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		To my readers, always

		

	
		CHAPTER ONE

		

		Two potential milk producers. Two painful sacks of tissue the shape of teardrops; unwanted extensions. I lifted my breasts in the mirror on my closet door and let them fall, wishing I had a ‘milk’ producer between my legs instead. Their jiggle and weight unnerved me. Why wasn’t my chest hard like a man’s? Why had I been born with these when my older brother had everything he wanted? I sighed and rushed to finish dressing because my father wouldn’t stop calling my name.

		

		“Caroline, I’m hungry.”

		

		“Coming,” I screamed. Luckily, I had put a lock on my door after my eighteenth birthday two years ago, so dad couldn’t barge in like he used to when I raised my voice. He was treating me more like an adult, slowly but surely. He knew I was getting to where I could leave him and this small town behind. My brother, Andrew, left a few months ago.

		

		My father was sitting in his recliner watching the news when I exited my room. Dad’s name was Roger, but I called him ‘dad’. I went to the kitchen and prepared a ham sandwich. It was still the early afternoon, so he could wait for dinner to eat a bigger meal. When I set the toasted sandwich on the table by his chair, dad grunted.

		

		“What’s wrong?”

		

		“Rose was—”

		

		“Yeah, yeah. Mom was better at everything. I know,” I said. My mother, Rose, had died when I was young. Her pictures were everywhere. I always thought it was sweet my father never found another woman after she passed from complications with a surgery, but I hated how dad treated me like her replacement just because I had a vagina between my legs when Andrew, my older brother, could do whatever he wanted. Dad said nothing to Andrew. If Andrew was his prince, I was the servant of their castle.

		

		I walked away before my father could continue on about how Rose did everything better than I did. As much as I loved my mother, I wasn’t her. She, according to dad, loved her role as a wife and mother. She had loved Clifford, Missouri, the small town where we lived. I differed. My dream was to move to Kansas City and work as a mechanic. Start a shop. Perhaps explore my masculine side I kept under wraps. Join a football team. Play rough with the guys. Date chicks. Fantasies were much easier to dream than they were to live.

		

		Stepping back into my bedroom, I locked the door. My father never moved from his recliner. He had a table on one side, and a mini fridge stuffed with beers on the other. Judging by the scent of his breath, he had drank several already today. I couldn’t control dad, so I just went along with it.

		

		I opened my closet and pulled out my secret box. It housed my deepest desires. Right now, I was wearing jeans and a fitted women’s t-shirt, my long hair hanging down my backside. The shirt had those distinct short sleeves. My jeans were a women’s cut. I had to wear women’s clothing around the house.

		

		Dad would question anything different. He might not have found a new woman, but the man had eyes. Whenever his eyes lingered too long, I just shrugged because I looked so much like my mother when he first met her. It must be hard to see so much of her in me, but she wasn’t me. I wasn’t her.

		

		Unlocking my secret box, I lifted the lid. I pulled out a men’s wig of short brown hair. I made quick work of twirling my hair and placing it under a wig cap. This wig had come into my life a year ago when I finally hit the order button. Since then, I had been slowly adding more men’s items to my collection. I had even bought a couple straps to pretend I had a dick but only took those out when my father stumbled down to the bar to meet his friends for darts or pool.

		

		Pulling a pair of men’s jeans from the bottom of the closet and a t-shirt with longer sleeves, I changed into my favorite outfit to lounge around my room. It took a few seconds to change if my father called or knocked, totally worth the effort to feel like myself for a few hours each day. Whenever I could escape to my room from the real world to watch girls fucking each other with straps—my dream that had yet to become a reality—was a good day. At twenty years old, I was a virgin who had only cum by touching herself.

		

		Someone knocked on the door. I threw off my comfortable women’s clothing to change back into the image of Rose. Caroline, my female form. In my mind, I was also Carl, but nobody else knew that secret. If a man was only real to himself, was the man real at all?

		

		“Caroline, answer the door.”

		

		A couple minutes later, Caroline was at the front door with her hand on the knob. She opened it. Andrew’s ex-girlfriend, Renee, was standing on the other side.

		

		***

		

		“Hey, Renee. What are you doing here?” asked Caroline. She was gorgeous. A female version of her brother. I missed Andrew, but he left me without notice, and I had to get over him.

		

		“Renee, is that you?” called Roger, Caroline’s father. He never moved from his armchair. “Sorry my son’s an asshole. He was an idiot for leaving a woman like you.”

		

		“Thanks, Mr. Hardnett. I wish your son the best and miss him every day,” I said. Really, I wanted to stab Andrew with a spoon for leaving me without warning, but this was small-town Missouri. I would never admit something so vulgar to the father of my ex-boyfriend, no matter how badly he spoke of his son. Unkind words became barroom gossip.

		

		“That boy is a fool. Dumb as a box of rocks. You’re a prize, Renee. I hope the next man you meet isn’t as dumb,” he said. He changed the channel and focused his attention on the television before I could reply.

		

		I leaned forward and whispered to Caroline, “I was cleaning out my closet today and think I left a few things in Andrew’s room. Do you mind if I check?”

		

		Caroline shrugged, opening the door wider, “you know where the room is, Renee.”

		

		I stepped inside but pulled Caroline with me, “I want you there, so your brother can’t accuse me of stealing.”

		

		Caroline sat on Andrew’s bed as I went through his drawers, pulling out some panties I had left behind. There were a few shirts. A dress. I couldn’t believe how much I forgot, but something more urgent had piqued my curiosity when I was walking up to Caroline’s trailer. They lived in a trailer park, but theirs was charming on the inside. It had three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and a somewhat modern kitchen. For appearing so small on the outside, there was plenty of room inside. It didn’t compare to the house where I lived, but neither of us chose which family we received.

		

		“There was something I wanted to talk to you about, Caroline,” I said and sat on the edge of Andrew’s bed; a place I had been many times before. Like Roger said, Andrew was the one missing out by leaving me. I could find another man any day of the week.

		

		“What’s that, Renee?”

		

		“I saw you through the window. Were you wearing a wig?”

		

		Caroline’s eyes widened like she had been caught masturbating. I didn’t know if I had been seeing things. Caroline could have had her hair in a messy bun, but I swear it looked like she had changed when I answered the door.

		

		“No, that’s ridiculous,” she said. She took a few beats to recover from when I asked her about the wig, but there had always been something different about Caroline. Her eyes lingered a little too long on my body when I would come over with Andrew. Men stared at my chest all the time, but it wasn’t often that a woman did. Caroline broke that rule on several occasions. We were the same age, and I didn’t mind her glances, but it had me checking for more signals.

		

		I rested my hand on Caroline’s thigh, “it’s okay. I won’t tell anyone if you were.”

		

		Caroline looked at me with eyes that said we both knew that was a lie, but I could see she wanted to talk about it. There was something she was hiding, and the secret was quivering her lips. She only had to open her mouth, and the truth would come spilling out. “I have nothing to say, Renee. Do you have all your clothes?”

		

		I did, but Caroline’s secret was too important. “Tell me, Caroline. What are you thinking?”

		

		“If you have what you need, then you should leave,” she said. Caroline pulled her hair over her shoulder, running her fingers through it like a comb. We were alone in Andrew’s room. I could see her eyes straining not to focus on my chest, so I pushed my arms together; just enough so it didn’t look obvious. Caroline licked her lips. She averted her eyes, but I knew she wanted my boobs. I had known all along.

		

		I lifted my hand to Caroline’s face and pushed a few strands of hair behind her ear. “Caroline, you can trust me. Do you like girls?”

		

		Caroline shook her shoulders, throwing my hand with her movement. “You have your clothes. Get out, or I’ll tell Andrew you came over and stole some of his underwear.”

		

		I held back my comment that she had probably done the same. “Caroline, please. You know me. You know I’m cool,” I said.

		

		“Why are you still here, Renee?” she asked. She had strung out my name as though she was tired of me sitting in her space.

		

		“If you tell me, I’ll kiss you. We’ll both have a secret that way.”

		

		Caroline lifted her eyebrow. I had gotten her attention, so I leaned forward, making my right arm push on my breast. Caroline sounded frustrated as her breath quickened. As she tried to look at everything in the room besides my bosom. She was so obvious it was hard not to laugh. “Tell me what you were doing in your room that you’re acting so weird about.”

		

		Caroline whispered something inaudible.

		

		“Come again,” I said.

		

		“I was dressing up as my masculine half,” said Caroline. She waved her hand in the air. “It’s stupid. Don’t worry about it. Now, about that kiss.”

		

		“What do you mean ‘your masculine half’?”

		

		Caroline touched my thigh. Nobody had touched my bare skin since Andrew walked out of my life, and the warmth was delightful. I welcomed it. “There’s a man under all this, Renee, and he wants to kiss you.”

		

		My heart sped up. I had never been turned on by a female before, but Caroline’s aggressive switch attracted me. I had never seen someone so restless to touch me. She was dressed as a woman, but I could feel the man within her gripping my thigh. “So, this man, do you have to hide him when you’re home?”

		

		Caroline was staring deep into my eyes. My pussy was getting wet as Caroline’s fingers traced random shapes on my bare thighs. I held the bag of clothing tight in my hand as my center sweltered like a heat lamp. An electric blanket that had been plugged in too long. I wondered if Caroline was getting wet for me too.

		

		“I do,” she said. “So, are you going to act like a tease or do what you said? I told you my secret.”

		

		Caroline was leaning in, but I put up my finger to her frustration. “What if you came over to my house so we could give you a makeover and bring out that masculine side?”

		

		Caroline considered it before shrugging and stealing a kiss. She held the back of my head, fingering my red hair. She yanked as she pressed herself into my face. Her movements were greedy. She needed me, and it was making me wetter than her brother had ever achieved. Fuck, this was all too confusing, so I pushed Caroline away.

		

		“Get out of my house,” she said. She was smiling with narrowed eyes, an expression that sent my hairs standing on end.

