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		To my readers, always

		

	
		CHAPTER 1

		

		Christina

		

		All of my girlfriends thought I was crazy, but I wanted to design lingerie for men. I read an article about ex-military guys who loved to wear sexy women’s lingerie, and the entire time that I was reading, I kept thinking that these men deserved sexy undergarments designed especially for them. What was so wrong about masculine guys getting in touch with their feminine sides? They served our country for crying out loud! If they wanted to feel sexy in women’s clothing, I said to hell with the haters!

		

		I already had plenty of guys buying products from my makeup line, and I didn’t want to leave them out this time around. I started the makeup line a few years ago after I graduated from university with a degree in communications and marketing. I didn’t know the first thing about making makeup, but I put together a team of people to help make my dreams come true, and now I was going to try to replicate my first success by creating a separate website for lingerie.

		

		This time around, though, I would have a business partner. Mabel. When we first met at a cocktail party, I knew that we had to be in business together. We got lost in a conversation about fashion that eventually made its way to lingerie, and that was when Mabel told me that she was a secret part-time lingerie model. She had a massive following online of people who enjoyed looking at her in minimal clothing, among other things.

		

		I also had a following of my own who enjoyed looking at my body, which was how I made money before makeup, so we decided to build a lingerie line. Mabel thought my idea to include men was wild at first, but she started to come around to the idea when I showed her my market research, and we were both big believers in inclusion, so it was meant to be.

		

		The only thing we needed now was a male lingerie model to wear a recent shipment of prototypes for our first collection. The factory making our designs gave us a good deal if we promised to use them for our first two years in business. Mabel thought it was a risk to give them so much time, but their samples were incredible, and we wouldn’t accept any shipments that didn’t meet the standards of their show pieces.

		

		“Mabel, please. Everything will be fine,” I said and rubbed Mabel’s back, but she wasn’t having it. I understood her concerns. She wasn’t used to spending a lot of money to make money, but she had to think about this business long term. She couldn’t give up before we even launched.

		

		“How can you say that? We’ve spent thousands and haven’t earned a penny!”

		

		“We don’t have a line yet!”

		

		“This was a mistake. I’m making more than enough from modeling. I don’t need this. I thought everything would be quicker.”

		

		I sighed. “We’re already in too deep to give up now. If we don’t launch, we’ll make zero. If we launch, I’m confident that we’ll be able to recoup our money and turn a profit. Maybe not the first year, but one day. It takes time to build a brand.”

		

		“I know, but I feel like we’ve spent so much money and don’t have much to show for it.”

		

		“We have prototypes of half our collection already! Plus, your body won’t be sexy forever. What will you do when those guys no longer want to pay for your pictures and videos? What will you do when the younger, hotter girls take your clients? This lingerie line will help us prepare for any rainy days ahead.”

		

		Mabel looked doubtful as I stared into her eyes. I wished that she could see the future I did. She’d seen my vision board and knew our plans, but some people weren’t built to look at the long term. They wanted money now, even if it left them with no way to make more tomorrow.

		

		“You keep saying that, but there’s a chance we’ll fail. What will I do then?” Mabel asked before breaking down into tears.

		

		I did my best not to roll my eyes, but Mabel was becoming ridiculous. We clicked like two brand new magnets when we first met, and I thought that she was entrepreneurial enough to weather the first couple years while we made a name for ourselves. Did she not understand that we were up against major brands? Stores that literally had decades of name recognition. Stores that existed long before either of us was born. She couldn’t expect to beat them without a little pain along the way.

		

		“I can buy you out now, but I don’t want you complaining to me when I turn this business into a success. Is that what you want?”

		

		Mabel sucked in a sharp breath and looked at me with sad eyes, but this was business. She either had to grow a pair and get with the program, or she needed to leave me be. I’d grown to love Mabel since becoming her friend over a year ago, but I couldn’t spend what could very well be the rest of my life coddling a grown woman who was supposed to be my business partner.

		

		“I didn’t think that’s what you wanted.”

		

		Mabel shook her head.

		

		“Look, we have a lot of work we need to do before we can launch the website. We need to make sure that our pieces fit bodies and that they’re sexy. I don’t want to sell anything that I wouldn’t wear. Do you?”

		

		Mabel shook her head again.

		

		“That’s what I thought. We both want this lingerie line to work, but we have to be willing to make some sacrifices in the beginning. Can you do that?”

		

		“Yes,” Mabel said in a weak, unconvincing voice.

		

		“Are you being serious, or are we going to have this conversation again the next time we’re together? We can’t keep talking in circles, Mabel. Either you’re on board, or you’re not. Which will it be?”

		

		“How much longer do you think we’ll be bleeding money?”

		

		“Mabel, you act like you’re not making a ton of money from your fans online. Are you really strapped for cash?”

		

		“No, but—”

		

		“Do you believe in this lingerie line like you did when we first came up with the idea?”

		

		“Yes, but—”

		

		“Mabel, please! I’m sorry to be a bitch, but either you’re in or you’re out. We really can’t keep having these conversations about your doubts. Can we fail? Of course we can! Could we make a shit ton of money? Absolutely yes, but we have to try, and we have to act like we can never fail. Fake it until you make it and all that.”

