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I don’t travel much. It’s not that I don’t like to, it’s just that it’s a hassle. For me, traveling anywhere means an airline. Which means long lines, TSA security, and uncomfortable chairs, all while hoping and praying your flight isn’t delayed for one reason or another. Then, if all goes according to plan, squeezing into a too-small seat. If you’re lucky, the seat next to you is vacant. Fortunately, my flight is a short one. Little over an hour to Veridian Springs, close enough that I could’ve driven if, but if I wanted to sit on my ass for around ten hours, I would’ve flown across the Atlantic.

It’s a weekend trip. A jaunt, if you will. At the suggestion of both my family and friends, following my breakup. It’s been a couple of months since she left me. When you’re in a rut like that, time passes by a lot faster it seems. Despite being a party city, I don’t plan on doing a lot of it. I chose that destination to get those who care for me off my back, deceiving them into thinking I’ll be going out both nights to drink and party and fuck until the sun creeps up over the desert horizon.

In truth, I was just going to do some gambling and eat at a fancy restaurant. Lounge by one of the dozen pools at my hotel and just read. Maybe get a massage or something. I don’t know.

While I wouldn’t consider myself a “people watcher”, it’s hard to not take a look around while at the airport. It’s the only place where it’s socially acceptable to get a drink at nine in the morning, and where no one blinks an eye if you’re wearing what are effectively pajamas. Except maybe the folks flying in first class.

I’m not flying in first class. Waste of money for a flight as short as this one, but I did splurge for the extra five inches of leg space. It allowed me to board early alongside the people who want to show off just how disposable their income is.

As much as I want to hate on social media, it’s got its uses. I was flipping through reels on Instagram with my headphones on while the rest of the passengers shuffled in. The “algorithm” is a powerful thing. Linger on one video for a moment longer than you normally do and it’ll start feeding you entirely different content. The first small domino, so to speak. I can’t deny that there’s something alluring about women who are… I wouldn’t say “assertive”, more like that they take control of a situation.

My point is, three days ago I lingered on a clip featuring a rather attractive woman that started off innocently enough, then pulled the rug out from under you and revealed she was a dominatrix. It was one of those fast-cut reveals where, in the blink of an eye, the person’s look and outfit changed from casual brunch attendee to black latex and leather.

What I’m trying to get at is that as I was sitting in my seat by the window, waiting for the rest of the passengers to shuffle in, I was duped once more by an innocent looking attractive woman snapping her fingers and instantly changing into leather, this time with the camera looking up from what I can assume was the ground to provide a close up of her impressive thigh-high high-heeled boots.

Needless to say, I forgot I wasn’t in the privacy of my studio apartment and had to quickly flip away, especially as my seat neighbor decided to reveal herself. A blonde woman, dressed comfortably, hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. She was pretty, despite wearing almost no makeup, but all I cared about at this moment was hoping and praying she didn’t glimpse my screen as she loaded her carry-on into the bin above my head.

I waited until she was seated to introduce myself. Most basic of small talk. I had no goal in mind, no plan for the conversation. I did it to force myself to converse with a stranger; a woman. I didn’t check to see if she had a ring—though I did check—merely saw it as practice. She could shoot me down, or just reply in a matter that was polite, but at the same time indicating she had no desire to communicate further.

“Chloe,” she said with a smile. “You visiting, or do you actually live in Veridian Springs?”

“Visiting,” I replied. Then I chuckled at the thought. Live in Veridian Springs? It doesn’t have the same landscape as Vegas, a wide sprawling desert to grow and spread like mold. Veridian Springs was built in a valley, squeezed between rust-red rock cliffs. They didn’t build single-family residences. Where Vegas built out, Veridian Springs built up.

“What about you?” I eventually asked.

“Same,” Chloe replied. “I try to get out there a couple of times a year. Great place to clear my head, reset, so to speak.”

To my surprise, the conversation continued well after take-off. So much so that I didn’t even notice the third (aisle) seat on the other side of her was vacant. She chose to remain next to me. I didn’t want to get ahead of myself, tried to keep things casual instead of what you’d typically bring up on a first date. But when the captain came on over the intercom to announce the start of the descent, something unexpected happened.

Chloe pulled out her phone. “Where are you staying, Trevor?”

“Emerald Isle.” Not the nicest place in the city, but far from the worst. I’d say it would be about a three and a half on a scale of five when it comes to luxury. It’s also located in the center of it all, so not too shabby of a deal.

“Once you get all settled, send me a message. There’s a club—the Eclipse Rendezvous—my favorite in town. First stranger on a plane I’ve actually enjoyed chatting with. I would like to get a drink and continue the convo.”

I was quite surprised, to say the least. I barely managed to add her number to my phone. The conversation came to an end after that. The plane touched down on the tarmac and Chloe’s phone started blowing up once she took it off airplane mode. I had a number of notifications, but they were all from a group chat I’m in with friends. Apparently there was quite the debate about casting news for an upcoming film adaptation of a popular sci-fi novel.

Chloe was up and off the plane as quickly as she could with the other eager passengers. I stayed and waited for my turn, not in any hurry. Before she disappeared into the mob trying to rush off the plane, she gave me a smile and said: “Hope to see you later”.

