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TROPHY WIFE


Danny was sure he was going to get the big promotion at work—and then his boss tells him that it’s gone to someone else: Deakins. No, Deakins doesn’t have the numbers that Danny has, but Deakins has a wife, and the company’s clients have wives who want other wives to mingle with at events and company getaways.

Stunned, Danny sinks into despair. Finding a woman has always been a struggle with his demanding work schedule. He makes great money… but no woman seems to want a man who spends most of his waking hours at the office.

So when Danny finds a website called Trophy Wife, designed for successful business men to find wives who understand busy work schedules and just want to be pampered, it seems like the answer to all of his problems. And when he meets Vanessa, he’s sure that he’s found the true solution to all of his problems—so he proposes after just one date.

The thing is, there’s a lot that Danny doesn’t know about Vanessa—particularly what’s between her smooth thighs.


CHAPTER 1
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Ikept checking the clock. It was already past 5:00 PM. I should have been on my way home already. My boss promised me that he wouldn’t keep me any later than five. He knew I had a big, important date.

Well, he wasn’t the one keeping me. He’d already left—off to get drinks with a big potential client. I was choosing to stay, against my better judgement. But I was so close to being finished with the Ferguson file. I’d promised Michael Ferguson that we would try to be finished with his documents by Friday. Now, it was Thursday evening. Ferguson was one of our biggest clients. A happy Ferguson meant a potential promotion.

I eyed the clock again. “Shit,” I whispered, seeing that it was almost 5:40 PM now. Why was the clock moving so quickly? Was it broken?

Okay, so maybe I didn’t need to shower up before the date; it’s not like I smelled bad… Did I? I wanted to change into a different suit—something a bit more casual than the black suit and black tie combo I was sporting now. But maybe I could just go to that date in what I was wearing now. I didn’t need to drive all the way home and then all the way back downtown. Yes—that saved me some time.

Now it was 6:00 PM. I was supposed to be at the restaurant for 7:00 PM: tons of time. I was so close to being finished with that file—I was totally in the clear—

“What the hell is that?” I whispered, eyeing a figure in the totals section that was way off of what it should have been. I stared at it for a long time. Then, I went back through the document. Somewhere, I’d put the decimal in the wrong place.
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I searched every page, but couldn’t find what was wrong. The numbers just weren’t adding up. Ferguson would flip out if he saw how much his tax estimate was. “No, no, no,” I groaned.

This happened a lot. Usually, I would close the document and return to it in the morning with fresh eyes. I knew I would find the mistake eventually.

I eyed the clock. 6:30 PM. I had to be at the restaurant in thirty minutes. It was a twenty-minute drive away. I still had ten minutes to find the error, fix it, and then submit the file for approval.

“Where are you?” I whispered. “C’mon, Danny. Find the fucking mistake!” My heart was racing.

I went back to the start, flipping through one page at a time. I knew that mistake had to be there somewhere.

Then, I saw a different mistake: a miscategorization that was serious: serious enough to trigger an audit. If Ferguson ended up being audited, my promotion was gone.

And the promotion was going to be put on hold if I couldn’t get the Ferguson file finished on time. I had to get it done.

I eyed the clock. 6:45 PM. Maybe if I drove fast, I would only be a couple of minutes late. I could do it! I could finish the file and make it to the date more-or-less on time.
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Then, I noticed another error: something small, but I knew I needed to fix it before I forgot about it. The file had to be perfect. I needed a shining review from Ferguson if I was going to beat out Roger and Stan for the big promotion.

When I eyed the clock again, it was 7:20 PM. Then, my phone buzzed. My guts tied themselves into a tight knot, and I new that I was in deep shit.
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I saw Kenzie sitting at the table, on her phone. I carefully slid into the seat across from her. “Sorry I’m a little bit late,” I said softly, and then she looked up from her phone. “I got stuck in the office.”

“A little bit late?” she said, biting her tongue. I watched as her skin turned red. “You’re over an hour late, Danny!” she snapped. She stood up and let out a deep sigh. “This is the third time—and honestly, it’s just embarrassing!”
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“Kenzie,” I said. “C’mon; it’s just… you know how my work is.”

“I know,” she said. “And I’m over it. I think this is it, Danny. It was fun, but I need someone who’s more… available.” She said that last word through clenched teeth.

I sat there, stunned. I thought we had a good thing going. I’d made it farther with her than any other girl in the last nine years: eight dates. In fact, I was close to calling her my girlfriend. “Let’s talk about this,” I said, forcing a smile, noticing the eyes of patrons turning to see why Kenzie was so red in the face. “Just sit down.”

“No,” she growled. “I’m done. We’re done. Sorry, Danny.”

She stormed off.

“Kenzie!” I shouted.
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I held it together. I didn’t cry, even though I wanted to. It’s not that I was emotionally attached to Kenzie—that wasn’t quite the case at all. But I’d reached a climax with my frustration: in fifteen years, I hadn’t had a girl stick with me for more than six weeks.

“Can I get you a drink?” The waiter asked, keeping his distance.

“Just the bill for whatever she had,” I said, motioning towards the three empty glasses and the plate that had some sort of appetizer on it.

I paid the bill and got the hell out of there, away from those whispering patrons. I went home feeling more embarrassed than ever, even though I’d lost count of how many times girls had left me for the same exact reason.

I was officially over it. It was obvious that my career was going to keep me from finding love. I hated to think that I had to pick one or the other. I liked my job, and I really liked how much money I made. I just wished that I could find a girl that I could spoil with that money: a girl who could be there for me when I was done working. I guess that’s not what girls really want though, is it? No woman wants a guy who works seven days a week, who works ten, twelve, fourteen-hour days.

I sighed and fell onto my bed, feeling more defeated than ever. My guts were still twisted into that same tight knot. My bedroom was quiet… and lonely.
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“I need a girl,” I groaned.


CHAPTER 2
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My boss asked me out to dinner the next day, and I knew why: he wanted to discuss the promotion. The Ferguson file was delivered on time, complete with enough deductions to get Mr. Ferguson into a lower tax bracket, saving him millions of dollars. In Mr. Ferguson’s words, “Whoever put this together is my hero.”

Of course, William, my boss, was thrilled. “You’re a real gem, Danny Boy,” he said to me. He was taking me for dinner at the best steakhouse in town. A reservation could only be made with a five-hundred-dollar deposit—and a steak was nearly two-hundred bucks.

“You deserve it,” William said to me, smiling. “Order anything on the menu.” Then he laughed. “It’s deductible, after all. We’re working.” He winked at me.

I tried not to look too excited, biting my tongue to hide my goofy smile. “So, uh, what did you want to talk about, Will?” I said.

“Your future,” he said with a smile.
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I smiled, trying not to get too giddy.

“First, I want to cheers—to you,” he said. “Since you’ve come to us, you’ve made my life a hell of a lot easier. You’re one of the best accountants in the province, Danny Boy.”

“Thanks, sir.” I raised my glass, blushing all over.

“I want to talk about promotions with you,” he said with a grin. “I think it’s time we have a real chat.”
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I perked up, taking a deep breath. “I’m honoured, sir.”

“Will,” he said with a laugh.

“Will,” I corrected.

“A promotion is definitely in your future, Danny Boy,” he said.

“That’s amazing, s—I mean, Will. I’m really so, so grateful, and, of course, I accept…”

“No,” he said, cutting me off. “I’m not giving you the promotion now, son.”

My heart stopped beating for a moment as I held my glass in the air.

“Sorry, Danny, but I have to give the promotion to Deakins. He’s been with us longer, and his record is just… well, it’s tremendous.”

I forced a smile. “Of course,” I said, trying hard not to point out that my numbers were better than Deakins consistently.

“You’re an asset, Danny Boy,” he continued. “And there’s a promotion in your future—no doubt. But if you’re going to move up, that means client dinners. It means travelling to meet clients. Just last month, I had to go on a private yacht with the Sorotini Brothers.”

“Right…” I said. “And, uh, just out of curiosity… You don’t think that I could do that?”

“It’s just…” He took a sip from his drink. “It’s just that you would have a hard time relating to most of our clients. I mean—you’re young… but also…”

“What is it?” I asked. “I mean—I totally understand your decision, sir. I would just love to know how I could improve my standing with the company.”

“You’re single,” he said bluntly. “Our clients are all married—most of them, anyway. When they take us out, they want us to bring our spouses. Their wives like to have women to chat with. Hell—my wife has gotten us more clients than I have! And Deakins… Well, we had him and his wife out just last week with Cameron Andrews, and their wives just hit it off. They planned a whole spa day together. And for that reason… Well, Deakins is just slightly more of an asset to us.”

“Than me…” I said, still trying to maintain that smile.

“You get it,” he smiled, and then he sipped his drink again.

I didn’t really get it. I’d just saved one of our biggest clients literal millions… but that just wasn’t enough.

William kept talking, but now, I was hearing nothing. My ears were ringing. It seemed like he was getting further and further away. I could see his lips moving, but no noise was reaching my ears.

Then suddenly, the waitress came up. “Ready to order?” she asked. She was a beautiful woman: not a day older than twenty-one, with beautiful brunette hair and a skintight black dress that showed off curves that seemed downright impossible.
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William ordered for me. Once the waitress was gone, he turned to me. “A girl like that,” he said with beaming eyes. “That’s what you need. Find yourself a pretty woman like that, and then… then you’ll be management material.” He grinned, and my guts tied themselves into a familiar knot. “Hell—maybe you should leave your phone number on the table. Or is she not your type? You don’t look too impressed. Ah—I’m sure you’ll find yourself a nice girl, Danny Boy. You’re a handsome guy. A guy like you will land a nice trophy wife—no doubt about it.”

The rest of that dinner was a blur. I was embarrassed, sitting there, eating my steak, knowing it was a pity dinner.

It was a painful reminder of just how single I was. I was so single that I didn’t even qualify for a promotion.

It was a Catch-22: I couldn’t get a girlfriend because of work, and I couldn’t get a promotion because I didn’t have a girlfriend.


CHAPTER 3
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The email came to me at a very peculiar moment in my life, as I pulled out my phone to check my email inbox in an attempt to distract myself from how pathetically single I was.

I half-think that our phones are constantly spying on us; and maybe my phone heard that conversation at the steakhouse, with William. Because now, there was an email in my inbox with the subject line, ‘Your Trophy Wife is Waiting.’

It was, of course, a spam message—but I couldn’t just delete it; the coincidence was just too great. I had to investigate, even though I didn’t have terribly high hopes for what was contained within.

It was a generic-looking dating website, with a golden logo, and a sleek black interface. I clicked around it a little bit, quickly hitting the paywall. “This feature is only for paying members,” it said, no matter where I tried to go.

And then I saw the pricing page. “My God!” I gasped. For one month, the website charged a thousand dollars. “Is this a joke?” That price, of course, was only for men.

Women could sign up for free, though they had a bit of a different process. Their profiles had to be approved, and their identities had to be verified. The website required the girls to have professional photos taken by professional photographers.

The website, by the way, was called Trophy Wife.

Normally, I would have immediately left that site and I would have never thought about it again after marking it as spam in my inbox. But the coincidence hadn’t been lost on me. William had just told me that I needed a trophy wife, and now, this website was offering one to me.

And there, in their mission statement, was a sentence that cried out to me: “Can’t find the time to date? Looking for a girl who understands your busy work schedule?”

That was me! I didn’t have the time to casually date around. I needed a girl who understood that I had to work.