		

		“You’re right,” Mabel said with a heavy breath. “I guess I’m just worried people won’t respect us if we have a lingerie line for men. Don’t get me wrong, Christina. You know that I want to include everyone, but maybe it’s better if we rethink that aspect of the business.”

		

		I sighed. Never in a million years did I think working with a partner would be so exhausting, but maybe Mabel had a point. Our lingerie line, called TinaBel to represent our names, could burn in flames for including men, but I wanted to take a risk. I wanted to give those military men and any other guys a safe place to buy sexy lingerie they could feel good about.

		

		“I don’t agree with you, but I hear you.”

		

		“It could ruin us, Christina. What woman will want to buy lingerie from a site that also caters to men?”

		

		“I would!”

		

		“I’m not sure that I would…”

		

		Mabel and I locked our eyes, intense emotions passing between us. She looked like she wanted to spit in my face, but she wasn’t that petty. I took a deep breath to calm myself. We’d been back and forth about these plans a million times, but I didn’t want to be completely disrespectful about Mabel’s opinions.

		

		“Look, how about I find a model to try on the few products we already have produced for the men’s line? We can make a final decision once you see the pictures.”

		

		Mabel let out a heavy breath. “I could be okay with that. Do you need any money for the model?”

		

		“I’ll cover it. I understand your doubts, but I truly think that including designs for men will get people talking about our line. There’s nothing I want more than for TinaBel to be a success.”

		

		Mabel nodded. “I know that’s what you want, Christina, but I hope you can see that’s what I want too, which is why I’ve been having a lot of doubts lately. I truly didn’t know how to tell you, but I feel a lot better now that I’ve voiced my concerns.”

		

		“Excellent, so I’ll find a male model and get back to you about that, and we can keep designing in the meantime.”

		

		“Sounds good. You’re the best,” Mabel said with a heavy exhale as she stood from her chair. She walked over to my side of the table, bending over to give me a kiss on the cheek. “See you soon.”

		

	
		CHAPTER 2

		

		Bruce

		

		My tuition bill was due, and I had no idea what I was going to do. My parents cut me off after my freshman year of university when I told them that I wanted to become a studio art major, and they hadn’t helped me with a payment since. I scraped together enough to get through my junior year, but I still had two years of college to pay for and honestly didn’t know how I was going to make it happen.

		

		I would take out a student loan, but my parents made too much. They were dripping with money, actually, but they wouldn’t spend a dime on my art education. They thought it was a waste of time… and money. All they thought about were those damn numbers in their bank account, like they actually meant something, like they would ever see them drop to zero.

		

		My parents didn’t know the first thing about being poor. They were both from rich families and never had to want for a thing in their lives, but they’d also followed the family track. My father became a doctor, and my mother was also a doctor, but she didn’t practice anymore because she was too busy with the work she did on various committees. Don’t even get me started how they donated more than my college tuition every year to ‘causes that were important’.

		

		Teresa and Patrick would never forgive me for chasing my dreams, for choosing to become an artist, but my mother literally gave money to art museums. Yet me wanting to become a painter was laughable to them. It wasn’t worthy of our family name. I tried to explain the insanity of their reasoning over dinner one night, but the conversation ended in an explosive fight, and we hadn’t talked much since.

		

		I wasn’t going to become a doctor like they demanded, and I didn’t care that the past three generations of our family had been doctors. It wasn’t the career for me, and I shouldn’t be forced to do something that I didn’t want to do, but the thought of paying for two more years of college was beyond daunting.

		

		How was I ever going to do it?

		

		Nothing on the university job board paid much more than minimum wage, except tutoring for heavy subjects, but I was an artist. What free time I had, I wanted to spend painting or checking out other artists’ work to study what they did. Which brushstrokes they used. How they layered their painting. I longed to become a master of my craft, but I wouldn’t be able to think about art if I couldn’t first cover my bills, and the last thing I wanted to do was drop out.

		

		My parents had me backed up against a wall, and they knew it, but I had a feeling they liked to watch me suffer. They enjoyed knowing that their money could control the world around them, including their son, a young man who just wanted to chase his dreams. I wouldn’t let them win, though. I couldn’t. It would be the death of me.

		

		One ad jumped out after a mostly helpless search. It paid more than the others.

		

		I needed big bucks if I was going to pay this tuition bill. Even if I broke it down into installments, the cost was much more than I could ever afford to pay from what I earned working overnights at a grocery store, and my high school grades hadn’t been quite good enough for any scholarships. The university gave me a small discount after I explained my situation and shed a few tears, but they couldn’t do much since my parents made so much money and had a bunch of assets. My only option was to separate myself from them, but they paid for my health insurance, which would be a cost I couldn’t afford on top of tuition.

		

		My life was a mess.

		

		I had a feeling that I was going to end up broke and working as a barista somewhere, but that would be a better life than having a medical career I didn’t want shoved down my throat. I sighed as I typed the number from the job ad into my phone, hoping that this modeling gig could get me some quick cash.

		

		“Hello,” a sugary sweet voice said.

		

		“Hi, I’m calling about the modeling job.”