I’ll admit, I probably should’ve done more research into the club. Not like I was short on time or anything, it was just before noon by the time I got checked in, and we weren’t meeting until around 6pm. Once I got all caught up on the missed debate my friends had, I went down to one of the pools, got some lunch, and had a nice summer cocktail. I did everything I could to not obsess over this. I had my fair share of failed first dates and casual meet-ups, but this was the first “date” since I met my ex almost two years ago.

I expected your standard issue party club. Bright neon lights, fast techno music, bachelor and bachelorette parties alike making terrible decisions. Eclipse Rendezvous had a darker, almost goth vibe to it, and I stood out like a sore thumb in my button-down shirt among the dark colors of the other patrons.

A hushed yet pulsating energy embraced me as I descended the stairs into the club proper. The music, a captivating blend of hypnotic beats and subtle melodies, created a moody and textured atmosphere. Deep bass reverberated, while ethereal vocals and dreamlike instrumentation wove a minimalistic symphony. It was a thought-provoking journey, inviting me to lose myself in its soulful and ambient embrace.

The crowd was minimal, despite it being a Friday night. Then again, it’s still pretty early for a town like this, when parties tend to go until dawn.

I didn’t immediately recognize Chloe. She was on her phone, sitting at a tall table for two.

She wore a shimmering black dress with a single shoulder gracefully exposed. The fabric cascaded down from the opposite shoulder, draping across her collarbone in a captivating, asymmetrical silhouette. The choice of a single shoulder accentuated her confident posture and added a touch of sophistication to her ensemble. It hugged her curves, skimming her figure in a way that could keep me staring, and answered the question I had about what she was hiding under the loose, oversized hoodie she wore on the plane.

She sat with her legs crossed, forcing the hem of her dress up high enough to expose the entirety of her legs as my eyes followed them down to her matching black high-heeled ankle boots that she tapped aimlessly as she scrolled through her phone.

Her eyes were lined with smoky black, lips and fingernails painted a seductive shade of red. She exuded confidence and allure, culminating in a woman that I could not reconcile was the same person I chatted with on the plane. As I cautiously approached her, her smile widened with recognition, and it hit me that her true beauty lay beyond the layers of heavy makeup and her clubbing appearance.

“Fuck me,” I muttered as she waved me over.

“You clean up nice,” she said.

“I, uh,” I glanced down at my attire, “feel under-dressed. Like I’m going to brunch.”

Chloe laughed, then waved aside my concern. “Nonsense, you look great, though I do have to ask: when was the last time you went to a club?” She punctuated the question with a chuckle, and I couldn’t help but blush.

“It’s been a while,” I scratched the back of my head. “You look… incredible. I didn’t recognize you.”

“Pretty amazing what makeup and a shower can do,” Chloe winked. “How about a drink?”

“Love one.”

Our conversation picked back up from where we left off, but quickly deviated away from casual conversation, and not by my hand. Chloe took control of the conversation, and not in a way that raised a red flag, a sort of “everything needs to be about me”, but rather she seemed genuinely interested in getting to know me, and I had just taken a sip of my drink when she threw in the curve ball.

“You’re not seeing someone, are you?” She glanced over at me as she sipped her old-fashioned—the first time I’ve ever seen a woman order one, let alone enjoy it.

“N-No, why?” I coughed.

Chloe shrugged. “Veridian Springs has a reputation, you know. Want to make sure I’m not just some married man’s ‘escape’. I’m not that kind of woman.”

I shook my head. “No, I’m not. Married, that is. Or in any kind of relationship.” I chugged what remained of my drink and flagged down the waitress. “What about you?”

Chloe raised an eyebrow. “What about me?”

“I can ask you the same question. You’re not chatting me up to make you forget about your husband, are you?”

I nearly jumped when I felt her foot rub against my leg. “Why, Trevor? You don’t find the idea of sleeping with a married woman thrilling?”

As the question pierced through the air, I felt my cheeks instantly ignite with a telltale blush. The sudden rush of blood to my face exposed the vulnerability that the question had stirred within me. Despite my attempt to compose myself, my blushing complexion silently admitted that the query had struck a deeply personal chord, leaving me momentarily flustered and exposed. It was a subtle confession that my emotions were stirred and my innermost thoughts were touched by the weight of the inquiry.

Chloe laughed. “Oh, oh my dear Trevor, you should see the look on your face.” She fanned her own face before expertly wiping away tears to avoid ruining her makeup. “And to answer your question, no. Like you, I’m not in any kind of relationship.”

Without skipping a beat, she asked me about my interests. And she wasn’t asking what I do in my spare time. We had seemingly moved past the round of questioning you’d encounter on a first date, or a job interview for that matter. It was the second curve ball of the night. Well, the third, if you count the first time I saw her when I arrived at the club.

“So, Trevor, are you the kind of guy that only fucks missionary style? Or would you consider yourself more adventurous than that?” She swirled her drink as she waited for my answer, waited for my brain to finish rebooting, and for my mouth to function.

“I, uh… am not sure what you mean.”

I knew what she meant. I was stalling, playing the fool. Erin, my ex, wasn’t what I guess Chloe would describe as an “adventurous spirit”. She was nice, funny, and cute, but the sex—while enjoyable—was boring. She only gave me a blow job on my birthday.

You know how some people are described as “closeted”? As in hiding their true sexuality, or whatever? It almost always applies to someone suppressing a part of them that would fall under the LGBT umbrella but, in hindsight, I feel like Erin was the opposite. She was a closeted prude. Her family wasn’t all that religious, but I wouldn’t be surprised if I stumbled upon one of her social media profiles to find her a Born-Again Christian and married to some pastor.

