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Author’s Note
 
    
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are 21 years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I
 
    
 
   She was younger, probably about twenty-one. She was petite, with long blonde hair that extended past her big soft breasts. She wore a tight-fitting silk dress that cut off just above her knees, showing off her perfectly round ass, and tediously flat tummy. On her feet were tall, expensive eight-inch high heels. 
 
   All the boys stared at her, drooling over her perfect physique. She had big eyes. The features on her face were soft. Every step she took was a magnificently elegant stride, turning heads of even the women in the room. You could see the top of her red, lacy bra sticking up just a smidge against her soft looking cleavage.
 
   Her voice was that of a singing angel. The tone of it hit a certain harmonic that melted the heart of any man in audible proximity. She was the goddess of the vixens, a siren in an urban sea.
 
   Every man who saw her wanted her. Every man who saw her needed her.
 
   However, there was something that no one knew about her. She was not a she at all. She was, in fact, a man.
 
   Charles Henderson was born from parents, James Henderson, a professional film special-effects man, and Danielle Tarkovski, a humble seamstress from Ukraine. He was born smaller than the other boys. As a child, he was constantly confused for a girl, because of his high voice and womanly features. His hair grew a soft blonde and his eyelashes grew in naturally dark. 
 
   By the age of fourteen, in the gymnasium locker rooms, Charles discovered he was gay. Not when he saw the other boys changing, but when Roger Jameson forced Charles to suck his dick after everyone left the room. While, that would be a traumatizing experience for most people, for Charles, it was one of his fondest.
 
   Roger’s parents sent Roger away to a military school across the country shortly after the incident. Then Charles, to his knowledge, was the only homosexual left in the small town.
 
   Throughout school and afterwards, Charles tried really hard to find companionship, but whenever someone discovered that he was gay, he was shunned. Naturally, being a young man, Charles craved sex, but had no outlet to find it.
 
   At the age of twenty, Charles started to cross-dress. He created an unnoticeable harness with his mother’s sewing machine that would squeeze his cock and balls tight to his body. From his father’s workshop, he stole a set of latex breasts, which had been used on the set of Batman, to make Michelle Pfeiffer’s tits look bigger. It took him a few attempts to successfully apply the prosthetic, but quickly, he became quite good at it.
 
   To anyone who didn’t know any better, Charles was a beautiful woman. Charles Henderson was Sarah Preston. 
 
   And with his perfect set of latex tits, and his tight tube-dress, Sarah Preston had sex, and lots of it.
 
   * * *
 
   “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” James, Sarah’s first victim said as they pushed their way through James’ bedroom door, locked in a kissing embrace.
 
   “Thanks,” Sarah said.
 
   James shoved his tongue deep into Sarah’s mouth, wrapping it around Sarah’s tongue. He was a little bit drunk, as Sarah could taste the vodka after-taste being pushed into her mouth.
 
   James and Sarah slowly made their way to the bed. They fell down on it together, not breaking their passionate hold. Sarah wrapped one of her smooth, soft legs around James, startling him from below. She could feel James’ cock beginning to throb inside of his pants.
 
   James’ hand travelled up from her waist towards her breasts. He placed his hand gently on one of her fake tits and started to squeeze.
 
   “Careful,” Sarah said.
 
   “Sorry,” James replied, easing his tension.
 
   While the latex tits were durable, the application was less than reliable.
 
   The two continued kissing. Sarah rolled James over and sat up, looking down on him. She smiled.
 
   “How did I manage to get you home?” James asked.
 
   Sarah’s eyes drifted downwards towards James’ cock. She reached down gently and started to undo his belt. He relaxed his neck and closed his eyes, taking a long deep breath inwards. 
 
   Slowly, Sarah pulled down James’ pants, along with his boxer shorts. His long cock sprung free and bounced around for a moment before resting nicely on his abdomen. Sarah licked her lips. 
 
   She slowly leaned down, taking the thick throbber in her soft hands. Gently, she led the shaft into her mouth. It slowly made its way through her lips, stretching them out wide. She could feel the thick pumping veins brush up against her tongue as it slid in deep, towards the back of her throat.
 
   Sarah’s own cock started to throb and harden in her tight dress. The tight, thick harness that held it in place was generally fairly effective in hiding her erections, although it did cause a bit of a bust against the soft silk of her outfit.
 