		

		“Oh, yes! Excellent! I wasn’t expecting to get a reply so quickly. The ad only went live a few hours ago.”

		

		“Maybe it’s your lucky day,” I said casually, trying not to reveal how desperate I was for a bit of money. “What are you looking for in a model?”

		

		“Pretty standard, I guess. Nice body, cute face. Do you have big arms?”

		

		I flexed my arms as I glanced down at them. They weren’t huge, but they certainly weren’t small. “They’re a nice size. I have a few pictures that I could send you if you’d like.”

		

		“Yes, please do! Sorry for judging your looks, but I guess it comes with the territory.”

		

		“Will I be your first model?”

		

		“My first male model. I’ve mostly just used my girlfriends as models in the past. It’s always a lot of fun.”

		

		“Cool,” I said mindlessly as I scrolled through my phone. I’d put the girl on speaker phone and was only half listening to what she said. “I’m about to send over some pictures, but how much does this job pay?”

		

		“I usually pay one hundred dollars per shoot. They can last up to three hours, depending on what my photographer needs, but if things go well, I’ll be needing a male model for several shoots.”

		

		One hundred dollars in three hours?

		

		Sign me up!

		

		I was practically salivating as I picked a few of my hottest pictures to send over to this girl who could become my boss. I always used the same few photos when I chatted with girls on dating applications. It only took a second for her to get them.

		

		“What’s your name, by the way?”

		

		“Christina. You?”

		

		“Bruce.”

		

		“Nice to meet you, Bruce. I just got your pictures, and I must say, I’m impressed! Your waist is pretty thin, but your body is super masculine. I would love to meet in person later today if you’re willing. I’ll give you fifty dollars for the consultation and a few test shots. It shouldn’t take more than an hour.”

		

		“Yeah, sure! What time were you thinking?”

		

		“Is seven too early?”

		

		“No! That should be perfect for me.”

		

		“Actually, let’s say half past seven just to be safe.”

		

		“Okay, do you live close to campus?”

		

		“Ten minutes by car. Will that be a problem?”

		

		“No, I’ll be there!”

		

		My parents let me keep my car, but they no longer paid for repairs or gas. The only thing they kept paying for was the insurance, but everything else was on me. They made sure I was covered in case anything serious happened, but they were hellbent on making me suffer for defying their wishes of me becoming a doctor.

		

		“I’ll text you the address. See you then!”

		

		“Thanks! See you then!”

		

	
		CHAPTER 3

		

		Christina

		

		Bruce was due to arrive at my condo any moment, and I was nervous about presenting him with the lingerie that we’d designed for men. Maybe Mabel was right that we should only focusing on designing pieces for women, but at the same time, I felt it in my gut that we should try something different. Something risky. How many women-only lingerie lines were there in the world?

		

		The sound of my buzzer made me jump. I touched my chest before racing over to the door to hit the speaker button.

		

		“Bruce? Is that you?”

		

		“Yeah, it’s me,” he said. His voice was so smooth and deep, and he was more than a little attractive, but I had to focus. Tonight was about business and convincing Bruce that modeling lingerie for men wasn’t a bad idea.

		

		“Come on up,” I said and hit the button that let Bruce into the building. I told myself to stay calm as I waited for him to come upstairs, nervous that this entire plan would blow up in my face, more and more convinced that maybe Mabel had a point, but I’d already spent a lot on prototypes. The least I could do was spend fifty more dollars to see how the designs looked on a masculine guy.

		

		“Nice place you got here,” Bruce said when I opened the door, letting him step inside my condo. “I thought I was going to meet you at your office or something.”

		

		“I work from home. The second bedroom is my office.”

		

		“Dope!” Bruce said and smiled. “So, what do you need me to model? Suits? Shoes? Are you a designer or something?”

		

		“Currently, I make most of my money selling makeup, but I want to branch out into different areas.”

		

		“Fashion?”

		

		“Yeah,” I said in a long drawl. “Clothes.”

		

		“Why are you being so cryptic?” Bruce asked and looked around my condo like he was waiting for someone to pop out from behind a corner, but the truth was that I’d become nervous about my idea. Was it too radical? Too crazy?

		

		“I’m sorry! Let me show you!”

		

		Bruce chuckled and shook his head, grinning as he watched me run out of the room, but his smile fell the second I came back with thongs and panties in my hand. The factory had already made us five options. We wanted to start small and with products we really loved, so we were spending a lot on prototypes, even though I had a feeling that would have to end soon based on the conversation I had with Mabel.

		

		“Are those women’s underwear?”

		

		I sighed. “No, it’s lingerie for men! My business partner and I are starting a lingerie website and thought it would be a good idea to make lingerie that men could wear too. It has a little pouch and everything,” I said and gestured at the part where his goodies could go, but Bruce didn’t seem amused.

		

		“You expect men to wear those?”

		

		“Not you, necessarily, but if you want to make any money, I expect you to model them. Trust me, there are plenty of guys out there who wouldn’t mind some lingerie with a little extra breathing room, or at least I think there are a lot of guys like that.

		

		“I’m not so sure,” Bruce said and took the lingerie from my hands, chuckling as he held them, but his face changed the longer he rubbed the fabric between his fingers. “These are super soft!”