I looked at the pricing page again. I squirmed. I hated the idea of spending that kind of cash—but I should mention to you that my dinner with William didn’t end with me leaving empty-handed; William had given me a two-thousand dollar bonus. It was a tiny piece of a tip that was given to the company by Mr. Ferguson--but it was two-thousand bucks that I didn’t have that morning—and it was two months on that exclusive website.

It was a desperate move that I wouldn’t have ever made before… but that night, I signed up for an account on Trophy Wife. Once the charge was processed on my credit card, the website showed me the huge selection of beautiful women who were looking for a rich man to take care of them.

And look—I did okay. I made a pretty good chunk of change, and I’d been making a pretty good chunk of change since I graduated college. I’d never spent a ton of money on anything. I was just shy of being a millionaire—not that I’m bragging. Most of that money was tied up in investments.
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But now, I needed to invest in my future in a new way: in a woman.

The women on that website were downright gorgeous. In fact, the only negative reviews the website had were posted by women, complaining that they’d been rejected for not ‘meeting the company’s physical standard’.

Most of the girls advertised themselves in bikinis, in tropical destinations, on yachts, sipping drinks by million-dollar swimming pools.
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Mirabelle was from Spain. Twenty-two years old, she was looking to settle down with a man who could take care of her. In her bio, she included a stipulation: ‘I refuse to live anywhere but the beach.’ Well, there wasn’t any beach in my town, so I had to keep looking.

Josephine was from Paris, France. She was a runner-up at the Ms. Universe pageant, and had dated a number of celebrities.
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Josephine was cute—but I could tell that she was high-maintenance. And I wasn’t a celebrity; I don’t think this girl was just looking for money, but some clout as well.

I kept scrolling. There were some seriously cute babes on that website.

Anna’s dream was to one day own a vineyard.
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Unlike most of the women on that website, Anna had a job: representing various vineyards at wine conventions. I liked that about her: she knew about a busy work life. But Anna insisted on writing a sentence in her bio that put me off: “Don’t bother messaging me if you don’t make at least a million per year.” Well, at least she was honest.

So I went onto the next girl.

Brielle was a beautiful brunette who loved sailing. She dreamed of owning her own sailing yacht. One of her stipulations was that each summer be spent sailing the world. I could never get that kind of time off—and while I made good money, I didn’t make ‘buy a sailing yacht’ kind of money.
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I looked through profile after profile before I finally found one that made me stop in my tracks.

Her name was Vanessa. She had only one photo posted: of her in a silver bikini, posing on some dock at some tropical destination or another. Vanessa was beautiful, with platinum hair that glistened just like her silver bikini.
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There was an innocence about her that the other girls didn’t have. She almost looked slightly shy. “I’m not big into brand names,” she said on her profile. “I’d rather spend that money on good food.”

I liked to consider myself a bit of a foodie as well.

“Vacations are nice, but my dream is a cozy staycation on a snowy weekend, sitting by a fire, listening to music.”

I’m not sure why Vanessa had me so intrigued. There was just something about her profile that made her seem so much more… down to earth than the other girls on the website.

My fingers trembled as I went to click ‘Message’. I took a deep breath, feeling a heat on my forehead, turning into a sweat. I’d spent a lot of time on dating websites over the years, but this was different. I normally wasn’t so nervous messaging girls, but now, I felt a tremendous amount of pressure… maybe because this was costing me big money: a thousand dollars, just to have the account (that didn’t even cover the cost of messaging, which was running me ten bucks per message).

A part of me felt idiotic spending this kind of cash—but another part of me felt hopeful, like I’d found the answer to my problems. If this really turned into something, then the money was well-spent.

“I have to say, your profile is super intriguing,” I wrote to her. “I’d really love to get to know you.”

After I pressed send, the anxiety flooded in. I reread my message a thousand times, picking it apart, realizing there were so many better lines I could have used. Maybe I should have led with a joke. Maybe I should have acted more cool with a simple, ‘Hey.” I paced around my high-rise apartment, heart fluttering.

Then, forty minutes of anxiety later, a red dot appeared in my inbox. It was her! She was replying to me!

I rushed to my laptop. “Hi Danny,” she replied—and I swear I could hear her voice in those written words. “Nice to meet you. I’d like to get to know you as well.”

My heart throbbed against my ribcage.

I spent the rest of that night messaging with Vanessa: just the usual dating website small chat, but for some reason, this felt so much different. It felt so much more hopeful.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwoke up with a smile on my face, and that smile remained there until I went to do my usual online banking, and I saw the thousand-dollar charge—along with the one-hundred mini-charges for every message that I sent to Vanessa.

I spent close to two-thousand dollars that night: my whole bonus. That wasn’t like me, to burn through money like that. I didn’t like seeing a huge drop in my bank account. Spending money gave me anxiety. There was a reason I didn’t live in a luxurious apartment. There was a reason I didn’t drive an expensive car. There was a reason I didn’t go on lavish vacations—or any vacations for that matter.

“Shit,” I mumbled. I tried not to think about it. I tried to remind myself that it was for a good reason. It was the first step towards getting ahead in my career.

When I showed up for work, the celebration had already begun: news had gotten out that Deakins was being promoted to Account Manager on all of the under-half-billion accounts, which meant that he was going to be my new boss.

He had a big smile on his face as he approached me. He grabbed my hand and shook it. “Seriously, Danny, I would have never gotten here without you. I really owe you, buddy.” He shook my hand aggressively. But really, he should have been sharing his wife’s hand.
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“I’m glad you got the raise, buddy,” I said softly, forcing a smile.

“Promotion,” he said, correcting me. “And—yeah—I guess a raise too.” He laughed. “I can’t wait to keep working with you, Danny. It’s going to be great.” Just like that, he buzzed off to mingle with our other coworkers.

His wife was there, chatting with the secretaries. She was wearing a golden dress, sparkling as the morning sunlight beamed against her. Her new fake breasts were on full display. She had new lip fillers, new fake eyelashes, and she had those new tattooed-on eyebrows that were all the rage with socialites.
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She looked at me and I tried my best to force a smile. It just didn’t seem fair; he has a wife, so he gets a promotion? My work performance means nothing?

My heart sank. I looked over and saw Ian, the senior accountant: one of many who had been expecting a promotion. Ian had been with the company for twenty-six years. He, like me, was single.

Was that my future if I didn’t figure my shit out?

I went to the bathroom. I slipped out my phone. I logged into the Trophy Wife website.

I typed out a message. “Dinner tonight?”

And it was five minutes later when she said, “I’m free.” My body tingled with excitement.

My heart was racing with excitement. Sure, I’d been on many, many dates over the years—but this, somehow, seemed totally different. I felt like I was already passed that big hurdle with Vanessa; she already knew that I was a workaholic, that I would have to prioritize work over her if I was going to be able to maintain the lifestyle we both wanted—and the fact that she was still meeting with me suggested that she was okay with that.

Work ticked by at a snail’s pace. I had one eye on the clock all day. When Johnson came into my office and said, “Any chance you can stay late to help out with the Richards file?” I said, “Sorry, no can do.” It was possibly the first time I’d ever turned down work like that. He was shocked, stuttering for a moment before turning silent; he’d entirely anticipated my assistance.

And it wasn’t something I could get into the habit of, or I would be out a job by the end of the year. But this was a special occasion; I had to be on time to meet with Vanessa.

I won’t bore you too much with the details of that day; just know this: it was long, tedious, boring—and filled with anxiety. I spent most of that day just looking at that single picture of her: that beautiful figure in that silver bikini. I was half-convinced that she was too good to be true, and half-convinced that I’d gone through enough heartache that I finally deserved her.

And then the evening finally came. I was there, early, at a table, tapping my foot, biting my tongue, checking my watch, smelling my own breath against the palm of my hand.

And then, on time, she showed up. And I hate to sound so corny, but I have to be honest and the truth is (unfortunately for you) corny. The front door opened and she emerged into the restaurant like a sort of angel, backlit, glowing. Her platinum hair (which was almost silver like the bikini from her photo), was glistening like it was made from real strands of silver. She was wearing a small silver dress, possibly made from the same exact fabric that was cut to make that bikini.

Her glistening eyes scanned the room in slow motion as the whole restaurant turned quiet. I swear I could hear a church choir singing in the distance.
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And then her eyes found me. She moved towards me, seemingly floating on a cloud. I rose up and was surrounded by the luxurious smell of her amazing perfume, like I was teleported into an English garden. Her fragile hand fell into mine. Her silver fingernails caught my eye as we shook hands. She stared into my eyes and my heart soared.

Okay—I promise that’s enough cheesiness.

We sat across from each other at that small table, and the first thing I said was, “I sometimes have to work late; it’s unpredictable.”

“You’re an important person,” she said softly, smiling in an understanding sort of way.

“By sometimes, I mean… most days.”

“Of course,” she said.

“I—I just feel like I need to be upfront with you. I don’t want to waste your time.”

She giggled, brushing her silver hair off of her beautiful face. “Well, I should be upfront with you. I have expensive taste. I know that’s a big turn off for some guys. But I like what I like.”

“I don’t mind that… but, uh… Define expensive. I mean—there’s expensive, and then there’s… millionaire expensive… and then there’s billionaire expensive.”

“I don’t want a cheap guy,” she said. “I don’t need a new Rolls Royce, but if you try to pick me up in a ’95 Civic, it’s probably not going to work out.”
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I smiled. My heart fluttered. I liked her honesty. Sure, some guys might hear her speaking and think ‘high maintenance’, but I understood her. A girl is allowed to have preferences. I had my own preferences that could be construed as ‘negative’—like wanting a girl who was fine ‘waiting’ around for me while I worked countless hours.

The next two hours went by in a flash. I hate to say it, but I hardly remember what we talked about; I was just so blown away by her understanding of my work situation; it had been a dealbreaker with every past relationship, and this girl was just… fine with it, as long as I treated her nicely.

She teased me with her toes under the table, gently brushing my leg, giggling in a youthful sort of way. The whole date was just so dreamy.

I paid for dinner. We walked along the city streets, under glimmering lamplight. The weather was just so perfect. It all just seemed so… perfect, like it was meant to be that way. She had to use the bathroom, so she went into a nearby cafe, and asked me to wait. And then, I looked to my right and saw that I was standing outside of a jewelry store—and there, in the window, was an engagement ring that just seemed so… perfect.

I don’t know if you believe in coincidences, but this, to me, just seemed like a sign. It was like God was telling me to marry this woman. And maybe that was what I needed: to put a ring on a finger. Maybe I needed to make this as ‘concrete’ as I possibly could. If we were married (or even just engaged), splitting up wouldn’t be quite as simple as a quick meeting at a cafe, saying, “It’s just not working.”

So, while she was using the toilet at the nearby cafe, I spent $85,000 on an engagement ring.

I know—you think I’m crazy. I’d never spent that much money on anything—not even the down payment on my condo. My car wasn’t worth that much. My heart raced with terror.

And then I saw her, walking towards me, smile on her face, platinum hair glowing in the golden lamplight. She was a picture of perfection. She was my future wife.
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I went to one knee. “Marry me,” I said.

She froze. Her eyes became wide.

“I’ve been on a thousand first dates, but you’re different,” I said. “I know that you’re the one.”

She turned pale, and then she turned dark red. People nearby stopped to watch. My heart raced. “Will you marry me?” I asked, and then there was a terrible silence.

But that silence ended with, “O—Okay. I will.” She took the ring. And then I stood up and our lips met: our first kiss—a kiss that I wouldn’t ever forget, for better or worse.