		

		I stood from Andrew’s bed with the bag of clothes tight around my wrist. “Uh, see you around, Caroline.”

		

		“You can call me ‘Carl’, if you want,” she purred. “I’ll take you up on that makeover. Text me a time, and I’ll be there.”

		

		Shit. Fuck. There was no way I could see Caroline—or was it Carl?—again. She had already done things to me I would question for the rest of my life. I stumbled backwards to the doorway, adjusting to my shaken world. Caroline stared at me with the hungry eyes of a man.

		

		“See you around, Renee. Keep our secret safe,” Caroline said and winked.

		

		More wetness. Less control. “I’ll text you,” I said, running out the door. “Bye, Mr. Hardness.” I didn’t stop to hear what Roger said because my soaking panties were driving me insane. It wasn’t like Caroline had rubbed my clit. I have kissed girls before, but this was different. Caroline had started something in Andrew’s bedroom that would alter me forever.

		

	
		CHAPTER TWO

		

		Renee lived on the other side of town in one of the fancy houses. She could fit our trailer in her house five times over, but that never stopped her from being down-to-earth. The biggest problem I ever had with Renee was that she was on my brother’s arm and not mine, but that would soon change.

		

		Driving my rusted car, I went to the upscale part of town where my car stuck out like red paint on a white wall. Over a week had passed since Renee came to pick up her clothing. It took her a few days to text after our sensual kiss, but I never gave up hope. I was a virgin, but I wasn’t stupid. There was something between Renee and me. Perhaps there always had been.

		

		We were the same age, and I was the person who introduced her to my brother when we had a project together senior year of high school. She had just turned eighteen, and my brother took that to his full advantage. Until he left her like an idiot. I wouldn’t make the same mistake.

		

		Walking up the grand staircase to Renee’s front door, I felt intimidated. I was wearing a men’s t-shirt and women’s jeans, looking rather basic. It was still late summer, so more wasn’t necessary. I didn’t know much about Renee’s family but knew her parents did nothing like ‘normal’ people.

		

		Someone wearing white scrubs medical professionals wore answered the door. She had a thick Eastern-European accent. “May I help you, ma’am?”

		

		“I’m a friend of Renee’s. She invited—.”

		

		“Amina, this is my friend Caroline. She’s here to study,” said Renee. Her red hair bounced as she pulled me inside. I could stare at her blue irises for hours.

		

		“Whatever you say,” I heard the woman say as we disappeared into the mansion. Renee dragged me behind her upstairs and down the hall until we were behind her closed bedroom door.

		

		“That’s Amina. She’s from Bosnia and owners a super successful cleaning business. Most people don’t get Amina since she’s the owner, but mom demands the best. Thank goodness she comes a few days a week because I could never clean this house myself,” said Renee.

		

		She was sitting on the edge of her bed kicking her feet. I was standing by the door. There were armchairs and a vanity. Her room was massive. “Where should I sit?”

		

		“Sorry, it’s just so weird to see you again. You know, after what happened.”

		

		I jetted my hands in my pockets, wishing I had on my looser jeans, but dad questioned any time I didn’t wear a women’s cut. I had tried twice and decided against it. The men’s t-shirts weren’t as big of a deal if I was leaving and not hanging around the house. My mind drifted to the moment Renee and I had shared on Andrew’s bed. I could still taste her soft lips; the flavor of her cherry lip gloss. I loved how bubbly and feminine Renee was, like a field of flowers swaying with the wind.

		

		“What does this makeover entail?”

		

		Renee shook off whatever was keeping her on the bed and sprang to her feet. “Sit here,” she said and gestured toward the chair at the vanity.

		

		I sat in front of the mirror. My hair was long and feminine, the opposite of how I felt. The woman staring at me in the mirror wasn’t me. She was me, but not in the way I saw. If Renee could give me the makeover I desired, I would forever owe her.

		

		Renee stood behind me. She touched my shoulders with timid hands. I could feel her unsteady desire. “Renee,” I said. Her blue eyes met mine in the mirror. She was gorgeous. A woman’s woman. If I had been born a man, I would have had her by now and wouldn’t have let go of my goddess like my idiotic brother, Andrew.

		

		“Yes?”

		

		“Thank you for letting me come here. I need an escape from my house sometimes,” I said. My father was outstanding aside from the constant drinking and treating me like a servant. He always cared for me well if he wasn’t barking an order, but I was growing too old to stay home much longer. Soon, I would graduate from the technical college and move to Kansas City, leaving the town of Clifford behind.

		

		“You can come over whenever you want,” she said and held up my hair on each side of my head. It was too long and made me sick looking at it, but dad would freak out if I cut it. “What do you think about cutting it all off? I could give you a style that you could switch. More androgynous.”

		

		“I don’t know. My dad will lose it.”

		

		“If he does anything, you can come stay here. We have extra bedrooms. Your transformation wouldn’t be complete without more flexible hair,” said Renee.

		

		I couldn’t argue with that. I knew I had to cut my hair but never had the courage. Shrugging my shoulder, I said, “do what you must.”

		

		Renee squealed and pulled out her styling kit. She was going to the technical college to become a beautician, much to the dismay of her parents who were both medical professionals. Her father was a dentist in town, and her mother owned a general-care practice. Renee and I had talked about her career choice once when she was waiting for Andrew to shower and change.

		

		I took a deep breath as Renee chopped off my ponytail. My dad would throw a fit, but I could already taste the change. The freedom. I felt more like Carl already. Renee spent the next thirty minutes making my hair a style that I could either wear as a comb over like a guy or a more feminine pixie cut.

		

		“Wow, you look so different already. Your jawline is much squarer than before.”

		

		I turned my head each way in the mirror as Renee asked Amina to bring her the broom. Renee swept up the hair as I admired my new masculine comb over. With the right outfit and sports bra, I could pass for a man.

		

		“I got a few surprises for you. My mom still gives me an allowance,” Renee said as though it were a misfortune that she received free money, “so I dropped a little on you. You know, for spending that time with me in Andrew’s room.”

		

		“I’m not a whore. You don’t have to pay me for kisses,” I said.

		

		Renee shook her head. “No, not that.” Her cheeks reddened. She was covering her mouth with a cupped hand. “I meant for keeping watch. I don’t know, just take the gifts.” Renee went over to her closet. She was wearing a flowy miniskirt that rode up as she bent over and gave a peep of her moist camel toe.

		

		Renee came back with the gifts, and I opened them. She had bought me men’s clothing, cologne, sneakers, and more to dress as a man. I was so overwhelmed, I hugged Renee without words.

		

		“You’re welcome. I want to encourage Carl. You deserve it,” she said. I didn’t know why Renee was helping me, but it felt so right. I couldn’t deny Carl forever but had planned to do so until moving to Kansas City. “Why don’t we try some of this on? We’re safe in here. There is a lock on my door, and nobody can see into my window,” Renee said with a friendly wink, reminding me of how she caught me.

		

		“Okay,” I said. I took off my t-shirt, and Renee oohed at my hard body.

		

		“Wow, nobody told me you had a six pack. That’s so sexy,” she said.

		

		I hated getting wet instead of having an erection, but hearing Renee call my body ‘sexy’ activated my need to touch her. Kiss her. Lick her. Renee told me to lift my arms, and she helped strap down my chest with wrap and a new sports bra. She had me wear a pair of baggy jeans, a button up, and a loose tie. She fixed my comb over and sprayed me with cologne. I didn’t recognize the person in the mirror. He wasn’t Christine. The person in the mirror was a ‘him’; not a ‘her’.

		

		“Wow,” I said and touched my square jawline that Renee had revealed with her styling. “You transformed me.”

		

		“It’s what I love to do. Don’t forget about the sneakers. They’ll complete the look,” she said and passed me the fresh shoes. I put them on and went to her tall mirror on the opposite wall. Renee must have spent a lot of time staring at herself for all the mirrors she had. However, I had never been happier than when I saw myself from head to toe. I was no longer Christine. I was Carl.

		

		Turning around, my eyes locked onto Christine. Her skirt was so short, it would only take the flick of a finger to lift her fabric and reveal that sweet womanhood.

		

		I cleared my throat before speaking in my lowest voice without it sounding artificial, something I had practiced many hours at home. “Come here, Renee,” I said.

		

		Renee touched her chest. She was leaning against the vanity. Her hands curled around the wooden top. She was staring at me with deer eyes, but I needed to touch her. I wanted to return the favor. Just because I was a virgin didn’t mean I couldn’t work a pussy. I watched porn and had one of my own. Renee would be in fantastic hands. My lips would do nothing but pleasure hers.

		

		“Renee, I won’t tell you again,” I said in my low voice. Renee bit her lip but didn’t move. I wondered if her pussy hairs were red like the ones on her head. “Come here.”

		

		Renee crossed the room like a woman sleepwalking. I pulled her close, my eyes moving up and down her body. She was holding her hand against my flattened chest. I forced our bodies closer together. “Renee, you’re walking down a dangerous path,” I said.

		

		“Why is that?”

		

		I took Renee hand and moved it to my hand torso. She moaned into my mouth as I squeezed her ass, wiggling a finger into her thong. She was hot for me. I had been dreaming of the day I would have a woman dripping on my fingers; never would I have thought it would be the sexiest woman in town. Once I got a taste of her, she would never rid of me. Not now. Not if I died. I would watch after her in my afterlife.

		

		“You can either tell me to leave now, or drop those panties to the floor and accept me in your life. Do you want me as your man?” Renee clutched my button-up shirt she had bought. I kissed her, giving her a moment to decide. “So?”

		

		Renee lifted her skirt, took her thong using her thumbs, and dropped it to the floor. I wanted to bark like an overzealous dog receiving a steak. I pushed Renee to the bed, lifting her excuse for a skirt. Her pussy lips were staring at me as she lay on the edge of the bed. The hair matched. Her breasts like little mountains. I couldn’t see her face, but that didn’t matter.

