was rather revealing, so I pretty much only wore it around the house, and I’d never gotten the chance to have sex while wearing it. I was feeling rather upbeat when I pulled out my makeup bag and set it on the bathroom counter.

I stripped down to nothing and pulled the short dress with tiny straps over my head. It hung on my body beautifully. It would look a little better with some fake breasts, but I wasn’t about to go through the trouble. If Ryan wanted this affair to last, he had to stomach the truth. He had to get over whatever hangups he had about me having a dick between my legs.

I stared at myself in the short dress for several beats before opening my makeup bag. My face was already moisturized and soft from the lotions I’d used in the morning, so I went ahead and started with my foundation. I worked and blended it until every line on my face had vanished.

Contouring my nose really made my face pop, and then I reduced the manly edges of my cheekbones. It was a process I’d done many, many times, yet it always amazed me how a few simple products could radically transform my appearance. I looked rather feminine, even without the fake boobs and the little bulge poking out from beneath my dress.

I added eye and lip makeup after I’d finished with the contouring and bronzer, creating smoky eyes. I gave myself a bright red lip that would pop against the beige of my dress, and then I put on my wavy brunette wig. I looked fucking sexy when I stood in front of the mirror. I hadn’t bothered with a bra or panties, but I was in desperate need of some cute shoes.

“Don’t look! Go wait in the living room!”

“Okay,” Ryan said.

It took a minute, but then I heard his footsteps leaving the room. I slowly opened the door to peek and make sure he’d left before darting to my closet. I found a pair of white stilettos that went perfectly with my outfit. I had a mirror in my closet and checked myself out in it before stepping out of the closet with my shoulders held high.

“Ready!” I called.

Ryan walked back to my bedroom and stopped dead in the doorframe. His mouth opened in shock, which only made me laugh. I plopped onto the bed and propped myself up with my arms jutted out behind me, shaking my hair to throw it over my shoulder.

“What do you think?” I asked in my practiced girly voice. I felt like an entirely new person, and I didn’t shy away from looking up and down Ryan’s body, paying special attention to that thick bulge in his pants, which looked like it was straining to break free.

“Uh… shit.”

“Pretty incredible, huh?”

“Your voice. How do you do it?”

“I’ve had a lot of time to practice in the mirror,” I said with a laugh, feeling like I had all the power in the world over this man standing in front of me. “Don’t you want to come sit?”

Ryan glanced at where I was patting the bed. He was still stuck in the doorway. I couldn’t wait forever, though, so I stood and crossed the room until I was standing in front of him. His nostrils widened as he inhaled the smell of my freshly applied perfume.

“Do you find me attractive, Ryan?” I asked as I pressed my fingers gently against his chest. “Do you want to do naughty things to my body?”

“I… uh… is it wrong that I want to say yes?”

I threw my head back and laughed, finally feeling free in Ryan’s presence. I had on makeup and a wig, but I knew he could feel my bulge pressing up against his body. I knew that he could see my flat chest, but despite all that, I would bet money that he was even more attracted to me than he’d been before he arrived at my house.

“I’m not judging you, Ryan. You should know that I find you very attractive. Now that you know the truth, I don’t have to hide how I feel. I’m glad you’re here. I’m glad you called.”

“Your voice. It’s really tripping me out. Stop looking at me like that,” Ryan said, but he didn’t break eye contact, and I knew he didn’t want me to stop looking at him.

“Why would I stop looking at you? You’re in my bedroom. We’re inches apart. If you want to leave, you know where the door is, but if you want to stay, then we should stop wasting time.”

Ryan swallowed. He let his gaze travel down my body, and I would swear I heard the fabric of his pants straining against the pressure of his dick, but maybe it was my imagination. Either way, Ryan wasn’t going anywhere. He was too invested. The man was probably confused, but he was also curious, and that was enough for him to stay.

I gasped when Ryan grabbed the back of my head and pressed his lips against mine. He slid his tongue into my mouth as he touched my body with rough hands. He worked them up and down my frame, careful to avoid my dick, but he touched everywhere else, and I especially loved when he squeezed my chest like I had real boobs.

“Yes!” I said in a slutty moan. “Squeeze my tits!”

“Fucking hell,” Ryan cursed under his breath as he did exactly what I said. He squeezed my pecs with a rough grip, and I moaned into his ear as he held his lips against my neck. He kept cursing under his breath as he groped and kissed me, and I was rock hard from his rough touch. Ryan said nothing about my hard dick pressing up against his body, but he couldn’t ignore it forever.