CHAPTER 5
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Yes, I was moving too fast—even I could admit that under the circumstances. But my singleness had put me in a difficult position; I’d stagnated, and I was going to be stuck there until my relationship status changed.
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Deep down, I knew that there wouldn’t be a better prospect than Vanessa. Vanessa had everything: the beauty, the grace, the bubbly personality—and, most importantly, the understanding of my work situation.

I could spent an hour trying to convince you why I was justified in doing what I did, but if you don’t understand it, then you may never understand it. Being too busy to date is a real thing—and it sucks.

But I won’t go down that ranting rabbit hole again; I’ve told you how I feel, and you can choose to understand it or not.

Well, my boss was thrilled when I told him. “I didn’t know you were seeing anyone!” he gasped. He jumped to his feet and gave me a hard pat on the back. “Way to go! I need to meet this girl! She’s beautiful, right? Knowing you, she must be the prettiest girl in town.”

I blushed. “She’s cute,” I said. I was understating it.

“I have to meet her.”

“Of course.”

“Tonight. I’m not taking no for an answer.”

“I—I have to check with her schedule,” I said.

He shook his head. “This is important, Danny Boy. Get her to change her schedule. I’ll make the reservations now. Antonio’s. 8:00 PM. Message her now.”

I stuttered, trying to come up with an excuse. It was too soon to introduce Vanessa to my boss… Plus, I didn’t want him to know that we’d only been on a single date. I didn’t want my boss to think that I was as crazy as you think that I am.

I messaged Vanessa. “My boss wants us to have dinner with him tonight.”

“I’m going to a club tonight,” she replied. “What about Thursday?”

“It kind of has to be tonight,” I said, fingers beginning to tremble. “He’s really insisting—and it could mean a big promotion at work. I know it sounds a bit weird, and there’s one other thing…”

“What is it?” she asked.

In one way, it felt like I was messaging an old, old friend—someone I could say anything to. But in another way (and a more logical way), it felt like I was messaging someone I’d only met one time, who I knew next to nothing about.

But she was my fiancée. Maybe we were moving too fast, but the reality was: we were engaged to be married.

“I want him to think that we’ve been together for a while,” I said, with a blushing emoji. “I hate to ask you to lie, but I don’t really want him thinking that I’m crazy.”

“Knowing that you’re crazy,” she said with a winky face. “No problem, Danny. I’ll make it work. I’ll see you tonight.”

And Vanessa, being the rockstar that I probably didn’t deserve, completely understood the assignment. When I picked her up from her building, she was dressed to kill: glittering like a diamond, dolled up like a princess. She smiled at me, and I suddenly felt like a thirteen-year-old boy in the presence of the school hottie.

I felt my face turning red. Her dress was cut deep, showing every possible inch of her breasts without exposing her nipples. “Hi Danny,” she said softly.

[image: Vanessa]



I just stuttered, unable to muster up any words. I felt complete unworthy of her gaze, let alone her hand in marriage.

“You look… otherworldly,” I said.

She blushed with a cute shade of pink. “Thanks, Danny,” she smiled.

I nodded my head. “My boss is going to think…”

She giggled. “What?” she asked.

“I—I don’t even know.” So, while we drove to the restaurant, I explained a bit of the situation to her: about Deakins getting the raise, and not me. For a moment, Vanessa looked nervous, as if I’d only proposed to her because I wanted a raise.

So I was quick to laugh, “No, no,” I said. “It’s not like that had anything to do with me proposing to you. I mean—it is why I went to that website… But… I really like you, Vanessa. I really do think you’re the one for me.” I gazed into her eyes and she gazed back into mine, batting those amazing, thick lashes.

“We’re almost at the restaurant,” I said, feeling sweat on the back of my neck.

I was scared, but I was excited. I wanted to see my boss’ reaction. I wanted to watch his eyes widen. I wanted him to see that expensive ring on her finger. I wanted him to know that I was top-floor material.

I took Vanessa’s hand and walked her towards the entrance of that fancy restaurant. I eyed her sparkling high heels. I looked up her smooth legs. I caught a glimmer of her shimmering dress. “My God,” I said. “You really are beautiful.”

She giggled, blushed, and said, “You’re cute.”

Then, we walked into the restaurant—and saw that it wasn’t just a dinner: it was a surprise party.

My co-workers clapped. A few of them cheered. A waitress approached me and Vanessa with flutes of champagne. “Congratulations,” the woman whispered. She winked and fluttered off, and then came the crowd.

It was a surprise party: an engagement party—and something more than that. In a dreamlike turn of events, William had decided to give me a promotion. “We’re splitting the position in two,” he said to me. “You’ll work with Deakins.”

And there was Deakins, standing behind him, looking a bit miffed with a flat expression. His promotion had been lessened so that I could be promoted.

There were streamers, balloons, and lots of booze. It was a real party—not just an office party-break, like Deakins got. Deakins did congratulate me—quickly—and from a distance.
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Vanessa could tell that the moustachioed man was frustrated, so she approached me and whispered into my ear, “Is that him? Deakins?”

“That’s him,” I said.

She giggled. “You’re so much younger than him.” She grinned and looked into my eyes. “You’re moving up faster.”

“I guess so,” I said. Then, I cleared my throat and decided to try to impress her. “My numbers have been better than his since I started.”

“Because you’re the best, Danny,” she said with a little smile.

I was liking Vanessa more and more with each passing minute. I’d hardly known her for a full twenty-four hours, and we were already engaged and complimenting each other, building each other up…

But in a way, that made me nervous—like there was nowhere to go from here but down. I couldn’t see how it couldn’t possibly get any better, so where could it go?

I tried not to manifest negativity. I pushed those fears away. Vanessa was different than other girls; I could just sense it. I’d never felt this close to any girl before her. It didn’t feel like this was our ‘second date’.

Vanessa went off, and I sauntered over to her twenty minutes later, finding her chatting with one of my co-workers’ wives. “How long have you been together?” the wife asked.

“About eight months,” Vanessa smiled.

“And how did you meet?”

“It’s a funny story, really,” said Vanessa with a small, convincing giggle. “I was serving drinks at this banquet, and I wasn’t looking where I was going; I spilled a drink right onto his lap. I got his number so that I could get him his suit jacket after I got it back from the dry cleaners—and then we just… hit it off from there.”

“Aw, that’s so cute.”

“Hey, darling,” I said, slipping my arm around her. She looked into my eyes and smiled. Then, we shared our second kiss of our relationship. Her lips were like butter. Her smell was straight from the Garden of Eden. She was enchanting, mystifying.

“You guys are adorable,” said the woman. “Congratulations.”

“Thank you,” I said.

And the whole night was filled with praise, congratulations, and looks of pure admiration—and, of course, those seething glances from Deakins that just made it all so much better.

Part of the night were a blur. Alcohol was, of course, consumed. I ended up in a cab, around 2:00 AM, with my bride-to-be by my side. We kissed. I caressed her body. The cab driver finally had to say, “Not in my car!” when I started sliding my hand up the skirt of her short dress.

We both giggled as we rushed to her apartment. We went inside and kissed more. We stumbled over to the couch, and then the make-out session turned hot. She pushed hand down my trousers and moaned as she felt my erection. “You—You’re big,” she gasped.

Then, she suddenly turned tense. “Danny, stop,” she said.

I kept kissing her body, working my way down her chest. I carefully slipped her top down, which wasn’t hard; her dress was so light, weighing almost nothing. Her puffy nipples beckoned me.

“Danny, I mean it… Stop,” she said.

So, reluctantly, I stopped. I looked into those beautiful eyes. “What is it?”
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“I’ve been meaning to tell you something,” she said, dark red all over.

“What? What is it?”

The room was silent. She stared at me for a long moment. “I have a penis.”

And that sentence seemed to echo over and over and over in that quiet apartment. “A—A what?” I said.

“I was born a man,” she said bluntly, no longer giggling.

“A—Are you fucking with me?”

“No,” she said, now looking like she was on the verge of tears. I was speechless the moment I realized she was telling me the truth.

The room was truly silent now—unless you count the high-pitched buzzing in my ear that refused to go away. I felt sick. She stood up and proved that she was lying, lifting her dress, and gently pulling down an inch of her panties, just enough to show me the base of her cock.

“My plan was to tell you on our second date,” she said. “But—But it was so… hectic. There was no opportunity.”

I stuttered. “You—You were born a… man.”

She nodded her head.

And then came the blurriness again. I can’t quite recall how that conversation progressed. I’m not sure I made much sense as I stuttered, and she was pale as a ghost, hardly saying anything at all. “I—I’m guessing this isn’t something that you… want,” she said.

“No,” I said. “You—You’re right. I can’t be with someone who was… born a man. I mean—it’s nothing against transgender people, Vanessa. It’s just… It’s not my thing.”

“I understand,” she said softly, her voice broken. Then, she reached for the ring on her finger, and I realized that this meant telling everyone: William, Deakins, and every co-worker. This probably meant losing the raise. This probably meant going right back to where I was: stagnating.

“Danny?” she said, now seeming so, so far away from me as she stood just on the other end of the couch.

“Huh?” I said.

“Your ring,” she said. Now, the ring was on the coffee table, waiting for me to grab it.

I looked at it. My heart raced. My head was spinning. I looked at her. She didn’t look like a man at all; how was she so convincing? She didn’t sound like a guy either—though maybe now I could hear an ever-so-slight masculine twang—and maybe I could see a touch of Adam’s apple.

I cleared my throat. A bit of that fog wore off. “What if we…” I started. Then, I took a deep breath. “What if we just… tried it out for a while.”

The room turned to that awful silence again. She was staring at me, now looking confused. “You want to try… dating me?”

“Sure,” I said. “I mean—we can just give it a try.”

She let a small smile slip. “You don’t mind that I was born a boy?”

I forced a smile: one of the hardest things to force in my life. “It’s nothing I’ve ever been with before, but I’m sure it’s something that I can get used to.”

She smiled, lighting up. Her body perked right up. She was apprehensive, watching me closely, as if waiting for me to change my mind. “Are you sure?” She asked.

“Totally. I like you a lot. I like you too much to let something like that make a difference.”

“But you just said…”

“Don’t worry about what I just said; I was just processing. I like you, Vanessa.”

She smiled. Then, she came to me. She reached out her arms and wrapped them around my neck. She leaned in for a kiss, filling my nostrils with that amazing perfume.

But I turned my head to face the wall—and there was a clock on the wall. “Oh my God, is that really the time?” I said.

She looked. “It’s late. Want to sleep over?” she asked.

“No—I have to get home. I have to work at seven, and all of my files are on my desk at home. Sorry, Vanessa. We’ll, uh, have to pick up where we left off another time.” I smiled, blushed, and skirted away from her, heart racing. I was relieved when her hands were off of me.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Just tired,” I said. “And, uh, stressed about tomorrow. I have some big meetings—important meetings.”

I rushed out of there as fast as I could, saying only a quick goodbye. Sure, I felt guilty; I knew that I looked like a total asshole as I moved out of there, and I knew there was a good chance my discomfort was obvious enough that she would message me shortly saying, “We should split.”
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But that message didn’t come—at least not that night. And I was just happy to have bought myself some time, because that’s all I really needed to make that promotion stick.

If I broke up with Vanessa then and there, the promotion would probably fall through. But if I could string her along for a few months, until my managerial position was old news, then I could quietly split up from Vanessa; that was my plan.

I just had to string her along; I just had to keep her engaged to me for long enough for things to stick—and so I wouldn’t be humiliated the day after a ‘congratulations’ party in my name.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


The smiles I got the next morning all made me nervous. I suddenly felt like a liar, like an imposter. I had this terrible guilt swirling in my gut, but I wasn’t sure if it was for Vanessa, who was I now deceiving to keep my position at work, or if it was for William and my co-workers, who was deceiving in a totally different (but also very similar) way.