		

		One lick. Two. Three licks. Four. Eating Renee’s pussy was better than a shower of dollar bills. It was better than winning the lottery. I moved from her pussy lips to the sweet button above them. She muffled herself with a pillow as I drew circles around her clitoris with my tongue. All the times I had dreamed of eating pussy, never had I thought it would taste this delicious.

		

		I lost myself as I ran my flat tongue along her pussy while slowly rubbing her clit. Renee’s moans, back arches, and wild hands guided me as I took her to a climax.

		

		While my tongue pleasured Renee, I felt a pressure building within me. We were climbing a mountain together.

		

		Renee held the back of my head. Her body stilled as she screamed into the pillow, releasing her juices all over my greedy lips. If there was anything I could form an addiction too, it was Renee’s sweet pussy. I reveled as Renee held my head, cumming all over my face.

		

		I had almost cum without touching myself, but there was nothing better than tasting my woman’s load. She had chosen, and she chose me. Now, I wouldn’t let her get far. Carl needed her. I needed her.

		

		“Fuck, Carl. I’ve never cum that hard in my life.”

		

		“I’ll make sure your cum harder next time,” I said.

		

	
		CHAPTER THREE

		

		My best friends Melinda and Josie were gossiping about women in town. They loved to spend time at my house. They had shown up a couple hours ago. We knew all the other women our age but were the most popular. However, none of their banter mattered when one woman consumed my mind, Caroline.

		

		When I was staring at the ceiling the other day with Caroline’s lips doing things to my pussy no man had done before, she had felt so much like Carl. I swear, after I dressed her up, there was nothing feminine about her besides the lack of an Adam’s apple. That wasn’t a turnoff. Her hard body. Soft lips. Gentle movements. It was clear the woman knew her way around a womanhood, and I wanted her to take me for another spin.

		

		“Hello? Renee? What’s wrong with her?” Melinda asked Josie as though I weren’t in the room.

		

		“Sorry, why can’t we talk about something besides the other women in town? I’m exhausted hearing about them,” I said.

		

		“What do you want to talk about then?” asked Josie. She was on all fours and crawled closer across the room to grab a phone charger. “Fuck any new guys since Andrew moved to Kansas City?”

		

		Carl filled my vision. Memories of his tongue passing over my womanly lips caused an earthquake in my center. Melinda and Josie oohed when I didn’t respond, hiding the smile on my face.

		

		“What was his name?” asked Melinda. She and Josie moved closer. There was no way I could tell them about Carl. They would ask too many questions. There weren’t any men named Carl around here our age.

		

		“No, no. It’s not what you think. Something else is on my mind,” I said.

		

		“What?” they asked in unison. They were staring at me with fish eyes. I didn’t know what to say but had to share something.

		

		“You guys know Caroline?”

		

		“Andrew’s sister? What about that freak? Have you seen the way she stares at other girls? Total dyke,” said Melinda. She could be such a bitch sometimes, but I wasn’t about to swim against a current.

		

		“I know, right? When I used to hang out at their trailer, she would stare like a helpless pervert,” I said, hating the words as they came out my mouth, but my girlfriends would question anything different. If only one could hear the way they howled with laughter.

		

		“Fuck, I knew it,” said Josie. She took a pretzel from the bowl I had brought us. “I can’t believe you had to put up with that, Renee. You should have had Andrew put his sister in place.”

		

		“Yeah, no way I would have tolerated her staring at my breasts every time I went to their trailer,” said Melinda. Josie joined her in another round of hyena-like laughter. “At least Andrew got out of that trailer and did something with his life.”

		

		“Right,” agreed Josie.

		

		The hate was infectious, like a virus passing from person to person. I must surround myself with better people, but until then I was weaker than wet cardboard; as fragile as porcelain balancing on the edge of a table. “That’s not the worst part. You’ll never believe what I saw.”

		

		“What?” they asked.

		

		I leaned in closer, and they mimicked my movement. We were inches apart when I threw Carl under a bus. “You can’t tell anyone if I tell you, at least not now.”

		

		The eagerness on their faces made me sick, but I was feeding them information. Gossip was better than pumpkin pie on Thanksgiving, at least for them. It was for me too, but this time was personal. “What? We promise we won’t tell. Isn’t that right, Josie?”

		

		Josie nodded.

		

		“When I went over to Andrew’s the other day, I saw Caroline dressing as a man,” I said with obnoxious laughter.

		

		Melinda clutched her chest. Josie blinked with wide eyes. “You’re lying,” said Melinda.

		

		“No, but there’s a reason you can’t tell anyone.”

		

		“What reason could you have to keep me from sharing this information with the entire town?” she asked.

		

		I took a deep breath. I was standing at a line, and this was my last chance not to cross it. Who was I kidding? I was no better than Melinda, and it broke my heart. Carl deserved better. As people said, ‘I wanted my cake and to eat it, too’. ‘Stuck between a rock and a hard place’. Who knew? Take a pick.

		

		“I can use this information to get back at Andrew,” I said.

		

		“Oh my, that’s the best idea. You have no choice. Poor Caroline,” said Melinda in such a sarcastic voice it made me sick. Or maybe I was unsettled from throwing the man I was crushing on under the bus. Who cared that Carl had a pussy? He knew how to use his tongue and fingers like a god. I was squeezing my thighs together fantasizing about another session with Carl, which I might never have again since Melinda and Josie knew his secret.

		

		I shrugged my shoulders, switching back to bitch mode. “Ladies, this is serious. Okay?”

		

		They nodded.

		

		“Nobody can know until we execute my plan. Understood?”

		

		They shared a glanced before nodding again.

		

		“Okay, this is my plan…”

		

	
		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		I ran a soapy sponge over a dish after cleaning up from the supper I had prepared for dad and me. Dad hated my new haircut, but there wasn’t much he could do. I didn’t plan on growing it back. He hadn’t spoken to me beyond barking orders since I came back from Renee’s house that day. I missed her. How she had dressed me in men’s clothing. How she had encourage Carl to come out and shine.

		

		There were toys that could give me all the dick Renee wanted. Caroline would always be a part of me, although Carl was growing stronger. Carl wanted to to taste Renee’s pussy again. I did. Taking her as Carl gave me every advantage I needed. When I dressed in men’s clothing with my hair styled and breasts tight against my chest, Renee saw me as a stud. I wondered if my masculine form turned her on more than Andrew had. My brother would hate me for fucking his girl, but I had already had a taste and needed another.

		

		“Bring me a beer, Caroline,” said dad.

		

		I pulled my hands out of the steamy bath of soapy water and grabbed my father a beer from the fridge. He was watching some game show. I just wanted to escape to my room and lock the door. Even more after dad’s eyes lingered on my short hair. I had put on a dress, which I hated, to counter the short hair, but dad still had the disappointed expression glued to his face.

		

		I went back to the sink and shrugged my shoulders as I pondered what dad thought about my new look. After finishing the dishes, I went to my room and locked the door. Dad could get his own beers.

		

		I took off the dress, changing into loose jeans and a t-shirt with a sports bra. My phone was on the bed. It lit up as I stared at myself in the mirror. Renee had messaged me. I hated how seeing her name made me smile like a fool. My body was a furnace with Renee in my thoughts.

		

		Renee: What are you doing tonight?

		

		It was the early afternoon, and I had no plans. I was the awkward person in town. People my age didn’t call me to hang out. After graduation a couple years ago, I had kept to myself for the most part, but I would much rather spend time with Renee than sit around the house having my father bark at me.

		

		Me: Not much. Can’t do anything but think about you.

		

		Renee: I know. Same here. I miss those lips on my sweet spot.

		

		Fuck. Reading her words had the heat between my thighs moist. I wanted to fuck Renee with one of my straps. Watch her eyes roll into the back of her head. I wanted her to beg me for more after I showed her how much better I could be than my brother, the man who had abandoned her.

		

		Me: What did you have in mind for tonight?

		

		Renee: Come over now so we can have time to go out. It’s a surprise.

		

		There was no arguing with Renee. I changed back into my dress with tennis shoes before kissing my dad on the cheek and leaving the house. He didn’t ask any questions.

		

		***

		

		“Who’s there?” my mother asked when the doorbell rang. I shot up from my seat at the dining-room table.

		

		“It’s Caroline, mom. Andrew’s sister,” I said, rushing to the door. I couldn’t wait to see Caroline. Taste her lips. Dress her up and bring out her seductive masculinity. My evil plan was still in motion, but I would figure out how to keep everything from imploding. It was like building a house of cards. With the right steps, it wouldn’t fall, although everything could come crashing down to a flat pile of nothing.

		

		Swinging open the door, Caroline looked gorgeous with her short hair. She was wearing a dress and tennis shoes. I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “Thanks for coming so fast. We’re eating dinner. Come join us,” I said and pulled Caroline inside.

		

		Caroline shook her head, dragging her feet. “I can’t go in there.”

		

		“Why not? You know who my parents are.”

		

		Before Caroline could protest, we were in the dining room. Chinese food was spread out on the table. My father hadn’t stopped eating to say hello, but it wasn’t Caroline’s first time meeting them.

		

		“Caroline,” my mother said with an artificial kindness. My father nodded his head.

		

		“Hello, Natalie. Hello, Orlando,” said Caroline as she took a seat at the table. Caroline took a small plate of rice and vegetables. We ate quickly before I was dragging her upstairs to my room. My mother called after me to come clean, but she would have to take care of it. I had better things to do.

		

		“Renee, your mom wants you to clean,” said Caroline.

		

		I shrugged my shoulders, “and?”

		

		“What if she gets angry?”

		

		“Do you want to clean?”

		

		“I will help you,” she said.

		

		I shook my head, and we went downstairs to clean so my mother would stop complaining. Amina only worked during the day, and that was only for a few hours at a time. She wasn’t there to clean up dishes or anything, so my mother always made me do it. It was nice to have Caroline by my side helping, even though all I wanted to do was dress her up in men’s clothing and bring out the stud within her.