		

		“All our designs are made of natural, breathable materials. One is a cotton and bamboo blend. There’s another one made of wool. We’ve also been considering some silk options, but they’d be super expensive. We have lots of lace too of course, and we only use cotton lace. These white bikini-cut panties with lace are my favorite from the men’s collection so far.”

		

		“They’d totally show my… you know!” Bruce said as he looked down at the white panties in my hand.

		

		I shrugged. “Aren’t there a lot of guys who’d like that?”

		

		“I don’t know, maybe, but I don’t want you taking pictures of me wearing them!”

		

		“We wouldn’t include your face in any of the pictures! Depending on how the pictures looked, there’s a chance that we would obstruct the view of the penis with a star or something else.”

		

		“I don’t know,” Bruce said in a long voice. “I really want the money, but I don’t know about this, Christina. I have zero desire to wear lingerie!”

		

		“We can always find someone else, but I won’t be able to pay you fifty dollars tonight unless you give me some test shots. There might be a couple beers in my fridge that you could take as payment for your trouble, but that’s about all I would be willing to pay you for nothing. No offense.”

		

		“No, it’s okay. I get it,” Bruce said as he lifted his arm to scratch the back of his head. He glanced at the fridge and back at me, but I had my arms crossed and wasn’t budging. If Bruce wanted his money, he’d have to earn it. Otherwise, I needed to save the fifty dollars for the next guy I found.

		

		“So, what will it be? You’ve already been here for like fifteen minutes, and I don’t have all night. There’s other work I could be doing.”

		

		“Promise you won’t show my face?” Bruce winced as he asked the question, and I honestly felt kind of bad for him. He looked like he really didn’t want to wear lingerie.

		

		“Yeah, I promise, but Bruce… I can find someone else if you don’t want to do this. You shouldn’t do something that you’ll regret.”

		

		“No, it’s okay. I can wear the lingerie.”

		

		“Are you sure?”

		

		“Yes!” Bruce hollered and jutted his hand in the air. He looked more unsure than Mabel had at our meeting, but I didn’t want to push the subject and upset Bruce more than he already was. “Sorry, Christina. It’s not you. I just have a lot going on in my life.”

		

		“If you want to talk about—”

		

		“I don’t.” Bruce cut me off before I could finish, but I wasn’t upset that he did. I didn’t want to talk about feelings with a man I hardly knew, and part of me felt like I would have to find someone else for my photoshoots going forward if Bruce kept it up with this intense, overly negative energy.

		

		“Okay,” I said after a moment of silence. “Should we do the shoot then?”

		

		“You’re paying me fifty dollars, right?”

		

		“That was the deal,” I said.

		

		“Let’s do it then. Which one should I put on first?”

		

		“Actually, would you mind dropping your pants? I need to see how hairy you are first.”

		

		“Fucking hell,” Bruce cursed under his breath.

		

	
		CHAPTER 4

		

		Bruce

		

		What in the world have I gotten myself into now? I looked at Christina with dead eyes, like I hadn’t quite heard her correctly, but we both knew that I had. She wanted me to drop my pants to see if I was hairy. She was treating me like an object, but wasn’t that how models everywhere were treated?

		

		“Bruce, please don’t do this if you’re not comfortable.”

		

		I need the money, bitch.

		

		Christina wasn’t really a bitch. My parents were the bitches. They had more than enough resources to pay for my tuition, but they were stubborn, and they refused. I wished I could find the exact right person to tell my problems to, so that they could make them go away, but it’d be easier to find a needle in a haystack. At least a needle would poke me if I got too close.

		

		“Can we just get this over with, please?”

		

		“Yes, but the first step is showing me your legs.”

		

		I cursed under my breath as I undid my belt and then unbuttoned my jeans, feeling more of my dignity getting stripped away with each of my movements, but what choice did I have? Christina was paying more than any of those bullshit jobs on campus, and I had bills to pay. Beggers couldn’t be choosers and all that jazz.

		

		“Happy?”

		

		“Yes, actually! You’re naturally smooth!”

		

		“Is that a good thing?” I grunted. I’d always wished that I were hairier. Not like beast-level hairy, but a little hair on the chest would be nice. Hair on the legs would be even better. I’d always hated the fact that I didn’t have much body hair, but girls never seemed to mind, so I just tried not to think about it.

		

		“It’s amazing! I’m not sure how sexy lingerie would look with bushes of hair coming out of the fabric.”

		

		I chuckled. “I imagine it wouldn’t look very sexy at all. Not that I think lingerie can look sexy on men or anything… because I don’t!”

		

		“Yet you’re willing to be my model? You must really need this money,” Christina said with a light laugh, but she wouldn’t be laughing if she knew how desperate I was. The university was threatening to kick me out of the classes I’d enrolled in last year if I didn’t pay something before the semester started.

		

		“More than you know.”

		

		Christina fell silent, walking over to grab the lingerie from where she’d left it. “Let’s save the best for last. Can you start with this one?”

		

		“What is this?” I asked. “Is it even underwear?”