“Come on, Trevor, you know what I’m referring to.” Chloe took a sip. “I know you’re not a virgin, that’s for sure.”

“How can you tell?”

“You’re here with me and not at the brothel.”

“Touché.” I tip my drink. The town has one and only one legal house of sin. I looked it up once, just out of curiosity. Seemed like a well-run establishment. A number of women—and a couple of men—to choose from, with a variety of interests to suit your needs. Even had, for lack of a better term, a couple of transwomen, if that’s what you desire.

“You haven’t answered my question.” Chloe leaned forward in a rather deliberate way, pulling her shoulders back and squeezing her arms together to show off her breasts.

I’m not oblivious. I know what it is she’s after. I would be lying if I said I was a little disappointed. I would’ve loved to have some sort of a relationship with this woman, but I applaud her for knowing what she wants.

But hey, I won’t say no to a tryst with someone who seems like she can fuck my brains out.

“Well, my ex was pretty boring by your standards—”

“I didn’t ask about your ex,” she pointed at me with the hand holding her glass. “I’m asking if you are.”

Just fucking answer her Trevor, before she gets annoyed and storms off.

“Well, I would say I’m boring in that department, but I wouldn’t say it’s by choice.”

Chloe nodded. “Would you like to change that?”

This time I did choke on my drink. Which wasn’t pleasant, as it contained tequila. Chloe didn’t laugh, though. She just sat there, patiently waiting for me to recover and answer.

I mean, how can I say no to something like that? But at the same time, what does she really mean? What is she going to “show me”? Despite how transfixed I was on the woman who sat across from me, I still was privy to the rest of the world. The club had grown more crowded than when I arrived, and the clientele aren’t your typical Veridian Springs party crowd.

I’ve read anecdotes online. Guys approaching their female partners about adding a bit more “spice” into their relationship, and their girlfriends or wives surprising them with a strap-on dildo. Well, that was on the more extreme end. But you catch my drift. I didn’t want to make any assumptions about Chloe, because for all I know she just wants to go back to her hotel room and give me an amazing blowjob or try out different positions from the Kama Sutra.

I shrug. “What did you have in mind?”

Chloe smiled and signaled for the waitress.

We didn’t leave the club after paying our bill. I offered to pay for Chloe’s drinks, but she declined. Instead, we went deeper into the club. Apparently, within the Eclipse Rendezvous, there was another club, a sort of “members only” place that she called “Solstice”.

Veridian Springs isn’t a family-friendly place. It’s the only city in the States where I can walk the streets with an alcoholic drink in my hand, step into a store to buy weed, then take that into an establishment to enjoy with the prostitute I legally paid for. Still, I was a bit taken aback by the fact that the first thing I was greeted to after following Chloe through the heavy velvet curtains flanked by a bouncer was a waitress wearing a leather collar and nothing else but full-body fishnets and heeled boots.

I wouldn’t call it a BDSM club. As far as I can tell, there was no actual kink going on here. But there was a lot more leather and latex than in any other club I’ve been in, and far more nudity. If I stood out like a sore thumb before, now I was a bright shining spotlight in a dark room. I was getting some looks, but they weren’t insulting or disgusted, just… curious? It was strange, that’s for sure.

Chloe found a booth tucked away in the corner where she resumed the conversation. Though she had to remind me that it isn’t polite to stare and gawk. To which I immediately apologized, as I have never been a patron of a topless bar.

“Well, I wouldn’t describe it as a topless bar,” she says. “It’s a fetish bar, sure, but a topless bar would be something more like an 18-and-over Hooters.”

She watched me take a long sip of my drink. I decided to skip the cocktail and just order some vodka on the rocks. I saw the Icelandic-looking name on the menu and seemed interesting. I wouldn’t call myself a vodka connoisseur, but it was pretty damn good stuff. Every other vodka I’ve tried went down like lighter fluid.

Yes, I’m stalling. My mind is still trying to work out what I’ve gotten myself into, and I think I can safely answer the question as to whether or not Chloe saw what was on my phone when she took the seat next to mine.

“So… I take it you’re into this… sort of stuff?” I vaguely gestured in the direction of the bar.

Chloe leaned forward and rested her chin on her hand. She didn’t so much as look at me as study me. As if she was trying to read my thoughts, anticipate my response.

“Trevor, it’s okay to admit you’re nervous or uncomfortable. I’m not forcing you to do anything, to stay. I’m not going to hide who I am. Had one too many relationships with guys where I had to pretend to be, well, vanilla. Plain. Boring. Hiding my interests and desires because I didn’t want to scare them off, only for them to jump ship as soon as I revealed just a little bit of it. So now when I meet a guy I’m interested in, I don’t waste time.”

I nod. It’s sound logical. Perfectly reasonable. I’m sure Erin was the same way, though she just dumped me before I found out if she was hiding some part of her like Chloe seemed to be with her exes.

“It’s just… not what I expected, that’s all,” I say. “I just thought you meant like, sex in a public space, or in front of an open window.”

This gave Chloe a good laugh. “I’ve done both of those. The former is not as enjoyable as it's hyped up to be—well, I guess it depends on where you do it. Anyway, let me put it plainly: Trevor, have you ever been in a relationship with a woman who, well, wore the pants?”