   Up and down, and up and down her head went along the long slick cock. Her warm saliva streamed down the magnificent member as her tongue rubbed and wrapped around the thick girth.
 
   James let out a long deep sigh.
 
   “Fuck,” he said, grinning from ear to ear.
 
   The cross-dressing Charles pulled his head back and smiled. “You like that?” he asked.
 
   “Sarah” leaned back down and continued sucking the well-endowed boy off. A bout of James’ sweet pre-cum spurted out of his cock onto Sarah’s tongue, which she rubbed around all over his dick. His manhood was rock solid-- ready to fuck.
 
   James leaned forward, put his hands under Sarah’s arms and pulled him off of his cock.
 
   “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” James said.
 
   “Fuck me in the ass,” Sarah said.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yeah. I want you to fuck me in the asshole.”
 
   James smiled. “Okay.”
 
   James quickly flipped Charles over and started to pull up his tight dress. Charles reached down and held his dress in place.
 
   “Wait,” Charles said.
 
   James stopped, and looked at Sarah, confused. Slowly, she rolled over and got up onto her knees. She slowly shimmied her dress up, past her butt, revealing her tight panties. Instead of pulling down her underwear, she pulled away the fabric covering her asshole.
 
   “Fuck my asshole,” Sarah said.
 
   James didn’t think twice about Sarah’s reluctance to show her pussy. He was too excited by the idea of getting to go anal. Quickly, he shimmied forward and mounted the beautiful blonde. He took his long, hard cock in his hand and pressed it up to Charles’ tight rim. He took a deep, excited breath.
 
   “You ready?” he asked.
 
   “Do it.”
 
   James started to push his long cock into Charles’ asshole, not realizing he was penetrating a man. He pushed himself in deep, feeling Charles’ heartbeat through the throbbing walls of his anus. Once inside, he slowly started to thrust himself in and out.
 
   Charles planted his face into a pillow and closed his eyes. His body began to drift away, into a deep euphoric state as the long rigged cock massaged his tight butt hole. He could feel James’ hands fall upon his soft butt, squeezing tightly. James starting moaning, elated by the violently pulsing anus. 
 
   Charles reached down and started to rub his “pussy”, while actually stroking his cock between his body and the palm of his hand. With his fingers, he pretended to be rubbing his non-existent clit.
 
   The feeling of the soft silk dress rubbing against his cock was intensely arousing. Shockwaves of pleasure were sent aggressively pulsing through his body. He clamped his tight anus down on James’ long dick as a particularly powerful surge of elation crossed over him.
 
   James, becoming more comfortable inside the stretched-out asshole, picked up his pace. His grip tightened on Charles’ butt cheeks as he slammed his body down swiftly and quickly. After every powerful plunge, he pulled out nearly his entire cock, letting the brisk air in the room cross over the bulbous tip of his shaft. Then, he slammed down again.
 
   Charles could feel a tingling in his prostate as his own cock became impossibly hard. So hard that if felt as though it was about to rip out of his tight dress. He started to moan, uncontrollably.
 
   James’ thrusts had become so powerful that he was beginning to push Charles across the bed, slowly inch by inch. Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead and he was running out of breath. Despite his tiring, he increased his pace yet again. He was close to finishing. He cock was filling up with hot cum, which he held back, clenching all the muscles in his rigged body.
 
   Charles could feel the strong man’s cock thickening and hardening in his asshole. He looked back for a moment.
 
   “Cum in my mouth,” Charles yelled out between moans.
 
   James quickly pulled his cock out of Charles’ anus. He shimmied forward. Before he could stick the long member into Charles’ mouth, he blasted his first shot onto Charles’ fake tits. Then, he stuck the exploding shaft into Charles’ mouth. Charles grabbed onto it tightly, squeezing out all of the warm cum. The sweet, sticky substance splashed around his warm mouth before he swallowed it up.
 
   James, his dick empty, closed his eyes and happily fell over onto the bed. Charles let his dress fall down again, covering up his red, swollen asshole.
 