		

		“It’s a super skimpy thong, but again, it has room for your dick and balls, so they aren’t hanging out the sides of the fabric. Please put them on in the bathroom, and I’ll get my tripod set up.”

		

		“Yes, ma’am,” I said in a teasing voice before walking past Christina to go to the bathroom. She looked over her shoulder at me and squinted her eyes. I closed the bathroom door before our eye contact broke, and I was feeling a little hot as I stepped out of my boxers and put on the skimpy red thong, which fit surprisingly well.

		

		Shit.

		

		I didn’t look half bad!

		

		The thong hugged my hips, kept my package in place, and the fabric was super comfortable. It honestly felt like air on my skin, except my cock and balls didn’t jiggle too much when I moved my hips from side to side. Nothing like when I wore boxers, which was what I usually wore, but this thong! It was something else, and fuck me, but I kind of liked it!

		

		Not that I would tell Christina that!

		

		“How are you doing in there?” she asked.

		

		“All right. I’m about to step out now. Are you ready?”

		

		“Yep! The camera is set up and ready!”

		

		I took a deep breath and wiped the happy look off my face. I couldn’t show Christina that I liked the thong she’d given me to try on, but it seriously felt so good on my body. Even the little bit of fabric that had disappeared between my ass cheeks wasn’t uncomfortable like I thought it would be.

		

		Once my face was serious and void of any enjoyment, I stepped out of the bathroom, trying to look as unhappy as I possibly could. Christina frowned when she saw my face, but damn, it was getting hard not to break out into a smile. I was living a lie. This thong was fucking amazing! I never wanted to put on another pair of boring boxers in my life, but I couldn’t let Christina know that after how I’d acted!

		

		“Are they terrible?”

		

		“They’re okay,” I grunted and stepped forward. It was a little easier to breathe when I moved, so I paced back and forth as Christina adjusted a light lamp. Her wall was clear and ready for my photoshoot. I suddenly felt nervous, like I wouldn’t look as good in the photos as I felt with this red thong around my hips, but then I thought about the money, and all was right in the world. Getting paid to wear this sexy lingerie? I’m in!

		

		“All right. Can you stand against the wall, please?”

		

		“No face, right?”

		

		“No face,” Christina said and sighed.

		

		“I’m sorry for acting weird earlier.”

		

		“It’s okay, but I feel like I’m torturing you. You don’t have to do this if you don’t want. I’d honestly prefer you didn’t if you’re going to act weird about this. It’s already hard enough as it is convincing myself that this men’s lingerie line is a good idea.”

		

		It was a fantastic idea. I would love to become a customer of her line, which according to my thong’s label, was called TinaBel. I thought it was a super cute name, and I thought her idea was brilliant, but I couldn’t tell her these things. Then she would know how I really felt. Not gonna happen!

		

		“I mean, some guys might buy them. It’s not like they’d have to go to the store or anything. Where did you even come up with this idea to design lingerie for men?”

		

		“I read an article about ex-military guys who love to wear lingerie and other women’s clothing when they have time, and it got me thinking about designing lingerie for both men and women. My business partner thought it was a great idea too at first, but now she’s getting cold feet. That’s why I want to get some photos of a masculine guy like you wearing the designs.”

		

		“Ah, I see.”

		

		“Yeah,” Christina said in a heavy voice. She looked so sad, like she thought the entire idea was a failure. I wanted to scream at her that it wasn’t, but that would be admitting defeat after bratty behavior, and who does that? “Just stand naturally with your hands on your hips.”

		

		“Like this?” I asked.

		

		“Yeah, that’s good.” Christina lifted the camera and snapped a few photos of me standing with my hands on my hips. Then I crossed them over my chest at her direction before running off to the bathroom to switch panties.

		

		The wool panties were next. They were brown with light-blue accents, big like briefs and had a high waistline that was rather feminine. They were deadly comfortable too and had plenty of room for my dangly bits. I felt criminal for stepping out of the bathroom and pretending like I didn’t like the panties when they were easily the most comfortable underwear I’d ever worn in my life.

		

		“Are they comfortable?” Christina asked as she snapped photos while I turned from side to side so that she could get me from every angle. “They look like they fit you well.”

		

		“They’re not too bad.”

		

		“Do you hate them?” she pressed.

		

		“I… uh… I’m not sure that I would wear them.”

		

		“Yeah, but do you hate them? Are they any worse than briefs you’ve worn in your life?”

		

		No, they’re a million times better.

		

		“I… fuck, Christina.”

		

		“What’s wrong?” she asked and lifted her face from the camera. “Did something happen?”

		

		“I can’t pretend anymore.”

		

		“Pretend what?”

		

		“I love these damn panties.”

		

		“You do?” Christina asked in a high voice.

		

		“I do,” I said and dropped my head. “They’re the most comfortable underwear that I’ve ever worn.”

		

		“Don’t lie to me, Bruce! I can handle the truth! I just hate that Mabel was right that we never should have designed lingerie for men.”

		

		“Why would you say that? Do you think I look bad in these panties? Is that what you’re trying to tell me?” I asked playfully and rocked my hips from side to side. I felt something when Christina met my eyes, and I swore she felt it too.

		

		She smiled as our gaze lingered. “You don’t look bad at all.”

