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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

James was at home alone when he got an inkling to do something he’d done many times before, but it wasn’t often that he had the house to himself. He lived with his older sister Samantha and their mother Rachel. The three of them were plenty busy, running in and out of the house at all times of day, but that afternoon James was confident he would have at least three hours to himself, so he locked every latch on the front door and headed upstairs.

Once inside his room, James went over to his bed and got to his knees at its side. He reached his arm as far as it would go to grab a box that he kept pressed against the wall. It was an opaque turquoise box with a treasure trove of lingerie inside. He didn’t have time to wear his gorgeous possessions often, but it was always a treat when he did. He placed the box on his bed and lifted the lid, picking up a big pile of lingerie to rub against his cheeks.

He exhaled deeply as he dropped the lingerie back into the box. He looked over it more closely, picking out a sexy red pair. When James stripped naked, he was disappointed by how hairy his legs were beneath his jeans. He picked up his phone to check the clock, judging if he had enough time before someone came home. James decided to risk it. He went to the bathroom and pulled out a fresh razor from below a sink before walking over to the tub to run a shallow bath of hot water. He lathered his legs with shaving cream before dipping the razor into the steamy water, pulling the razor up his legs.

It took James twenty minutes to shave. He used the moisturizer on the bathroom counter to lather his burning skin. It instantly felt better, leaving him feeling sexy and refreshed. He posed in front of the mirror, admiring his slim body. He worked as a server and bartender and did his best not to eat too much free food. His mother stopped paying for his groceries long ago and complained endlessly if he dared touch her food, so he didn’t. He had snacks in his room, some emergency meals in the fridge, and fruit on the countertop. Everything else he got from work or a convenience store.

James wrapped a towel around his waist once he had enough of his reflection. He dropped the towel the second he walked through his bedroom door and went over to the red lingerie he picked out and left on the bed. He put the lingerie onto his smooth body, loving how the lacy fabric felt against his skin. He opened his desk drawer and pulled out a square mirror he kept inside, holding it above his head to get a better look at his body. His rod was already growing hard as he stared at himself, so he pressed his fingers against its outline to rub it, closing his eyes as he lost himself in the motions, but he stopped. He wasn’t ready to release. Not yet.

He got up and went over to his door, opening it slowly as he peeked out into the hallway. He listened closely to make sure nobody had arrived home while he was lost in the pleasure of his touch. Once he was confident nobody else was home, he snuck out of his room and went down the hall to his sister’s room. She had a gorgeous collection of clothing, and James wasn’t afraid to help himself when nobody was home.

He found one of Samantha’s skirts with a loose waistline and pulled it up his legs before taking one of her oversized blouses off the hanger. James tied the bottom of the blouse to expose his waist. He would never leave the house like this, but it always made him feel so feminine and lovely when he dressed up. He stepped out of his sister’s bedroom wearing the blouse and skirt. He walked on his toes like he was in a pair of heels, going to the kitchen for a glass of ice water.

It was then that there was a knock on the door. Water sprayed from James’s mouth as he caught his breath. He glanced at the door with horror-stricken eyes. If it was his sister or mom, they would have just come in. Their keys turning in the locks would give him enough notice to get Samantha’s clothes back to her closet before he got caught, but this was someone else.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

James clutched his chest in a dramatic fashion as he tried to hide, but where could he possibly go? He gripped the counter as the banging continued.

“I can hear you in there!” a familiar voice bellowed. “My dad wants his money. No more playing around.”

Mike Taylor.

The son of James’s mom’s ex-boyfriend. They dated while he and Mike were in high school. Mike was a year older than James and had been ahead by one year at their high school. Mike’s father and James’s mother thought that buying a failing restaurant would be a good idea even though they both had full-time jobs. It was mostly James’s mom’s idea, so Mike’s dad Don had gotten it into his head that Rachel should pay him back the money he burned buying the business in the first place. Rachel refused to pay back the money, telling Don that the business represented their passion for life and for each other, but it’d burned out like their love. The money was simply collateral damage.

“Go away, Mike! My mom isn’t home!”

“James?” Mike asked as his voice softened. “I haven’t seen you in forever! How are you doing?”

“I was doing fine until you knocked on the door!”

“Let me write a note and take a picture of it in your kitchen. My dad won’t leave me alone unless he knows that I’ve been here.”

“Absolutely not!” James screeched. “Go away, Mike!” It was then that his heart dropped to the pits of his stomach. Keys were turning in the locks seconds later. “Mike! What are you doing?”

“My dad gave me the keys!”

“You can’t come in here, Mike!” James hollered and raced to push against the door, looking down at himself as panic ran through him. What in the world was he going to do? He untied the blouse as he pushed his back up against the door. He didn’t want Mike to see him like this, but he had keys to their house! How had they not changed them since Rachel dumped Don? James’s panic deepened as the last lock clicked and Mike began pushing on the door to open it. “Stop it, Mike! This is trespassing!”

“How is it trespassing if I have a key?”

“It is! You can’t do this!”

Mike laughed as he continued pushing relentlessly. James was strong enough to hold him back for a minute, but Mike won in the end. James tumbled to the floor as the door flew open. He gasped as he caught himself, feeling shame crawl over his skin like goosebumps in the cold. He couldn’t bring himself to turn and look at Mike who had yet to utter a word.

“Leave! Please!”

“James? What—”

“Don’t say anything! Just go!”

Mike kneeled next to James and touched his shoulders. He tried to shake him away, but Mike kept his hands where they were. “It’s okay. I’m just confused why you’re wearing that.”

James shook his head as tears burned in his eyes. This was so humiliating. What could he say? How could he explain to Mike that he liked to dress as a girl? That there was a woman named Judy who lived in his heart? He curled his fingers into fists as he took a deep breath. “If you tell anyone about this, I’ll kill you!” James said as he got to his feet, pointing a finger in Mike’s face. “Take your photo. Do whatever you need, but you better not say a word!”

Mike passed his fingers over his mouth like he was zipping it shut, but the damage had already been done for James. He stormed out of the living room and went back to his bedroom to change out of the skirt, blouse, and lingerie. Hot tears ran down his cheeks as he put on his jeans and a T-shirt. He was going to say something to Mike after putting the clothes back in Samantha’s room, but when he got to the kitchen, Mike was gone.


CHAPTER 2

Mike still couldn’t believe what he’d seen. The short skirt. The red lingerie. That top. When Mike first looked at James, he thought he’d caught him with a girl. Then it turned out that the girl was James. Mike didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t stop thinking about James in that skirt and lingerie no matter how hard he tried. Mike almost wanted to take James shopping to buy him even cuter clothes to make him look even better as a girl, but then Mike thought of his ambitions. The information Mike had was gold, and he knew that he could get James to do whatever he wanted with it.

Rachel, James’s mother, worked at the top real-estate agency in the city. As much as Mike loved working at his father’s car dealership (not really), he longed to work at Rachel’s real-estate agency. When she was dating Mike’s father, she would take him to open houses. He would watch in awe as she convinced people to buy homes, but what impressed him even more was how much people loved shopping for houses. He would get an excited customer at the car dealership every once in a while, but most people hated cars and thought of him as dishonest from the very beginning. He would never forget how people acted with Rachel: excited, eager, and willing to spend. It wasn’t the same at the car dealership.

Mike hadn’t always been this way, though. He once longed to take over his father’s car dealerships. Once upon a time, he looked up to his dad and thought he was the greatest guy in the world. That nobody could hold a candle to him. Mike would never forget that day he sold his first car. It was a used car at the back of the lot, but selling it was a rush. The man, an older guy looking for something basic to get him from point A to point B, paid cash. Mike was counting his commission as he led the man to the door.

It'd been a whirlwind for Mike that first year. He was so in love with earning commissions and impressing his father that he didn’t think much about the fact that he hated selling cars. He hated how customers tried to outsmart him, how they ridiculed aspects of the vehicles, and just how much they hated spending money on cars in general. It wasn’t until the second or third year at the dealership that he began questioning what he was doing with his life. Mike loved being in sales, but he could no longer pretend to love selling cars.

He kept going back to those weekend and evening adventures with Rachel to her open houses. The best times were the ones where the clients would put in an offer before they even left the house. Mike loved how they would just look over glaring flaws to buy the homes of their dreams. After a few years at the dealership, he began to realize that he wasn’t passionate about selling cars like he’d been in the beginning, but how could he break that news to his father?

Mike didn’t know what to do as he paced his condo. He went over to the sliding glass door and stared out to the grassy field that backed up to his building. It was a simple two-bedroom condo in a complex with a shared pool and tennis court. His father lived in a nicer complex down the road, but they each got a place around the time that Don and Rachel broke up, which was the year after Mike graduated from high school. He felt like a baller living in his own condo, working at the car dealership, and enjoying ultimate freedom, but a man could only have so many parties before they began to feel stale.

He opened the sliding glass door and stepped onto his balcony, gripping the wooden railing as he gazed out to the patch of grassy land. He couldn’t cross his father. Don would never forgive him, but Mike couldn’t imagine a future where he worked at only the car dealership. Mike went round and round in his head about how he could use this leverage he had over James to get a job at the agency where Rachel worked without pissing off his dad for leaving the car dealership. It seemed like an impossible tightrope to walk, but Mike was determined to make it happen, even though he didn’t want to hurt his father’s feelings. He’d promised him a million times that he would take over the dealerships, but what if he could make even more selling houses? Should he not be able to explore that as an option?

Mike wasn’t sure how he was going to proceed, but his gut was rumbling. It was telling him that he had to take a shot in the dark. He couldn’t sit on the sidelines and watch his life pass him by without at least trying. He could always return to the dealership if things didn’t work out… if his father allowed it. Mike shook away the dark possibility Don would disown him and went inside to make a more detailed plan of how he was going to get a job at Wilson & Associates with Rachel.


CHAPTER 3

“What did Rachel tell you?” Don asked a few days later when he and Mike went for breakfast. “Did you get the money?”

This was a conversation they’d had a million times. Don sent Mike to collect the money he thought Rachel owed him, and she always told Mike that she didn’t have it and never would. Mike was fiercely in his father’s corner after he and Rachel first broke up, but his intent had waned over the years. Now that Mike had a few girlfriends under his belt, he wasn’t sure that he would ask them for any money back after starting a joint venture just because it was her idea. That wasn’t love. The longer Don let the conflict drag on, the more pity Mike felt for his father. He hadn’t been in a serious relationship since Rachel broke up with him for cheating behind her back, and Mike had a feeling that his dad was still licking his wounds, wishing he could turn back the clocks of time to never sleep with those cheap dates, but that was Don’s issue.

He was a man who loved proving his status by throwing his money around and making it work for him. That arrogance had given him a chain of car dealerships, but it also cost him countless relationships. People didn’t trust Don. They thought he was slimy and bossy and full of himself, but somehow Rachel saw past all those flaws and loved him dearly. She did everything for Don. She washed his clothes, cooked him meals, and always looked like a million bucks. She was the perfect woman to have on his arm, and he threw it all away for some girls who wanted nothing from him except handbags, which he happily provided in exchange for sex.