   Charles was on cloud nine. He looked down at his dress. There was a large wet spot, just above his crotch. He had cum in his thin silk dress. He took a deep breath, smiling, and closed his eyes.
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   Charles loved being fucked in the ass. He also loved sucking guys off. However, as his deceiving sexual game carried on, he started to get bored. He wanted more. Getting himself off while being stuffed in the asshole wasn’t quite enough for him.
 
   He wanted to be able to take his dress off.
 
   He wanted to stick it in someone’s ass, just one time.
 
   So one day, when Charles’ father was in Los Angeles on a film shoot, Charles snuck into his father’s home workshop, which was set up in the garage. 
 
   He had devised the perfect plan.
 
   With an old leather jacket, Charles created a series of leather straps, which he sewed, using his mother’s sewing machine, into a crotch-less leather harness. He took the lid of a plastic jar, and cut a hole, the diameter of his cock into it. On the leather harness, he attached the jar lid, and then painted it a light blue color. 
 
   Charles, in his father’s workshop, started to stroke his cock, getting it erect. A few moments later, after achieving a big, hard erection, Charles put on the harness and stuck his cock through the hole in the jar lid. 
 
   There was one final step in Charles’ devious plan. With his father’s film-grade, skin-safe               body paint, he painted his cock the same color as the light-blue lid, and then carefully coated the skin on his dick with light, liquid silicon. He walked over to a mirror.
 
   Charles’ plan was a success. His cock looked exactly like a rubber strap-on. He just needed to find that perfect someone who would fall for his trap: Someone who would be into being dominated by a “woman”. 
 
   Charles took to his mother’s bathroom after she went to bed. He carefully applied the contouring to his face, accentuating his cheekbones and thinning out his face. He put on a smooth layer of foundation and a healthy amount of blush. Gently, he applied his mother’s mascara, and then proceeded to draw on his mother’s eyeliner. He added a cute little flick downwards at the edge of his eyes. 
 
   He chose a dark red lipstick—sexy and mysterious. 
 
   Next, Charles went to his own room and looked under his bed, where he kept his female clothes. Normally, he would wear a scandalous dress, but tonight was a special night. Tonight, was a leather night.
 
   He put on a pair of boots he’d owned for a while, but had never worn out of the house. The boots were black leather, and extended up past his knee. They had long, six-inch heels, and a matching pair of leather gloves.
 
   He slid on a tight leather skirt, over his blue-painted cock. This get-up was sure to get the right boy’s attention.
 
   Charles stuffed his leather harness into his black purse, and took off for the bar.
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   Charles waited in the corner of the bar, watching men enter and leave. Sure, he was turning heads, as usual, but he hadn’t gotten that right look just yet. Men smiled, winked, sent over drinks and even slipped their phone numbers onto Charles’ table on flimsy napkins.
 
   But that wasn’t what Charles was looking for.
 
   He kept waiting, confident the right man would show up.
 
   And show up he did.
 
   A younger man, probably about the same age as Charles, walked into the bar and was immediately taken aback by the hot young cross-dresser. He only got a few steps into the bar before he froze and stared for a moment. As Charles sent him a smile, the man turned away quickly, shy.
 
   He found a seat at the bar and ordered a drink. Every couple of minutes, he would be compelled to sneak a glance in at the leather-bound boy. When he wasn’t sneaking a peek, he was staring through his peripherals. His eyes looked at a hockey game he’d come to watch on the pub’s television, but he paid no attention to it. He couldn’t get Charles off of his mind. He was secretly obsessed, although he failed to hide it.
 
   It was time for Charles to make his move. Gracefully, he stood up and made his way across the quiet pub. He sat down directly next to the man. He looked over at the bartender and ordered a drink, never looking over at his latest victim.
 
   “H—Having a good night?” the man asked, shyly.
 
   Charles, without looking over, smiled. “So far.”
 
   “You come here often?” the man asked.
 
   “Often enough.”
 
   The bartender brought Charles his drink. Finally, Charles turned to the man, looking at him up close for the first time.
 
   “I’m Ben,” the man said.
 
   “Sarah.”
 
   Ben extended his hand and smiled. Charles could see Ben’s heart practically pounding it’s way out of his throat. 
 
   “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Ben said.
 
   “The pleasure is all mine.”
 
   “You know, I never say this—I really don’t. But you look amazing. I can’t believe I’ve never seen you here before.”
 