The congratulations kept on coming. “She was really something,” said Mark, patting me on the back. “You found yourself a real winner.” He had a grin on his face that almost looked like he was about to laugh—and that grin made me nervous. I wanted to grab him and shake him, and ask him, ‘Can you tell? Do you know that she’s a man!?’
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I just smiled, accepting the praise as I made my way to my new office.

The new office was twice the size of my old office—and it had blinds! My old office had big windows, but no blinds, no privacy—and no window. This office had a decent view of the city, and those sweet, sweet blinds.

And the desk was bigger, with more drawers. My God, I could have set up a little bed and just lived in that office.

While I was unpacking my things, the cleaning staff came by. Before, they would just quickly vacuum my office, but this time, they were were wiping everything down—and changing out some filter in a device that was plugged into the wall. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Changing the freshener,” the woman said.

“Is that a new thing you’re doing?” My old office had no ‘freshener’.

“It’s something we do in all the executive offices,” she said with a smile.

My heart fluttered. It was a small detail: a tiny little benefit that made a huge difference in my morale. ‘Executive’. What an amazing word to hear!

And I was hardly settled for two hours before Benjamin, one of the board members, popped his head into my office and said, “Stop what you’re doing, Danny. We’re getting lunch.”

I froze. I was stunned. I grabbed my wallet and met with the other corporate executives in the lobby before trekking out to a nearby restaurant: all expenses covered by the company. My usual forty-minute break was now a ‘at your own discretion’ break. After an hour at the restaurant, we trekked over to a cigar lounge for a whiskey and a cigar—expenses covered by the company. There, we met a new client. After thirty minutes, William said, “You know what? I’m going to book out the lodge for the weekend. Clear your schedules. The boys will go fishing, the girls can—I don’t know—paint their nails and enjoy the hot tub. Clear your schedules—I’m not taking no for an answer.” He puffed at his fat cigar and relaxed back into his plump leather sofa chair.
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It was almost 3:00 PM when we finally returned to the office. We passed by my old co-workers, all seated at their desks, plodding away tirelessly. I had a pang of guilt as I eyed them all. When they looked at me, I looked away, afraid to make eye-contact.

Back at my desk, I should have gone back to work; I was behind on my reports, and I did not like being behind. But there was a more important matter that needed to be addresses: getting Vanessa to join me at the ‘lodge’ for the executive getaway weekend.

I shot her a text message. “My boss really wants the fiancees and wives at this thing,” I wrote. “Please tell me that you’re free.”

It was an excruciating two hours before I finally got her reply. It wasn’t a yes—or a no. Instead, she wrote, “Can we meet up for coffee, Danny?” And it was the way that she wrote it that sent my heart plunging down into the pit of my stomach: she wanted to meet for coffee—which was the classic ‘breakup date’. Then, she used my name, in a message, which just made the message seem so cold and… corporate.

She was about to break up with me.

But I couldn’t lose my fiancee—not yet. I needed to keep her until my position was cemented in. I had a taste of the executive lifestyle, and that’s where I wanted to stay.

And even more than that: I didn’t want to suffer the humiliation of having to tell people that I was no longer engaged, immediately after announcing that I was engaged.

So I was prepared. I left work early. I bought flowers. I went home and changed into my nicest suit, put on my best cologne. I stopped at the jewelry store and dropped two-grand on a necklace. I made sure that I arrived first at that cafe. I got the best table. I smiled when she walked in. She paused when she saw me. She was wearing a sweater and black leggings, looking more casual than I’d ever seem her.

And the sight of her sent my brain spinning. She looked like a girl: a beautiful girl, but now that I knew the truth, there were small details that I couldn’t ignore: the slight bulge on her throat, the shoulders that were just slightly wider than they should have been, and the hands that were just a touch too big. And then she spoke with that slight twang of masculinity. “Why are you so dressed up?” she asked.
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“I thought we would go out on the town,” I smiled. “We’ll go enjoy some wine. There’s an art exhibit down the street. We’ll have some champagne and we’ll make fun of cringey modern art.”

“Danny…” she said, turning her gaze away.

I knew what was coming, and I had to stop it. I slid the wrapped necklace towards her. She paused.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“Open it,” I smiled.

She hesitated. “Can we talk first?”

“No,” I said. “I insist. Open it. It’s for you.”

She hesitated again. She looked at the box. I could see her squirming slightly. I knew it was a long shot. I knew that I would probably be heading to that jewelry shop to return the necklace.

She popped it open and the she let out a small gasp. “It’s… beautiful,” she said.

“It’s for you,” I said, hiding my trembling hands under the table. “I just… wanted to apologize for the other night. I was tired and overwhelmed. I, uh, don’t do surprise parties well.”

She was silent now, with wide eyes.

“I get these… panic attacks,” I lied. “And, well, I was having one the other night after all of the stress. I think I might have offended you, and I’m so sorry for that. I really like you, Vanessa, and I want you to know how much I care about you.”

I slid the flowers towards her and put on my best smile. Sure, I felt guilty for being so deceitful… but I had to protect my assets, and right now, she was a vital asset.

She put the necklace on, and her face lit up. She was buying my crap!
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Or maybe she was just getting what she wanted, what she was on that website in the first place to get. Hell—the site was called ‘Trophy Wife’ after all. The girls on the website weren’t putting love first.

And now, she had a diamond necklace to show for it all. She smiled and blushed. “I’m really happy to hear you say all of that,” she said. “I… I thought that you were disgusted by me, after… you know—what I told you.”

“What you told me?” I asked, playing dumb. “What did you tell me? Oh—that!?” I laughed. “I don’t care about that, Vanessa. In fact—I like that about you. It’s something different. It makes you different and unique, and that—that’s cool.”

“You’re a really interesting person, Danny,” she smiled. Then, she eyed her engagement ring, glittering under the warm cafe lighting. “I think we’re going to make a good couple.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” I smiled. “But uh—there’s just one thing I want to talk to you about… you know, about the whole…” I motioned down with my face. She looked down at her crotch and then back at me.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I want everyone to love you, of course,” I smiled, blushing. “And, uh, I haven’t really told anyone about… the way you were born. Maybe just… don’t mention it to anyone—not just yet. I know that it’s an important part of your life and it’s probably shaped who you are in more ways than one—but I don’t really know the people we’ll be spending the weekend with, and I don’t know how they’ll act with… that.”

“You want me to keep it a secret?” she asked, as if it wasn’t obvious.

“Is that asking a lot?” I asked, feeling my face turning dark red.

“It’s fine, Danny. It’s not something I tell many people.”

“Great,” I smiled. And then I cleared my throat. “I mean—I’m just glad we’re on the same page. I want to have fun this weekend… with you. I think it will be cool, to have our first getaway together. It should be a lot of fun.”

She smiled, but she still looked a bit apprehensive. I could handle a bit of apprehensiveness—at least she wasn’t splitting up with me... at least I’d bought myself a little bit of time to make sure this promotion stuck, like a glue that needed a few months to cure. “We’re going to have fun.”

I was secretly relieved when she passed on my dinner offer. She had plans with family that she couldn’t get out of. I didn’t have to put on my poker face for much longer than it took to drink a coffee.

But now, I had to figure out how I was going to spend a whole weekend with her.


CHAPTER 7
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The lodge was stunning.
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Could you really even call it a lodge? It was a towering forty-feet high—only two stories, but each floor was vaulted, with shimmering chandeliers and intensely glossy hand-carved hardwood floors. “Is this place yours?” I asked William, staring around the place as the golden lights glimmered in my eyes.

“It belongs to Hans, the CEO,” he told me. “He bought it for the company: a place where we can take potential clients.”

There were two swimming pools, both with amazing views of the distant mountains. There were four hot tubs: two were off of master suites, and two were just off the pools (which themselves were heated).

Golden path lights (solar powered) lit the many private trails that went off into the enchanting forest: four-hundred acres of private land, secluded in that mountain nook. There was a sauna, which was modelled after a Russian ‘banya’. It had the wood stove, the stones, the water barrel, the ladle—and then it had the massage tables, and the cooled mini-pool that you were meant to jump into after steaming, to shock your body into a tension that would release upon exiting the pool, creating an intense relaxation and muscle healing—that was all according to the little sign that was on the side of that cedar outbuilding.

And speaking of cedar—my God, the smell of that lodge was otherworldly: cedar filling the nostrils.

Okay, enough about the amazing lodge. This story isn’t about the lodge. And it’s not about the other couples who were at the lodge, but I will briefly introduce them to you.

William was there with his wife, Helen. She was much younger than him—about my age, with long hair (extensions), and thick lashes (fake).
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Now, she was wearing a leather bra as a top, and a high-waisted leather skirt, as well as a chunky choker around her neck. I would call the outfit ‘slutty’ in a very literal way—as in, something a prostitute might wear—but to Helen, it was fashion. She was big into fashion. William financed her fashion aspirations; she paid designers to bring her ideas to life and then sold them under the brand name WH Designs. (The W standing for William, and the H standing for Helen).

I’d heard rumours in the office about her sleeping with other men. One particular juicy rumour claimed that William liked to sit and smoke a cigar while he watched other men dominating his wife. And one extremely far-fetched rumour claimed that William once paid three black men to gang-bang his wife while he watched.

Anyway—those were just rumours and probably far from the truth; William had his share of haters: men and women who had worked for years—and sometimes decades—without much more than a small raise. Any one of them could have made up such stories.

Deakins was there with his pretty wife, Patty. She was a more age-appropriate spouse. She liked expensive things and was now chatting with the other wives, her voice a bit louder and a bit more… dominant. She certainly had a knack for being popular in any group she found herself in; she had one of those alpha-woman personalities—and I don’t think Deakins had realized yet that she was completely the reason that he’d been promoted (it certainly wasn’t his mid-tier quarterly report card.

Patty had short dark hair and she wore a nose ring that had probably not been taken out since she got it in the eighth grade.
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Next was the company’s newest client: a multi-millionaire named Smith (that was his first name), there with his wife (whose name I can’t recall). She was a quiet woman, with enormous fake breasts and a few extra pounds. I think she got the giant fake boobs to try to make the rest of her body look less plump. She claimed that she was once a model, but I have a feeling she meant she had a career selling nudes on some website like OnlyFans.
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I don’t really have much more to say about her.

Finally, there was Roger (William’s superior, who had a place on the company’s board of directors), and his wife Felicity. Felicity was his fourth wife, only twenty-two years old, and hardly looked up from her phone the entire weekend. She wasn’t wearing a bra (her nipples pushed against her tight crop top), and every time I looked over, she was taking a selfie—though I have no idea who she was taking them for.
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I looked over at Vanessa—my own fiancee. Now, she smiled at me and I smiled back, feeling a bit nervous about this trip. I was now thinking about the hot tubs and the pools.
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Vanessa was wearing a sweater that matched her hair. She looked cute—and I appreciated the turtle-neck that was covering the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple—but there was still a trembling anxiety inside of me. The girls were going to want to put on bikinis and go out to the pool. They were going to get wet. The cool mountain air was going to make nipples hard—and it was going to make penises fluctuate and shrivel.

I had no idea what Vanessa’s plan was: a baggy turtleneck sweater was much less challenging than a tiny bathing suit. Maybe she didn’t have a plan. I was tempted to ask her, but I didn’t want to stir suspicion.