Mike almost hated his father as he sat across from him that morning at breakfast. If Don hadn’t driven a wedge between their families, he could still be James’s friend. He could have a job at Wilson & Associates without betraying his father. He could have his cake and eat it too, even if it meant not having his condo, but Mike honestly didn’t even care about the condo. Sometimes he felt lonely when he was at home with nobody else around. He would love to still be under the same roof as James and Samantha. They used to watch movies, play games, and chat about life. Now they were all divided, each living their own lives, never coming together like they did in the good ol’ days before Don messed up everything by getting his dick wet.

“Dad, have you ever thought about giving up on the money?”

“Why in the world would I do that?” Don snapped.

“I’m just saying, it’s been over five years since you guys broke up, and it’s not like you’re missing the money. She’s never going to give it to you.”

Don looked at his son carefully. Mike knew he was playing with fire by suggesting such a thing, but he couldn’t stand the feud. He wanted the temperatures to come down so that he could get the job of his dreams. Their area was filled with million-dollar homes, and those sellers went straight to Wilson & Associates when they wanted a realtor. Mike could already see the commissions hitting his bank account when he let himself drift off into a daydream.

“It’s a matter of principle, Mike. We never would have spent that money if she hadn’t come to me with her stupid, frivolous idea. I told her at the time that we shouldn’t do it, but did she listen? No, she didn’t! So, guess what? She owes me that money fair and square.”

“Dad, please. It’s embarrassing to go over there and ask her for the money.”

“What’s going on with you, Mike? Are you questioning my decisions? Do I need to remind you who bought you that condo where you so peacefully live? If it weren’t for me, you’d be living on the street!”

Mike clenched his eyes shut, trying his best not to react, but spit flew from his father’s lips and sprayed his face. It was disgusting. He wouldn’t give up his mission, though. Those five-figure commissions were on his mind. He would get them one way or another, even if it meant selling his condo and giving his father back the money. He would figure out a way to make it on his own if push came to shove. Mike didn’t fear the world. Not as much as he feared missing out on the possibilities of more. He was a salesman. A much better one than his father, and if his father could build an empire, why couldn’t he? Mike aspired to be like the owners of Wilson & Associates, Eric and Molly Wilson. Molly was the true star. She built the business from nothing and let her husband come along for the ride. Mike read about how she leveraged relationship after relationship to become the highest-earning and most ruthless broker in the area.

There was also the subject of James and how Mike had found him dressed up, but he still hadn’t quite wrapped his head around how much he liked it. How he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it and how he could manipulate James into helping him facilitate his desires. Mike felt terrible when he thought of using James, but maybe they could both get some pleasure out of the arrangement along the way.

“You’re right, father,” Mike said to reset the conversation. If his father was anything, it was a hothead. He couldn’t be reasoned with when he got into a mood, especially if there was no money for him to earn in the exchange.

“Damn right I’m right. Don’t wuss out on me now, Mike. We’re going to get that money from Rachel one way or another, you understand me? She had no right asking for it in the first place.”

“How do you suppose we get it if both her lawyers and yours agree that you have no grounds to sue?”

“Hush!” Don said and slapped his hand against the table. “How dare you bring up what those incompetent lawyers said. Of course I have grounds to sue! I can sue whoever the hell I want!” Don fixed his eyes on his son with a level of contempt Mike rarely saw, but Don didn’t much enjoy how his son was coming after him. He was up to something. He could feel it. At that moment, Don felt he’d spoiled his son far too much in life. Mike had no idea what it meant to struggle. He had no idea what it felt like to claw his way out of the depths of poverty, monsters trying to pull him back down each time he got a little closer to the sun. “You’re not telling me everything. What happened when you went over there? Did you and Rachel make some plans behind my back? Don’t make me remind you what will happen if you dare cross me.”

“Nobody is crossing you, dad! You’re always so paranoid.”

Don narrowed his eyes. He could tell his son was lying, but about what? Would he have to cut him out of the will? Don thought he’d taught his son better. Did he not know how ruthless Don could be when someone crossed him?

“I’m serious, dad! I just don’t like going over to Rachel’s house is all. She was always nice to me. Isn’t the love you two had payment enough?”

Don grunted. He did miss that gorgeous woman. She was perfect, and he’d fucked it all up. She was just as ruthless as him in business. Not quite as successful, but she had no problems paying her bills. She also dressed the part, looking fabulous wherever she went. She cooked for him, washed his clothes, and pampered him like he was a boy. It was magnificent, but then his insecurities took hold. A little voice in his head told him his life couldn’t be so perfect, so he ruined it and lost the woman of his dreams.

“I’ll think about letting go of the debt,” said Don.

“It’d be in your best interest. Hanging on to the past does no good for anyone.”

“You’re right, but I miss Rachel.”

“What do you want me to say?” Mike asked, trying not to remind his father of how he’d been the one to cheat on her. Multiple times. “You don’t have to say anything,” his father said. “Let’s finish our breakfast in peace. I’ll let you know what we do next.”

“Okay,” Mike said and picked up his glass of orange juice, thinking that it was about time he found a way to use James’s secret against him now that he knew his father was weaker on his revenge than expected.


CHAPTER 4

Mike: Come over to my place. I have something for you.

James covered his mouth when a picture of a lacy white thong appeared on the screen. He hadn’t heard from Mike since that day he boldly entered their home without permission. James hated spending his money on the house but got their locks changed the next day. His mother was outraged when he told her what happened. She couldn’t believe that Mike would just walk in, but maybe he was becoming more like his father, she thought to herself. She helped James cover the cost of the locks, silently wondering why he was acting so frantic, but she let the moment go without a second thought. Rachel was far too busy with her own life to spend a bunch of time preoccupied with what her children were doing now that they were adults.

James had no idea what to do about Mike sending him a picture of the thong, but he had a feeling blackmail would come. Mike and his father were terrible. They were greasy and slimy. Pretty much the scum of the Earth. James wished he’d never put on that skirt and blouse. He wished he’d changed the locks when they first moved out. He kept wondering why his mother hadn’t done that. She was a real-estate agent after all. Didn’t she know how important it was to change the locks after a breakup? They’d gotten into a little argument about what’d gone down, but what could James do about it now? Mike knew the truth.

James: Leave me alone, Mike! Please

Mike: No way

James: I’m begging you.

Mike: Does this mean you’re gay? I thought you liked girls. Maybe you could keep my mouth shut with a favor.

James coughed on the air as he tried to catch his breath. He couldn’t believe what he was reading. Mike had never once indicated that he was even a tiny bit gay, and now he wanted favors from him? What was this? James squeezed his phone as he tried to process what was happening, but it was impossible. It wasn’t fair. If he’d never put on those clothes, none of this would be happening. Mike wouldn’t be holding his secret over his head in exchange for sexual favors. James about cried, but he couldn’t be so weak. He had to fight back against this madness.

James: You can’t do this to me!

Mike: Get your butt over here. We need to talk. No favors needed. Damn, bro. Can’t you take a joke?

Mike attached a map to his message. He knew that his dad had bought him a condo, but he’d never gone to see it. Once they moved out, he had to take his mother’s side. She was so hurt when everything fell apart that James and his sister Samantha promised her they would never speak to Mike again. Then Don started sending Mike over to ask for the money, which turned into an even bigger mess. Rachel got lawyers involved. Don did too. It became a full-on battle between the rivaling clans, so James’s friendship with Mike had fallen to the wayside, but what he was doing now took things to an entirely new level. James had no idea how he would get out of this. All he knew was that he would never win if he didn’t go to Mike’s place right now to see what he had to say, so he slipped on his shoes and left.

***

“Tell me what you want,” James said when he stepped into Mike’s condo. It was nicer than he expected. Stone countertops. Stainless steel appliances. A huge sliding glass door that looked out onto a grassy field with a small pond. There was another apartment complex on the other side of the land. James thought Mike was lucky to have such a tranquil view in a condominium. “I’m not wearing that gift you bought me.”

“You sure? I bought them just for you.”

“Shut up, Mike!”

“Don’t get upset,” Mike said and wrapped an arm over James’s shoulder as he led him to the sliding glass door. “Why don’t we step outside and talk?”

“Whatever you want to say to me can be said inside.”

“Don’t be like that. We used to be best friends pretty much.”

“What choice did I have?” James asked smugly. “You were always around.”

“You make it sound like being around me was the worst thing in the world.”

“It certainly feels like it today.”

“Oh, James! You’re so dramatic. Have you always been this dramatic?” Mike asked, trying to goad James as best he could. He loved seeing him sweat. Mike didn’t care that James like to wear sexy women’s clothing. In fact, he was rather curious about James after seeing that red lingerie beneath his skirt. It’d been on his mind a lot since that day he opened James’s front door without his permission, which wasn’t the kindest thing to do, but he’d been following his father’s orders.

“Why did you call me over here?”

“I want to make a deal with you.”

James scoffed. “Like I would ever make a deal with you, Mike. Your father is the biggest asshole in the world. What does he need with my mom’s money? He has plenty of his own.”

“That’s what I told him, and if you’d listen to me, you would find out that I have a plan to get him to stop asking for your mom’s money once and for all.”

“Yeah? How are you going to do that?” asked James.

Mike leaned over. “First things first, you’re going to have to put on that thong I got you, but that’s not all.”

James looked at Mike sharply. “What’s not all?”

“I bought you a sexy outfit to wear.”

“You what?”

“Do you want to see it?” Mike asked with a devilish smirk on his face. “It’s in my bedroom.”

“Why did you get me an outfit? What does this have to do with getting your dad to stop harassing my mom over the money he invested into their business. It wasn’t like she just went out and spent his money on nonsense.”

“That’s what I tell him,” Mike said with a sigh. “At least that’s what I’ve been telling him recently, and I think he’s starting to listen.”

James couldn’t help but laugh. “Your father doesn’t listen to anyone. Why do you think he’ll listen to you?”

“He’s my dad.”

“Yeah, which is why he’s even less likely to listen to you,” James said with an even bigger burst of laughter.

“Look, I have leverage on you, so this is what’s going to happen,” Mike said sternly. “You’re going to convince your mom to write my father an apology letter. She obviously can’t admit fault in the letter. Just make her write something like she’d would like to move on from the past and stop with the hate.”

James wanted to say that he would never go against his mother, but how could he when Mike had a secret to hang over his head? “You want me to ask my mother to write your father an apology letter? Can you imagine how well that might go over?”

“You’re the only one who can convince her, or would you rather I tell everyone your secret?”

“Why are you doing this to me, Mike? What do you care if my mom and your dad make up? Why can’t we just let them fight it out until they forget about it entirely?”

“That would be too easy,” said Mike.

James was skeptical of why Mike truly wanted this, but he had him backed into a corner with the blackmail. James couldn’t escape it no matter what he tried, and part of him did want to put on that white thong and whatever else Mike bought. A brilliant idea popped into his head about how he could turn the tables on Mike.

“If I do this, you’ll leave me alone about the clothes?”

“Yep,” he said. “You have my word.”

“Hopefully that’s enough,” James said. “So, what did you buy me?”

“You really want to see?”

“Yes! Don’t you want to see me put it on?” James asked.

Mike rubbed his cock without thinking, catching himself when it was already too late. James saw what he did, intrigued about the power he could have over Mike if sex were involved. A man could become weak seeking pleasure.

“I thought we could have a little fun,” James said, sensing he could gain the upper hand in this exchange before long. “Isn’t that why you bought me girl clothes to wear?”

“Yeah,” Mike said, returning his hand to the outline of his stiffened cock. That image of James in a skirt and a red thong flashed in his mind, distracting him like a fever dream. “I really want to see you wear what I got.”