“Touch my dick,” I whispered into Ryan’s ear using my girly voice. He shook his head, but I wasn’t taking no for an answer. “Touch my dick!”

Ryan responded to my forceful voice with a groan as he glanced down at the tent in my dress. There was no denying the fact that I had a dick, but everything else about me looked like a girl, so what was the big deal?

“Touch it or get out of my house.”

“But… can’t we just focus on my dick?”

“Absolutely not!”

Ryan went to say something else, but I was tired of his protests. I’d spent far too long without a man wrapping his lips around my dick, and I had a cute cock! It was about six inches long, not too thick, and perfectly trimmed. My balls were shaved, and there wasn’t a single hair on my ass, which I would give Ryan if he played by my rules.

“Jenny, please. I’m not gay.”

“Do I look like a guy right now?”

“No, but a dick?”

“Stop arguing with me and get down to your knees if you even want me to think about returning the favor.”

Ryan groaned as he stared at the tent beneath my dress, but what choice did he have? He wanted more than a few kisses, so he slowly sank to his knees in front of me, which made me smirk wildly. I reached down and touched the side of Ryan’s face as he sat beneath me on his knees. The tent in my dress was only a few inches from his lips.

“Lift my dress.”

“Jenny, please. Don’t make me do this.”

“You know your choices, Ryan.”

Ryan glanced over his shoulder at my bedroom door, but we both knew that he wasn’t going anywhere. I could see how hard his dick was in his pants, and I’d felt it against my body. If he did leave, he probably wouldn’t make it further than his car before he jacked off, and where was the fun in that?

“That’s what I thought,” I said when Ryan turned his head back toward my crotch. “It won’t be as bad as you think. Trust me.”

Ryan slowly lifted my dress. He cursed when I felt a tickle of air on my shaved balls, and then he cursed even more loudly when he lifted the dress up enough to reveal my dick, but I was beyond excited to have my hunky teddy bear down there on his knees about to wrap his lips around my girly cock. If he did this, I knew I had him.

“Put it in your mouth,” I said.

Ryan said nothing. He didn’t even look at me as he reached out to grab my dick. He slowly moved his face closer to it, but I’d spritzed perfume right below my bellybutton to make my crotch smell as girly as possible, which Ryan seemed to notice. He looked up at me with a smile on his face when his lips were mere centimeters from the tip of my dick.

“How is your dick this girly?”

I shrugged. “Why don’t you stop talking and put it in your mouth already?”

Ryan groaned and did just that. His moves were tentative at first, like he was pushing through guilt and shame from having a cock in his mouth, but that only lasted a second. Ryan really picked up speed after he had my dick in his mouth for a few seconds. I cursed as I stared down at him bobbing his head along my shaft, swallowing my entire six inches.

“Fuck!” I cursed and dropped my head back as Ryan sucked my dick with even more vigor. “Fuck, it feels so good!”

Ryan moaned on my cock, reaching his hands up to play with my shaved balls. He pulled on them a little bit, and I couldn’t believe how well he was sucking my dick. I wouldn’t have thought it was a first time with a dick in his mouth at all, but he’d probably never seen one as sexy and girly as mine.

“Why do I like this?” Ryan hollered when he pulled his mouth off my cock. “What are you doing to me?”

There was desperation in Ryan’s voice, but I didn’t care what he thought. We’d already walked over the mountain together. There was no turning back now that he had come this far. I grabbed Ryan by his hair and pulled him close to my dick.

“Keep sucking my girly dick!”

Ryan parted his lips in an instant and swallowed my cock. I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of his warm, wet mouth as it slid up and down my member. I opened my eyes a moment later, and it was so hot to see him down there on his knees pleasuring my cock. I could have watched him like that all my life, but I was getting close and wanted a taste of his manhood!

I pulled out of Ryan’s mouth, and then I slapped his face with my cock, giggling as I did. My dress fell over my cock when I took a step away from Ryan and went over to the bed, falling onto my bottom. I held Ryan’s gaze as he stood. He was still fully dressed, so I told him to take off his clothes.

“Mmm, you look so good without a shirt,” I said when Ryan pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the side. The image of him with those tight pants around his crotch was almost too much to bear, but I could handle it. I’d been waiting for a man like Ryan to come into my life for ages, and I was going to savor every moment of him being here.

“Yeah?” he asked.

“Super sexy,” I said. “Take off your pants and come to bed.”

Ryan smirked before ridding himself of the rest of his clothing. His dick was already rock hard, and he didn’t seem embarrassed by it. He’d relaxed a lot since he first walked into the house, like he was finally accepting this part of himself he never knew was there, but I was happy to let him explore as long as he was curious.