There it is. Chloe is into BDSM and, to be honest, it only makes her even hotter.

“Ah, I see. So you did see the video on my phone.”

She takes a sip of her drink. “What video?”

“What? Oh never mind,” I panic and take a drink.

“You didn’t answer my question,” she says, letting my slip-up pass.

Have I? I wonder. I’ve only been in a handful of actual relationships going back to high school, where I lost my virginity to Hailey. She did wind up a devout Christian. I think Mormon or something. Still, you never forget your first. But I digress. No, I don’t think I have. None of the women I’ve dated have taken charge of the relationship. I wouldn’t go so far as to say they were subservient, like how conservatives want their wives to be. They were all just, equal, I guess? I don’t know. I guess that’s why they’re all failed relationships.

“No,” I finally say. “At least, not to what I think you’re getting at.”

“What do you think that is? And before you say anything, let me take a guess: leather and latex, whips and chains, guys on their hands and knees like a slave?”

I closed my mouth.

“I thought so,” Chloe sighed. “I mean, sure, plenty of couples do partake in that sort of thing, but it’s not what happens in the day-to-day. The mundane. At the same time, it is pretty hot as fuck.”

I said nothing for a few moments. “Chloe, what are you trying to say?”

“Back to what I said earlier. I’m just being transparent here. I don’t want to hide who I am from people I’m interested in. If that makes you uncomfortable, then I’ve enjoyed our conversation and I hope you have a wonderful weekend. But if not, and you chose to stay here, all I ask is that you’re open and honest with me, because it’s been a little too long since I’ve had a good fuck.”

I leaned back in the chair and fiddled with my glass as I looked over at Chloe. The vodka was gone, just melted ice now. Maybe this is what I needed. Someone to make me forget about Erin, show me what I was missing out on by forcing myself to stay with her, despite the dwindling chemistry. Whatever Chloe has to offer may not be my cup of tea, but I’ll at least get some amazing sex out of it.

Right on cue, the waitress walked by. “I’ll have another please.”

Chloe smiled and raised her glass. “So, have you ever been pegged before?”

Whether it was my silence or the “deer in the headlights” expression, it got a laugh out of Chloe.

“No,” I finally say. None of my exes had been into anal. I never really had any interest in it. Why stick my dick into some woman’s asshole when she has a perfectly good vagina? But that’s not what Chloe asked. I’ve seen it mentioned on the internet that the prostate was the male G-spot. I’ve never considered seeing for myself if that was true or not.

“Have you?” I added.

“Been pegged?” Chloe shook her head. “But I did get to peg a guy once. Causal thing, he and I had, but he ultimately moved on, found someone else more to his liking.”

“Was he…”

“Gay?” she answered. “No. At least, he could be bi. Just because a guy enjoys taking it in the bum doesn’t mean he’s gay, Trevor. Unless, of course, the person fucking his asshole was some other dude and they kissed and sucked each other’s dicks. Then, yeah, sure.”

Chloe wasn’t kidding when she asked me to be open and honest with her. Whatever filter she had was gone. Makes sense. I’m still here, she hasn’t “scared me off”.

What followed was something akin to twenty questions. But it quickly became painfully obvious that I’ve never partaken in, or really had any interest in the fetishes and kinks that she listed off. Stuff like spanking and bondage, roleplay. I kinda shrugged when she asked about female domination or “femdom”, had to explain that I’ve always been a bit indecisive, so having a woman “take charge” was kind of nice. Plus, I’ve never been comfortable with the whole “women must be subservient to their men” shtick.

Then came another curve ball.

She leaned forward and looked me up and down, studying me. Glancing at me from different angles.

“How tall are you?” She asked.

“Uhh, like, five-foot-nine? Why?”

She nodded. “Shoe size?”

When I told her, she smiled. “I think you’d look good in makeup.”

I leaned back and cocked my head to the side, opening and closing my mouth as I failed to find the right words to say.

Chloe also leaned back and folded her arms, nodding to herself. “What do you say, Trevor? Want to try on my panties? Put on some lipstick?”

I finally managed to say: “What?”

“We’re the same height, though your feet are a tiny bit bigger than mine. Come on, Trevor. Don’t tell me you’ve never wondered what it would be like.”

“I… I can’t say I have.” I looked down at my glass. I was a little buzzed, but the warmth on my face wasn’t from the alcohol. I was probably bright red, like a tomato. No, I’ve never thought about wearing women’s clothes. That’s not something that normal guys do. Right? I mean, I’ve seen the question posed on forums like Reddit: what would you do if you woke up the opposite gender? It’s not something I’ve devoted any thought to.

“I think you’d look amazing,” Chloe said softly. Her gaze examined my face as if forming a mental picture of what I would look like. “Long brown hair, dusky eye shadow, lips painted a nice crimson red. You do have nice thick lips.”

I squirmed in my seat, the thought lingering in my own mind, forming into a question, a theory. What would I look like? While some part of my mind asked what the fuck I was thinking, the other part continued to form a mental image.

I would be lying if I said I didn’t find two attractive women kissing and having sex hot. I would also be lying if I said I never jerked off to lesbian porn. But to imagine Chloe as one woman, and the other, well, me… My body betrayed me as my cock slightly hardened in my jeans.

“Wanna get out of here?” Chloe asked, “Head back to my room?”