“Then show me,” James said and placed his hand on Mike’s leg. He’d always been curious about what it would be like to be with a man as his womanly half Judy. James had always been attracted to men but never acted on those feelings. He considered himself bisexual, his preferences leaning toward women, but if Mike wanted to dress him up, who better to be his first taste of another man?

Mike stood from his chair and grabbed James’s hand to drag him inside. He pulled him all the way to his bedroom and pushed him onto the bed before going to his closet to grab the clothes he bought. James watched with wide eyes as Mike returned from his closet with a short, pleated plaid skirt and a white blouse for him to wear. He’d even bought a pair of white stockings with lace trim to match the thong from the picture.

“It’s like a schoolgirl outfit!” James hollered as he took the clothes from Mike. “Is this a fantasy of yours?”

“I don’t know what it is. I’m not gay,” Mike said, even though James could see his hard cock pressing against the fly of his jeans, begging to escape. “It’s just… that day I came over to your house. I can’t stop thinking about how you looked in that skirt.”

“How did I look?” James asked as he crossed his legs. “Did you see something you liked?”

“Shut up, dude.”

James couldn’t get over how adorable Mike looked when his cheeks were burning bright red. He had nothing to be embarrassed about since this would be a new experience for both of them. “Believe it or not, I’ve never been with a man, but I’m willing to do you a favor or two if it’ll put this nonsense about the money behind us.”

“Are you lying? You’ve never been with a man?”

James shook his head as he stared into Mike’s eyes, not hiding from the truth even for a second. James had been with several women, but he never once told any of them about his crossdressing. He was looking for that special person who would understand him and respect him for becoming Judy.

“I’m surprised,” said Mike.

“I like girls. You know that,” said James.

“Yeah, but I don’t know. You do have some feminine tendencies.”

“What can I say?” James asked as his eyes sparkled. Now that he wasn’t afraid, he felt in control. He had a plan and was just spinning his web, waiting for Mike to get caught in his trap. “There’s a girl living in my soul, and her name is Judy.”

“Judy? Are you fucking with me right now?”

“Absolutely not! She’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember, and she would love to try on those clothes. I still can’t believe you bought them. I guess it shouldn’t be a surprise,” James said as he stood from the bed with the clothes and his hands and walked to the bedroom door.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Mike asked with a snarled lip.

James shrugged, feeling the woman within him rise to the surface. “Oh, nothing. It doesn’t mean a thing. I’m going to go change now. Why don’t you go ahead and take off those clothes while you wait for me?” James asked with a wink.

Mike made a goofy noise as he pulled off his shirt and launched himself to the bed. James left him to step into the bathroom to change. He kept his skin smooth, so he didn’t need to shave. He examined the clothes Mike bought him more closely, impressed that the pieces were from known brands and not some second-rate knockoffs. James slipped on the white thong first. It fit perfectly. Then he pulled the plaid skirt up his legs and put on the white blouse, wetting his hand to style his hair in the mirror.

James’s hair was short, but he could make it look more feminine with the right angles. Once he was satisfied, he stopped to stare at himself, feeling like Judy had come to life. He longed to buy himself a wig and heels and a bunch of makeup, but at the same time, James didn’t need all that to feel like Judy. He felt like her every time he put on a skirt or even if he just wrapped a sheet around his body like a dress. Judy was strong in his soul, and he couldn’t wait to introduce her to Mike.

Judy opened the bathroom door and stepped out into the hallway, looking right and left. She took a deep breath before heading back to Mike’s room. He was exactly how she’d instructed him to be. Naked, available, and stretched out on his bed.

“Mmm, what a lovely sight,” Judy said in a voice she used to chat with naughty boys online. It was light, airy, and feminine, and Judy loved how shocked Mike looked when he heard her speak. “I hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long.”

Mike shook his head vigorously. “No, not at all.” Mike held his hand around his stiff cock as he rubbed it slowly, watching as Judy got closer. He moaned when she got onto the bed and crawled between his legs. “You ever suck a cock?”

“Never,” she said. “You’ll be my first.”

“Fuck, that’s so hot.”

Judy smiled before swatting Mike’s hand out of the way. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked it as she stared into his eyes, loving how turned on he looked, like he couldn’t get enough of her before they’d even begun. “You ever have your cock sucked by a girl like me?”

“No, but you look so fucking hot right now, and that voice. It makes me so hard.”

“Call me Judy,” she said. “That’s my name.”

Mike groaned and curled his toes. He had a beefy body. Muscles, a thick waist, big arms, huge legs, and a surprisingly thick cock. It wasn’t the longest in the world, but Judy found the sight of it surprisingly enticing. She moved forward until her lips were millimeters from his shiny tip. She stuck out her tongue and licked away the precum leaking out of his cock. He gasped when her tongue made contact, pushing his hand into her hair.

“You want this cock, Judy?”

“Yes!” she said in a slutty breath, carefully reaching into the waistline of her skirt to grab her cell phone. She looked up Mike’s body, seeing that his eyes were closed and knew this was her moment. She stared into the camera with her lips wrapped around Mike’s cock, making sure that his face was also in the shot before snapping the picture. She took several before he noticed what was happening.

Mike yanked himself away, sitting upright against his bedroom wall. “What the fuck? Did you just take a picture of me?”

“Yep!” Judy said smugly as she tossed her cell phone to the floor. “Consider it leverage. If you ever try anything like this again after I get my mom to write a letter, I’ll share that photo with everyone.”

Mike covered himself, now feeling exposed and vulnerable. He couldn’t believe Judy would have the nerve to take a picture of his cock in her mouth, but it was done. He hopped off the bed, grabbed the phone from the floor, and demanded that Judy delete the photos. She refused. She smiled as she relaxed on the bed. “How can you be angry when you blackmailed me?”

“I bought you an outfit!”

Judy sighed as she rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. “What are clothes worth if I can’t trust you? What would you have done if you were in my shoes?”

“Not this!” Mike boomed. He dropped the phone to cover his crotch, but he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

Judy could tell that he was pissed, but this was her ace card. She had to have something over him if he knew her secret. “Are we done here, or are you coming back to bed?”

Mike glanced at the phone and at Judy. She was running her fingers up and down her legs, pulling up the skirt seductively as she stared at him. Now that Judy had leverage on Mike, she was more than a little curious about what it would be like to fool around with him. She rolled over to her back as he gazed at her. She pulled up her skirt completely to expose her white thong.

“What do you think of your gift, Mike? Does it look good on me?” Judy asked in a soft, whispery voice. “Does it look sexy?”

“Very much so,” Mike said as he staggered closer to Judy, losing sight of why he’d been angry. “Show me your cock.”

“Yeah? You want to see it?”

“Show it to me,” Mike demanded in a sterner voice. “It’s the least you can do seeing as I bought those clothes.”

“I love your taste,” Judy said as she pressed her fingers against her cock, wondering how much of it that Mike could see through the thin layer of fabric covering her crotch. “You made me look like a slutty schoolgirl.”

“Show me your cock,” Mike said as he walked closer to the bed. He dropped his hands. He was rock hard, and Judy couldn’t take her eyes off the delicious sight in front of her. She loved how his thick cock swung from side to side as he approached the bed. “Aren’t you going to listen to me?” Judy bit her lip and shook her head. “No?” Judy shook her head again, teasing him. Making him come to her, and that was exactly what he did.

Mike reached up Judy’s skirt and yanked down her white thong. He threw it over his shoulder before leaning down to flip up her skirt. He wrapped his hand around Judy’s hard cock, loving how it was feminine and perfectly trimmed. He couldn’t believe that he had a cock in his hand, but Judy’s was different. He looked into her eyes, imagining what she would look like with longer hair and big tits, and he loved the image he saw in his mind. “I’m going to buy you more clothes… if you’ll let me.”

“Yeah? You want me to be your doll?”

“Maybe,” Mike said with a grunt. “Sue me.”

“I’m not mad. I would love for you to buy me clothes… as long as you let me pick them out.”

“We can pick them out together,” Mike said as he mindlessly stroked Judy’s cock. He loved how her balls were smooth and tight against her body. He loved how her cock looked poking out from beneath the skirt. “We need to get you some heels so you can give me a lap dance.”

“Is that all you want from me? A good time?”

“It’s definitely on the list,” Mike said as he moved his lips closer to Judy’s cock, preparing himself to put a cock in his mouth for the first time. It was impossible to imagine that his life had come to this and that he was enjoying it, but Mike was tired of denying himself the life he deserved. He worked a job he hated, never kept a girlfriend, and now he had this. He didn’t know what this was exactly, but he would keep an open mind. His cock was hard, and he was horny, so what did the rest of it matter?

Judy moaned deeply when Mike wrapped his lips around her cock, moving her dick deep into his mouth. She gripped the sheets as her tip pushed against the back of his throat. A man had never sucked her cock, but there was something about Mike’s thick, hunky body that turned her on endlessly. She arched her lower back and panted in a breathy moan as Mike bobbed his head. She kept having flashes of herself with big tits, long hair, manicured nails, and jewelry. Tons of jewelry. She had to go all the way. She wanted to become Mike’s girl.

“Yes! Your mouth feels so good!”

Mike moaned on her cock as he bobbed his head, losing himself in the movements. He didn’t want to stop, but it sounded like Judy was about to cum, and he needed to feel inside of her mouth before she did, so he pulled his mouth off her cock and snapped his fingers as he pointed at the floor.

“Get on your knees.”

Judy was in a daze as she slowly climbed off the bed and got to her knees where Mike was pointing. She would do whatever he asked of her. She felt submissive and willing as she sat on her knees and dropped her ass to the ground, watching Mike with stars in her eyes as he walked over to her to put his cock in her face.

“Open your mouth.”

“Yes,” she said in a breath as she parted her lips. Mike grabbed her by her short hair and shoved his cock all the way to the back of her throat. She moaned on his dick as it stuffed her mouth. She couldn’t believe how much she loved having Mike dominate her mouth, but it awakened something primal within her. Something that she couldn’t wait to explore with him. Mike pulled out to his tip before shoving his thick cock to the back of her throat again.

“You look so fucking sexy sucking my cock. Cum with me.”

Judy grabbed her cock and stroked it as Mike fucked her mouth. She reached up his body with her free hand. She gripped his firm torso before scraping her nails against his manly physique, desperate to swallow every drop of his cum.

“I’m close. Whenever you’re ready,” Judy said when Mike pulled out of her mouth to slap her cheek with his cock. “Cum in my mouth.”

“Yeah? You want my cum?”

“I need it,” she said.

“Fuck, you turned into one little slut, didn’t you?”

“I’m your slut. Your girl.”

“Say that again,” Mike said. “You’re so much hotter as a chick. I still can’t wrap my head around it, but I love how you suck my cock, and I can’t wait to buy you more clothes.”

“Make me your doll,” Judy said as she stared at Mike with hopeful eyes. She couldn’t believe what had become of their relationship, but she couldn’t run. She was stuck. This rendezvous changed her completely. She would never be able to go a day without thinking how good it felt to have Mike’s thick dick pressing against the back of her throat.

Mike’s grip on Judy’s hair tightened as cum started flowing through his dick. “You’re going to be my doll, girl. Don’t forget it,” Mike said, his voice rising as he finally came. Strand after strand of his thick cum hit the back of Judy’s throat as he held her hair in his fingers, and he loved how she swallowed every fucking drop.