   “Thank you, Ben.”
 
   Charles maintained an impossible level of sex appeal and class throughout the entire conversation. Ben was practically drooling all over Charles’ leather boots.
 
   The two conversed for over an hour. Charles stared deep into Ben’s soul, trying to really understand him, ensuring that he was the perfect victim. 
 
   Charles looked around, making sure that there was no one in his immediate proximity, and then leaned in close to Ben.
 
   “Tell me, Ben,” Charles said, “what are you fantasies. What turns you on more than anything?”
 
   Ben’s face turned dark red. He started to sweat, as if Charles had just turned a faucet on inside of his head.
 
   “W—Well,” Ben said.
 
   “Tell me,” Charles whispered.
 
   “I—I don’t know. Nothing crazy,” Ben laughed nervously. “I’m just a normal guy, you know?”
 
   Charles smiled and bit his lip. The “normal guys” always had the kinkiest fantasies. Charles could tell that Ben was into some crazy shit. His mouth may have been silent, but his eyes were practically screaming: “Dominate me!”
 
   “Why don’t you show me where you live, Ben?” 
 
   Had Ben’s heart rate increased by a single beat per minute in that moment, he would have dropped dead.
 
   The two shared a cab to Ben’s house, which was out in the suburbs. Ben, like Charles, lived in his parent’s basement. He attended college and worked a part-time job, which he used to finance his bar outings. 
 
   “T—This is my room,” Ben said quietly. “My--My parents are asleep upstairs—I hope that’s okay.” Ben was still incredibly nervous. His body was as tense as a steel statue. “Can I… get you anything?” 
 
   Charles simple smiled, staring Ben in the eyes.
 
   “I’m sorry it’s so hot in here… My parents like to keep the temperature really high during the winter.”
 
   The dry heat wasn’t helping Ben’s perspiration. It really was very warm in that room.
 
   Ben’s eyes darted around the room, unable to hold eye contact with the beautiful cross-dresser. His hands were shaking and beads of sweat were running down the back of his neck.
 
   Charles, wasting no time, stepped forward, placed his gloved hands on the side of Ben’s face and pulled him in for a hot kiss. Ben remained tense for one final moment, and then melted into Charles. He wrapped his arms around the leather-bound goddess and took a step in close and tight. Charles penetrated Ben’s mouth with his warm, wet tongue.
 
   Charles, completely in control of the situation, started to lead Ben over to the bed. The two fell down onto it and continued to make-out. Ben started to run his hands up and down Charles’ leather sides. His cock was already throbbing aggressively in his pants, extraordinarily aroused by the beauty.
 
   “Oh, Sarah,” he moaned. “You’re so fucking hot.”
 
   Charles ran his leather-clad hand through Ben’s soft hair. Charles could feel his own cock beginning to harden and grow against his tight leather dungeon.
 
   Charles sat up and looked down at Ben. “I have something special for you.”
 
   “You do?” Ben asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Charles leaned over the side of the bed and reached into his purse. Then, he pulled out four pairs of handcuffs. 
 
   “Want to get a little… Dirty, Ben?”
 
   Ben’s heart froze. He was in heaven. He tried to create a sentence but his mouth did not speak.
 
   Charles smiled, not needing an answer. He leaned over top of Ben, grabbed onto one of his arms and pulled it to the barred headboard of the bed. Quickly and expertly, Charles cuffed Ben’s wrist to the bed, and then started on the next arm. Soon enough, both of Ben’s arms were tied to the bed.
 
   “Lets get you out of these pants,” Charles said softly, beginning to undo Ben’s belt.
 
   Ben was hyperventilating. His heart was pounding aggressively and his legs were trembling. He was living out his fantasy. Charles had him right where he wanted him
 
   As Ben’s boxer’s cleared his crotch, his cock came springing out, hard as a rock. It slapped against his hard abs and visibly throbbed. Charles took the remaining set of cuffs and began to tie down Ben’s feet.
 
   “I’ll be right back,” Charles said, standing up from the bed.
 
   “O—Okay,” Ben said, still extremely nervous.
 
   Charles walked out of the room, leaving Ben alone, tied to his bed. While Charles was gone, he tested the durability of the cuffs. He could barely move either of his arms an inch.
 