I said nothing and simply nodded.

Chloe’s hotel made mine look like a Motel 6. Located across the street from Eclipse Rendezvous, I followed behind her as he walked through the large revolving glass door into the Imperia. Rated the best hotel in the city, frequented by celebrities, elites, and anyone looking to splurge. The fact that she’s staying here made me wonder why she wasn’t up front in first class on our flight. Then again, that could very much be why. Skimp on travel, splurge on lodging.

Much like the club, I felt like a fish out of water and as we strode toward the elevators, I waited for security to approach me and ask me to leave. After Chloe waved her keycard to activate the elevators, I started to wonder if this was all some sort of scam. A prank. We’d go up to her room, have sex, then some bodybuilder/UFC fighter would bust in and beat the living shit out of me if I didn’t pay up. It’s not unheard of, and Veridian Springs would be the ideal location for it. Lots of out-of-towners, most with money to burn.

Could just be my naiveté, but I don’t think Chloe is pulling something like that off on me. If she were, she wouldn’t have probed me for my… opinion on various kinks and fetishes. Instead, she would have just chatted me up at the hotel bar, got me a little buzzed, and quickly put the moves on me.

The soft chime of the elevator pulled me out of my rambling thoughts as I followed Chloe off onto her floor. The rooms were spaced apart, but we weren’t high enough for the suites and penthouses. At least, I think. It was hard to take in my surroundings when Chloe was walking in front of me, her hips swaying with each graceful step in her high heels.

I also didn’t get much of a chance to glance around at her room, for as soon as we both stepped in, she wheeled me around and planted her lips on mine. I hesitated for only the briefest of moments, caught off-guard by her aggression, her eagerness, as if she had been dying to kiss me since the moment I sat down across from her at the club.

We bumbled around her hotel room, feverishly kissing until she—gently—shoved me down onto the couch. I grinned up at her, unzipping my jeans as she unzipped her dress, letting it fall down to her legs. Her breasts greeted me and I scanned my eyes downward, tracing the curves of her hips and waist, letting my gaze linger on her sheer black lace thong before looking back up and into her sapphire blue eyes.

She straddled me and we fucked. It was, simply put, divine. The sensation of her soft, warm flesh surrounding me as I plunged deeper and deeper into her, our lips smashing together as if the world would end if they were separated for even a second. We didn't speak much. The only words out of our mouths were the occasional sigh of pleasure or the briefest of moans. Our breathing was ragged and heavy, a soundtrack of pure, unadulterated sex.

She wasn't just hot; she was perfect. I had never had such an explosive and erotic experience with any woman I had been with in the past. When her legs quivered and her body shuddered as her orgasm struck her, I almost lost control of myself. She screamed out and pressed her hands into the couch behind me, riding it out as her pussy gripped my cock tightly. The waves of her climax were so strong that they caused my own orgasm to overtake me and I thrust one final time as deep inside her as I could go, filling her with my hot seed.

Her legs shook and her eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm continued, her entire body convulsing as she fell against me. We held each other, embracing for several minutes until our breathing had slowed and we could finally relax.

She smiled down at me before sliding off and walking away from the couch. Her gaze locked on me. After a few steps, she silently motioned for me to follow her, a simple curl of the finger, as if to say: come here.

I obliged, of course, leaving my jeans and underwear behind by the couch, stripping and tossing my shirt aside as I followed her into the bedroom. But we didn’t stop at the bed. Instead, she led me into the bathroom, which was larger than my room back at the hotel. Chloe kicked off her heels and stepped out of her thong before stepping into the shower.

I leaned in to kiss her as the hot water cascaded down onto our bodies—from multiple showerheads I might add—but she pressed a finger to my lips and with her other hand, showed off a bright pink razor.

I had completely forgotten about the conversation we had at the club and where we left off. “You’re serious?” I said.

Chloe nodded. “Trevor, this town, it’s built around and designed for an escape. To venture outside your comfort zone and, well, live. All I ask is for you to trust me with this, and at any point, if you want to pull the ripcord and parachute to safety, I won’t stop you.”

I glanced over at the razor in her hand as the hot water cascaded down my naked body. I’ve never felt like this before with someone. Even with Erin, and we were together for almost three years. I only met Chloe this morning, yet I feel like I can trust her more, trust her deeper, than I could with any of my exes.

She told me I could end it whenever I wanted to stop playing. I’ve lived my whole life in a bubble of complacency, engaging in uneventful sex, only ever getting the modest pinches of spice. The razor blade was a bottle of hot sauce, and while it may burn my mouth and tongue, make my eyes water, it could also taste amazing.

With a trembling hand, I took the razor and, like a gentle breeze, Chloe helped me shave my body, the first step in my transformation. It was a strange sensation, to say the least. Even the water from the shower felt different upon my hairless body. While not complete—we didn’t touch my groin—my arms, legs, chest… my legs were as smooth as silk.

To say I was nervous was an understatement. My whole body trembled as Chloe led me out of the bathroom to where her suitcases lay on the bed. For a weekend trip, she had packed a lot of clothes. Enough for a carry-on and a check bag.

It started with panties. She “spared” me the embarrassment of putting on a thong by instead handing me a lacy red pair. I had to take a couple of deep breaths before I summoned the courage to step into them, all while Chloe patiently waited.