Judy dropped back and licked her lips as she kept her legs spread wide. She stroked her cock as she rubbed her chest like she actually had tits, but the sounds leaving her mouth were so sexy Mike couldn’t look away. He watched as Judy moaned and stroked her cock until cum was flying from the tip, covering the floor with thick globs of white goo.

“That was so hot,” Mike said and pulled Judy to her feet to give her a big kiss. “I meant it when I said you’ll be my doll.”

“Good,” she said. “I’ve always dreamed of having a boy to spoil me.”

“You don’t have to keep dreaming. You have one now.”

Judy went limp in Mike’s arms as she leaned on him for support, letting him kiss her as much as he desired. She was now his. She hoped that he wouldn’t cross her again, but only time would tell.


CHAPTER 5

Mike was rattled with nerves as he approached the restaurant where everyone from Wilson & Associates ate lunch. It was a popular Mexican restaurant named Casa Bella. They had excellent lunch specials. A ton of offices nearby were filled with workers who needed to eat on their breaks or have quick business meetings away from the office. Mike felt like a stalker for knowing that Rachel would be having lunch when he walked through the doors of Casa Bella, but he had to talk to her. He couldn’t keep working for his dad. He’d lost the passion for selling cars ages ago and needed help getting out of it, but she also needed help getting Don off her back.

“Rachel! Is that you?” Mike asked, acting like he was stopping on his way to the bar, surprised to find her there, even though everyone knew she ate lunch at Casa Bella. “What are you doing here?”

Rachel narrowed her eyes, looking at Mike suspiciously. She wasn’t a fool. She could tell Mike was up to something, but what? Hadn’t it been enough that he broke into her house without permission? Now he was stalking her? This was a line too far, but Rachel didn’t make a scene.

“My son told me what you did.”

“I’m very sorry about that, but my father insisted I leave you a note and take a picture of it.”

“So, he told you it would be okay to break into my house?” Rachel asked. If she had colleagues around, she would have told Mike to keep walking, but now was the perfect time to put him in his place. He had no right breaking into her house. She honestly didn’t want him over there unless she let him in herself. “Your father is something else, Mike. I truly feel sorry for you that you have to deal with him so regularly, but I’ve already told him that he’ll never get that money back from me. In fact, why don’t you call him right now? Tell him you ‘happened to find me’ out and about and that I told you it was over. No money, no nothing,” Rachel said, using air quotes around the words happened to find me to emphasize to Mike that she didn’t think his presence at Casa Bella was a coincidence at all.

“I came to you because I have an idea,” Mike said as he glanced at the chair across from Rachel. She didn’t want him sitting next to her, but what choice did she have? Mike would keep harassing her, and to be honest, she was too lazy to go to the authorities about it. She wanted to avoid admitting fault in the restaurant business at all costs, so she avoided the conversation all together. “An idea to put this behind us once and for all.”

Rachel chuckled. “You really think your father will ever listen to you?”

“You underestimate me,” Mike said, feeling confident even though he was terrified. He’d been dreaming of this moment for weeks, wondering if it could all work out how he planned. The only hitch so far was how much he was falling for James, but what else could go wrong? “My father sounded interested in putting it behind us last we talked.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it. You’ve always been sweet, Mike, but your father is a difficult man, and men don’t change. I hope you don’t become exactly like him, but he’s sure doing a good job of training you.”

“If I can convince my father to drop the money, I want something from you in return.”

Laughter erupted from Rachel’s lips. “You sound rather confident of yourself, Mike. I’ll give you that much.”

“My father doesn’t want to fight. He’s still in love with you.”

“I don’t blame him. Have you seen me?”

“Rachel, please. I’m trying to have a serious conversation here.”

“How can it be serious when your father will never budge? He’s your dad, but I know the man quite well. We dated for many years,” Rachel said as she glanced at her paperwork, ready to move on from this conversation. She had a busy evening in front of her and didn’t want to spend any more time on Mike’s frivolous ideas that would never work. Don was a man Rachel had once loved deeply despite all his flaws, but he threw what they had out the window. “How about the next time he sends you to my house, you take a picture of a note in your own house instead of mine? You act like that man would ever notice the difference. If you don’t mind, I need to get back to work, and I would prefer it if you found somewhere else to eat.”

“Please, can’t we talk for a second?”

“I don’t have a second, Mike. I’m a busy woman with a full schedule. If you need something, you’ll have to call my assistant. She will be happy to help you with anything you need.”

Mike sat in the chair across from Rachel without her permission. He couldn’t leave Casa Bella until he let her know how badly he wanted a job at her agency. Wilson & Associates was the place to work in real estate. Mike had a ticket to the best if he could convince Rachel to help him reach his goals.

Rachel sighed. “Mike, I really need to work.”

“If you go out on a date with my dad, he will forget about the money. He misses you is all.”

“I don’t care how your father feels, Mike! Do you know how humiliating it was to find out he slept with those tramps? After everything I did for him! Can you imagine how badly that hurt?”

Mike hated seeing how hurt Rachel was because of his father’s behavior, but it didn’t surprise him. Don hurt people everywhere he went. Mike couldn’t give up on his objective, though, so he decided to take a different approach. “You were right about me knowing you would be here.”

“Of course you knew I would be here! I’ve been having lunch at Casa Bella for years. I don’t know what you want, but I’m not going out with your father. I never want to be in the same room as him again!”

“Rachel, it’s only one night. If I set it up, I won’t let him leave without getting it in writing that he won’t ever bother you about the money from the restaurant again.”

“Hmm,” Rachel said as she touched her chin. “I don’t know if that’s enough. It’s not worth the risk.”

“The risk of what?”

“Spending time with Don! What do you really want, Mike? I know you don’t actually care about my feelings, so why did you stalk and ambush me here?”

Mike swallowed his breath, wondering how he looked from Rachel’s eyes. “I want a job at Wilson & Associates.”

“Ah,” she said like the confession explained everything. “What would your father think about you coming to work in real estate?”

“He would hate it, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if you two made up first. He sounded open to letting the money go last we talked about it,” said Mike.

Rachel pressed her pointer finger against the table as she thought how sly Mike was to ask her for a job, but then she thought about how wonderful it would be to get under Don’s skin. He would be livid with Mike if he came to work at Wilson & Associates. Rachel had a feeling Mike knew she would be hard pressed to pass up the chance to get back at Don, and what better way than poaching his son?

“You’ve thought this all out, haven’t you?”

“Not all of it, but I hope we can find a way to help each other.”

Rachel ran her finger over the table, wondering what she should do. She hated the idea of going out with Don, but maybe it wouldn’t be terrible, especially if it meant that he would stop pestering her for that stupid money. It wasn’t even that she didn’t have it. She did, but Don was a rich man. What did he need with her money? Wasn’t it enough that she’d had sex with him, cooked him dinners, washed his clothes, and did everything else she could to pamper him without ever being asked? Rachel sometimes hated herself for spoiling him so much when she could have spent that time selling homes.

“It would be interesting to see you selling houses. I have a feeling you would be great at it,” said Rachel.

“Watching you has always been an inspiration. The truth is, I just don’t love selling cars anymore. People don’t light up the same way when they’re looking at a car as they do when they’re looking at a house. I want to sell people their dreams. Not a necessity they hate paying to own.”

Rachel shook her head. “Fine, let me talk to my boss about getting you an interview, but I want Don on video, in writing, and any other format you can think of to make sure that I never have to hear from him about that stupid money again. A notary would be best. I want this document to be as official as possible, and I want him to take complete responsibility for it. You get me that, and I’ll get you an interview with Molly or Eric Wilson.”

“That would be amazing! That’s all I want!” Mike said happily. “We’ll make this work. I promise,” he said and extended his hand. Rachel shook his hand as she looked at him with a doubtful expression. She didn’t know how things would shake out, but she would love to see Don suffer once she got his son an interview to abandon the family business.


CHAPTER 6

James was on his way to Mike’s condo, excited to try on all the things they ordered online the last time they were together. They spent days after that first encounter sending pictures to each other of things they thought would look sexy when James dressed as a girl. James put on the pleated skirt and blouse Mike bought the second time they hung out, but this would be their third.

James wondered what would become of their relationship. From what he remembered, Don didn’t care much for gays, crossdressers, or trans people. James never thought he would end up with a man. He always thought that he would end up with a woman, have a family, and live his life with women’s clothing tucked around the house, hiding his secret from anyone and everyone, but then Mike walked through the door on that fateful day.

Mike saw James on the floor, laid out and feminized. The skirt and red thong. James would never forget how embarrassed he felt, but it’d somehow all worked out for the better. He couldn’t believe that he was on the way to Mike’s to try on the cute outfits they’d bought with Mike’s credit card. James never imagined this would be his life, but he was beginning to enjoy it.

James was smiling as he parked his car in Mike’s condominium complex. He got out and walked to Mike’s door with a pep in his step, eager to see how the clothes would fit in person. He knew nothing about the fact that Mike had gone to James’s mother Rachel behind his back. He had no idea that Mike was trying to get everything he wanted with none of the consequences.

“You’re here!” Mike said excitedly as he opened the door wide for James to step inside. “I’ve been missing you.”

“Yeah, right,” James said in a doubtful voice as he shook his head. Mike was insistent, though, pulling James into his arms and showering him with kisses. It was weird for both of them that they had crossed the line from platonic to romantic, but their first two days together had been magical, so they pushed aside the awkward feelings to live in the moment. “Fine! Fine! You missed me.”

Mike took James’s hand and pulled him inside before closing the door. “Did you miss me?”

“I guess you could say that,” said James.

Mike went up behind James and pressed himself against the man, reliving their more intimate experiences in his mind as he ran his hand along the side of James’s body. Mike certainly never considered himself to be gay, but he was hooked on James. When James became Judy, all was right in the world. It didn’t matter that he was a man beneath the clothes. It didn’t matter that he was a man now. Mike was falling in love with James. It was intoxicating to know this side of him, to see the man behind the curtain.

“Do you want to see the clothes?”

“You know I do,” James said. “And the makeup. Hopefully it’s the right shade.”

“Have you ever done your makeup?”

James shook his head. “Not really. I’ve played around with the makeup my mom and sister leave in the bathroom, but I haven’t really tried to make myself sexy if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah,” Mike said softly. “I can’t believe how cheap the wigs were. They actually look like real hair!”

James smiled softly. He pushed off Mike’s body and walked further into his condo, stepping over to the sliding glass door to stare out at the grassy field. He loved how Mike naturally gravitated toward him and wrapped his arms around his body.

“I thought we were going to get you dressed,” said Mike.

“Is that all I am to you? Your doll?” James asked in a teasing voice. Truth be told, he loved being Mike’s doll. He loved that Mike was willing to buy him clothes, heels, and makeup. They’d even added some jewelry to the cart. James wasn’t flush with cash, but maybe he would be one day if he sold enough cars… or enough homes, but James hadn’t yet learned about Mike’s real-estate ambitions.

“You’re much more than a doll to me,” Mike said as he held his hands on James’s hips, slowly moving his lips to James’s neck. “So much more.”

James purred as Mike gently kissed his neck. Mike’s touch electrified him. It got his blood pumping. He didn’t flinch when Mike pulled him away from the sliding glass door to take him to the bedroom, where he had the clothes, jewelry, and heels setting on his bed. “It’s all here for you, gorgeous.”