“There are nine bedrooms in the house,” William said with a charming smile. “Pick whichever you want.”

I made sure to take Vanessa as far down to the end of the lodge as possible. It wasn’t the nicest room, but it seemed like the most private. As soon as we were in that room, I looked at her and said, “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

She smiled with a strange loo on her face. “It’s beautiful here. I think it should be a fun weekend.”

“But—you’re going to be spending a lot of time around these people—and those girls, in particular.”

“Who wants to get in the hot tub!?” called out one of the wives from the faraway living room. My heart fluttered.

Vanessa turned to her suitcase and began to unzip it, planning to change into her bathing suit.

I watched her carefully. “You could always tell them that you aren’t feeling well. They’ll understand,” I said.

She giggled. “I’m feeling fine, Danny. Why are you so tense?”

“I just…” I took a deep breath.

She looked down at her crotch and then back at me. “Danny…” she said with a sigh. “I’ve lived with it my whole life. I know how to keep it hidden. Don’t worry so much about that.”

“I’m not worried about it!” I gasped, perking up. A hotness rushed into my head. “I don’t care about that. Like I said; I like that about you.”

She smiled. “We’re going to have fun this weekend,” she said, and then she put her wrists onto my shoulders, resting her arms as she stared longingly into my eyes.

And in that moment, this was the thought that entered my head and plagued me like a wretched disease: ‘I’m staring into a man’s eyes.’

It wasn’t a thought of transphobia or bigotry; I just couldn’t help but realize that those eyes were the same eyes she had before she was a she. Her skin was different now; hormonal changes make a big difference to skin—and she shaved now. Her hair was long and soft and cared for with feminine products. Her lips were even different, with a touch of filler to make them more feminine, and various chaps and glosses to make them girly and soft. Her nose had possibly had some work, to make it more girly. She had a different voice now. She had breasts now. But those eyes—those eyes were no different.

Sure, she wore makeup: eyeliner, false lashes, shadow, and so on. But the actual eyeballs—those were exactly the same as when she was a man—

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Are you having one of those panic attacks?”

“No,” I said. I forced a smile. “Totally fine. I just want to make sure you’re comfortable here.”

“How could I not be? This place is heaven.” She leaned in and kissed me on the lips, and I froze. I didn’t kiss back. Plump, lavender softness, mashing against my lips: an elongated pause as a tease of tongue grazed my mouth, tempting me to open up, to turn a kiss into something more. But I didn’t move.

She looked at me strangely. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

I knew that I couldn’t be so tense, so stiff. I knew that I had to give her something to work with, to create an impression of genuine interest if she was going to stick around for long enough for me to pull this off. So I leaned in; I initiated a kiss. I bit down hard on my tongue and fought away the urge to turn away in disgust. I kissed her, this time properly. It wasn’t a fast kiss; I decided I would let her end it when she wanted it to end—but she kept it going. A kiss turned into making out. Her hands explored my sides. I reluctantly put my hands on her body, with her silver sweater between us.

I wanted that kiss to end, but she was progressing it.

And for a moment, I convinced myself that it wasn’t so bad—eyes opened or eyes closed, I could conceivably convince myself that I was kissing a proper, biological woman. She looked, smelled, and felt like a woman. Well, she felt like a woman at first.

Then, I felt a flutter against my thigh. I felt a slight bulge. I felt it twitch. I could suddenly feel its contour, stretching out. Yes—she was getting an erection. Her male biology still functioned; I assumed the female hormones she was taking would make that a non-issue; I was wrong.

A lump filled my throat. The desire to jump away was stronger than ever. I looked down in a desperate plea to see that I was mistaken; maybe I was just feeling her phone in her pocket. But no—there it was: the clear contour of a throbbing penis in tight black leggings.

She saw me eyeing it and giggled. “You’re turning me on,” she said casually, as if the throbbing cock was perfectly normal—and I suppose, to her, it was perfectly normal.

The lump in my throat grew. She came back in for a kiss.

And then I was rescued by William’s wife. “Knock, knock,” she said, knocking. I don’t know why she bothered knocking, because she just pushed the door open and stepped into the room, not waiting for an invite.

Vanessa, not wanting William’s wife to see her erect bulge, pushed herself against me, using my body to conceal her excitement. I could feel it, hard against my leg: throbbing, warm.

“Sorry to bug you two,” blushed Helen. “We’re all going out to the pool deck. The bartender is setting up now. We thought you would want to join us.”

“Of course,” I said, voice shaken.

Once Helen was gone, Vanessa pulled away from me. She did nothing to hide that big bulge that was stretching out that stretchy black fabric. “I can’t remember the last time I was in a hot tub,” she said. And then she began to undress in front of me: an act that took me entirely by surprise. Her back was to me, but I saw her bare ass, and I saw the sides of her perky breasts. She bent over, and I saw a glimpse of her testicles. I didn’t see the cock, because it was erect in front of her, but I’d already felt it and knew that it was real.

She shimmied into a silver bikini. I tried not to look too much.

I felt awkward as I changed into my swimming shorts. I turned away from her. Being naked next to someone is a good way to see just how far into a relationship you are. I certainly wasn’t at the level I should have been at, seeing as we were ‘engaged’. She’d never seen me naked—not that I cared what she thought (since I didn’t plan to stick with her).

I was more stunned by the fact that she didn’t seem to care what I thought; or maybe she was perfectly confident. Maybe I’d successfully convinced her that I really didn’t care about what she had downstairs.

I was relieved when she turned to me and I saw that her cock was… gone. I’m not sure how she’d accomplished it; a minute earlier, she had a big, fat erection that couldn’t be contained by her tight black leggings. Now, there wasn’t the slightest bulge. My mind was left spinning.
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“Ready?” she asked softly.

I couldn’t believe the sight before me: a stunning goddess: perfect in every conceivable way… well, except for one big way, which just happened to be concealed at that moment.

“Do you like it?” she asked, and then she struck a pose for me, leaning over the bed.
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I was speechless. Her breasts… Her figure. And even her face: those plump lips, those ‘fuck me’ eyes. She was staring into my eyes, mesmerizing me. I stuttered. I felt that wave of hotness. I cleared my throat. “You look nice,” I said.

She grabbed the straps that were holding up her breasts. She gave them a playful tug, making her girls bounce. She giggled. “It’s a bit tight,” she said.

I nodded my head slowly.

And to be honest, I was feeling a bit cocky when I took her out to the pool, and all of the other guests turned to see her. Hell—she was probably the hottest chick there, and not from lack of competition. Felicity was there in a micro-bikini, blue, leaning against the edge of the hot tub. Even she looked impressed by my stunning fiancee.
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Everyone was silent as they watched Vanessa stepping slowly into the pool, up to her knees. She was the first one to go in. Even the bartender stopped with a slack-jawed gaze.

I blushed, trying not to grin. It was a new feeling for me: courting the hottest girl in the room. I caught glares of jealousy, glares of admiration—and then there was Deakins, just looking downright frustrated as he looked at his own wife, pretty in her own right—but nothing compared to my supermodel fiancee.

I had to remind myself that my engagement was more-or-less a sham. I had to remind myself that the girl now swimming in the pool, with the perfectly firm ass, was not, in fact, a biological female at all.


CHAPTER 8
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That night, after dinner (which was cooked by a professional chef), we sat down for drinks in the upstairs lounge (just the men), and Roger looked at me with a smile and said, “Danny Boy, you might just be a future board member.” This comment was made within earshot of Deakins, who nearly gasped: his eyes widened and his lips parting.

I stuttered for a moment. “Really, sir?” I asked.

He nodded his head slowly and took a sip of whiskey: a sip that was, on its own, worth fifteen bucks or so.

“That’s… That’s really an honour of you to, uh, say, sir,” I said, having no idea if what I was saying was making any sense.

“Well, it’s the truth. I saw your numbers. Impressive. You remind me of a younger version of myself.” He smiled at me.

It wasn’t just the men upstairs; I should point out that Roger’s young girl-toy wife was there, getting a drink from the bartender (a paid employee who was hired to work the whole weekend). Felicity looked over, having heard her husband’s remark. She looked at me and smiled, and I swear to you that there was a flirtation in that smile: a sly grin filled with suggestion, making my heart skip a small beat. I looked away, not wanting to stir any trouble with any of my superiors.

“And I must say,” Roger continued. “That fiancee of yours… You should be very, very proud. She’s a real steal.”

“Thank you, sir,” I blushed.

And when I went to the bathroom, I noticed Vanessa sitting with the other girls. They were all huddled around her in the downstairs living room, laughing, chatting like old friends. She was breaking me through that glass ceiling—pushing me to new heights. Now, I knew that it was more important than ever to keep her with me for at least a few months (preferably over a full year).

The original plan, of finding little excuse after little excuse to buy time, went out the window that night. My main priority was to treat Vanessa like an asset, and that night, she wanted to take our relationship to the next level.

It was midnight when we reconvened, arriving at our room at the same moment. I slipped in after her, closed the door, and then she turned to me, eager to pick up where we left off before heading out to the swimming pool earlier in the afternoon.

Her arms surrounded me; her lips pressed against mine. We kissed—and I didn’t mind the kiss at first—even kind of giddy that I was kissing the prettiest girl in a house that contained a handful of very pretty women.

But then we truly picked up where we left off, with her shaft hardening in her panties, stretching out and teasing my leg, reminding me what I was engaged to.

I paused, but she continued. I tried to keep kissing, but now, she was pushing her fingers down the front of my trousers. Her soft, warm fingertips found my shaft.

“I think you’re so sexy,” I said.

She grinned.
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“But, uh, it’s been a super long day. Don’t you think?”

I watched her expression change: a look of panic replacing the horny excitement, and I knew I had to walk the comment back before it stuck.

“But tired or not—I can’t keep my hands off of you,” I said quickly—and her expression of pleasure returned. She leaned in and kept kissing me. Then, she went down, to kiss my neck while she unbuttoned my shirt. Then she kissed my chest while she unbuckled my belt.

I froze, closing my eyes, trying to convince myself that I could do it—to make her happy, to further my career.

She went down more, to my abdomen. She licked the gap between my abs. She grazed my pelvis with her nose—and then her chin slid down my cock before she found my tip with her lips. I gasped and looked away a moment before she opened wide and leaned in, sucking my cock into her mouth.

She giggled while she sucked. She spread her knees wide, pointing her toes directly behind her. She used my thighs like handles and she would rock back and forth with her whole body, chin moving up and down and she cycled my cock around in her mouth, exploring every inch.

I closed my eyes. I tried to stop that echoing thought: ‘You’re getting sucked off by a biological man.’ I kept reminding myself that she was a beautiful woman—not a man. She looked, smelled, and felt like a stunning girl.

And soon enough, it felt nice; there was a pleasant euphoria. But the pleasure was short-lived. After about ten minutes (which went by quickly), Vanessa stood up. Her panties were stretched out—so thin that I could see through them: the flesh toned bulge that was about the same size as me: seven or eight inches of thick meat.

“Your turn,” she giggled. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I went submissive, terrified, speechless. I hit my knees and found myself face to face with the beast. I could see it twitching, throbbing, pointing upwards.

She used her thumbs to pry the panties down, letting her cock flip up, bouncing, wobbling, and then settling in front of me. It was so huge on her small frame. She giggled again, as if it was cute, with its soft patch of pubic hair above the base of the shaft. “Go ahead,” she smiled, twisting her body from side to side, making the heavy cock sway left and right, wobbling again. “Suck it, Danny.”

And still, I remained stunned, not sure how to respond. I knew I had to get out of this; I couldn’t suck a cock.