The light, delicate fabric, and the way it caressed my cock and balls reminded me of the Speedos I used to wear that one year I swam in high school. While a great workout, I was god-awful at it and never placed. But while the swimwear was a tight squeeze, this was a gentle caress. Despite what lies I told myself, it felt wonderful, and my cock said what my mouth couldn’t, or perhaps wouldn’t.

Chloe smirked at the sight of me squirming and pulled out a pair of black silk stockings. She told me to sit on the bed and bunch them up before stepping into them, to make it easier. I had to bite my lip to stifle a quiet moan from how wonderful they felt against my legs. When I stood, I had to turn away from her to hide the semi-erect cock that pressed against the dainty lace of the panties.

Though I may have turned away from her, I came face to face with my reflection in a full-length mirror. Sure, all I had on were the panties and stockings, but even so, my legs didn’t look like my own. The delicate fabric transformed my legs into that of a woman’s, silk-encased legs that I had seen and masturbated to so many times in so many different porn clips and images.

“Feels wonderful, doesn’t it?” Chloe purred as she pressed her naked body against my back. We locked eyes through the mirror’s reflection as she placed her hands on her hips, pulling me against her. When I didn’t respond, she slid her hand to my groin and rubbed my cock and balls through the fabric of the panties.

I couldn’t help but moan. It was so, so strangely wonderful. Never in a million years did I imagine myself in this situation, experiencing something so… taboo. Why did it feel this good? Why am I enjoying it this much?

“Still have a ways to go,” she whispered before stepping back.

When I turned to face her, she was rummaging through her suitcase, the search lasting but a moment before lifting up the bra. Lace, like the panties.

“Sure, you don’t have any breasts to fill the cups, but I can’t not have you wear one.”

She helped me with the contraption, adjusted the straps before clasping the back for me. A dress was next, scarlet red, and thankfully it had some stretch to it. While I lacked Chloe’s curves, my shoulders were wider than hers. I was also a few inches taller, so the hem of the dress stopped right where my butt met my thighs.

While I admired the fit of the dress, she returned to the suitcase and sorted through heels. The heels she chose for me were platform pumps, a matching red, with high heels. The fit was tight, and I was only able to get them on thanks to the grease-like effect of the stockings.

“Now comes the fun part,” she said.

“The fun part?”

Chloe—having donned a silk robe—headed into the bathroom, returning with a fistful of her makeup tools.

“The clothes can only do so much. Makeup is where the real transformation happens.”

Before I could protest, Chloe pulled up a chair and started painting my face. She said that the outcome wouldn’t be the best, as she’d had little experience applying it to others, but it would certainly transform me.

“I’d fucking kill for lips like yours,” she said as she applied lipstick.

She had turned the mirror around before doing the makeup, so I couldn’t sneak any glimpses. I had to say it all felt so surreal. In the blink of an eye, I had gone from naked, to wearing lingerie, to now fully dressed—heels included—to getting makeup put on me. It was… thrilling to say to least. Here I was, getting dressed up by a woman who I met less than twelve hours ago. What would my friends think? My family? Erin?

I squirmed in my seat, trying to hide my erection as Chloe provided the finishing touches to my makeup before grabbing the wig she had pulled out of her suitcase.

“Can I ask why you have a wig on you?” I said as she combed the synthetic brunette strands. “I’m getting some secret agent vibes.”

Chloe laughed. “It’s sorta like that. Sometimes, when I come to Veridian Springs, I want to let loose and be someone else. Wigs are much easier than dying my hair. Last time I came down, I brought a black wig and went full goth for a concert.”

She pulled the wig onto my head and took a couple of steps back. “Well, I’ll be.”

“What?”

Chloe smiled. “All I can say is that I can’t call you Trevor anymore. How about… Tressa?”

Hearing my name feminized made me tremble, and not in a bad way. I bit my lip and tasted the lipstick, which only further elevated the pleasure flowing through me. My cock throbbed and, when Chloe glanced down at it, her smirk widened into a grin.

She leaned down and whispered into my ear, the warm breath of her words tickling my neck and earlobe.

“Let's have some fun, Tressa.”

She stood me up and turned the mirror around so I could see my new look. Chloe was right, it was quite an astonishing sight. While not a perfect transformation—I lacked both breasts and curves, not to mention my obvious bulge—I still had to look hard to see the original me and not the woman that Chloe created out of thin air.

Chloe stepped into my line of vision and brought her lips to mine, her hands running up my thighs. Her mouth was hot against mine, our tongues swapping saliva as her hands ran along the waistband of my stockings. Her fingers were cold as they traced the curves of my waist. They fell down to my thighs, gently caressing my skin as they made their way toward my butt.

As her hands slipped under my dress, she gave my cock a gentle squeeze, making it jump with excitement.

“You're so hard,” she said. “Can’t deny how amazing it feels, can you?”

My lips trembled as she kissed my neck.

“How does it feel to be a man dressed like a woman? To wear lingerie, high heels, and makeup?”

I closed my eyes as a shiver of pleasure surged through me when her fingers brushed my cock through the panties. I… I couldn’t deny it. It felt amazing. The forbidden thrill, the taboo desire.

She slipped a hand into my panties and started stroking my cock, each motion bringing me more pleasure. My hands tightened into fists, my head tilting back in a silent moan as my hips pushed forwards, meeting her every touch. She wrapped her other arm around my shoulder, pulling me close to her as she continued to rub my cock, her lips nuzzling the side of my head as she kissed me.