“Mike! This is crazy,” James gushed as he took in the sight of the dresses, skirts, and blouses. There were two pairs of heels, and he prayed they fit. James never wore heels one day in his life, but he’d watched a few tutorial videos on how to walk in heels since they got the idea to order clothes, and he couldn’t wait to try them on. He rushed over to the bed and yanked off his socks as he picked up the black pumps and slipped them onto his feet, gushing when he saw that they fit. “They’re perfect!”

“Let’s see you walk in them,” Mike said with an approving smile. “Back and forth. Don’t keep me waiting.”

James gave Mike a look like he was going to challenge his commands, but he got to his feet after a momentary stare down. James forgot why he was annoyed as he gained his balance in the heels. He placed his hands on his hips, loving how the pumps clicked against the floor as he walked back and forth.

“Damn, James. Those look so sexy on your feet. What are you going to wear with them?”

“What about that tight black dress?”

“Fuck, yeah. Put that on,” Mike said as he rubbed the outline of his cock, unable to help himself. James looked too damn good, and that was just with the heels and boy outfit that he was wearing now. “With the straight blonde wig.”

“Mmm, yeah. Good idea.”

“I already washed them like the instructions said.”

“You’re so prepared! I can’t believe it,” James said with a laugh, letting his voice lift to the higher register he used when he was Judy. She was awakening in his heart now that he had the heels on his feet, but there was so much more to do. Luckily, he’d shaved in the morning, so he was smooth and ready to get dressed. “Why don’t you wait for me in the living room while I get dressed?”

“Boo! I wanted to watch you get ready.”

“No,” James said with a shake of the head. “I don’t want you to see me if I mess up the makeup.”

“Fine, but don’t take too long,” Mike said and left the room.

James shook his head as he watched Mike leave, turning his attention back to the spread of gorgeous clothes. He was touched that Mike had done so much for him, but now it was James’s turn to make sure Mike didn’t regret spending all this money. He didn’t complain, but he definitely let it be known that the hundreds he spent was a lot for him and that he would have to cut back on eating out for the month, so James felt a lot of pressure as he picked up the black lingerie.

They decided against the gel breast inserts for now since they were expensive, but James had looked up online how to stuff his bra. He opened Mike’s drawer to find a clean pair of socks and set them on the bed before picking up the lingerie. James put on the bra and thong, which were both lacy and black. Then he balled up the socks and stuffed them into the bra, adjusting the socks until there were no lumps, and James was shocked by how real his fake tits looked. He grew excited as he turned back to the bed to pick up the black dress and pull it over his head.

Wow.

James stared at himself in the thin mirror that Mike had propped up against his wall, admiring the transformation, and he’d only just begun. He picked up the makeup bag next and went over to the small desk that Mike had in the corner of his bedroom. He propped his phone against a glass that Mike had left on the desk, listening to the instructions of a makeup tutorial as he examined and lined up the different products. He started with a primer that’d come with his kit, rubbing it into his skin like the girl from the video. Then he used foundation and a bit of bronzer, trying his best to make sure the lines were smooth and flattering. It wasn’t a perfect application, but James was impressed with himself for it being his first time, and he couldn’t wait to practice in the future, but Mike was already calling for him, demanding that he come out of the bedroom.

“I’m not ready!”

“Hurry!” Mike groaned.

James laughed to himself as he turned his attention to the compact mirror he had propped up against a book on Mike’s table. What he needed was a proper mirror, but he would have to make do with what he had for now, forging ahead with his transformation. He followed the tutorial as he applied eyeliner and mascara, loving how they made his eyes pop and gave him the feminine look he’d always desired. Putting on clothes was one thing, but the makeup sent him to an entirely new level of girl.

He picked up the blonde wig and wig cap. He put on the wig cap as the instructions said and then placed the wig above that. The blonde hair was long and straight with bangs across the front, and James nearly cried when he looked at himself in the mirror. He couldn’t believe that the person looking back at him was actually him. The wig erased every trace of his masculinity, and the makeup only added to the effect.

James got up from the chair at the desk and went over to the bed to slip on the black pumps, loving them even more this time around. They went perfectly with the short black dress and blonde hair. The final touch was the gold thick-chained necklace on the bed. James put it on and felt like Judy inside and out when he stepped in front of the tall mirror against the wall to check himself out one last time before stepping into the living room.

***

“What do you think?” Judy asked as she strutted into the living room. For a girl who’d never worn heels, she sure could walk in them. She spun in a circle in the middle of the living room with her arms spread out wide, daring Mike not to admire her. Daring him to say a single negative word about her appearance. “Like what you see?”

“Like is an understatement,” he said.

“Do you love how I look?”

“Maybe,” he said slyly. “Come over here and sit on my lap.”

Judy purred as she sashayed over to the couch. She placed her hands on Mike’s shoulders before slowly lowering herself to straddle his legs. He moaned when her ass pressed against his cock, her own cock resting against his stomach. She was hard and desperate for Mike’s touch. They’d only ever done oral, but Judy was ready for more. She wanted to feel what it would be like to have Mike’s cock deep in her ass. She wanted him to stretch her tight, virgin hole.

“How is it that your tits look this real?” Mike asked as he lifted his hand to squeeze her fake tits. He massaged them as he moaned and thrusted his hips to dry fuck his girl. His doll. They’d picked out these clothes together, but it gave Mike a massive sense of pride that he’d been the one to pay for them. “Your hair is gorgeous,” Mike said as he moved his hand from her tit to her hair, slipping his fingers into it. “Kiss me.”

Judy moaned as Mike pulled her mouth down to his and kissed her deeply, pressing his cock even more firmly against the outline of her ass. She wasn’t the only one who’d been dreaming about taking their sex life to the next level. Mike was desperate to feel inside of her. He’d been dreaming about it since the first time they fucked when Judy let him cum down her throat. Now was his chance.

Mike slipped his fingers into the black thong Judy was wearing, reaching around to the split along her ass. He was rock hard as his fingers explored her smooth ass. “Please let me fuck you,” he said as he held her face close to his. “Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she said in a breath. “I want you inside of me.”

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” he said. “Say it again.”

Judy smirked as she reached down to touch the outline of Mike’s hard cock. “I want this big, thick cock inside of me. Put it in me.”

“Yes,” Mike said as he thrusted his hips. “You make me feel so crazy, Judy. You don’t know how much I like you.”

“Why don’t you show me?”

Mike growled as he stood from the couch and lifted Judy into his arms. He carried her to his bedroom and threw her onto his bed before getting to his hands and knees behind her. He pushed up her dress and yanked down her thong to expose her tight, little hole. He pressed his finger against it, making his doll gasp. She hollered as her hard cock swung between her legs. He reached between her legs to grab it with his free hand, stroking it as he pushed on her hole.

“I love this girl cock.”

“Yeah?” she asked in a breath.

“It’s so sexy.”

Judy shook her ass while Mike stripped himself naked, admiring the hole he was about to stretch with his dick. He was rock hard when he took off his clothes and couldn’t wait a second longer. He reached under his bed and grabbed the bottle of lube that he kept there to lather his dick with the clear liquid before pushing his slick tip against Judy’s tight hole.

“How does it feel?”

“So good,” Judy purred. “Put it in me. I’m ready.”

Mike growled as he added a little more lube to his cock before pushing more firmly against Judy’s hole. She gasped when he entered her, stretching her tight ring as he sunk deeper. Judy gripped the bedding as she tried to steady her breath and her soul. She couldn’t believe that Mike was inside of her. Her hole was growing comfortable with having Mike’s dick stretching it, feeling better with each passing second. She gasped and moaned as Mike slowly moved his hips.

“Are you okay? Does it hurt?”

“No,” Judy said quickly. “Keep going.”

Mike moaned as he gripped Judy’s hips, admiring her dress and long blonde hair and how her heeled feet were sticking out by his sides. He pumped his hips more quickly as Judy’s hole loosened to accommodate his dick, yet her ring was still incredibly tight. It was hugging his dick like a glove as he slid in and out of her, but it felt too fucking good for him to last long.

“I’m getting close, Judy!”

“Cum in my ass.”

“I want you to cum with me,” Mike groaned as he tried holding his load, but Judy kept hugging his dick with her tight hole. The way she was squeezing and releasing his cock drove him absolutely wild, but he needed to make his girl cum too, so he reached around her body to grab her cock and stroke it slowly. “Cum with me, Judy.”

“Flip me over! I’m close too!”

Mike pulled out of Judy to flip her over to her back and shove his cock back into her tight hole as he stared down at her gorgeous, feminized body. Her heeled feet rested gently on his shoulders. He grunted as he thrusted his hips. Judy stared at his naked, masculine body while she stroked her cock, on the verge of cumming, but she was waiting for him to cum with her, eager to feel him pumping loads of his cum into her ass.

Then it happened.

“Argh!” Mike hollered as he began cumming.

“Yes!” Judy screamed in a breathy moan as Mike’s cum filled her. She could feel the hot goo coating her walls as she rubbed her cock quickly to cum with him, screaming even more loudly when she finally did. She made a mess all over her brand-new dress, but it was worth it. Both Judy and Mike were seeing the stars as they pulled apart from each other, knowing that it wouldn’t be long before they came back together for round two.


CHAPTER 7

“Mike, come see me in my office,” Don said to his son. It was a weekday at the car dealership. Mike sold a car earlier in the morning, so he couldn’t possibly understand why his father wanted to talk, and he wasn’t prepared for what his father had to say. “Sit down, please.”

“What’s wrong? Why do you sound so serious?”

“I don’t know. Would you like to tell me why I sound so serious? Have you done anything recently that I wouldn’t like?”

Mike shrugged. He certainly wasn’t about to tell his father how he’d been dressing James up like a girl and having sex with him, so he played dumb. “No, I don’t think so. I sold a car this morning.”

“Congratulations,” Don said in a dry voice. “It just might be your last if what I’ve heard is true.”

A heat washed over Mike. He didn’t know what his father was talking about, but his tone was unsettling. “Dad, what’s this about? Why are you acting so weird?”

“I got a phone call this morning.”

“From who?” Mike asked, wondering if James had sent him that picture he had for collateral damage. Was James tired of him and getting revenge for what Mike had done? He never would have gone over to their house if it weren’t for his father, and now he was threatening to fire him? Mike took a deep breath before he lost his cool. “If it’s about my credit card bill, I already paid that off.”

Don narrowed his eyes. “Don’t tell me you’re in debt after I’ve literally handed you everything in life on a silver fucking platter. I thought I taught you better than that. I thought I taught you to be good with your money and not a complete dumbass.”

“Who called you, dad?” Mike asked, barely holding on to his cool. He was gripping his thighs at a position that his father couldn’t see, but it wouldn’t be their first fight if he exploded. They’d screamed at each other at the dealership several times, frightening everyone in the showroom.

“You’re really not going to tell me, are you?”

“I would have to know what you’re talking about to tell you anything,” Mike said sharply. “Did a customer complain about me?”

“No, not today.”

“Then why did you call me into your office? To berate me about getting a sale this morning?”