   Moments later Charles returned, completely naked. He had his fake leather strap-on around his waist, with his painted blued cock sticking through the jar-lid hole. He had a long, hard erection, ready to fuck the incapacitated Ben.
 
   He took a few steps towards the stationary man. His cock bounced up and down as he did.
 
   “You want to be fucked, Ben?”
 
   Ben stared at the long cock, in awe. Once again, he couldn’t get the words out of his mouth, but his eyes screamed: “Yes!”
 
   Charles smiled and bit his lip flirtatiously. He walked over and stepped onto the bed. He looked down, past his raging boner at Ben. Ben looked up, taking a moment to admire Charles’ supple fake tits.
 
   “F—Fuck me,” Ben stuttered.
 
   “What was that? I couldn’t hear you.”
 
   “Fuck me!” Ben whispered loudly.
 
   Charles lowered himself down to his knees, placed his hands underneath Ben’s legs and lifted them up enough for him to shimmy in. He leaned over to his purse one last time and pulled out a bottle of lube. Holding it up near his face, he started to pour it down, completely coating his cock in the slippery substance. Ben took a few giant breaths, trying to get a hold of his breathing.
 
   Charles poured some of the lube onto his leather-clad hand and reached down and rubbed it all over Ben’s asshole. 
 
   “Ready?” Charles asked.
 
   Ben bit his lip and nodded.
 
   Charles took his blue cock in his hand and guided it down towards the tight virgin asshole. Carefully, he started to push it in, penetrating the tight rim.
 
   Ben closed his eyes tight and let out a sharp gasp. The well-lubricated cock easily popped inside of the tied-down man and started to slide in deep.
 
   Even the well-composed Charles’ eyes shot open and his face lit up. For the first time, he was the only penetrating the asshole.
 
   Slowly, he pushed and pushed and pushed until his pelvis pressed up against Ben’s big ball sack. Lube was running down from Ben’s butt hole, all over his butt and bed sheet. Ben opened his eyes and looked into Charles’.
 
   “Fuck me,” he said again.
 
   Charles complied. He swiftly pulled his long dick out of Ben, and then slammed it back down with force. It took him a few plunges to work himself into a rhythm. He had, after all, never been the one fucking—Only the one being fucked.
 
   Ben let out a long, soft moan as the veiny shaft rubbed and stretched his tight ring. 
 
   The room was getting hotter, between the heat being put off by the over-working heaters, and the heat being put off by the couple fucking on the bed. Charles could feel beads of sweat forming on his forehead, his neck, his back, and his legs.
 
   He picked up his pace, fighting through the heat.
 
   Squish! Squish! Squish!
 
   Even the slippery lube all over Charles’ manhood was melting and squishing out of Ben’s bum hole. Charles, trying hard to regulate his breathing, looked down. There was blue paint running down Ben’s butt. The thick heat in the room had melted away the thin layer of silicone on Charles’ dick, and was now melting away the blue paint. 
 
   He had to hurry before Ben noticed.
 
   He clenched his hands tighter on Ben’s legs, squeezing his fingers deep into Ben’s skin. Ben tilted his head back and let out a loud moan. With one of his leather-clad hands, Charles grabbed onto Ben’s cock and started to stroke him off as he fucked him in the ass. With the other hand, he started to spank Ben’s butt cheeks. 
 
   Snap! Snap!
 
   The spanking was loud as the hot leather came into contact with the damp, sweaty butt. Charles jerked Ben off quickly, using both his wrist and his forearms to create his swift motions. Ben was falling deeper and deeper into euphoria.
 
   Charles’ penis was almost completely exposed now, as all the blue paint had pooled on Ben’s bed sheet. Sweat dripped off of Charles’ forehead, onto Ben’s bare pelvis. His chest started to feel hot and sweaty, covered by the prosthetic tits, which bounced up and down aggressively as Charles thrust his body forward into Ben.
 
   “Fuck!” Ben cried out loud.
 
   Charles closed his eyes. “C’mon, finish. Finish, Charles,” he thought to himself.
 
   He was running out of time. More and more sweat was dripping down his body. Suddenly, he felt the prosthetic beginning to peel away on his chest. He looked down, and the latex glue was separating from his flat chest. Quickly, with his free arm he grabbed onto his breasts and held them up, continuing to fuck and jerk off Ben.
 