“How does that feel? Is it nice?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

“Are you going to cum for me, Tressa?”

I moaned again, barely able to form the word. Oh god, I can’t think straight. It’s… it’s so wonderful. Hearing her call me that, calling me by a girl's name.

“I’ll tell you what. If you promise to be a good girl for me, I’ll make you cum your brains out, how does that sound?”

Good girl. Why does that make me feel so good? Why does it turn me on so much?

“Y-yes,” I stammer.

She stroked faster. “I love hearing you say that. Yes, what?”

I was in such a trance that it took me a second to realize what she meant. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Mistress, eh?” she chuckled. “I like that. It feels right coming out of your mouth. Does it turn you on calling me that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said again.

She removed her hand and I groaned in disappointment. I was so close. But a second later she took me by the wrist and eased me onto the bed. Silently instructing me onto my back as she positioned herself on top of me, straddling my hips. She leaned forward, grabbed my wrists, and pulled my arms out, pinning them against the soft bedsheets before bringing her lips down to mine. Our tongues entwined, the heat of her body filling me as she straddled me.

I was so horny, I just wanted to flip her over and fuck her. I would have done it if not for the fact that she had me pinned down. It felt wonderful knowing I was being dominated.

“What do you want, Tressa? Tell me what you want,” she cooed.

“You, Mistress,” I moaned.

“What do you want me to do?”

I groaned. “I want you to fuck me. Please, Mistress. I want you to fuck me hard.”

Chloe grinned and sat up, my eyes glued to her heaving chest as she reached for something in her suitcase. She grabbed a bottle of lube from it and popped the cap, squeezing a good dollop onto her fingers. She closed the bottle and tossed it aside as she brought her hand to my crotch. Her fingers slipped past the waistband of my panties and pressed against my ass, surprising me as she slipped in a couple of inches.

“How's that feel?”

I had given up trying to rationalize it, trying to figure out what was happening to me, why it had this kind of effect on me.

“Feels—” I moaned, “feels good, Mistress.”

She smiled and worked her finger deeper, my butt relaxing as she stretched me out. She added another finger and my body shuddered as she added a third finger, the pressure of her digits on my prostate making me melt as she pumped her fingers in and out of me.

“Your ass is so tight,” she said. “Like a maiden’s pussy, waiting to get her cherry popped.”

Before I could respond, she swung her body around, pinning me now with her knees instead of her hands, her crotch hovering just above my face. I’ll be honest in saying I’ve never given a woman the pleasure of cunnilingus, seems selfish, I know. But with Chloe, I didn’t hesitate to bury my tongue in her as she lowered her hips.

I was rewarded with a loud groan from Chloe as I slowly worked my tongue around, teasing her bud with the tip of my tongue. She had pinned my arms out to my sides and I was helpless to resist her. Chloe had taken charge of me.

My body shook from the intensity of her thrusts as my tongue explored the folds of her sex. It felt so good I could barely think. Chloe started grinding her crotch against my mouth and it didn't take long for her to start moaning.

She gripped my cock with her free hand, pumping it as she continued to finger my ass. The sensation was almost too much to bear, my body trembling and my legs twitching. It was the first time in a long time I felt so overwhelmed with pleasure. She had me under her complete control and I loved it. I felt like I was floating, my senses heightened, every touch and breath felt ten times more pleasurable. I could do nothing but lie there and enjoy it as she finger-fucked me, a puppet at her beck and call, and I was happy to be used.

She wrapped her lips around my cock and gave it a slow lick, the warmth of her tongue making me moan with anticipation, though muffled by her hot wet pussy that I still explored.

She started at the base, dragging her tongue up the shaft. Her hand was wrapped around it as she slowly bobbed her head up and down. Her tongue pressed against the sensitive head, teasing it as she swallowed me. My legs trembled, my hands clutching the sheets as my hips pushed into her. Her fingers dug into my thigh, nails piercing the skin as she moved her head, the sound of her slurping filling the air as I felt her throat squeeze me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

Chloe removed her mouth, leaving a strand of saliva connecting it to my cock.

“Mmm. I love your voice. You sound so cute and girly when you're getting your cock sucked and your ass fingered. Don't worry, Tressa. I'm not done with you yet.”

She grinned as she repositioned herself on top of me, turning to face me as she straddled my hips. She leaned over me, her hands on my chest as she lowered her head to my lips. She kissed me, our tongues wrapping around each other as I moaned into her mouth. I couldn't think, I couldn't see, I couldn't do anything but feel her lips against mine.

She guided me to her pussy, my tip pressed against her folds. I could feel the heat radiating off of her as she rubbed herself against me, my precum lubricating her as she moved her hips. My hands were on her waist, and when she didn't move any further I gripped her, pushing her down onto my cock. She let out a soft moan as I slipped inside her, her tightness making me tremble with pleasure.

“You like that, don't you Tressa?” she asked. “You like being inside me? Like being my girly cock-slave?”

I moaned, my eyes closing as my mind filled with her words. She had reduced me to nothing more than a tool to be used, and I loved it. She lifted herself up, giving me a moment to catch my breath before plunging back down. Her grip on my cock was tight, the sensation of her insides squeezing me sending shocks of pleasure through me as she started to ride me. I bucked my hips to match her, our rhythm fast as she bounced up and down. My hands wandered to her breasts, my fingers squeezing the plush mounds as my head fell back, overwhelmed with pleasure.