“Don’t raise your voice at me,” Don said sternly. “You would be nothing if it weren’t for me. You would be—”

“Living on the streets. Eating out of the trash. Blah, blah, blah. You always say the same things,” Mike said, truly becoming angry the longer he sat in his father’s office. His father constantly acted like it wasn’t the responsibility of parents to take care of their children. Mike never would have been born if it weren’t for Don’s acts, but his father didn’t seem to see it that way. He certainly didn’t talk like he saw it that way, but that was the relationship they shared. It was often bitter and combative and overly hostile. “If you’re not going to tell me who called you, then I need to get back to work,” Mike said as he began to stand from the chair, but Don snapped his fingers and told his son to sit down.

“Rachel called me.” Mike stiffened. The hairs on the back of his neck stood at attention. The goosebumps along his skin burned as his father stared at him. “That’s what I thought,” Don said with a victorious grunt. “You always act like I’m a monster because I have a wandering eye that cost me a few relationships, but look at what I’ve built, and to think I planned on giving it all to you just because you’re my son.” Don shook his head as he snickered.

“Dad,” Mike said, feeling the ground fall out from beneath him. “You don’t understand.”

“I understand you’re an ungrateful shit who takes everything I give you for granted. A job, a condo, a free car, an incredible inheritance. I mean, damn! What else could you possibly want? I had nothing when I was your age except my own ambitions, and now look what I have! Do you know how much blood, sweat, and tears went into building this empire?”

“Yes, of course, dad. I watched you build it with awe throughout my childhood.”

“Then you should be more grateful! We both know some of the other sellers hate you for being my son, but I ignore them because damn it, you’re my son! You should be loyal to me! The thought of you going behind my back to ask her for a job. Are you fucking kidding me? I was so pissed I asked Sheila to draw up your resignation papers, but she talked me off the ledge and convinced me to give you another chance.”

Mike didn’t know what to say. He was speechless. Stuck. Trapped in a corner with no way out from his father’s wrath. As much as Mike wanted to try his hand at selling real estate, he couldn’t see how it would ever be possible after this conversation. Don was serious when he said that he would cut Mike out of his inheritance and probably his life. Mike had seen his father do it to countless people before. Was he willing to be his father’s next victim?

“So, would you like to explain yourself?” Mike looked everywhere in the room except at his father, but Don wouldn’t stand it. He snapped his fingers and demanded that Mike look at him. “Say something!”

“You’ll hate me if I tell you the truth.”

“Probably, but you better tell it to me now.”

Mike cursed under his breath as he found himself in a difficult position. “I was trying to help you. I was trying to get Rachel to go out with you so that you guys could put the money in the past.”

“You also wanted her to give you a job.”

Mike steeled his face as his father stared at him, waiting for a response. Mike knew that he couldn’t escape this conversation without selling himself out to his father. He had to give his father his loyalty, or their relationship would never be the same. Mike didn’t know how he would keep his plan together, but there was still the letter James was supposed to ask his mother to write. Mike had mostly forgotten about it during their times together dressing James up as Judy. Had he even asked Rachel to write it at all? Or had he only told her about how Mike came into the house with the keys they never destroyed?

“Real estate appeals to me more than cars,” Mike said in a moment of honesty, hoping he wouldn’t regret it.

“If that’s the case, you come to me! You don’t go to her! I know people in real estate. I can pay for you to take classes, get your license, or whatever else. We could have made a plan to grow our family wealth, but you didn’t even give me a chance,” Don said as he shook his head and sighed. “I thought you wanted more for us than that. I thought we were a team. Now that you say something, real estate sounds like an excellent venture, but we have to do it together. Whatever becomes of it, you can’t work with Rachel.”

“She works at the best agency in town.”

“I don’t care,” Don said and leaned forward. He pointed his finger in his son’s face. “If you work with her, I’m done with you. She’s our enemy, son. She owes us money. The Taylors. We’re a team, you and me, or at least I thought we were.”

“You’re right, father,” Mike said and bent his head. “I’m sorry for not coming to you first. I should have known better.”

“I’ll forgive you for being ambitious, but don’t you dare cross me again. This is your first and final warning.”

“Thank you for giving me another chance,” Mike said and lifted his eyes to his father’s. “I won’t disappoint you.”

“I hope that’s the case. Now get back to work.”

Mike held his father’s gaze before nodding curtly and walking out of the office. He exhaled deeply when he finally got to his desk, wondering what he would do about his plan. For whatever reason, he felt it wasn’t finished. He hated selling cars, and he wanted to learn real estate from the best. He didn’t know what would happen, but he needed to talk to James to find out about the letter and tell him about his plan. If Mike was going to succeed, he would need James’s help.


CHAPTER 8

“James, I’m so glad you’re here. You wouldn’t believe the week I’ve had,” Mike said as he pulled James into his arms, but James’s body went stiff. “What’s wrong?” Mike asked as he pulled back to hold James by his shoulders. “Did something happen?”

James’s eyes were watery when he lifted his head. “You happened!” James slammed his hand on Mike’s chest. “How could you go to my mom behind my back? She told me about the conversation she had with your dad. Were you just using me to get a job at her agency?”

The sound of James’s upset voice rocked Mike to the core. He couldn’t stand seeing James like this. He’d been missing him so much, wanting to talk to him about the conversation he had with his dad, and have James comfort him, but he clearly wasn’t in the mood. Mike tried to hug him again, but James pushed him away.

“Talk to me, James.”

“I can’t,” he said with a shake of the head as he walked over to the couch. He sat down and put his face in his hands. Mike tried to go over to the couch, but James put up his hand. “Don’t! I’m not even sure why I came here.”

“I’m sorry, James.”

“It’s too late to say sorry,” James said in the saddest voice Mike had ever heard him use. “You betrayed me, Mike. I thought we had something special. I should have known better!”

Mike dropped to his knees in front of James. He tried to put his hands on James’s legs, but he kept pushing him away, breaking Mike’s heart every time he did. He never could have imagined their relationship would reach this point when he first decided to use James to get a foot in the real-estate business, but if Mike was being honest with himself, James had been a piece of the puzzle from the very beginning. Mike thought he would be able to get what he wanted and keep James in his life but was now realizing that his plan had been shit. Worthless. Mike wished he could take it all back, but it was too late for that. The damage had been done.

“You have to forgive me, James. I never meant to hurt you. Please let me explain what happened.”

“My mom told me! You’re trying to get her to drop the money that your father has threatened to sue us for time and time again, and you wanted her to give you a job. Are you kidding? Do you know how many people have gone to my mom trying to get a job at her agency? What makes you think you’re so special?”

“James, please don’t talk like that. We have something special.”

“We had something special. That’s over now.”

“How can you say that? You haven’t even gotten to wear all the outfits we picked out for you.”

“I don’t care,” James hollered in an exasperated voice. “What don’t you get?” James lifted his head. “Whatever we had is over.” His eyes were puffy and red, which absolutely gutted Mike. He couldn’t stand seeing James like this. He couldn’t stand it one bit, but what could he do? It was his fault that James was upset. It was his fault that James probably no longer trusted him. Mike had nobody to blame except himself, but he wasn’t willing to accept the blame. He couldn’t stand the thought that his actions made the man he loved cry. Not even one sad tear.

“It can’t be over, James,” Mike said in a defeated voice, knowing that he’d already lost this battle. Honestly, he’d lost the war. His plan to get Rachel to make peace with her father and then give him a job was unworkable and pathetic in hindsight. Mike never had a chance. He only wished he could snap his fingers to make James’s pain disappear. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Mike, but I don’t trust you. I’ll never be able to trust you again.”

Mike moved closer and squeezed James’s leg, but he’d had enough. He couldn’t stand the sight of Mike. Whatever love and fun they were having was over. “I’m sorry,” James said as he got to his feet. “I came here to tell you that we have to end whatever it was we had. I can’t keep seeing you.”

“Please, James. You won’t even let me explain.”

“I’m sure you had your reasons, but the only thing I need to know is that you were using me. I was a pawn in your plan. Also, in case you haven’t figured it out, my mom isn’t going to apologize to Don, and she definitely isn’t going to give him a dime. She told me to tell you that if you keep knocking on the door, she’ll call the police for harassment.”

“Did you tell her we’ve been hanging out?”

“I told her we hung out a few times, which she didn’t love, but she respects the fact that I’m an adult and can do what I want.”

“Don’t you want me?” Mike asked as he sat on his knees beneath James, desperate for their relationship to continue, but the look on James’s face told him that ship had sailed. He was all on his own, whether he liked it or not. “Don’t you think we had something special?”

“It doesn’t matter what we had, Mike. You’re just like your father. Ruthless, arrogant, and selfish. You don’t care about others or their feelings as long as you can get ahead. I’m glad my mom laughed in my face when I asked her to write that letter for you. I should have known then that this would never work,” James said and got up to walk to the door. “Enjoy your life, Mike. Bye.”

A tear ran down Mike’s cheek as he watched James step out of the door and out of his life. Mike had never hated himself more than he did at that moment and spent the rest of the day sulking.


CHAPTER 9

Mike spent the next week in a fog. He sold several cars. It was actually one of the best weeks in his career, which was strange since it felt like Mike had his heart ripped out of his chest and fed to a lion. He couldn’t stop thinking about James and how pretty he looked when he came out of the bedroom wearing the black dress and heels with long blonde hair. Mike couldn’t stop thinking about how in love he felt when they were together, like nothing in the world mattered except their love.

It was the end of yet another day at the dealership. A day he sold three cars, which would normally make him excited, but Mike couldn’t care less as he grabbed his keys and got up from his desk. Don called him over before he could get out of the door.

“Saw you got three sales today,” Don said with a smile on his face as he held his hands behind his back. “You’ve been killing it this week! Our conversation last week must have knocked some sense into you.”

“Yeah, dad. That’s it,” Mike said in a voice so depressing it caught Don by surprise. “You need anything? I want to head home.”

“What’s wrong?” asked Don. “You should be excited. Three cars in a day is huge! That’ll bring you to over ten this week! You’re on track to break company records.”

“Cool,” Mike said coldly. “Will you give me an award?”

“Don’t be sarcastic!”

Mike sighed. “I’m not feeling well, dad. Do you mind if I get going?”

“Sit down,” said Don. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

Mike leered at his father. Don knew exactly what was wrong, and Mike didn’t feel like talking about it with the man who sent his plan into a tailspin. Mike wanted to blame Rachel, but none of this would have happened if it weren’t for his father’s behavior. He never treated anyone with respect, only thought of himself, and basically didn’t care about anyone other than himself. He was the worst of the worst, and James telling Mike that he was exactly like Don hit him at his core. He couldn’t stop wondering if there was truth to James’s statement. How different was he from Don? He’d been watching his dad his entire life, looking up to him, thinking he was the coolest man to ever live, but was that the truth? How could Mike want to be like a man who cheated on his mom and the woman who loved him despite all his flaws?

“Don’t act like you actually care.”

“Sit down, Mike. Now.”

Mike sighed as he sat in the chair across from his father. “What? Aren’t you happy that I’ve exceeded my sales quota? Isn’t that enough for you?”

“You’re clearly upset. Do you want to start taking real-estate classes? I’m sure we can find you one nearby. Would that make you feel better?” Don asked with a hint of sarcasm in his voice. Truth be told, he had no patience for his son when he acted like this. It came off as weak and pathetic, which was exactly what Don hated.

“Stop talking to me like I’m a child. Do you not realize how condescending you sound?”

“Do you realize how pathetic you look?”