		

		We were finally back in my room after what felt like hours. It hadn’t taken more than ten minutes, but Carl was calling my name. With the door locked, I made quick work of pulling the dress from Caroline’s body. She kicked off her shoes. She was wearing boxers and a sports bra. Her hard stomach turned me on as my hands traveled over the ridges in her muscles.

		

		Our mouths smashed together like bumper cars. She threw me to the bed and reached her hand up my skirt. I was wetter than grass after a rainstorm. Her hand rubbed my body. Caroline, who was becoming Carl in my mind, grabbed my hands and held them to the bed.

		

		“Oh, Carl.”

		

		He used his deep voice to speak. “That’s right, baby. Say my name.”

		

		“Carl,” I purred as his lips kissed my skin everywhere he could. He pressed them to my clad pussy, making me feel like a wooden bridge that lost its last rope. My toes curled. Carl took one foot in his hand and rubbed it. His other hand pressed against the thin fabric separating our skin.

		“Fuck, Carl,” I said and pushed away his hand. “We have plans. We can’t get carried away here.”

		

		“I just missed this so much,” he said, playing with my pussy lips.

		

		I pushed his hand away enough to pull my dress down, roll over, and hop out of bed. I grabbed the clothing from the last time Carl had come over and shoved them into his hands. He took them and dressed in masculine clothes. I fixed his hair, loving how the suit jacket hung on his broad shoulders. How the pants made me think he had a cock hiding beneath the fabric.

		

		“What did you have planned for tonight?” Carl asked in his smooth tone.

		

		“The hilltop. Let’s get there early before the high schoolers take over.”

		

		“Deal.”

		

		I took Carl’s hand and pulled him downstairs. We were outside in my car in no time. I hoped my mother and father hadn’t seen Carl because they were sitting in the front room when we left. If they had, it wasn’t the end of the world. My parents kept to themselves. I was the one that had a nasty plan to ruin Carl but pushed the guilt out of my consciousness to enjoy the night.

		

		***

		

		“No pictures, Renee,” I said.

		

		Renee pouted, and I had to admit, the sight of her turned-down lips made me powerless. She was picking at my defenses. My doubt. Why would my brother’s ex girlfriend want anything to do with me? Wasn’t she straight? I might have appeared masculine, but we both knew the truth.

		

		Renee was kissing on my neck, telling me how good I smelled, but I still refused the picture.

		

		“No documentation of tonight. What if that bitch Melinda sees the pictures? You know she can’t keep a secret,” I said.

		

		“But Carl, you look so good. I want a memento. Soon, it’ll be winter and too cold to come up here. Then, we’ll look a year older before our next picture.”

		

		“What? Now you see us together for a year?” I asked. I rubbed my hand up and down Renee’s thigh. We were sitting on the hood of her car with a view of Clifford from the hilltop. We would need a blanket soon with the temperature dropping by the minute.

		

		Renee lifted one shoulder. “Maybe,” she said.

		

		“I don’t believe you. We’re going to graduate from Tech and move on with our lives.”

		

		“We could move on together.”

		

		Renee was driving me wild with her words. I wanted her, but what would my brother think if he found out? He was with Renee first. Wasn’t that breaking some unspoken code between siblings? My vision blurred as Renee reached her hand up my shirt. She couldn’t get enough of my six-pack, and I did nothing to stop her. It felt too good with her hands on my bare skin. I had wanted a woman for so long; it wasn’t my fault Renee dropped into my life.

		

		“Fuck, Renee,” I said, turning my body to her. I kissed her on the neck, pulling on her red hair.

		

		“If you want more, I need a picture,” she said.

		

		I roared like a lion. She was taking advantage of my weakness. I ignored her comment, touching her more aggressively. Renee’s head fell back as my hand gripped her thigh. I walked my fingers up her leg to the hem of her short dress. All I had to do was hook my finger, and I would find her hot opening.

		

		“No, Carl. Why can’t you just give me a picture?”

		

		“Why can’t you just have fun without all the new-age bullshit?”

		

		Renee whined, and my body felt like it would explode if I didn’t get to touch or taste her pussy in the next minute. Part of me hated how needy Renee was acting, but she knew I would give in for her womanhood. “Fine,” I said. “One picture.”

		

		Renee squealed with delight as she pulled out her phone and pointed the camera toward us. I put my arm over her shoulder. She kissed my cheek and snapped several shots.

		

		“Happy?” I asked.

		

		“That wasn’t so hard, was it? I don’t know why you had to act so prissy.”

		

		“You know I don’t want anyone to find out about me, Renee. Not yet,” I said.

		

		She focused on me, batting her long eyelashes. I loved her sky-blue eyes that shined even in the darkness. “These pictures are for me, I promise.”

		

		I shrugged my shoulders. It was bad enough that her parents had seen us, and now she had a photo, but I had to get over it. Renee was here, dripping. I could see her hard nipples through her dress, so I snaked my hand up her torso to confirm she wasn’t wearing a bra. Kissing on her neck, I squeezed Renee’s breast. She was moaning in my ear.

		

		“You want to get in the car?” I asked.

		

		She shook her head. “No, right here.” Renee reached up her dress and removed her panties. My center was throbbing as she turned her body toward me, showing me her pretty pink lips.

		

		“Fuck. Whatever you say,” I said. We were the only people on the hilltop since it was still early, so I dove in and ate some dessert. Renee tasted better than hot cherry pie. Pressing my flattened tongue against her pussy, I rubbed small circles around her clitoris.

		

		“Oh, Carl. Fuck, you’re the best I’ve ever had,” she said while trying to suppress her moans. She was basically screaming through clenched teeth as I copied the countless hours of oral porn I had digested over the years.

		

		Lifting my head, I took in the surroundings. I was in the open. If someone pulled up, they would see us. Renee was serving me her pussy without fear. Without guilt. I licked two fingers before sliding them between her accepting lips. We stared at each other while I fucked her with my two fingers, increasing to three when she loosened up.

		

		“You like that, don’t you?”

		

		“Fuck yes, Carl. I love it,” she said and parted her legs further. My fingers pushed deeper into her. I leaned forward, lowering my head, and gently flicked her clit with my tongue. Renee panted with the movement. “I will cum if you don’t stop,” she said.

		

		“Cum,” I commanded.

		

		“Talk dirty,” she said.

		

		I didn’t move my fingers from her pussy as I lifted my lips to her ear to whisper dirty words. Renee’s body was tensing with my every thrust. Her pussy walls tight around my flesh. “Cum,” I whispered.

		

		With that command, Renee’s eyes twisted. Her body tensed. Her womanhood contracted on my fingers as she covered me with her nectar. After an intense orgasm, Renee collapsed to the windshield of the car. I licked her sweetness from my fingers. She giggled as she watched me.

		

		I hugged her against the windshield. She ran her fingers through my short hair back before kissing my lips. We stayed there for a couple hours until the teenagers arrived. I didn’t go back in Renee’s house because her parents were there. I changed in the car and drove home, the scent and taste of Renee lingering on my lips.

		

	
		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		“Did you get the picture?” asked Melinda.

		

		“Yeah, what’s the verdict?” Josie added.

		

		We were all hanging out in my room like we often did. The date with Carl was only last night, so my body was still warm like tea after twelve minutes. I was so conflicted between using Caroline to get back at Andrew or fighting to keep Carl in my life. Both options had their pluses and minuses. When I was with Carl, ruining his life was unthinkable. When sitting around with my friends, torturing Andrew felt like the best option.

		

		“I got the picture,” I said.

		

		The ladies held out their hands. “Where is it? We have to see this.”

		

		I grabbed my phone but paused before opening the image. Carl had given me the best orgasm of my life. Whenever Caroline switched to her deep voice, it was like living in a different reality. Carl felt like my boyfriend, but Carl was Caroline. Could I really do this to Caroline?

		

		“What’s taking you so long, Renee? We have to ruin Andrew’s life after what he did to you,” said Melinda.

		

		“Yeah, Renee, haven’t you been waiting for an opportunity like this?” asked Josie.

		

		I opened my phone before creating any further doubt about my motives. If they found out I had feelings for Caroline’s stud form, Melinda and Josie would ruin me. If this was my reputation versus Caroline’s, I had to save myself. I unlocked my phone and pulled up the picture of me kissing Carl’s cheek. He looked so sexy in the photo. You could see how annoyed he was with me in his eyes. My pussy swirled as I stared at the photo. Melinda and Josie didn’t seem to notice as they trashed Caroline for dressing as her true self. I was a horrible bitch. Maybe Andrew had left me for a reason.

		

		“Shit, that’s Caroline?” asked Josie.

		

		“Wow, I never thought it would have been this good. You have to send that picture to Andrew right now. It will ruin him,” said Melinda. She might as well have been salivating for how eager she sounded to ruin a relationship between siblings. I must admit my intentions had been no better than Melinda’s at first, but that was before I had… no. I couldn’t admit it to myself. Having feelings for Carl wasn’t right. It wasn’t proper. I liked men. Real men. No matter how divine the experience with Carl, it couldn’t last forever. I had to protect myself.

		

		“Yes, Renee. What are you waiting for, girl? Send Andrew that shot. You can totally tell it’s Caroline, but if I’m being honest, she looks hot as a guy,” said Josie.

		

		Melinda’s mouth fell open as she turned her attention to Josie. “You’re kidding.”

		

		“Um, no. I can pay a compliment when one is due,” she said.

		

		“She can’t look sexy. She’s a chick dressed as a man,” said Melinda.

		

		Josie waved her hand in the air. “Whatever, Melinda. You would turn your head if you saw Caroline looking like that on the street. I know I would,” she said.

		

		“Okay,” I agreed, drawling the vowel sound. I couldn’t help myself. Josie was right. Caroline looked sexy when she wore men’s clothing. Her short hair and flat chest. If only they knew how well she could entertain a pussy.

		

		“You guys are ridiculous. Are we ruining Andrew’s life or what?”

		

		“Yeah,” I said. I held the phone where they could see it. The photo appeared in a blank message. “I deleted his number, but you know I’ll never forget it.”