“That's it,” she said. “Play with them. Feel my tits while I ride you. I love seeing you like this, all obedient and submissive. Picture what it would be like to have breasts like mine.”

I rolled her nipple between my fingers as she slammed her pussy against me, our moans filling the room. She was so warm, so tight, I could have stayed inside her forever. She had her head thrown back, her breasts heaving as she kept her rhythm going. She had such control over me, I couldn't do anything but take whatever she had to give me. It felt like her pleasure was all that mattered. My fingers moved to her other nipple, pulling and pinching it. She let out a gasp, her pace slowing as her breathing grew heavier.

She leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine as she thrust herself against me. She wasn't moving any faster, but the sensations were more intense this way. I could feel every curve of her body against mine, her tongue wrestling with mine as her pussy milked my cock. I moaned into her mouth, her hand grabbing my chin as she guided me to look at the mirror, our reflection catching my attention. I was so lost in the moment, it was still hard to believe that the other woman in the mirror was me.

“Look at you,” she said. “So perfect. So beautiful. All mine.”

My eyes met hers in the reflection, my head tilting back as I moaned.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “I'm gonna—”

“Cum for me, Tressa,” Chloe commanded.

My back arched as I came, my vision filling with white. My legs twitched as my cock spasmed inside of her, sending streams of cum into the condom. She continued to move, riding me as she milked me for all I had.

“Fuck!” she moaned, her movements becoming erratic.

Her eyes closed, her fingernails digging into my chest as her pussy contracted around my cock, sending a new wave of pleasure through me as her orgasm hit her. My hips bucked on instinct, driving my cock deeper inside her as she came on me, our breathing growing heavier as the afterglow of our shared climax filled us.

She fell onto me, her lips pressing to mine as our tongues tangled together in a slow and lazy kiss. Her fingers ran along my side as she lay on top of me, our embrace tight as our kiss slowly came to an end. I was panting as she lifted herself up, my softening cock sliding out of her.

She rolled off of me and collapsed onto the bed beside me. She stretched her arms up above her head and let out a loud, satisfied moan.

“I haven't come like that in ages,” she said with a grin.

I was too exhausted to reply. My eyes were already closing.

“Sleep,” she said, wrapping her arm around me and pulling me close. “Have wonderful dreams.”

I nuzzled into her, resting my head on her chest as I felt sleep pull me under. The last thing I remembered was Chloe kissing my forehead.

Chloe was gone when I woke up. Sun streaked in through the open window. Her suitcases were nowhere to be seen. I was still wearing the clothes she dressed me up in, though one of the heels had come off in the night and the wig was barely on my head. As I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, I spotted a card on the nightstand, addressed to “Trevor”.

Trevor,

Let me begin by sharing my deepest gratitude for trusting me. I was a stranger to you and you opened yourself up to me. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. I haven’t woken up sore like that in a while.

I requested a late checkout, so you have plenty of time to clean yourself up before they come for the room. I left makeup wipes for you in the bathroom. Your clothes are where you left them.

The wig, shoes, and attire are yours to keep, my parting gift to you. There’s a small duffle bag by your clothes, so you don’t have to walk out of the hotel with them in your hand. Though the thought of you sneaking through the Imperia with bright red high heels and a wig made me smile.

I didn’t want to leave you like this. Trust me, you were the most fun I’ve had in ages.

I’ll ring you next time I find myself in your area. Hopefully soon. I’d love to get another drink with you and, if you get good with makeup and practice walking in heels, I might have to give you more than just a couple of fingers.

Chloe

PS: You have my number. If you feel so inclined, send me pics the next time you dress—if you do, that is.

PPS: I did see the video on your phone when I sat down next to you on the plane ;)

I sighed as I set the letter down on the bed and stared up at the ceiling. I had zero doubts about keeping the clothes. I couldn’t believe how oblivious I’d been to myself, as if I had spent my life standing in the room and facing the corner. Chloe had turned me around and showed me what I was missing out on.

Carefully, I stripped out of the clothes and showered, removing any trace of the makeup. The bag was there, as she said in her letter, so I returned to my own hotel room wondering how I should spend the rest of my weekend here in Veridian Springs. In the end, I did what I had planned to do: float by the pool, have some drinks, gamble, and then feast at a way-too-expensive restaurant.

I wasn’t people-watching so much as I was looking out for Chloe when I arrived at the airport. Casually scanning the lines at the TSA checkpoint, glancing at each gate I walked past to see if I could spot her there, heading off to her next destination. I knew she was already gone, though, having left the day before.

I checked my phone once more when I found a seat at my gate. I had texted her only once yesterday, basically thanking her for opening my mind and for, well, everything. But she hadn’t responded and I knew better than to keep messaging her. I had considered wearing the clothes again last night, but it just wasn’t the same without her.

Just like my flight down to Veridian Springs, I got to board early with the ritzy passengers. I didn’t see her on the plane, and simply sighed and put my headphones on as two obviously hungover dudes took the seats next to me.

As the plane took off, my mind drifted and I played back the memories of getting to know the woman in the seat next to mine.


AFTERWORD

Thank you for reading The Woman in the Seat Next to Mine, I hope you enjoyed it!

For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena
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