Mike clenched his fists as he took a deep breath. He was tempted to scream at his father that he’d cost him the relationship of his dreams, but then he would have to explain that he’d been hooking up with James, and the last thing Mike wanted to do was open that can of worms. It would only lead to an even bigger fight. Don put his thumb on every aspect of Mike’s life. Wasn’t it enough that he was still here? Wasn’t it enough that he would put his dreams on the backburner for his father’s happiness and the ‘family name’, as Don liked to say. He never talked much about how Mike’s mom had remarried and took her new husband’s last name, tossing the Taylor name into the trash.

“If you’re just going to put me down, I’ll be leaving.”

“Your sales are great, but I can’t have you acting like someone died. We’re making money here. We’re doing big things, so why don’t you act like it? If you want to add real estate to the family business, I told you that I would help, as long as you don’t work for that traitorous whore.”

Mike closed his eyes as he breathed out through his nose. It was a bit rich hearing his father call Rachel a whore when he’d been the one to sleep with a brothel of women before she discovered the truth, and then he kept doing it after she gave him an ultimatum. It was his own fault that he was sad and single now with nothing except his money to comfort him at night. It was then that Mike realized he never wanted to be like his father. He had something great with James and couldn’t believe he’d been so reckless, forever risking his relationship.

“You’re so right, dad.”

“As I always am,” Don said triumphantly.

“I’ll start real-estate classes soon, but I want to concentrate on cars for now. Gotta keep this hot streak going.”

“That’s right! Now you’re talking!”

With those words, Mike stood. He had to get out of the dealership. “See you tomorrow, dad.” Don waved goodbye as Mike exited his office. He pulled out his phone once he was on the lot to call James. The love of his life didn’t answer, but he was feeling hopeful, so he sent James a message.

Mike: I know I messed up, and that was my fault. I shouldn’t have kept you in the dark, but I promise you what we had was real. If you’re willing to let me explain, I would love to see you. I’m about to pick up dinner and will get you something just in case, but I understand if you don’t want to see me. I can’t make any guarantees, but I’ll try to stop bothering you if you don’t show up at my place tonight.

Mike took a deep breath before sending the message, hoping that James would show up, even though he was doubtful that he would. James could have whoever he wanted, so why should he settle for a man he couldn’t trust? Mike knew it was a long shot, but he wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he didn’t try to get James back.

***

Mike paced around his living room, glancing at the door every few seconds. He sent the message two hours ago. James never replied. Mike’s phone told him James read the message, just as he’d read all the other ones Mike sent, but he never replied. It crushed Mike. He wished he could take back everything he’d done. Another hour passed, and he couldn’t even stand himself. He dropped to the floor and curled into a fetal position, feeling absolutely pathetic, but what could he do? James had every right to ignore him. The best thing Mike could do for himself was move on, but he couldn’t get all those happy memories with James out of his head. He had a box full of clothes for James to wear in his closet, but they would never get to play dress up again. Mike had lost his doll, and the only person he could blame was himself.

Then there was a knock on the door.

Mike hopped up to his feet and raced over to the door. He didn’t even ask who was there or look through the peephole. It could have been some psycho serial killer for all he knew, but Mike was far too eager to think rationally. He opened the door and gasped when he saw James standing on the other side. He threw open his arms and tried to hug James, but James put up his hand to stop him.

“What did you get me to eat?”

“Italian. I got you the shrimp and chicken pasta,” said Mike.

“Hmm, so you remembered what I like to eat?”

“I’ll never forget, James. Please let me explain what happened. Please give me another chance to make this right.”

James looked at Mike with narrowed eyes before pushing past him to enter the apartment. He walked over to the bag of food on the kitchen counter and pulled out the boxes. “Why haven’t you eaten yet?” James asked as he grabbed plates from the cupboard like he lived in Mike’s apartment. “I was waiting for you,” Mike said as he walked over to the kitchen and watched James with longing eyes.

James looked over his shoulder at Mike, seeing how much the man seemed to want him. There was an undeniable passion in Mike’s eyes that made James want him even more than he had all those days he spent at home trying to be angry at Mike, but the truth was, he’d been missing him ever since he stormed out of his condo. James longed to put on those clothes they bought and have Mike look at him with desire in his eyes. He longed to feel Mike’s thick cock stretching his bussy. Nobody ever made James feel the way Mike did, and he wanted to recapture that love they had, but he had to believe that Mike wouldn’t deceive him again. He had to believe that he could be a better man than his father Don.

“Why don’t we eat? You can explain yourself at dinner.”

“That would mean the world to me,” Mike said. “Do you want wine? Water?”

“Both sound good.”

Mike rushed to fill glasses with ice water and wine. “Do you want to eat outside?” he asked James, to which James agreed. Mike took the glasses outside and set the table while James fixed their plates. It felt too good to be true. Mike was trying not to get excited, but his heart beat faster each time he saw James standing there inside his condo looking so handsome and happy.

“So, why did you do it?” James asked once they were outside on the balcony with their food and drinks, overlooking the grassy field below. “Why did you use me?”

Mike shook his head. He felt terrible. He wanted to deny that he used James, but he couldn’t. When he saw James in that skirt and thong, he knew that he could use that information for blackmail. He knew that it could be his ticket into the best real-estate agency in town if he played his cards right, but those days of wishful thinking had come and gone. “I never meant to fall in love with you. I never meant to hide the truth from you, but you’re right. I tried to use you to get to Rachel. She works at the best real-estate agency in the city, and I’m tired of working for my dad. I’m tired of selling cars. Tired of pretending like I care. When our parents were still together, your mom would take me with her to open houses, and I fell in love with real estate by watching her work.”

“Oh,” James said, surprised. “I never knew that.”

Mike shook his head. “How could you if I didn’t tell you? I didn’t even tell her until it was too late. She knew what I was up to when I ambushed her at Casa Bella.”

“She wasn’t too happy about that,” James admitted.

“I don’t blame her. I don’t even blame you for ending things with me. The only person I can blame is myself for trying to act like I could trick everyone into giving me what I wanted without any repercussions. I hope you can forgive me for being so shortsighted and stupid, but my ambitions got the best of me.”

“Isn’t that something your father might say?”

Mike sighed. “Probably. He’s always been an ambitious man, but that doesn’t mean I want to be like him. Not having you in my life proved to me that the only thing I truly need is you… and Judy.”

James smiled. “Hmm, I guess I do miss dressing up for you. Something about the way you look at me makes me feel like the sexiest girl in the world,” he said, switching his voice near the end of the sentence, which only made Mike want him more.

“Would you dress up for me tonight?”

“Maybe, after we eat.”

“Deal,” Mike said.

The conversation lightened up considerably once Mike had confessed his truth. He wished he’d been more transparent from the beginning, but he honestly had no idea what he was trying to do by getting Rachel to apologize and to give him a job. He should have known better, but he was determined. If he ever got the chance again, he would be much more forthright.

“So, what do you have for me to wear?” James asked when he couldn’t take another bite of the pasta.

“What about the short pink knit dress with the white heels? I was thinking you could wear the brunette wig with that outfit.”

“Ooh, we did love that one, didn’t we?”

“Yes,” Mike said, eager to dress James. “Should I grab it for you?”

“That would be great,” he said.

Mike stood and picked up their dirty dishes before stepping inside. He set the plates in the kitchen. Then he went to his bedroom to grab the outfit they agreed James should wear. James took the outfit, wig, and makeup bag and disappeared to the bathroom while Mike cleaned up their mess from dinner.

James stared at himself in the bathroom mirror, hoping that Mike wouldn’t betray him a second time, but he didn’t feel that Mike would. They were both crazy about each other, and judging by the barrage of messages that Mike sent during their days apart, he seemed head over heels for James. It took a bit of self-assurance as he got dressed, but each piece of women’s clothing brought a bit of comfort to James’s heart. Once he was in the pink knit dress and white heels, his bra stuffed with clean socks, he turned his attention to his makeup. He kept things simple with a couple layers of foundation and some mascara to lengthen his lashes. He decided on pink gloss for his lips to match the dress, and then it was time to don the brunette wig onto his head. He felt so beautiful as he stared at his reflection in the mirror, stepping out of the bathroom as Judy, inside and out.

“Mike, ready or not, here I come!” Judy said in her practiced feminine voice. She ran her fingers along the wall as she approached the kitchen, coming around the corner slowly and seductively.

“Damn,” Mike said. He was scrolling through the news but put his phone to the side the second he laid eyes on Judy. “You’re gorgeous,” he said as he went to her and pulled her into his arms. “Stunning. Can I kiss you?”

“Of course you can,” Judy said and placed her lips against Mike’s. Their kiss started innocently enough but quickly divulged into something much more passionate and sensual as Judy pushed Mike up against his kitchen counter. “Mmm, I’ve missed these lips.”

“Not as much as I’ve missed yours,” Mike said as his hands moved up and down Judy’s frame to explore her body. “I’m so glad you’re here. I’m so glad you came back to me.”

“I missed you so much,” Judy said as she moved her hand down Mike’s body to press it against the outline of his cock, which was already rock hard for her. She moaned as she rubbed it through his jeans. “I missed having you inside of me.”

“Fuck, Judy.” Mike kissed her neck, losing control of himself. She moaned and panted as he ran his tongue from her collarbone all the way to the base of her jaw. He used his hand to reach up her short knit dress to play with her hard cock.

“Get the lube. Now,” she said. Mike ran out of the room and returned seconds later with lube. She pulled him to the floor and stripped him naked. He gasped as she took his cock into her mouth, running her tongue up and down his shaft as she sucked it. He pushed his fingers into her brown hair and watched every bob of her head, completely mesmerized by the sight, but Judy was feeling impatient. She’d fingered herself a few times on their days apart and needed his cock in her throbbing bussy at once.

She stood tall above Mike and lifted her dress to push down her thong as he watched, loving how his eyes widened when he caught a glimpse of her hard cock. She dropped to her knees and grabbed the bottle of lube to lather his big, thick dick. She pushed some lube against her hole too before straddling his legs.

“You want my bussy?”

“I need it,” Mike said and slapped her ass. “You look so fucking sexy like that.”

“Who’s your doll?”

“You’re my doll, Judy. Always.”

“Yes,” Judy moaned as she rocked her hips to let Mike’s cock slide along her split. He reached around to her backside to spread her cheeks wide, getting impatient as he pushed his tip up against her tight hole. “Mmm! Fuck!”

“Take my cock, girl.”

Judy pushed down on his dick when Mike aligned it with her ass, swallowing his cock. She screamed out as it stretched her tight hole, but it felt so fucking good, and it only got better when Mike wrapped his hand around her cock. He stroked it as she bounced up and down on his dick.

“Yes! You’re hitting my spot!” Judy hollered.

“Cum for me! Paint me!”

Judy cried out as she gripped Mike’s chest and bounced her ass on his dick, wishing that she could last longer, but she couldn’t. It’d been too long since they were last together, and she was as horny as could be, but Mike was right there with her.

“I’m cumming!” Judy gasped as cum started flying from her dick. “Fuck, Mike!”

He grunted as he pushed his cock deep and filled her hole with his cum as she sprayed hers all over his chest and abs. They gasped as they held each other and milked their cocks for all they were worth. Mike slipped out of Judy as she bent over to give him a big, sloppy kiss. They cleaned up once they could pick themselves off the floor, but Judy didn’t go anywhere that night, feeling refreshed when she woke up by Mike’s side the following morning.