Or could I? How much was this promotion worth to me? If I sucked her off, it would prove to her that I was serious about her; if I turned her down—even if I could think of an excuse—it would plant a seed of doubt at the very least, and it would be an obstacle that I would have to overcome—and maybe even a breakup.

I had to do it. I had to suck it up. I had to bite my tongue and pleasure my well-hung fiancee.

So I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. I leaned it, trying not to groan. I opened my mouth—wider and wider. I felt her tip: warm, pulsing—and a bit sweet—sliding on my tongue. I tried not to groan. I felt the base of her veiny member: veiny, slithering—still sweet. I took a deep breath through my nose, smelling her perfume. What I felt on my tongue did not compute with what I was smelling in my nose.

I kept going. I pressed my lips around the warm girth. She was big.

I bobbed my head. I kept my eyes closed. I felt every inch of her, and she was hard, throbbing, warm. Her cock curved and her tip firmly pressed against the roof of my mouth. I tasted the squirt of her sweet pre-cum, nearly gagging—but I held it together.

I was doing this for my career—and for no other reason. I hated myself for doing this, but I needed Vanessa; I couldn’t lose her. I had to suffer through this.

I kept sucking.

She moaned. “Fuck,” I heard her soft, sultry voice whisper. “That feels so good.”

I kept sucking.

“Fuck—that feels so good, Danny. Don’t stop!” Her voice was getting a bit louder.

I kept sucking.

“Fuck, Danny!” she cried out—now getting loud. “Suck my fucking cock! Just like that! Oh my fucking God, Danny! Suck my fucking cock! Yes!”

I kept sucking, heart now pounding, worried the others in the house would hear.

“Yes! Suck my fucking cock! Suck my fat fucking cock! Fuck, Danny! You’re going to make me cum. You’re going to fucking make me cum. Oh, God! Oh God! Danny—don’t you dare fucking stop sucking my cock now. Don’t you fucking dare stop sucking. Suck me, Danny! Fucking suck me! Suck me off! Suck my hard cock! Make me cum, Danny! Make me cum! Oh, yes!”

So I kept sucking, praying to the Lord that nobody would hear, even though she was nearly screaming now.

“Suck it, baby! Just like that, Danny! Yes! Suck my fucking cock!” She grabbed my hair and squeezed—it hurt a little bit. She pulled my head firmly into her crotch. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” She cried out loud. “Yes! I’m fucking coming! You’re making me fucking cum! Make me fucking cum, Danny! Make me fucking cum!”

She kept saying that she was coming, but it wasn’t happening. Her cock was throbbing. Maybe the hormones weren’t letting her ejaculate… Maybe this was just how she came…

“Suck my fucking cock! Fuck! Fuck! It feels so fucking good. Oh God—Don’t you dare fucking stop. Right there. Lick the tip—just like that! Fuck, Danny! Lick the fucking tip, just like that, just like that, just like that! Oh God! I’m coming! I’m coming! I’m fucking coming!”

She screamed loudly and then she proved to me that she wasn’t lying: she came. A warm, sweet gush filled my mouth, making me gasp.

“Fuck!” she screamed. “Oh my fucking God! I’m fucking coming!”

With two hands, she clenched my hair and held me in place, making me take every gush: warm shots of thick, sweet ejaculation.

“It feels so fucking good! Oh my God, Danny! Swallow my fucking cum! Swallow my fucking cum, Danny, swallow my fucking cum! Fuck! That feels so fucking good! Yes, Danny! Yes!”
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And I forced myself to do it: I forced myself to swallow. It went down thick, like trying to pound back a terrible medicine.

But… it was done. She pulled me up to my feet and pressed her lips against mine. She licked the inside of my mouth and then she whispered, “That’s the first time I’ve cum in four years.”

“W—What?” I said.

She smiled, blushing all over. “No one has made me cum,” she said. “Not since I started taking hormones. But that… You’re really fucking good at sucking cock, Danny.”

I felt my skin turning pale; it wasn’t the kind of compliment that I wanted to hear.

I smiled and then I scurried off to the bathroom, to rinse my mouth. Hell—I drank a good half-cup of mouthwash, trying to make that sweet, tangy cum-taste go away.

I couldn’t believe that I’d actually done it: I’d sucked her cock; I’d swallowed cum. I cringed all over…

But the deed was done, and I’d bought myself some brownie points in her books. I’d inched myself closer to that end goal of cementing my promotion, keeping my superiors impressed.


CHAPTER 9
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Saturday was spent fishing. I spent almost the whole day away from Vanessa, on a fancy speed boat on a beautiful shimmering lake—but it was hard to relax like the other men were doing, having no idea what Vanessa was saying to the other spouses—or what they were learning about her.

It also didn’t help that I didn’t know much about fishing; my father never took me as a child.

The other guys razzed me for not knowing how to tie a hook, or how to reel in a fish when I got a bite.

William admitted that the lake had been stocked to the brim with fish, to make it a super-easy fishing hole. I’m not sure what the fun in that was—but the other men had a riot of a time pulling in fish after fish, and then discarding them back into the lake.

And maybe it would have been fun had I not been thinking about Vanessa the whole time: about how I was going to get out of being intimate with her again.

Or maybe I just had to put up with being intimate with her. Maybe I would have to suck her off again… Maybe I would have to penetrate her anally, and just try to pretend like I was stuffing a biological woman.

“Your woman,” Deakins said to me suddenly, late in the afternoon. I turned to face him as he was twirling his long moustache. “How did you say you two met?”

I blinked a few times, trying to recall the fabricated story. “Uh—she was a waitress,” I said. “She spilled a drink on me, and then we exchanged info.”

“And when did this happen?” he asked, seemingly unsure of my tale.

“Um—in April.”

“April?” he said.

“That’s right… Why?”

He stared into my eyes. “It’s just… You’ve never mentioned this girl before. It seems crazy to me that you would be with a girl for that long—since April—and never mention her once, and now you’re engaged.”

I made a little laugh. “What? Are you suggesting that our engagement is a sham?” I asked sarcastically.

He laughed and shook his head. “Of course not, Danny. I’m just saying: she’s stunning. I’m surprised you weren’t showing her off the second you had her.”

The other guys chuckled. “She really is something,” said William. “A girl like that belongs on magazines.”

I bit my tongue. I wanted to tell them what I knew about her: about her cock, about the fact she had only been a female for the better half of the last decade.

And there was a moment, as I looked at their grinning faces, that I thought they were mocking me; maybe they knew about her secret; maybe they were teasing me; maybe they were laughing at me behind my back.

That anxiety stuck with me through the day, until the evening when we all met up, and I caught William sneaking a peek at my fiancee’s ass when she bent over to pick something up off the floor. His eyes beamed in a way that only happens when a man sees something that makes his privates tingle.

And later that night, after a few drinks (combined with the beer we consumed on the boat), I caught Roger flirting with my girl, putting this hand on her hip and standing close to her. From afar, I watched as his fingers gently caressed up and down, letting her know his intentions. I watched his gaze move to her cleavage and then back to her eyes. Meanwhile, Felicity was passed out from one too many vodka shots.

And in case there was any doubt left in my mind, it was around midnight when Roger, now red-faced with drunkenness, took me aside, slurring slightly, hardly able to walk in a straight line. “Danny Boy, I want to make an offer to you, Danny Boy.” His breath was quite bad.

“What is it, sir?” I asked.

“Felicity is in my bedroom now, naked on the bed. You can have your way with her—her mouth, her pussy, her asshole—whatever you want. In exchange, I would have one hour with your beautiful fiancee.” He burped and that burp nearly turned into puke. Well, he possibly puked in his own mouth and then swallowed it.

“That’s very generous of you, sir, but I’m not sure Vanessa would find it appropriate. She’s very… old school like that.”

“I understand,” he slurred.

But he kept stealing glances for the rest of that night.

And I have to say… the ogling glares from the other men made me feel a bit… cocky. I caught myself grinning. A few times, I found myself standing close to Vanessa, putting my hand on her, signalling to the other men that she was mine.

It helped that she was dressed like a goddess that night: a new skintight silver dress. Half of her wardrobe was that trademark silver, and sometimes I wondered if she had her clothes custom made with that silver fabric.
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I made some small talk with her that night, learning a few things about her. I laughed when she told me her favourite band was Silverchair. Her favourite movie was Taxi Driver. “Hey, that’s my favourite movie too!” I claimed—and it was true.

We actually ended up talking quite a bit—possibly with some help from the liquor. It was 3:00 AM when we finally stopped talking, and she made a move, going in for the kiss. And it was a nice kiss for about ten seconds—and then she crawled on top of me, the skirt of her dress pulled up, and I felt that little thing that I’d forgotten about: her penis.

I froze, remembering all of the reasons she couldn’t actually be my wife. But she was already going down, pulling my trousers low, sucking my shaft.

I had to close my eyes, but that didn’t help what I could feel against my leg: her shaft: growing, throbbing.

She giggled, thinking we were both having fun. I tried to fake it… though there were moments that it felt really nice—and there were moments that I forgot about the reality of her genitals.

There were moments where I was… enjoying myself. I even caught myself saying, “You’re so fucking sexy,” aloud.

She giggled. “I love your fat cock,” she said back with a whisper, and then she jerked me hard and fast before crawling back up my body. We kissed again, and then I felt her own fat cock—and the moment was spoiled. I froze again.

[image: SIlver]



“Oh God,” she moaned. “I’m so horny. I’m so fucking horny.” She began to hump my leg slowly. I felt her veiny erection sliding up and down. “Please tell me you want me to fuck your tight little asshole.”

“I—I don’t know,” I stuttered, shocked by what I was hearing. “I mean… That’s not something you’re into, is it?” I made a nervous laugh.

She kept humping me. “I want to fuck you so fucking badly,” she said with an evil little grin. “I want to make you moan, Danny. I want to fuck your little asshole until you can’t walk for a fucking week.”

My heart sank. She rolled me onto my back. I was just white and frozen. She kept humping me, groaning, moaning. Now, she was digging her fingernails into my chest. “How badly do you want it, Danny? How fucking badly do you want my hard cock inside of you?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I didn’t want it. “That’s not… something I’ve done, and I really don’t know. Like—maybe we can talk about it first. Wouldn’t you rather me, uh, on top?”

“Fuck,” she moaned. “I just want to fuck your tiny asshole so fucking badly!” She let out a long moan. “Oh shit. I’m already fucking coming. Fuck!”

She quickly crawled up my body and then planted her knees next to my biceps. She gripped her erection and aimed it at my face—just in time. She unloaded, spewing my face with warm, thick cum. I closed my eyes and gasped while she let out a long, amazing orgasm sound.

The cum dripped down my face in huge globs.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, covering her lips with the palm of her hand. “I was just… I was so horny.”

“It’s fine,” I said. And honestly, I was relieved that she’d ejaculated before having a chance to put it inside of me.

But the relief was short-lived. Now, I knew that she was a ‘top’. I knew that she wanted to fuck me.

In case my situation wasn’t complicated enough…

In the morning, I faked a bad hangover, and I maintained that act until I’d dropped her off at her apartment. “Sorry I’m so sick, otherwise I would come in,” I said to her. “But I had a fun weekend.”

“Same,” she smiled. “Maybe tomorrow, when you’re feeling better, we can meet up again.”

“Absolutely,” I smiled. “I have the evening free.” I smiled, though after I said it, I realized I should have pretended like I was busy, just to buy myself an extra day.

“We can talk about moving in together,” she smiled.