		

		“No, I don’t. I think I look pretty good, and my dick has never looked bigger!”

		

		“You’re stupid.”

		

		“Show me the pictures.”

		

		Christina smiled at me a second longer before turning to grab her camera. The pictures made my body look a lot more attractive than I ever would have thought possible when Christina first stepped out of her bedroom with the thongs and panties, but I was impressed overall. She had a vision, and she executed it.

		

		“Should we finish with the others?”

		

		“If you don’t mind,” she said.

		

		I shook my head and raced off to the bathroom to put on the next piece of lingerie, which was a sexy pair of black boy shorts with lace around the waistline. I’d gotten over the fact that wearing lingerie designed for men wasn’t the end of the world. It was actually opening up a world I hoped to soon discover.

		

		Christina snapped pictures of me in the black boy shorts, and then I changed into a pair of pink cotton panties. They were simple and cute and endlessly comfortable, but she’d saved the best for last. The white bikini-cut panties with lots of white cotton lace. They were angelic and virginal and exactly what a boy should wear on his wedding night. Fuck, Christina had corrupted me, and it’d only been a couple of hours since I got to her place!

		

		“These are the best ones!” I hollered from inside the bathroom as I stared at myself in the mirror. I’d never noticed how slim my waistline was until I put on these girly cuts, but I kind of liked how I looked, especially in these white lacy panties. “You got the camera ready?”

		

		“I’m ready!”

		

		It was hard to peel my eyes away from the mirror, but I couldn’t stand there all night. I stepped out of the bathroom. Christina ran up to me and turned me around in a circle, commenting on how good I looked, gushing how amazing the panties looked on my body.

		

		She’d come out of her funk the second I told her the truth about how I felt and could finally see the brilliance of her idea. Designing lingerie for men? Why weren’t more people doing this? Why weren’t more guys wearing it? TinaBel panties gave me way more support than boxers. They also made me feel beautiful, and I never felt beautiful.

		

		“So, how much would this pair cost?”

		

		“I think they’d have to retail for forty, at least until we can start making the panties in bulk. Maybe even forty-five.”

		

		Forty-five dollars for panties?

		

		My heart skipped a beat, but when I stopped to think about it, I could see myself indulging in a pair of forty-five-dollar panties if they felt this good and hugged my hips in all the right places.

		

		“Why? Do you want some for yourself?”

		

		“No! I was just wondering.”

		

		“Right,” Christina said as she smirked and set her camera to the side. “That’ll be all for tonight. Thanks for trying on that lingerie for me. You’ve been really helpful.”

		

		“Do you think you’ll go forward with the line?” I asked.

		

		Christina shrugged. “Depends on what my partner Mabel wants to do. We’re splitting everything equally, so we have to agree on all our decisions. I’m paying for this photoshoot tonight, but she’ll give me half for any serious photoshoots we do. Are you interested in modeling for those shoots too?”

		

		“Yeah, I’d be down. They pay one hundred dollars, right?”

		

		“That or more. Since you did so well, I can try to convince my business partner to up your pay to forty an hour.”

		

		“You’d do that for me?”

		

		Christina nodded as she stood a few inches from me, staring into my eyes, tempting me, but she was basically my boss now, and I couldn’t risk losing a job that would pay me forty dollars an hour, so I took a step away from Christina.

		

		“Uh, how often would the shoots be? What time of day? I have a job working nights at a grocery store, but I’m sure I could make this work.”

		

		“It all depends on what my partner Mabel says, but I’ll show her these pictures and get back to you as soon as possible.”

		

		“That would be amazing. Thank you,” I said. “I guess I should probably change out of these panties, huh?”

		

		“You look pretty cute in them. Why don’t you keep them?”

		

		“Are you being serious right now?” I asked a touch more excitedly than I would have liked.

		

		Christina chuckled. “I’m positive. Let me grab your fifty dollars.”

		

		“I’ll put on my clothes.”

		

		“Good idea,” Christina said with a shake of the head as she walked over to her purse to grab the money. I went to the bathroom to get my clothes and didn’t even bother changing into my boxers. Christina gave me my money and sent me on my way, but I was already counting down the moments until I would see her again, fantasizing about all the lingerie she might make me wear.

		

	
		CHAPTER 5

		

		Christina

		

		Mabel was waiting for me at a cafe not far from where we lived. Part of the reason we’d grown so close was because we were practically neighbors, so it was easy for us to spend a lot of time together when our friendship was blossoming, before we’d decided to become business partners. Sometimes I missed the dynamic that we had when we were just friends. When there wasn’t any money involved between us. We would go shopping, gossip, and have fun when we got together, but things had turned tense ever since Mabel started questioning the idea of men’s lingerie. I hoped that these pictures of Bruce in the lingerie could change her mind, but I wasn’t getting my hopes up.

		

		“Christina! How are you?” Mabel asked before giving me a hug and a couple quick kisses on the cheek.

		

		“I’m doing okay,” I said as I slid into the seat across from Mabel. A server came over a second later and took my order, which I was thankful for because I desperately needed some caffeine to confront this situation in which I found myself.

		

		“Only okay?”

		

		“I don’t know. How are you doing?”