CHAPTER 10

Mike put his plans on the backburner for the next few weeks as he and James focused on their relationship. They ordered more cute clothes online, went kayaking at the lake, and ate out at restaurants. James was still working up the courage to walk out of the house as Judy. He longed to feel the air on his legs as he walked around in a dress or skirt, and Mike encouraged him. He was patiently waiting until James was ready.

As much as Mike wanted to forget about his real-estate ambitions to focus solely on his relationship with James, they nagged at him. They ate away at his soul. Every time he was at the car dealership, he imagined himself at an open house instead. He hated waiting around all day for someone to enter the car dealership. If he became an agent or broker, he could do business everywhere he went. He could network and mingle and grow his business at every turn.

Mike and Judy were lounging around his condo watching TV when his feelings became so overwhelming he felt that he could no longer ignore them. He turned to Judy and placed a heavy hand on her leg to garner her attention. She was wearing the plaid pleated skirt and a thin sweater. They’d gotten her gel inserts for her bras, which looked way better than the socks.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

Mike shook his head, not wanting to bring up what he was thinking, but how could he continue ignoring it? How much longer could he go with this eating away at his soul? Mike felt deep down that he wasn’t meant to sell cars. He was meant to find people their homes. Places they could raise families, enjoy holidays, and create memories. Cars were death traps on wheels. They were a constant economic drain. Sure they had some benefits, but those pluses paled in comparison to what people could find in a home.

“You’ll hate me if I tell you.”

“What’s on your mind? You can tell me anything, Mike.”

Mike ran his hand up and down Judy’s smooth skin, admiring this incredible, gorgeous woman that he had in his life. “If you tell me no, I’ll drop it forever.”

“Tell you no about what?” she asked.

“I want to work in real estate, and I want your mom’s help.”

“Oh,” Judy said, shifting to position herself upright. “I see.”

“If you don’t want that, I will stop, but I feel it in my heart, Judy. I’m meant to sell homes and not cars. Maybe I’ll sell both, I don’t know, but I can’t spend the rest of my life at the dealerships without at least trying to throw my hat into the real-estate arena.”

“Didn’t your dad tell you that he would help?”

“Yes, but your mom is at the top of her game. She’s the best mentor I could ever have.”

“That’s true. I’m not sure she would go for it, though,” Judy said honestly. “I don’t care if you work in real estate, but my mom really doesn’t like Don, especially not after the money fiasco. It was enough that he cheated on her, but the constant harassment really changed her. She was pretty upset last we talked about it.”

Mike felt guilty for his part in the harassment against Rachel, but now was his time to make up for it. He had an idea to put this entire ridiculous feud in the past. Neither Mike nor James were quite ready to tell their parents that they were dating, but maybe it was time to face the music. Maybe it was time to show their parents they weren’t young anymore. They were two adults trying to make the most of their lives and not only live by the ones that were given to them.

“Would you help me?”

“That depends on what kind of help you want,” said Judy.

“We should get them together. Like an intervention. Invite them to the same restaurant at the same time.”

“What?” she hollered. “Are you crazy?”

“Maybe a little bit, but we can’t continue like this, Judy. Don’t you want to have it all?”

“I’m not sure what I gain out of this.”

Mike rubbed her leg. “I was thinking we could tell them about us too. Put everything out there on the table. My dad doesn’t do well when his back is pushed up against the wall, so that’s what we need to do. He doesn’t care about the money, and that will be painfully obvious if we get him in the same room as your mom.”

Judy looked doubtful, but she wanted to give Mike what he desired. She wanted to see him live his dreams, so how could she say no? How could she reject this idea that could give them all a new beginning? Judy’s mom Rachel only wanted to put the past in the past and keep it there.

“I was also thinking maybe you could move in here after we tell them. You know, whenever you’re ready.”

Judy beamed. “You mean it?”

“Yes,” Mike said and squeezed her hand. “I want to wake up next to you every morning of every day.”

“I would like that,” Judy said and laced her fingers with his as they stared at each other. “I’m not sure about how this surprise dinner will go, but I’m willing to give it a try.”

“All we can do is try,” said Mike.

Judy nodded, and then Mike pulled her close for a kiss, which led to a little more. They were a young couple in love and enjoyed every moment of their romantic bond.

***

Mike and his father were already sitting at the table in the restaurant where he and James had planned the intervention for their parents. His father was going on and on about problems at the dealerships as Mike waited nervously for James and his mother to arrive, trying to follow along to the conversation, but he could barely hold a train of thought. His father was going to be so pissed when he figured out what was truly going on here.

“You have to be kidding me!” Rachel’s voice bellowed through the room. Don and Mike halted their conversation to look at her. She’d already turned her attention to James with a stern expression. “Did you know that they would be here?”

“Mom, please.”

“No! This is insane! I’m not staying,” Rachel said to James and tried to walk past him, but he begged her to stop. She’d already caused enough of a scene that everyone was watching her, wondering what in the world was happening. She and James had a heated discussion in hushed voices until finally she relented and went over to the table. “Did you know about this?” she snapped at Don.

“I had no idea,” he said, but his expression didn’t hide how happy he was to see Rachel. “You look incredible.”

“Shut up,” Rachel said and put her hand up to Don’s face. “I look like nothing to you except your ex.”

“It’s too bad what I did, Rachel. I’m so sorry.”

“Then why did you keep harassing me about the money?”

“To get your attention?” Don asked rhetorically. “I shouldn’t have involved my son to do my bidding, but I knew that you didn’t want to see me. You deserved better than how I treated you, Rachel.”

“So, what? You decided to act like a little boy and throw a tantrum because of the mess you caused?” she asked.

“You can say that,” Don said sadly. “I messed up and don’t expect you to forgive me, but I would love it if you gave me another chance to make things up to you.”

Rachel scoffed, and that was when Mike cut in.

“Actually, you two can’t be together.”

“Why not?” Don asked his son sharply.

Mike cleared his throat as he reached to grab James’s hand. James’s face turned red as their parents looked at them with wide eyes. “Because James and I are dating now, so it wouldn’t be right if you two got back together.”

Rachel gasped. Don looked like he was about to explode, so Mike took that opportunity to lean over and kiss James, who kissed him back. It was a light, simple kiss, but it showed Don and Rachel that their relationship was real. They didn’t have to know every detail of what Mike and James did behind closed doors. If James wanted to tell them about Judy, he could do that if and when he was ready, but until them, Mike wouldn’t shy away from telling the world that he was in love with a man. He was in love with James and hoped they could spend a lifetime together.

“Please tell me this is a joke,” Don said.

“Don! Don’t be a homophobe.”

“This is my son, Rachel,” he snapped at her. “I can act however I want with him.”

Mike sighed. “It’s fine if you can’t wrap your heads around this tonight, but we’re in love. Aren’t we, James?”

“Yes,” James said proudly, mustering up courage he didn’t feel mere seconds ago. “We’ll be together whether you two like it or not.”

“I think it’s marvelous,” Rachel said after a long moment of silence. “Certainly not what I was expecting to hear tonight, but if you two are happy, then we’re happy. Isn’t that right, Don?”

“I guess. I don’t know.”

“Thank you, Don. We’ll take it,” James said. “Mike and I were also hoping that you’d allow Rachel to help Mike with his real-estate career. That’s if you’re willing to help him, mom.”

Rachel shook her head as a smile spread across her lips. “I will talk to the Wilsons and see what they say. They’re not always keen on taking on rookies, but maybe if I put in a good work for you.”

“Oh, Rachel! That would mean so much,” Mike said and hopped up from his chair to throw his arms around Rachel and give her a bear hug. She coughed and patted Mike’s arm to let him know the hug was a touch too strong, but they all laughed when he pulled away. Everyone except Don.

They turned their attention to Don who looked like he wanted to throw a fit, but what could he do when Rachel looked at him like that? “Fine! You can train with Rachel, but you can’t forget about the dealerships. They’re your birthright.”

“I won’t forget about them, dad. I only want to explore my options and to see what’s best for me.”

Don grunted, but the dinner took a more jovial turn now that everyone had aired out their grievances and worked on putting the past in the past and keeping it there. Don and Rachel were even laughing about all the fun they used to have by the time the bill came. Rachel was adamant that she would never give Don another chance, but at least they could all be friends. When they all finally left the restaurant, James and Mike looked at each other with victorious grins on their way to the car.


CHAPTER 11

Six Months Later

Mike lathered his hands with more body oil before pressing them against James’s exposed back. He rubbed James’s tender muscles as his boy let out little moans and whimpers. Mike gave James massages once or twice a month. He loved rubbing his oily hands up and down James’s beautiful body, and the massages had ended in a happy ending or two, but James had been talking a lot lately about finally stepping outside as Judy. Mike hoped to make his dreams come true seeing as how James helped make Mike’s dreams of being a realtor come true for him. His real-estate career was off to an exhilarating start.

“What if we went to the casino tonight for drinks?” asked Mike.

“That sounds fun,” James said between moans from the pleasure of his massage. “We can go after I shower.”

“Why don’t you put on a dress tonight?”

“You want me to go out as Judy?” James asked, turning over to his back to face Mike, trying to see if he was telling the truth or playing games. “I mean, it could be fun. You don’t think anything will happen?”

“Not with me by your side.”

James smiled, knowing that he could trust Mike to protect and defend him, but his own nerves got the best of him every time he tried going out as Judy before, but it was something he longed to do. “Fine, let’s do it, but I’ll be wearing one of my more conservative dresses.”

“Wear whatever you want. You’ll be beautiful.”

James went to the bathroom after the massage to shower. When he came out, he put on a long-sleeved black dress that went down to his knees. He was wearing it over black lingerie and a stuffed bra. He felt gorgeous and classy in this dress, and it went perfectly with his new pair of black heels. They had gold accents that matched the thick-chained necklace he wore with the outfit.

Once he was dressed, he put on a few layers of foundation, contoured his cheekbones and nose, and added eyeliner and mascara to his eyes. He finished off the look with red lipstick that he went over with a clear gloss to make his lips pop. He felt incredibly fabulous, but could he actually walk out of the house like this? Could he face the world as Judy? His final touch was his wig of straight blonde hair with bangs, stepping into the living room as Judy.

“You look amazing,” Mike said as he hopped up from the couch and pulled Judy into his arms. He’d changed into a pair of chinos with a blazer and a fresh pair of sneakers. “I can’t wait to show you off to the world.”

“Yeah? You think I’m ready?”

“I know you’re ready,” Mike said. “You’ll be the sexiest woman at the casino. No doubt in my mind.”

Judy blushed and shook her head. “I want to believe you, but I’m nervous.”

“We can leave whenever you’re ready, but we both know this is what you want.”

“You’re right,” Judy said. “I’m just nervous.”

“You have every right to be nervous, but I promise you’re stunning,” Mike said and lifted Judy’s arm into the air to spin her in a circle. “It will all be easier once we take that first step out the door.”

Judy was doubtful of Mike’s words, but he was right. Once they were at the casino, she felt on top of the world. Nobody was looking at her like she didn’t belong. She saw men checking her out from every direction she looked, but they didn’t matter. She was with Mike and happier than ever as she sat on his lap while they played slots, her arms around his neck, living the life she could only ever dream of having.
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