And then, my heart skipped a beat. “M—Moving in together?”

“Well, we’re engaged,” she giggled. “We should probably move in together.”

I was speechless, unprepared for this surprise. I hadn’t considered moving in with her, but now that I was thinking about it… it was perfectly reasonable. I’d never lived with a girl before. Even in my longest-ever relationship, the topic never came up.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” she said, and then she leaned over and gave me a wet kiss on the lips.


CHAPTER 10
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The best way I can describe the next two weeks to you is simply, ‘a balancing act’. I knew that I had to tread carefully. We all know how fragile a new relationship is—and even though we were engaged, the relationship was still very new. We’d only been on three real ‘dates’, after all.

But I had to avoid her, because meeting with her—and going on a date with her—meant kissing, it meant heavy petting, it meant sucking and fucking—and I wasn’t exactly in the mood to take a cock in the ass or get another mouthful of thick, creamy cum.

Because that cock—and that cum—was no more ‘feminine’ than my cock or my cum. Sure, she shaved her pubic hair and made her area smooth like the rest of her feminine body… but it was still a cock. And that cum was just… cum.

I felt like my masculinity was under fire. The thought of being with her made my hairs stand up. I would tremble when I was near her—and I had to meet up with her on Friday, just to maintain the relationship.

I tried to tell her that I had to work early Saturday morning, but I couldn’t get out of sex. We did it in my apartment. First, we did what we’d already done before: performing oral on one another. It was more tolerable though this time because I knew what, more or less, to expect.

But then she wanted to go further. It tried so hard to get her off with my mouth so that it wouldn’t go any further, but I was unsuccessful. She rolled me over. She climbed onto me. She slid her saliva-slicked cock down my butt crack. I tried pleading with her, telling her that I wasn’t ready for it, that I would be too tight, that I was scared.

But nothing stopped her. She just giggled, gently brushed her fingers through my hair, and whispered, “You’re going to love it,” into my ear.

She pushed it into me. I felt an intense pressure: my anus stretching. The large amount of lubricant helped to ease the initial pain. She pushed deep. I bit the pillow. I grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets. I tried not to scream. She pushed every inch into me.

And then came the thrusting…

And worse—then came the pleasure.

It felt… nice. And with each thrust, it felt even nicer. She was targeting my prostate. My God, it felt so good!
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I started to moan.

I hated how good it felt. Hell—after a couple of minutes, it felt like I was cumming—but it didn’t end. It was like a prolonged orgasm that seemed to last forever.

I screamed. I rolled my head from side to side. She rolled me over and spread out my legs and now I was watching as she fucked me, watching as her long cock slid in and out of me. “Don’t stop,” I said.

“Your asshole is so fucking tight,” she moaned. “Oh God, Danny, it’s so fucking tight. It feels so fucking good. Oh God—it feels so good.” A bead of sweat dripped from her forehead and landed on my abdomen. “Your little asshole feels so fucking good!”

“Cum in me,” I pleaded. “Fucking cum in me.”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out from my mouth. I had no control over myself. I hated the person that I was in that moment.

And I got what I asked for; she came inside of me: filling me with her thick, warm, slippery syrup. When she pulled out of me, it poured our slowly, gushing in globs onto my bed. I was too exhausted to care about the mess. She snuggled up against me and fell asleep—but I didn’t sleep. My head was spinning with terror: the terror of realizing that she was right: I liked it.

I liked it so much that in the morning, I noticed she had a morning erection as she was snoring. I spat into the palm of my hand, slicked her sleeping erection, and I mounted her. My asshole was still gaping from the night before, so penetration was easy. She woke up a minute later, while I was bouncing on her sleeping body.

I was ashamed of myself, but I just wanted to feel that pleasure again.

She grabbed my hips, held me firmly, and then drove hard into me, over and over.

She came in me again—and I came on her—unloading without even touching myself. She giggled, thinking the mess on her chest was funny—or maybe cute. I was just embarrassed. I was relieved to be out the door for work an hour later—and even more relieved when my boss asked me to work late. “Sorry, Vanessa,” I said, knowing that we’d talked about getting dinner together. “I’m going to be at the office late—no time for dinner.”

Or maybe I wasn’t so relieved… Maybe I wanted to be relieved, but I felt something different: a sort of sadness that I wouldn’t get to be with her again. I tried to convince myself that those thoughts were misplaced, but they kept coming. I caught myself looking at our text messages, looking at pictures she’d sent me: pictures of her, smiling, looking cute.

I got lost in those photos, falling behind on my work schedule.

What was happening to me? Why was I feeling this way?

“You’ve got a visitor,” my reception said, poking her head into my office.

“I do?” I asked.

Then, Vanessa walked in with a smile on her face. She had a stack of Chinese takeout. I perked up, trying to hide the smile from my face. I was hungry and loved Chinese food—but that wasn’t the source of my excitement.

She sat at my desk and said, “I’ll be quiet while you work.” She made me a plate of food and gently slid it across to me.

And my heart was racing now. I was filled with feelings that I felt like I shouldn’t have… feelings for her—and a strong desire to kiss those plump, glossy lips.

She politely skirted out when we were finished dinner. As she walked through the door, I said, “Wait.”

She turned and looked at me. “What is it?” she asked.

I fished my apartment key from my pocket and tossed it to her. “I’ll be home in a couple of hours.”

She smiled.

My heart raced.

I felt like I was betraying myself… but I was also starting to hate myself—now for a different reason than before.

Before, I was hating myself for having feelings for Vanessa, telling myself that it was wrong to like her because of what she was packing downstairs. But now, I was hating myself for having had those feelings to begin with. I felt like a giant prick, like the world’s biggest asshole. Maybe I was a bigot. Maybe I was—dare I say—transphobic. Maybe I didn’t deserve Vanessa. Maybe she was better off with a more open and understanding guy.

I was excited to get home, to see her on the couch, now wearing a silver nightdress, slightly sheer.
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“I’m glad you’re home,” she said.

I made a stop on the way home, by the way, at a jewelry store that just happened to stay open late. I picked her up a $4000 pair of diamond earrings. Her eyes glowed at the sight of them. I felt a bit like I was bribing her by handing them to her—just like how I’d bribed her with the necklace, and with the engagement ring…

Okay, maybe this bribe was a bit different; maybe the intent of this bribe was different, though still a bribe. Now, I was trying to get her to stay with me—not so I could keep that promotion, but because… I liked hanging out with her; I liked talking to her; I liked sleeping with her.
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And that night, we kissed for almost an hour, and then she slipped her long shaft into me. I was a bit resilient, still afraid of it hurting—and even more afraid of liking it. Well, it didn’t hurt, but I did like it. And after she ejaculated inside of me, I was left with familiar worries: terrified that I no longer knew who I was—and terrified that I’d been a complete and total asshole before without even knowing it.

And as she snored peacefully next to me, looking cuter than any creature I’d ever seen in my life, I began to realize that I was changing. Change can be scary. No—let me rephrase that: change is scary. I was now venturing into the unknown. I had no idea what any of this really meant.

I had a lot that I still needed to learn.

But the more I stared at her, the more time I spent in her beautiful presence, the less scared I was of going through this process.

I was positive that I’d finally found my romantic match—and then everything came crumbling down around me.


CHAPTER 11
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Iwoke up to the sound of the shower running. I rolled over and saw the blanket pulled back where Vanessa had been asleep. I yawned and stretched out my arms, still tingling with a remnant of last night’s euphoria.

I sat up and reached for my phone. I normally checked the weather and the news in the morning, and now I was going to do just that—

But I hadn’t grabbed my own phone; I’d grabbed hers. And it was unlocked, left turned on—surely by accident (it’s something that everyone does from time to time, and generally the only consequence is a drained battery). Well, I noticed a familiar app on the second page of her phone’s Home Screen: the Trophy Wife app.

I thought it was a bit curious that it was still there, even though she was engaged, so I clicked on it, just to confirm that she wasn’t active on in. And that’s when I saw the opposite of what I expected to see.

She was active—very active. She had nearly a dozen chats going with different men. My heart sank into the pit of my stomach as I read through some of the messages: flirtation after flirtation, some from her, most for her. And in one from the previous afternoon, she was discussing meeting with a man for a drink.

I wanted to throw up.

And worse—I recognized the man: his photo, but not his name. His name on the app was Steven, but I knew that moustache. She was talking to Deakins online.
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But just as concerning was a message she sent to another man, earlier the previous morning. “Thanks again for dinner,” she wrote. “And for the necklace.”

And maybe worse was another message, sent to another guy. “You really didn’t have to pay for my rent,” she said.

“I’m happy to help you,” the man said. “It’s pennies for me.”

I felt sick.

I heard the shower stop, so I closed the app and tossed the phone back where it was. My heart raced as she emerged naked from the bathroom: perky breasts glistening with beads of clean water. Her long cock was dripping, exposed for about five seconds before she wrapped a towel around her waist. “Good morning,” she said with a soft smile.

I was speechless, with a pit in my stomach.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

I just shook my head slowly.

“You’re okay? You look… pale.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Do you have the day off of work?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“I wish I could hang out with you, but I made plans.”

“With who?” I asked.

“My sister.” She smiled, but that smile just, somehow, didn’t seem very genuine.

“Oh. Okay,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll see you tonight,” she smiled.

“Okay,” I said, still stunned. My world was crushed. I’d just found myself feeling things for her that I’d never felt for a woman before, and I was quickly realizing that she was just using me, along with a number of other men.

I should have seen the red flag from a mile away; I met her on a website called Trophy Wife, after all. What did I expect? She was looking for money.

It was an hour before I managed to pull myself together. I was a mess. I wanted to cry. I felt so embarrassed. Then, around noon, that embarrassment began to turn into anger.

I knew that I had to confront her.

For the whole day, I thought about what I was going to say to her, and how I was going to split things off with her. Would I get the jewelry back that I’d given her? Lord—I’d given her nearly $100,000 worth of jewelry in just a few weeks! And surely she was just going to sell it—or maybe she would just keep it all, since she was getting plenty of cash from other guys.

She’d used me for her own benefit… and maybe it was karma; I’d done the same exact thing. I’d used her to get a promotion, and I’d strung her along to keep that promotion. And, by the way, the promotion was worth about an extra $45,000 per year. She used me for cash, and I used her for cash.

We were both guilty—but that didn’t make it sting any less. Because that morning, before I looked at her phone, a thought filled my head: I was in love with her.

It was 6:00 PM when my buzzer rang. I assumed it was her, so I buzzed her up, ready to confront her. I wanted to tell her that I knew everything. I knew it was going to hurt, but I was going to ask for everything back—including the ring. I knew it meant losing my promotion, but I didn’t care; I had to stand up for myself.

There was a knock at the door. I threw it open, ready to fight—and then I saw Deakins standing there, hands in his pockets. “Danny,” he said. “We have to talk.”

I was quiet for a moment, watching him closely. I was just as angry at him; I had a lot to say to him, though I hadn’t quite processed those emotions like I had with my emotions for Vanessa. “Come in,” I said.

I poured him a whiskey. I grabbed him a cigar. We sat down in the living room and we basked in silence for a couple of minutes. “I have to tell you something, Danny,” he said casually.

“I have a feeling I know what.”

“How so?”

“You’ve been talking to my… to Vanessa.”

“Indeed, I have. Did she tell you?” He puffed his cigar.

“No,” I said. “I saw the messages. She doesn’t know that I know.”

“Well, then I don’t have a whole lot to tell you,” he said, looking away, seemingly unfazed by the whole thing. “Your fiancee is actively trying to cheat on you.”