		

		“I’ve been great! I got a hundred new followers over the weekend during a marketing push I did with a few other ladies.”

		

		“That’s great!” I said as brightly as I could manage. “Can’t go wrong with new followers.”

		

		“Nope,” Mabel said brightly and picked up her piping hot mug of black tea to take a sip. She held out her pinkie, looking all dainty and cute and not at all concerned with the fact that we’d been having an ongoing disagreement about the men’s lingerie line.

		

		“Thank you,” I said to the server when he returned with my latte. I took a big sip of the hot drink, feeling a sense of relief instantly wash over me. The coffee gave me the energy and strength I needed to have this difficult conversation with Mabel. One I worried would ruin our friendship, but regardless, we couldn’t keep avoiding the topic. Not when it was supposed to be our business.

		

		“Mabel.”

		

		She sighed.

		

		“You know we have to talk.”

		

		“I know, but I’ve been thinking some more, and I’m really not sure about this idea to sell men’s lingerie. I talked about it with some of my girlfriends, and they think it’s the single craziest idea they’ve ever heard, and I’m starting to agree with them.”

		

		“I got the pictures we talked about,” I said.

		

		“Isn’t it better that we just scrape the idea before we waste more money on it? I love you, Christina, you know I do, but I don’t want this business to come between us.”

		

		“It doesn’t have to, Mabel! Can’t you at least look at the pictures I got before you write off the idea? Plus, my model Bruce, who seemed pretty masculine, went from hating the lingerie to loving it.”

		

		“Really?” Mabel asked suspiciously. “Are you just lying to get what you want?”

		

		“No! I even let him keep a pair of the panties he liked them so much, and don’t worry, I’ll cover the costs. I wouldn’t be putting my money toward this idea if I truly didn’t believe in it, Mabel, and I just wish you could see it how I did. Maybe these guys don’t want to admit that they like wearing undergarments designed for women, but you should have seen the way Bruce changed.”

		

		“Hmm,” Mabel said and folded her lips. I could tell that she’d come here ready to shut down this idea about the men’s lingerie, but I was desperate for her to give it a chance. I wanted TinaBel to be inclusive and for everyone who wanted to feel beautiful and feminine, so I pulled out my phone to show Mabel the pictures that I’d taken of Bruce.

		

		Mabel studied my cellphone’s screen, her face changing a bit each time she swiped to the next photo. “I can’t see the model’s face, but his body movements look looser as the pictures continue.”

		

		“He really got into the photoshoot once he let go of the idea that he shouldn’t be wearing lingerie. He became a whole new person. I swear. You should have seen it.”

		

		“Is it worth paying him for more photoshoots, though? Is it worth the risk to spend all the money creating a line for men? What if he’s the only guy that wants to wear lingerie?”

		

		“I highly doubt that’s the case, Mabel.”

		

		Mabel sighed and set my phone on the table, pushing it toward me. She had a look in her eyes like she’d already made her decision and didn’t want to budge, and I didn’t want to force her hand. I wished that I had never let her join my mission if she was going to get cold feet at the last second, but we’d had a lot of fun along the way, and I tried not to forget that.

		

		“Look, Mabel, I love you. You’re my girl, and I don’t want this lingerie line to get between us. We’ve already done a ton of work for the line, but maybe I could buy you out before launch if you’re not sold on the idea of men’s lingerie, because honestly, I am. Especially after seeing Bruce’s face and how he changed. He loved the lingerie, even though he thought he would hate it.”

		

		Mabel folded her lips and took another long sip of her tea, looking everywhere except at my face, but I was patient. I could wait all day if that was what she needed. I wasn’t about to give up on this idea because of fear. When I launched my makeup line, it never crossed my mind that men would buy the product, but I had a lot of guys who contacted me to thank me for including male models in my latest campaigns. Then I read the article about ex-military men wearing women’s clothing and lingerie and knew that I needed to include feminine designs for men in my new line.

		

		“I don’t know what to say, Christina.”

		

		“Take a risk, Mabel.”

		

		“My girlfriends would ridicule me if I started designing lingerie for men.”

		

		“You can’t let your girlfriends run your life. What do you think?”

		

		Mabel sighed. “Well, on the one hand, I trust you and your vision and want to take a risk, but at the same time, I’m worried that TinaBel will be a huge failure and that it will become a laughingstock, so I don’t really know what to think.”

		

		“Your first instinct was yes, Mabel. Why turn your back on that?”

		

		“Because I don’t want to lose money,” she retorted. “I could invest everything we’re spending on this line in the stock market and save myself the hassle.”

		

		“Then do that, but I want the TinaBel name. We’ve already worked with designers on labels and logos and bought the website and everything else. I can reimburse you for any money you’ve spent, but you at least owe me the brand we’ve created if you’re going to chicken out at the last second.”

		

		Mabel sighed. “Fine, but can I have a night to think about it?”

		

		“Sure,” I said tensely. “Anything else?”

		

		“That’s all,” Mabel said in an equally tense voice.

		

		“I better go before this conversation turns any uglier.”

		

		“Good idea,” she said.

		

		I scoffed and hurried out of the cafe.