Ryan climbed onto the bed. I touched his shoulder gently before moving in close to give him a kiss. He moaned into my mouth as he touched my body, squeezing my chest and sides and even reaching up my dress to stroke my dick. As much as I enjoyed his hand on my cock, I was far too sensitive. I grabbed his wrist and moved it away before pushing him to his back.

“Time for me to return the favor.”

“Yeah?”

I nodded and slid off the bed and got to my knees between Ryan’s legs. I grabbed his cock and moved my face close to his dick, parting my lips as I did, taking his manhood into my mouth. It was so thick and heavy on my tongue, but I loved the feeling, moving my mouth as far down his shaft as I could.

“Fuck, yeah! Suck that dick!”

I moaned on his cock as I bobbed my head, but my ass was twitching for him to fill it. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d gotten fucked, and now I had a big, hard cock to use, and I wasn’t about to miss my opportunity.

“What are you doing?” Ryan asked when I pulled off his cock.

“Wait right here,” I said and went to the drawer where I kept a bottle of lube. I grabbed it and walked back over to Ryan and lathered his cock with the clear liquid. I squeezed a bit into my hand and pressed it against my tight hole before turning my back to Ryan and slowly lowering myself onto his cock.

Ryan moaned deeply when his tip pressed against my entrance. I took a deep breath, and then I pressed down on his dick, letting it enter me. He was incredibly thick, so I screamed a little as my hole spread to accommodate his size, but Ryan didn’t force his dick into me. He let me take my time as I slowly lowered myself and adjusted to having his fat dick inside of me.

“Fuck, Jenny!”

“Yeah!” I screamed and slowly moved my hole up and down his hardened shaft. “Give me that big dick!”

Ryan held my sides as I rode his dick. He hit my spot every time his dick went deep, and I could feel my girly cock leaking precum like crazy. I rode his dick for a minute or two, but then Ryan lifted me off his cock with those manly hands and placed me on the bed.

“I want to look at you when I cum,” he said and tossed my legs into the air. He held them by the back of my knees and pushed his cock into me without even touching his dick.

I gasped as I stared into his soulful brown eyes. He moved his hips slowly at first, but it wasn’t long before he was pounding my ass, not at all concerned about the fact that my dick was flopping around, leaking precum all over my stomach. My dress was no longer hiding it, but Ryan kept fucking me hard.

“I’m getting close,” he grunted.

“Fill my hole, baby!”

Ryan cursed as he pushed his dick deep, and then he surprised me by reaching down to touch mine. I gasped as his wet hand encased my cock. I was far too sensitive for the touch. I came seconds later, squirting all over myself like a fountain.

“Fuck!” Ryan cursed as I came. My walls squeezed his cock, but I didn’t want him to fall out of me. I wanted his dick deep in me for as long as he could handle it, but Ryan only had to push deep a few more times before he was cumming and filling my hole with his seed.

Ryan grunted as he pulled out of me, and then he fell by my side, laughing like crazy. He reached down to touch my dick, but I slapped away his hand, as my cock was far too sensitive, but I liked that he was willing to touch it.

“That was hot,” I said.

“You’re telling me,” he said.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said and cuddled up next to him. I rested my head on his chest as he pulled me into his beefy arms. “Promise we’ll do it again?”

“I promise,” he said and kissed my forehead.
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Three Months Later

My eyes fluttered open as morning light entered the room. I was groggy from staying up all night with Ryan, but I had no regrets. We were getting rather adventurous in the bedroom. He’d even let me fuck him a few times, and it seemed like he was starting to love it.

“Morning,” Ryan said when my eyes fully opened. He looked like he’d been awake for a minute, but he was still holding me in his arms.

“Morning,” I said and touched his chest, scooting up next to him. We kissed each other gently, and then I remembered that I had a stupid work meeting that I couldn’t miss. I was still in my wig and makeup and slip dress from the night before and didn’t want to take it off, but duty called.

“You need to get ready, don’t you?”

“One more minute,” I begged in my girly voice.

“Whatever you want, sweetness.”

I let out a satisfied sigh and enjoyed the last minute I had with Ryan before we had to start our days. He probably had a list of appointments with clients, but he was never in a rush when we were together, which I loved about him. He also never forced me to dress up as Jenny if I wasn’t feeling like putting in the effort, but I normally did, as I liked becoming Jenny just as much as he liked me being her.

Life was pretty great, especially with a guy like Ryan by my side.
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