		

		“I bet you won’t,” said Melinda. She was such a bitch, I was wondering why we were even friends.

		

		Little did Melinda and Josie know, but I changed the last two numbers of Andrew’s phone number before hitting send. After what Josie said, I couldn’t ruin Carl. He was too special. Who cared if he had a pussy? There were dildos for a reason. I wanted Josie and Melinda to disappear so I could call Carl to come over. Turning Caroline into Carl was my favorite, and I would have been a fool to ruin that.

		

		For the next couple hours, I pretended to act like a bitch with Melinda and Josie but decided I would have to distance myself from them. Losing Carl wasn’t worth their friendship, and I had to accept that everything in the world wasn’t black and white. Carl was Caroline, but he was also Carl. He was the man I wanted; the man I loved.

		

	
		CHAPTER SIX

		

		A week had passed since the hilltop, and my confidence as Carl was growing by the day. My certainty in the relationship I had with Renee. Our trust. Our love. It was feeling sincere, and as much as it frightened me, I never wanted it to end. The scent and taste of her pussy was fresh on my lips again. We were cuddled up under her blanket with the door locked, naked down to nothing but my sports bra. I came when she shot into my mouth, and my body was savoring the aftershock of an orgasm.

		

		Renee was cuddled up under arm. Her hair spread over my chest. Her squishy breasts pressing against me. If this was what falling in love felt like, I could fall for an eternity. Every moment was like a drug; each touch a new sensation.

		

		“You get better every time,” said Renee.

		

		I turned my body to hers. My hand gravitated toward her soft balloons. I held her breasts like they were a life jacket in the open ocean. “You will fall apart when I fuck you the first time,” I said.

		

		“Your fingers already drive me wild. Have you ever fucked a girl before?” she asked.

		

		As much as I hated to admit it, I shook my head. Renee had been my first everything. “Wow, so that means…?”

		

		I nodded, “yes, you’re my first.”

		

		Her fingers touched my short hair. Her sky-blue irises popping against the few freckles on her face. The sight of her was burning into my memory.

		

		“Renee, I care about you a lot.”

		

		She held my hand in hers and pulled it to her chest. “I care a lot about you, too.”

		

		Maybe we were both too afraid to say the ‘L’ word, but I felt it.

		

		“Renee, the food is here,” called Natalie from downstairs. Renee’s mom was chill and never bothered us if we had the door closed, and there was so much space at Renee’s house that we never worried about them hearing us.

		

		“Damn, now that she mentioned food, my stomach is growling,” said Renee.

		

		“Mine too. Let’s get down there,” I said. I changed into men’s clothing because Renee’s parents didn’t think twice of it. Coming here was like an escape from reality I never wanted to end. Soon, I would have my own place. My own rules. Just one more year of school, and the world would be mine like Natalie and Orlando. Hopefully Renee would be there by my side, but I didn’t want to get ahead of myself, even though it was hard not to say I loved Renee.

		

		We went downstairs and ate with her parents. Then we watched a movie before I had to return home to clean up whatever mess dad made. But that was then. For now, I enjoyed my time cuddled up next to Renee eating popcorn while falling helplessly in love.

		

		***

		

		Carl texted me a picture of him dressed in jeans and an open button down that showed his irresistible six-pack and the sports bra I was finding sexier every time I saw it. The best part of the picture: Carl had a bulge that had drool falling from my mouth. I didn’t care if Carl’s dick was made of silicone because it would still feel the same stretching my hole. I needed it, but first I had to make Carl drool over me. The man always had to want the woman more than vice versa.

		

		I ran a straightener through my wavy red hair, making it hang further down my chest. I was wearing red stockings with a garter belt. They both had lacy fringe. No panties. Easy access for Carl. No bra so my nipples drove him crazy. I wore a black miniskirt with a draped white top so my straightened hair popped against it.

		

		Sitting at my vanity, I did my makeup to complement the colors of my outfit. I wore my diamond studs to complete the look. I sprayed myself with floral perfume that had hints of citrus. Carl would be on his knees begging to fuck me. Slipping my feet into a pair of black pumps, I grabbed my keys and purse. A moment later, I was starting my car.

		

		Me: Heading your way. You sure it’s okay that I come over?

		

		Carl: Yes, my dad is out for at least two hours. Can’t wait to see you.

		

		Day by day, I was forgetting that Carl was Caroline, who was Andrew’s sibling. I ignored my guilt and drove across town to Carl’s house. He had opened the door before I knocked, and the scent of his cologne was already making my pussy wet.

		

		I stepped inside, hoping that I could maintain control. “You smell good,” said Carl. His voice was deeper. Smooth like the bass of an expensive speaker.

		

		“As do you,” I said.

		

		Carl shut the door behind me and fell against the wood. There was nothing feminine about him dressed in jeans and a paisley dress shirt buttoned to the neck. His muscles flexed when he moved his body. “Fuck, so do I get a picture of that?” he asked. “You know, since you made me take a picture. It’s only fair.”

		

		“Sure, baby. I’ll pose for you.”

		

		Carl pulled out his phone, and I did sexy poses all around the kitchen until Carl was pulling me to his bedroom. He threw me to the bed, which caused my legs to fly into the air. When our eyes met again, I knew he had seen my exposed womanhood.

		

		Carl crawled onto the bed. He held my arms. He kissed me. “You aren’t wearing panties, are you?”

		

		I shook my head.

		

		Carl reached down and slid a finger into my pussy, making me feel empty when it left me. I needed him inside of me. I needed him to fuck me, but Carl was a tease. He loved four play. It wasn’t something I should complain about, but my body was aching for penetration.

		

		After taking me to the edge and back with his tongue, Carl lifted his head from my mini skirt. He unconnected my garter belt and stockings, taking off my pumps before pulling the lingerie from my body. Carl went over to his closet and came back with a box. He opened it, and glory greeted me. Three cocks. Three different shapes and sizes. I suddenly felt I was in a candy store and the luckiest girl in the world.

		

		“Which one do you want, baby?”

		

		“Fuck, I don’t know. They all look good,” I said. I didn’t tell Carl, but even the smallest one was bigger than his brother Andrew. The sight of the straps had my pussy running like a river. I pointed to the mid-size strap. Carl undid his jeans and dropped them to the floor. He was wearing a cute pair of boy shorts. He wrapped the strap over them before lifting my legs into the air. His dick dangled centimeters from my oval goodness.

		

		Carl rubbed my wet pussy lips, tempting me with his touch. “Fuck me, Carl,” I said.

		

		He didn’t need more encouragement. His dick passing my pussy lips was the most exquisite feeling. My void had been filled, like a cup receiving liquid. I had use. I had purpose. Carl used the tip on his first three gentle thrusts. I lifted my hips, desperate for more of his manhood.

		

		“Oh, Carl,” I said, wrapping my hands around the back of his neck. “Your dick feels so good.”

		

		Carl looked down at where our bodies met. “You’re dripping wet for my cock.”

		

		I moaned and nodded. Carl held my hands above my head and took command, fucking me. He moaned and shook as he pounded my cave for the first time.

		

		“You like it, baby?” I asked him.

		

		“Mhm,” he said. Carl gripped my hips and pulled my body up. He was on his knees and holding me by the ass. I ripped off his shirt to touch his hard body as he filled my hole. Carl removed my shirt and bra before bending down to take my left nipple in his mouth. I moved my straightened hair out of the way, coming undone as an orgasm built up inside me. I was still wearing my miniskirt but nothing else. It had ridden halfway up my torso, but there was no point in taking it off now.

		

		Carl moved his free hand to my front side. When it stirred my clit, my nails dig into Carl’s sports bra. His bare skin. I touched Carl wherever I could as my hips sunk more on his dick. I was glad I hadn’t chosen the big toy because the medium was more than enough to handle.

		

		Carl rubbed my clit with soft movements. I wouldn’t last long between his tongue pleasuring my nipple, his finger stimulating my clit, and his cock filling my dripping hole.

		

		“Fuck, Carl,” I whimpered, not wanting it to end, but I was a tire with too much air.

		

		“It’s okay, gorgeous. Cum for daddy,” he said.

		

		I screamed at the top of my lungs as I let myself fall from the cliff of reality. My body shook as I emptied myself into Carl’s hand. He tried to touch my clit more, but I gripped his wrist. I rode the waves of ecstasy with Carl buried deep inside me. His mouth hadn’t left my nipple. I was giggling by the time I came back from the other world. I pushed Carl away and fell back to his bed. The mini skirt suddenly felt tight around my torso, so I pulled it down.

		

		Carl took it off. I was naked on his bed. His eyes were moving over me like metal detectors on a ritzy beach. I covered myself with a sheet. He undid the strap and let it fall to the floor. He joined me in bed, and our bodies wrapped together. I never wanted to stop loving him. Carl was Caroline, and I had to love them both.

		

		“I love you, Caroline,” I said. “Caroline or Carl, it doesn’t matter. You’re the person I want in my life.”

		

		“I love you too, Renee,” she said and kissed me on the forehead.

		

	
		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		Renee’s parents were upstairs, and we were acting like lovebirds while watching a movie. I couldn’t even tell you what was happening in the film we were so busy touching each other. Laughing. Throwing popcorn. It was bliss. We could have been naked rolling down a hill of moss I felt so at peace.

		

		“How did I get so lucky?” I asked Renee.

		

		She hid herself in my shoulder; her red hair ran down my chest. It was stark against my black t-shirt. I pulled Renee close and ruffled her hair. She screamed and checked herself with her cell phone. She could have no hair, and I’d still find her beautiful.

		

		“You deserve better than me,” she said.

		

		We had fucked when I got here with the smallest strap, and I was still high from the orgasm I had watching Renee cum on my dick. “There’s no woman in the world I’d rather have. I just wish you weren’t my brother’s ex girlfriend,” I said. Part of me had massive guilt for loving Renee, but Andrew had left her without a word. He hadn’t cared about her when he disappeared to Kansas City, so why would he care now?

		

		“What can we do?”