“And what are you doing talking to her?”

“She reached out to me. And to be honest, I don’t think she recognized me at all; she messaged me on Wednesday, commenting on my profile picture. At first, I assumed she knew who I was; we were at the lodge all weekend together—but I suppose her and I didn’t exactly spend much time together. It’s perfectly reasonable that she wouldn’t recognize me; her attention was with the wives. Well, she reached out to me, treating me like a total stranger. I, of course, was apprehensive—and nervous.”

“Nervous?” I said.

He stared into my eyes. “Danny, we’re partners—you and me. I feel that we have a certain… unwritten code between us, as men.”

“What are you on about now, Deakins?”

“I’ve been looking for a mistress, Danny,” he said. “My marriage has been sexless for the better half of the last decade. My wife has zero interest in intimacy, and she doesn’t know that I’ve actively been seeking another partner. I’m telling you this, of course, in complete confidence—as men. I can tell by your expression that you think I’m some sort of fiend, and maybe that’s true. Maybe I have sunk to a low that makes me less than an animal, but it’s only in a man’s nature to want intimacy.”

“You could break up with your wife first,” I said, puffing from my own cigar.

“And wouldn’t that be the easy solution?” he said. “I mean—it’s surely easier said than done. I’ve tried. I’ve been in the room with her with the intentions of saying it, telling her that we’re finished, and then I freeze up. I can’t look her in the eye. I’m afraid of breaking her heart. Anyway, Danny—I don’t need to tell you anymore about that; those issues are my personal issues and I don’t want to burden you with my problems. The reason I’m here is your fiancee. I feel it my obligation, as your partner in business, to tell you that she’s actively seeking men online.”

“I appreciate you letting me know,” I said, flushed with humiliation. “I plan to deal with it. I found out this morning.”

“Okay, so you already knew. Well, I’m still glad that I came. I didn’t want you thinking that I was operating behind your back. I only exchanged pleasantries with her, and entertained her own advances to gather information that I planned to pass to you. I hope you understand.” He sipped his whiskey.

“I appreciate it, Deakins.”

“And what, may I ask, is your plan with all of this?”

“I’m going to cut her loose.”

He nodded his head, almost looking like he was holding back a smile. “It’s the right thing to do. You haven’t been together long; it shouldn’t sting too badly.”

I nodded in agreement, though it already stung—worse than any sting I’d had before.

“You’re a sensible man, Danny. I wish you the best of luck.” He finished his drink and stood up. “But, uh—I don’t mean to complicate matters, but…”

“What is it?”

“Your promotion,” he said. “I can’t imagine William taking news of your separation well. He told me, in confidence—so please don’t go telling him about this conversation—that he originally passed on you because of your relationship status.”

“I know that,” I said. “And I’m assuming this means a demotion.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, Danny,” he said. “But you never know; your numbers are the best. Maybe that will make a difference. I’ll see you at the office tomorrow.” He winked at me and then he let himself out. The whole encounter was strange. I wasn’t sure if I felt better about him or worse. I wanted to think of him as a sleaze bag, but at the same time, he’d come to my apartment and offered me sensitive personal information, thinking it was to my benefit.

Maybe he wasn’t such a bad guy—or maybe he was a terrible guy. I suppose he was just human like the rest of us. Perhaps people aren’t so black and white. Maybe there aren’t just two categories of humans on this planet: good and evil. We’re all somewhere in-between…

And now, the buzzer was ringing again. “Who is it?” I asked.

“Vanessa,” her beautiful voice rang out.

I buzzed her up—but now, I was forgetting what my plan was. I’d forgotten my whole spiel—an attack that I’d been so confident in just an hour earlier.

She came into my apartment, clad in red, looking just as beautiful as ever before.

I froze at the sight of her, my gut turning. It wasn’t fair. Why did she have to be using me?

She had a guilty look on her face that she was trying to hide with a smile—but now that I knew the truth, I felt like I could see it all over her. But even still, I couldn’t push away the feelings that I had for her. I felt like such an idiot, in love with a scammer, knowing she was a scammer, but still in love…
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I took a deep breath. It was time to confront her; time to rip off the Bandaid.

But she spoke first. “I need to tell you something,” she said.

And I paused. My body was prepared for impact. I was bracing myself, knowing she was about to hit me with it—and hard.

“I—I was using you,” she said.


CHAPTER 12
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The words struck hard, despite the fact I’d braced for them. I felt a terrible lightheadedness, like I was about to faint—but I held my composure. I tried to show little emotion, not wanting her to know that she’d destroyed me.

She cleared her throat, and her eyes began to tear up. “When we met—I… I just wanted your money. It’s something that I’ve been doing for… a few years now.” She took a deep breath, briefly looked me in the eyes, and then looked back at the floor. “I maintain relationships with wealthy men. I let them buy me things. I get them to pay my bills, to send me money… and you’re one of them… You were one of them.”

“I—I see,” I said.

“In fact, you’re the third guy I’m engaged to… currently,” she admitted.

Now, I was almost sure I was going to throw up.

“I see,” I said.

The room became silent.

“But usually… when I, uh, start to like a guy…” She took another deep breath. “I reveal that I’m trans, and that always scares guys off. It’s kind of my way of getting out of a relationship. If things are getting too serious and I don’t want to have my heart broken, I just show a guy that I’m trans, and that’s usually the end of it. But you… You didn’t leave.”

I stood there, stunned.

“You… seemed like you were going to leave, but then you stayed, and you… accepted me. Nobody’s ever done anything like that before.”

“Because I like you—I liked you—despite what you had between your legs, Vanessa.”

“I know—and that’s… new for me. And… well, I was already feeling things for you, and then, after we had sex, I was really feeling things for you. And—And then I started feeling guilty. You gave me the beautiful ring, the beautiful necklace, the beautiful earrings—and it all just made me feel so guilty. I was using you… And I hated myself for it, which I’d never really felt before. Sure, I’ve felt guilt before, using guys—but the guys I usually work with are… super rich. For them, it’s like nothing. They give me some money and I let them flirt with me. But with you, it’s been totally different. We actually… have fun together.”

I blinked a few times. My heart was racing, trying to process all of this.

“I don’t want to use you anymore, Danny—and I feel like I needed to come clean with you, so you can leave me.” She took off her ring and fished out the jewellery, still with the boxes, from her purse. “Take it,” she said. “I hope you’re able to return it for full value. I’m sorry I did this to you.”

I stuttered. I was stunned. This confrontation was not going at all as I’d planned.

“I—I was using you too,” I admitted.

Her eyes widened. “What?” she said.

“For a promotion,” I said. “My boss told me that I wouldn’t move up until I had a partner that would get along with the wives of clients—so I went onto that website and… I found you. I was only keeping you around until the promotion was set in stone.”

“I see,” she whispered.

“But…” I took a deep breath. “I started liking you. And… Well, I kind of don’t care about the promotion, Vanessa. I want you, but…”

“But what?”

“But your expectations are beyond what I have,” I admitted. “I make good money, but not the kind of money that guys make on that website. In fact, the only reason I was on that site at all was because I got a big bonus, and I was feeling… daring, I suppose.”

She let a small smile crack, taking me by surprise .

“What’s funny?” I said.

“We were using each other,” she said. “And then… we fell for each other.”

I smiled. “I suppose we did. But you—you’re still on that app. I saw the messages. Deakins from work came and told me about you messaging him.”

She blushed. “Yes… I’m still on there; it’s true. But that’s because… I don’t have a job. For the past few years, getting money from guys online has been my job. I have to pay my bills and whatnot. And, to be fair, you’re still enjoying your promotion, are you not?”

“I suppose that’s true.”

“That’s why I wanted to talk about moving in together, Danny. I had this idea while we were at the lodge… If I moved in with you, and if you… you know… helped me with my bills and stuff—I could stop my hustle on Trophy Wife. And then maybe you… could keep your promotion.”

I bit my lip. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea. Maybe Vanessa wasn’t quite so evil as I’d assumed when I saw those messages. I mean—like she said: we were both running a very similar hustle, after all. But it didn’t have to be a hustle; we could quit our schemes and have the same benefits from just… being together.

It’s what I wanted, and it’s what she wanted.

“Plus, together…” she said. “There are more benefits than just… a promotion.” She smiled, and then she reached down and pulled up the skirt of her red minidress, showing me the bulge in her panties. She bit her lip and grinned, still looking nervous, uncertain, not sure how this was all going to resolve.

I wasn’t quite sure either, but that big bulge was quite the bargaining chip.

I let out a soft sigh. “We could… give it a try. I mean—we’re already engaged, after all. There’s no sense in ruining a good thing.” I blushed all over.

She giggled. “You really want to suck me, don’t you, Danny?”

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you could say that I’ve developed a taste for you.”

“Then do it,” she said. “I’ve been deceitful to you, Danny, but I wasn’t lying when I told you that you’re the only guy who has gotten me off in many, many years.”

I sucked her until she was hard. Then, one thing led to another and I was bent over the kitchen island, taking it from behind: every thick, hard inch. She pulled out and creamed my back. Then, she spun me around and we kissed while she gave me a handjob, until I was coming on her stomach.

Maybe I was being naive, giving her a chance like that. Maybe she was naive, giving me a chance. Maybe we were both just a couple of flawed people—but flawed people deserve love too, right?

“What do you think of a destination wedding?” she asked.

“It sounds expensive.”

She batted her long lashes. Those pretty eyes made me weak. I guess you could say that I was more submissive than I ever really realized. “Destination wedding sounds nice.”

“I promise to make it worthwhile,” she winked.

She was, of course, offering sex in return for her dream destination wedding. And she put up her end of the bargain; the sex was… unreal. She fucked me in every conceivable position, and she let me fuck her however I wanted. I’m shocked either of us even had any energy left when it came to saying “I do,” on the beach—but we managed to tie the knot.
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And at our wedding, Deakins met a young 21-year-old Hawaiian waitress named Kate. Behind his wife’s back, he fucked her in the beach storage shed. He didn’t know that his wife was off getting it from the bartender in the liquor storage outbuilding. They both relocated to Hawaii a few months later—separately, and on good terms. Deakins left his post at work, and I assumed his responsibilities, and that came with a new raise in pay as well—money that I was happy to spend on my new trophy wife. She had expensive taste, but I didn’t mind. She paid for it in her own way.

THE END


DANNY & VANESSA: WEDDING MEMORIES


Sitting on the coffee table, in the upstairs living room of their three-story mansion-farm-estate, where it’s been for fifteen years, is a thick photo album: photos from the wedding of Danny and Vanessa.

Now much older, with lines around the eyes and mouth from years of smiling and laughing, Danny and Vanessa don’t look much like the young couple they were on their wedding day—but their smiles are still the same.

That wedding album is tattered, worn, and well-loved. The pages have been turned countless times: the plastic sheets probably need replaced. The colour in some of the photos has started to fade—but the memories hold dear.
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I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:
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THE TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE


Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.
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NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.
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Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

OEBPS/image_rsrc1DW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F6.jpg
NS
9SS

JUNE I9TH 2023

FROM| NIKKI'S WORLD,
OTHER AUTH!
NOBODY HOLDS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D4.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION

NIl KK I CRESCENT






OEBPS/image_rsrc1EC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ES.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EY.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1F2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DG.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E1.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D7.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DB.jpg
. TIHORVE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ET.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ER.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DV.jpg
1VDNREQWY Tane





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EF.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1D6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1ED.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D8.jpg
7 e

9,






OEBPS/image_rsrc1EV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1F7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1EM.jpg