   Ben hadn’t noticed. He was too lost in elation to see the latex peeling off of Charles’ chest.
 
   But the big supple tits were too much for Charles to hold up with his arm. One of the boobs slipped out from his sweaty arm and fell down onto Ben’s stomach. Ben opened his eyes and looked at Charles, who had frozen.
 
   Ben also froze. Charles’ real nipple was exposed on his flat, manly chest. Ben’s eyes drifted downwards. All over his crotch was splattered blue paint. He could see the base of Charles’ skin-toned cock sticking out from his asshole.
 
   “You—You’re a…” Ben said.
 
   Charles didn’t know what to do. He remained completely frozen.
 
   “Oh my God… You’re a—You’re a man?” Ben asked, in shock. “Get off of me. Let me go.”
 
   Ben started to fight the handcuffs. He started to violently shake his arms and legs, but he couldn’t move. Charles looked down. His leather-clad hand was still on Ben’s cock, and his own dick was still deep in Ben’s asshole. In his mind, he slowly weighed his options.
 
   “Let me go!” Ben cried out.
 
   Charles let his second tit fall off of his body, leaving only the remnants of the latex glue on his chest. Slowly, he started to resume jerking Ben off.
 
   Ben stopped fighting and looked down at his cock. He watched the leather fingers run up and down his hard dick. 
 
   Then, Charles slowly resumed fucking the tight asshole. He pulled himself out and then plunged himself back in slowly. He looked up into Ben’s wide eyes. Ben was in shock, but had stopped fighting. Maybe—Just maybe, he was still enjoying it.
 
   Charles started to pick up his pace; slowly returning to the rapid-fire pace he had before his breasts fell off. Ben’s body started to relax once again as he melted down into his mattress. 
 
   “You—You like that?” Charles asked nervously.
 
   Ben was silent for a moment, and then, “Y—Yeah,” he stuttered.
 
   Charles smiled and picked up his pace again.
 
   Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!
 
   More of the warm, slippery lubricant squished out of Ben’s tight anus. Ben let his head fall back again. Now, Ben was living out another one of his even more secretive fantasies. 
 
   Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap!
 
   Charles could feel Ben’s cock beginning to bloat against his fingers. He was about to climax, as hot cum filled his dick. He held back, biting his lip and holding his breath.
 
   Charles wasn’t far behind. He plunged his body down aggressively, slamming his pelvis into Ben. Both men started to moan. Ben’s moaning quickly escalated into screaming. And then—
 
   Ben exploded. Cum began to burst out of his cock, all over his hard chest and abs. The sticky substance ran down Charles’ leather fingers, and then dripped into his pubic hair. Charles squeezed tightly, pulling the final few drops out of Ben’s dick.
 
   Charles cried out loud in his feminine voice. His own cock finally released and cum came blasting out of him, into Ben’s tight ass. He slammed his body forward one final time as shot after shot exited his body.
 
   Both men were drenched in sweat and cum. They remained frozen still for a moment as they caught their breath.
 
   Ben was silent, ashamed that he let a man fuck him in the ass and ashamed that he fell for Charles’ trap.
 
   “I—I’m sorry,” Charles said.
 
   Ben didn’t respond. He wouldn’t make eye contact with the leather-covered man.
 
   Slowly, Charles stood up. He bent over, reached into his purse and pulled out the key for all of the handcuffs. He walked over to Ben’s hand, and placed the key in it.
 
   “I should go,” said Charles, ashamed of himself.
 
   Charles turned and walked towards the door. 
 
   “Wait,” Ben said.
 
   Charles stopped, but did not turn around.
 
   “What’s your name?” Ben asked.
 
   “It’s Charles.”
 
   “Stay with me, Charles.”
 
   Charles turned around and faced his cum-drenched fuck. He stared at him, not knowing what to say.
 
   “I want you to stay with me. Stay the night.”
 
   “Really?” Charles asked.
 
   “I don’t want you to leave.”
 
   Charles smiled and walked back over to Ben. He helped Ben undo his shackle. Gently, Ben placed his hand on Charles’ side.
 
   Simply, without saying a word, Ben smiled.
 
    
 
   The End
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