		

		“Nothing,” I said and pulled Renee close. The guilt came in waves, but they were growing shorter by the day, transforming from a tsunami to the sway of a big lake.

		

		“How’s your dad been taking the short hair and jeans?” asked Renee. I told her last night how I had been dressing in men’s clothes at home more.

		

		“Dad says nothing now, not like he used to when I was younger. Guess he knows he can’t keep me locked up forever.”

		

		“You’re twenty, Caroline. We are. We can’t live with our parents’ shackles. What if we got a place together when we graduate in the spring?”

		

		It was my dream to live with Renee. To wake up next to her every morning, but she also made me nervous. For so long, she had been the bad girl. The woman of others’ nightmares, but when we alone, she was my favorite person in the world. “I would like that, but it’s barely fall now.”

		

		“Promise me you’ll think about it.”

		

		My eyes lingered on her until we were interrupted by Amina storming into the room. “I’m sorry, Renee. I tried to stop them, but—”

		

		Renee and I shared a glance, wondering what was happening until Josie and Melinda walked into the room. Melinda howled when she saw us. She had a phone to her ear. “I knew it! Andrew, you’ll never believe what’s happening here.”

		

		My heart dropped to my stomach. Renee ran forward and tried to snatch the phone from Melinda, but Josie stood between them.

		

		“Caroline and Renee are cuddled up in her TV room.”

		

		Another couple seconds passed as Renee struggled with Josie. I stood by the sofa with blank eyes. Amina had left the room as soon as the drama started. I didn’t blame her. I wanted to disappear too but didn’t have the luxury.

		

		“Yes, she’s right here. You want to talk to her? Not a problem,” said Melinda. She crossed the room. Renee watched as she passed me the phone. I could hear my brother’s voice on the phone belting my name.

		

		“Yes?” I said with my feminine voice. Carl felt smaller than a baby ant.

		

		“Are you hanging out with Renee?” he asked.

		

		“We were watching a movie,” I said. I hated how the three were staring at me as I spoke with my brother. Loving Renee had been a mistake; one I would never repeat in the future.

		

		“Melinda sent me a picture of you and Renee on the hilltop. She was kissing your cheek. What’s with that?”

		

		“It was nothing, Andrew. Plus, why are you acting so upset when you left Renee for Kansas City? We were just hanging out. Nothing is happening between Renee and me.”

		

		“Caroline, I’m not here to judge you, but you can’t date my ex. That’s breaking bro code. If you want to dress like a guy, whatever. I’m here for you, but you can’t have Renee.”

		

		I didn’t say anything. Acting like I was listening, I used the moment to take in the three women standing feet from me. They were all dolled up in dresses and makeup. I loved how they looked like they were going to the club everywhere they went. It was their trademark, and I wanted all three of them.

		

		“Is that cool, Caroline? I won’t tell dad whatever you do, but promise you’ll leave Renee alone.”

		

		“All right, Andrew. I promise,” I said and hung up the phone. People always wanted to tell me what to do, but I was thinking it was about time I found the freedom to live the life I deserved.

		

		***

		

		I blinked, unable to believe what Melinda did. My plan to keep Andrew in the dark while satisfying the bloodthirsty Melinda hadn’t worked. Caroline passed Melinda’s phone back to her and stormed toward the door. I grabbed her, but she shook me off. Josie and Melinda snickered in the background. I wanted to rip the door from its hinges and lunge it at them.

		

		“Caroline, please. Stop,” I said, chasing her up the stairs.

		

		“I gave you everything,” she said. She wiped her face. I hated that she was crying. I would fall apart if she walked out the door.

		

		“You have to give me another chance,” I said, catching up with her.

		

		Caroline pushed away my hand. “You had your chance, Renee.”

		

		“Just let the dyke leave, Renee. She’s not worth your time,” Melinda said from the bottom of the stairs.

		

		My body felt like it was falling from a cliff. I couldn’t concentrate with my life crumbling on all sides. Melinda was talking shit, and Caroline was screaming at her for saying hurtful things. My attention was darting between them like a pendulum. Josie was doing nothing to help, and I thought she had been cool with Caroline expressing her masculinity.

		

		“Stop it!”

		

		There was a moment of silence as my mind processed the situation. I just wanted Melinda and Josie to disappear, but Caroline was closer to the door. With her so close to walking out of my life, I knew I wanted her more than I had admitted to myself. She was special, and I had been a fool to place Melinda’s friendship above our love.

		

		“Give me a chance, Caroline,” I whispered. Now I was the one wiping tears from my face.

		

		“I should respect my brother’s wishes.”

		

		“Fuck him. Fuck Melinda and Josie. I only want you,” I said.

		

		“Hey,” they both said in unison at the bottom of the stairs. If I had on shoes, I would have thrown one at each of them, but I didn’t have anything heavy enough on my body to do damage. I put up my middle finger to them and turned back to Caroline. She had reached the top of the steps.

		

		“Caroline! Please, I never should have taken those photos. I’m so sorry. Believe me. You complete me in ways I never could have imagined possible. I don’t even know how Melinda got those pictures.”

		

		“Shouldn’t leave your phone when you go to the bathroom, bitch!” she said. Josie joined her in laughter.

		

		I screamed, fists at my side. I felt like a child having a tantrum, but my life was falling apart by the millisecond. “Get the fuck out of my house!”

		

		By the time my eyes focused, Caroline had disappeared. Melinda and Josie were climbing the stairs. Josie was shaking her head when she passed me. Melinda stopped, looked me up and down, and said, “I don’t know if I can have a lesbian as a friend. Can you, Josie?”

		

		Josie shrugged.

		

		“We swim together. Share clothes. I’ll have to think about this one, Renee. Hope you don’t get angry when your secret spreads like wildfire because you know it will,” Melinda said and winked.

		

		I didn’t have the energy to pull her hair. I didn’t want to fall down the steps and break my neck. All I wanted was to breathe for a second; steady my racing heart. Melinda’s pumps clacked as she disappeared with Josie.

		

	
		CHAPTER EIGHT

		

		Even though it was the start of fall, I was wearing a summer dress while I went through the things I had bought to live a stud life: my wig, my men’s clothing, my straps. It all felt like a lie. Why couldn’t I desire men like a ‘normal’ woman? Why couldn’t the dress I was wearing feel comfortable on my skin? I wanted nothing more than to chat with a group of girls without thinking about how they would look without fabric hiding their bodies; without wondering how the woman’s pussy lips folded.

		

		“What’s wrong with you?” I asked myself while stretching the men’s wig in my hands.

		

		One thing I couldn’t change overnight was my short haircut, and it was a constant reminder of Renee and everything we had done together. The time we went to the hilltop and cuddled on the hood of her car. When we would watch movies in her basement. I never wanted something as badly as Renee right now, but she had betrayed me.

		

		I grabbed my pillow, bunched it around my face, and screamed. Trusting Renee had been idiotic. I had risked my entire life. My brother and I had a decent relationship, and I didn’t want to lose that. But love was irrational. It made people act crazy. As much as I wanted Andrew in my life, I was sure that I wanted Renee more.

		

		If she hadn’t played with our love, Renee would be in my arms now. Ever since Melinda had walked into Renee’s house with my brother on the phone, I felt like I had just stepped off a carnival ride. Nothing felt right: expressing my masculinity, my love, my vulnerabilities.

		

		Anger overcame me. I stood and grabbed scissors from my desk. Minutes later, the wig was in pieces on my floor. It wasn’t like I needed it since Renee had cut my hair, but destroying the wig was like lighting my memories on fire. The wig represented my journey. It was saving before the purchase. I scooped up the hair and tossed it in the trash, tears streaming down my face.

		

		I opened my phone and stared at the photo that Renee had taken on the hilltop. As much as I hated it, I had made her send me a copy. Not a day had passed that I didn’t stare at it. I looked so handsome, and Renee was gorgeous under my arm.

		

		I put my phone on the bed and held up a button-up shirt that I loved before tearing into the fabric with my opened scissors. It hurt to ruin my clothing, but I had to forget about the stud within me. He was dangerous. He wasn’t what people accepted, and I had to get along in this world. There were feminine female mechanics. I was tired of people judging me for how I was born, so I would hide that side. Carl had his chance to shine, and he had trusted a woman who ruined his life.

		

		After destroying two more button ups, I decided it would be better to donate the clothes, so I bagged them all up by my bedroom door. Maybe I could find someone to buy the straps because they cost a lot of money, and I hadn’t even used the big one yet! At this point, I just wanted to finish my schooling, keep my head down, and fix cars.

		

		***

		

		Caroline walking out of my life was ten times worse than when Andrew left me. I hadn’t left my bed for more than a shower or food for days. I was ruined without Caroline in my life. I thought I needed her as Carl, but I just needed her. I didn’t care if the world thought I was a lesbian. Caroline had strong masculine attributes and deserved to express them to their fullest potential.

		

		My mother asked me what was wrong, but I waved her off. Josie had reached out to apologize, but she followed Melinda like a sheep. I wasn’t sure I could ever forgive them for what they had done, but if wasn’t out of character. I had destroyed lives with them before, the only difference this time was that I had been the victim. Melinda never stopped when she had a mission, and I was the one who had put her at the start of a race.

		

		I hated myself more than I could explain. IVs of guilt streamed into me any time a pleasant thought crossed my mind. Forgiving myself was an impossible task I never thought I could do, but I found the strength to start days after the pieces fell apart.

		

		Me: Andrew, please don’t blame Caroline for any of this. I started it, and I fell in love. If she gives me another chance, I’m taking it.

		

		I placed my phone upside-down so I didn’t stare helplessly for the flashing light to appear if he replied. For the first time in days, I got out of bed and picked up the strewn clothing from the floor to help keep my mind off the text message I had sent.

		

		When I looked under my bed, I found a shirt Caroline wore once when I brought out her masculinity. Carl. I missed how he would hold me. How he would use his deep voice to tell me what to do. I was lost without him, like a boat without oars. I wanted to select a dick from Carl’s box and put my legs in the air for him to fuck me. Caroline didn’t know how sexy she could become when she embodied Carl, her masculinity.

		

		I looked in the mirror. My red hair was a mess from spending so much time against the pillow. I used the spray bottle and wet my hair before running a comb through it. Straightening my hair could be so therapeutic, but the vanity reminded me of the journey I had shared with Caroline. I stood and checked my phone to distract myself from the injection of guilt. Andrew had replied.

		

		Andrew: Whatever, I left you for a reason. Have fun being the town slut.

		

		I blocked Andrew’s number. He had never treated me that well anyway. People might consider me a slut for sleeping with siblings, but I didn’t plan on staying in Clifford forever. People could think whatever they wanted because I would take Caroline back if she gave me another chance.

		

		I pushed away the guilty feelings as I straightened the other half of my hair and applied makeup. Normally, dolling myself up would make me happy, but today nothing mattered. I had been trying so hard to wait for Caroline to message me first, but I couldn’t wait another minute. I needed to talk to Caroline. Hear her voice. Touch her. She had to forgive me.

		

		Me: I can’t explain how sorry I am for everything that happened, Caroline. Please call me. Please come over. My life is falling apart without you. I love you. I need you. Give me another chance, and I’ll never disappoint you again.

		

		I hit send and turned my phone off to take a run. Otherwise, I would stare at the screen, and there was a possibility Caroline wanted nothing to do with me.

		

	
		CHAPTER NINE

		

		I had kept to myself over the past week since receiving Renee’s text message. She wanted me to take her back, but I wasn’t ready. Waiting for the summer when I could move away and find someone new sounded as appealing as taking another risk with Renee. She had played me, and there was a saying about that: Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.

		

		Over the past week, I went back and forth about donating my clothes, but it was time. Opening the bedroom door, I grabbed the trash bag of clothing. My father was watching one of his programs. I told him I was leaving to the secondhand store, but he turned around and stopped me.

		

		“Come here, Caroline,” he said.

		

		“I don’t have much time, dad.”

		

		“I know your work and school schedule, and you don’t have anything this afternoon. There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about, Caroline.”

		

		I couldn’t wait to move so dad couldn’t keep tabs on everywhere I went. Maybe he would follow me to Kansas City since Andrew already lived there, or he may stay behind in Clifford. I hated to think how lonely he might be when I moved, but moments like these made my skin crawl.

		

		“Caroline, please. Andrew called me, and there has been some chatter around town.”

		

		“Dad, I really don’t want to talk about this. Not now, not with you,” I said, suddenly wishing my mother hadn’t been taken from me when I was so young. Wishing my father hadn’t made me act like her for so long. I turned and walked to the door, prepared to ignore this situation as long as I could, but dad chased after me. He took the keys from my hand, and gave me the longest, tightest hug he ever had.

		

		“I miss her too,” he said, holding the back of my head. “You can talk to me, my angel. I’m here for you. She is too. She’s always watching over us.”

		

		My fingers tightened around the fabric of my father’s plaid shirt. He held me as waves of sadness escaped my body. Dad walked me over to the couch. He took the garbage bag from my hand and returned with a glass of water.

		

		“Caroline, I know you don’t like the dresses and long hair. You never have. I shouldn’t have gone against it for so long, but you’re like a living, breathing memory of your mother. I apologize, Caroline.”

		

		“Thank you,” I said. We sat as I sipped my water, not knowing how else to respond. My father had never been so honest with me in his life. He was holding my hands in his. I had never felt closer to him than this moment. “It must be impossible to live without her.”

		

		Dad nodded. “Sometimes love hits you so hard, nothing else in the world matters. When I lost your mother, I never thought I would have had the strength to raise you kids without her, but I couldn’t be more proud of how you and Andrew turned out.”

		

		“We’ll always be here for you, dad.”

		

		“I know. I’m a lucky man,” he said. “Your brother said that you might have a new romance. He was angry, but I talked him down.”

		

		I shrugged. How could I tell my father that I loved my brother’s ex-girlfriend?

		

		“He was the one that left Renee like a boy, so I told him to grow up and act a man. I will never care how you dress, Caroline. I will never judge you because of who you love. Keep your head straight, stay on the path you’ve begun, and never forget who brought you into this world,” he said.

		

		“I’ll never forget about you, dad. I love you,” I said and wrapped my arms around him.

		

		“I love you, Caroline. Don’t throw away those clothes and don’t give up on love.”

		

		“I won’t,” I said and hugged him again. Running across the room, I grabbed the bag of my men’s clothing and went to my room to put them in their own special drawer; not buried in the bottom of my closet.

		

	
		CHAPTER TEN

		

		“You were the one that came up with the plan, Renee,” said Melinda. She and Josie hadn’t stopped by in weeks but showed up today to surprise me with crafts to make ‘I’m-sorry’ gifts.

		

		We were sitting in a circle around the supplies. We each had a board to make Caroline a present. Melinda was so hot and cold. If I hadn’t been so lonely, I would have told them to leave, but the company was better than nothing. I decorated my board, rested against my bed so the others couldn’t see.

		

		I wrote a secret note and folded it, tucking it in the card glued to the board. Caroline deserved someone new. Someone who hadn’t hurt her like I did, but I would fight for her until we graduated if necessary. She needed time, but I was longing for another chance in her arms.

		

		Melinda finished hers. It only had the words ‘I’m sorry’ with random shapes cut out and glued to it. Josie finished hers a minute later, and I wasn’t ever close to completing mine, but they didn’t seem to notice and gossiped about everyone in town but Caroline. They knew she was off-limits as they were in my room.

		

		I couldn’t wait to graduate and continue on with my life. Even if I didn’t have the same lifestyle as I did now working as a hairdresser, at least I would be free of this nonsense. Melinda and Josie represented my past after what they had done. I could use them to fill the silent moments, but I would always keep them at a distance, never again letting them near my heart.

		

		One false move, and it’s over between us, girls.

		

		I stared at them as I decorated my board with Caroline’s favorite shades of blue, making a gradient in the background to frame the envelope in the center. I folded the letter and licked the envelope closed after I finished shading the board. Josie and Melinda were back to their normal selves, lounging around my room like animals at the zoo. Their boards sat by my feet like trash outside a fast-food restaurant.

		

		I was thinking about telling them to leave when Amina knocked on my door. “Renee, your friend is here,” she said.

		

		“Which friend?”

		

		“Caroline,” she said and opened the door wider to reveal my stud dressed head to toe in men’s clothing. She had come as Carl. My pussy reacted to the sight, and my surroundings disappeared. My stud was the only thing that mattered.

		

		A second later, his cologne hit my nose. It smelled of wood chips soaking in citrus with a pile of mint sitting by the bowl. He had on a black top with dark-denim jeans. His chest flat. His hair combed over to the side. Amina had disappeared, and I walked to Carl. He didn’t accept me in his arms.

		

		“What’s wrong?” I asked.

		

		Carl lifted his eyebrow to Josie and Melinda curled up in the corner. I turned to face them, hating that they were there. Carl turned me back around and leaned forward to say, “they better leave unless they want to join the party.”

		

		The flood gates dropped open as Carl held the small of my back and nibbled on my ear. I couldn’t see Josie and Melinda but could only imagine the expressions on their face as Carl ran his tongue through my mouth. As he squeezed my ass. Moans bounced on the walls, but I didn’t care.

		

		“I missed you,” I said when Carl paused to take in the scene.

		

		***

		

		Renee’s lips were sweet, but her soul was sour. She was hanging out with Melina and Josie when I had come to forgive her. Instead of telling her I loved her, I stuck my tongue into her mouth. I showed the cowering pair in the corner how much Renee loved my masculinity. How I could squeeze her ass. I showed them how I kissed her.

		

		“I missed you,” said Renee. I held her shoulders as I looked over to Melinda and Josie. There was a backpack hanging on my shoulder with enough toys to pleasure everyone in the room. I could show Melinda how much I cared about her opinion while fucking her better than any man had before. She probably had a loose pussy. No doubt she would need the biggest strap.

		

		Bubbly Josie was staring at me with thirst in her eyes. Melinda had fear. There was no way I was telling Renee I missed her, even if it was the truth.

		

		“Take off your clothes. Get in the bed,” I said. Renee glanced at Josie and Melinda in the corner before lifting the shirt from her body. She undid her skirt and let it fall to the floor. When Renee unhooked her bra and threw it across the room, Melinda screamed.

		

		Melinda ran to the door, but Josie didn’t follow her. She was staring at me as I looked into her gray eyes. She ran her fingers through her blonde hair. Melinda stared in disbelief as she stood near me. “Aren’t you coming, Josie?”

		

		“You can stay, Josie,” I said. I turned to Renee, “Don’t you agree?”

		

		A hint of jealousy flashed across Renee’s face, but I broke her with a smile. If Josie desired me, who was I to stop her? She was new, and I could walk out with her now. It would break my heart to leave Renee, but she did me dirty. Josie I could fuck and forget about the next day. After finding Renee with Melinda and Josie, I just wanted to fuck. No love required.

		

		“Come join me in bed, Josie. Carl will blow your mind,” said Renee. She was wearing nothing more than her thong, pressing her fingers against the moistened fabric. Arching her back as she touched herself.

		

		“Who’s Carl?” asked Melinda.

		

		“I am,” I said, using my deep voice. Carl was here and ready to play.

		

		Josie licked her lips. “Just this one time,” she said and threw off her shirt.

		

		Melinda’s mouth fell open. “This is a joke. Where are the cameras?”

		

		I turned to Melinda and grabbed her by the shoulders to lead her to the door. “You lost this, baby girl. Get the fuck out so we can have some fun,” I said and pushed Melinda into the hallway, locking the door behind her. She banged against the wood, but we ignored it.

		

		Josie was now only wearing a pair of panties too. Renee and Josie were cuddled up under the sheets, and I wondered if they had ever played together when they got drunk. Pulling the backpack from my shoulder, I unzipped it and dumped the contents onto the floor. Josie gasped when she saw the straps fall from my bag.

		

		“I got all the dick you need,” I said.

		

		Josie made the strangest noise, something between a gasp and a moan and a cry. I wasn’t sure, but the woman was making me hot. I unbuttoned my shirt and let it fall to the floor, leaving on my sports bra.

		

		“Aren’t his abs the sexiest?” Renee asked Josie.

		

		Josie nodded as she took in my body. “Panties off, ladies.”

		

		Renee and Josie shared a glance before sliding the fabric from their bodies to expose their pink lips. My center buckled at the sight of the femininity. Their hot womanhoods waiting for my dominance. Waiting for my touch. I growled, my body shifting from civilized to primal.

		

		Melinda disappeared. Josie and Renee shifted their legs together. I stepped forward, pulling the sheet from their bodies. Josie wrapped her arms over her exposed breasts. Renee moved her fingers in gentle circles over her clit, watching to see how I handled Josie.

		

		I moved Josie’s arms and suctioned my mouth over her left nipple. Moving my hand down to her cave, she was gushing for my touch. My other hand ran along the shape of her feminine curves. As I fingered her slippery hole, Renee rubbed my back with her free hand. Her other hadn’t left her womanhood.

		

		“Fuck, Carl. You’re hitting my spot,” Josie moaned. Her blonde hair spread across the pillow. Her gray eyes hid behind her eyelids as I used her body for my pleasure.

		

		“Yeah, wait until you feel my cock.”

		

		“Please, fuck me. I want your big dick,” she said. I fucked her harder with my fingers, making her pant with each thrust. She would have to wait a couple more minutes for a fucking. She owed me.

		

		“Touch me, Carl,” cried Renee.

		

		“I have an idea,” I said, and unbuttoned my jeans. Getting up from the bed, I slid them to the floor. I was wearing boy shorts and strapped the small dick over them. “Get to the floor, Josie. Right here,” I said and pointed.

		

		Josie crawled off the bed and sat against it, the perfect position for me to fuck her face while I ate Renee’s pussy. “What now?” asked Josie. She was rubbing her clit and right nipple as though she had no control over her body.

		

		“Open your mouth,” I said. She listened, and I slid my dick into her parted lips. It was too small to make her choke, so she sucked on it like she couldn’t get enough. I pulled Renee to the edge of the bed as Josie lost herself sucking my dick. I lose myself in Renee, pressing my flat tongue against her. Licking her like melting ice cream running down my hand.

		

		Renee pushed my head away several minutes later, “Fuck, I’ll cum if you do that.”

		

		“What’s wrong with cumming?” I asked.

		

		“Fuck me.”

		

		I pulled away, breaking contact with Josie. She was reaching out for my dick, desperate for another taste. “Take off my dick, Josie.”

		

		Josie got to all four and crawled to me, her breasts swaying with each movement. She lifted herself on her knees, throwing her hair back over her shoulder. She unhooked the strap, and I did the rest. “Give me the big one, baby,” I told her.

		

		She grabbed it and handed it to me as one would give a crown to a king, on her knees with extended arms. I took my biggest strap from her, a thick eight inches, and placed it around my waist. Josie whimpered as she kneeled under it. I spat into my hand, rubbing it along my shaft. Josie wiped her pussy and helped me lube the dick. Fuck, I would cum just watching her.

		

		I slapped Josie’s face and asked, “think you can handle it?”

		

		Josie bit her lip, shaking her head. “No, but I want to try.”

		

		Renee climbed off the bed and was kneeling under me by Josie’s side a second later, “Carl, I want to try too. I want that big dick.”

		

		“All right, ladies. There’s enough for both of you,” I said. “Why don’t both of you lie on the bed? You’re both clean, right?”

		

		They nodded.

		

		“Perfect,” I said, helping them to their feet. I walked them over to the bed. They were making out the second their backs hit the sheet. I positioned my dick in front of Renee first. She reached down and spread her pussy lips with two fingers. She was wet for my cock, so I slid it in. I noticed her pull on Josie’s hair as my dick sank into her. My clit was throbbing with each thrust. I wouldn’t last long fucking them.

		

		I pounded Renee’s hole then switched over to Josie’s, going back and forth. They were each begging for more when I slipped out of their hole, and I was seconds from exploding.

		

		I sank into Renee’s sweetness for the fourth time, when the pressure became too much. I squeezed Renee’s breasts as my body stiffened with the full eight inches of my cock deep in Renee’s wet opening. Renee moaned into my mouth when I pressed mine against hers as the orgasm reverberated through my body.

		

		After a minute, I realized my women still hadn’t cum. I pulled out of Renee and told her to lie with her head at the foot of the bed. Josie lay on the opposite end. I sank into Renee’s pussy while facing Josie’s womanhood. I fingered Josie and used my tongue to play with her clit.

		

		Within minutes, my ladies were screaming as nectar left their bodies. Josie’s cum was sweeter than refreshing rain on a hot day. Renee gripped my legs as she covered my dick with her cum. I wanted more but couldn’t stick around.

		

		Jumping out of bed, I undid the strap and threw it into my backpack. I was dressed before Josie and Renee had come down from the high of their orgasms.

		

		“That was outstanding, ladies. See you around,” I said and left. Part of me wanted to stay there for Renee, but I had to have more self-respect. Renee showed how much she cared by hanging out with Melinda and Josie. Renee was a fantastic help on my journey to masculinity. I would never forget how she contributed to my life. I loved her, too, but sometimes love wasn’t enough.

		

	
		CHAPTER ELEVEN

		

		Moments Later

		

		My eyes had barely regained focus when I heard Caroline walking out the door. Josie was rolling around the bed touching herself. I had seconds before I lost Caroline forever, and I didn’t want to live in the reality where she wasn’t my girlfriend. My stud. I rushed to throw on a pair of sweatpants, a t-shirt, and slides.

		

		I was halfway down the stairs when I realized I had left the ‘I’m-sorry’ board in my room. Josie was standing in my doorway with it when I got there. “Go get her,” she said.

		

		We locked eyes until I turned around and raced to the front door. Caroline was getting in her car when I got outside. She had just thrown her backpack in the passenger seat.

		

		“Caroline, wait!” I said, running toward her.

		

		She turned. Her eyes like daggers, making me stop before I reached her. “I have nothing to say to you,” she said.

		

		“You don’t understand, Caroline,” I said, feeling weak and desperate. We had to forget our past and move to the future. “I need you. We have something special.”

		

		“I think you mean had. We had something special, Renee. Thank you for the fun afternoon, but I’m not interested in a woman who can be friends with the woman who ruined my life. We should respect Andrew’s wishes, too.”

		

		“Excuse me, but fuck Andrew. You know his opinion doesn’t matter. That’s why you came here today, Caroline. Don’t walk out of my life.”

		

		Caroline shrugged. “I’m sorry, Renee. Let’s remember today and what we had, but whatever that was, it has to stay in the past after today.”

		

		I glanced at the board in my hand as tears burned my eyes. Caroline was my warmth, but I would have to endure frosty days without her. “Okay, Caroline,” I said. I wanted to fight for Caroline, but this wasn’t the time. It wasn’t the moment. My actions had led us to this point, and I had to accept that.

		

		“Take this with you,” I said and held out the board.

		

		Caroline’s mouth flickered to a smile when she took in the gradient of blue. “Thank you,” she said and slid into her car. She started the engine, keeping her eyes forward. “Bye, Renee,” Caroline said without turning her head.

		

		I waved, not letting the tears fall until she disappeared around the corner. How could I have been so careless? No amount of payback or revenge was worth the pain of Caroline walking out of my life.

		

		***

		

		One Month Later

		

		I held the shopping bag tight to my body as I snuck in the front door. Dad was watching the news, so he didn’t pay me any attention. They were talking about a robbery that happened down in Kansas City. It was his birthday soon, and I didn’t want him to see the present I bought.

		

		Opening my closet door, I dug to the area where I used to keep my men’s clothing, but it now stored all the old dresses I never wear anymore. Dad wouldn’t go into my closet, so I knew the present was safe, but I found something I had forgotten about: the board Renee gave me after our three sum.

		

		I would never tell either of them, but I had touched myself thinking about that day nearly every night since. Renee was like a drug, and I was in rehab without her. Seeing her handwriting had my stomach turning in knots. It had my center heating like a pizza oven. We hadn’t talked once since I drove away from her house that day.

		

		I had been spending my time getting to know myself. Dad had done a complete one-eighty, fulling embracing my masculinity. Everything in life was fantastic except for the unfinished business with Renee. I saw Josie once at the supermarket. We waved, but there was nothing there. Nothing like the love I had with Renee.

		

		I opened the envelop on the board and pulled out a letter. It was as though I could hear Renee’s voice when I read the words:

		

		Dear Caroline,

		

		I don’t deserve your forgiveness, but I’m asking for it. When I was walking up to your house that day, never would I have thought it would lead me to where I am now: lost, worried, and heartbroken. I fucked up. I was wrong, Caroline.

		

		But if you think there’s even a chance you could love me, I’m begging that you reconsider what we had. My actions led Melinda to what she did. I will learn from my mistakes.

		

		Falling in love with you was the easiest, most natural thing that has ever happened to me, I didn’t even know it was happening until I couldn’t stop what I had put into motion.

		

		No matter what you choose, Caroline, I will remember everything we shared: when I caught you in a wig, your haircut, you tasting me, touching me, using your manhood for the first time, evenings cuddled up on the sofa, and so much more. I could spend an eternity under your arm, if you’ll have me. I hope you won’t forget what we had, Caroline.

		

		If you’re reading this letter, I’m waiting. Pick up your phone and call. I’ll answer. Come back before it’s too late.

		

		Love,

		

		Renee

		

		A sense of urgency hit me. I looked around my room but couldn’t find my phone. I was throwing things around before I realized it must have been in my car. Grabbing my keys, I darted outside. My phone was sitting in the middle console. I unlocked the device, found Renee’s number, and hit the green call button.
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