		

	
		CHAPTER 6

		

		Christina

		

		“Thanks for meeting me,” I said and bent over to give Bruce a hug. It was the day after my tense meeting with Mabel, and she had yet to get back to me about what she wanted to do, but the world couldn’t wait for her forever. I had to make plans and arrangements, and I wanted to let Bruce know what was happening, and that I planned on moving forward with my ideas no matter what Mabel decided.

		

		“My pleasure,” Bruce said as he watched me take a seat across from him. “You have no idea how much that fifty dollars from the last photoshoot helped.”

		

		“I’m glad,” I said with a soft smile. “Order whatever you want for lunch. My treat.”

		

		“Christina! You don’t have to do that.”

		

		“It’s fine. I insist.”

		

		“Okay,” Bruce said with a light sigh. “I appreciate it.”

		

		I nodded and picked up the menu to glance over it as a server made her way in our direction. I decided on a salad with steak and potatoes. Bruce got a burger with a side of mashed potatoes. We ordered a bottle of sparkling water to share.

		

		“Did you have a chance to speak to your business partner about the other photoshoots?” Bruce asked after a few moments of silence. “I’m free most afternoons.”

		

		“I did speak with Mabel, but I’m not sure that she’s still onboard with men’s lingerie. She didn’t reject the idea completely, but I have a feeling she’s leaning toward giving up before we even get started, which is fine.”

		

		Bruce’s face deflated. I could tell that he really needed this money, and I didn’t want to let him down. I knew how hard it could be to work low-paying jobs, but it seemed that there was something deeper to Bruce’s situation. Something he was keeping in the dark, but how well did we even know each other? Sure, I’d seen him wearing nothing but a pair of knickers, but what did I know about this man’s life besides the fact that I wanted to make him my model?

		

		“What’s wrong, Bruce?”

		

		“Nothing,” he said quickly and shook his head. “It’s nothing. I promise. Just a little disappointed to hear your partner isn’t sold on the idea of men’s lingerie. I actually told my friend Troy about our little photoshoot, and he thought men’s lingerie sounded like a good idea when I showed him the pictures you sent me.”

		

		“You showed your friend pictures of you in lingerie?”

		

		“Not the ones where he could see my dick, but yeah. He thought they were cute,” Bruce said with a laugh. “He agreed that a lot of guys would probably order a pair or two online, even if it was just as a joke.”

		

		“They could be great gag gifts, couldn’t they?”

		

		“You never know what could happen.”

		

		“That’s what I was trying to tell Mabel, but she didn’t want to hear it! Our conversation ended rather tensely, and I just wanted to get out of that cafe and run for the hills, so that was pretty much what I did.”

		

		Bruce chuckled. “That’s too bad. I get it, though. Stay on the safe side of things. Can’t blame you for that.”

		

		“I don’t want to play on the safe side! I want to take risks! I want to do things that other people would call crazy, and Mabel is throwing a wrench into my plans. If she hadn’t been so excited when I first presented the idea, maybe I wouldn’t care so much, but she used to act like the men’s lingerie line was the best idea in the world.”

		

		“What happened? Did she say?”

		

		I sighed. “Her girlfriends got to her and told her they thought it was a bad idea, and I get it. A lot of women will think that lingerie for men is a bad idea, but they probably said the same thing about boy shorts when they started selling them in lingerie stores and look how popular those are!”

		

		“You should follow your gut,” said Bruce.

		

		“I would love to, but we’ve already done so much for the line as it is. I would have to buy her out if I didn’t want any arguments, which I’m willing to do, but I’m not so sure that she is. The entire business has become a mess.”

		

		“I’m sorry,” Bruce said gently. “I wish there was something that I could do.”

		

		“It’s not your fault,” I said and sighed.

		

		“If it makes you feel any better, I’m actually wearing those panties you gave me.”

		

		“You are?” I asked in a high voice. “Right now?”

		

		“Yep,” Bruce said with a laugh. “Would you like to see?”

		

		I chuckled. “No, its okay. I believe you. I’m just… surprised.”

		

		“Why? They’re the most comfortable underwear I’ve ever owned. I wish I had a drawer full of TinaBel panties.”

		

		“Shut up,” I said and blushed.

		

		“I’ve never been more serious,” Bruce said with a laugh.

		

		I shook my head as I tried to stop the smile on my face from growing even bigger, but it was pointless. Bruce made me laugh and smile and feel all bubbly inside. I was starting to develop a crush on this man who was supposed to be nothing more than my model, but why had I invited him to lunch if that was all I wanted? I could have sent him an email with the information about Mabel and TinaBel and everything we had yet to decide.

		

		“You really think the men’s lingerie line is a good idea?”

		

		“Heck yeah! I would invest if I had any money, but I’m broke as a joke.” Bruce sighed heavily. “Sorry about that. Forget I said anything. I don’t want to bother you with my problems.”

		

		“No, it’s okay. Tell me what’s wrong.”

		

		Bruce shook his head as he sighed again. I could see a heaviness behind his eyes. I used to feel heavy and sad before I found success as an online model, aka a high-class solo porn star, and I wanted to help Bruce however I could. He had such a bright spirit, one I found myself liking more and more by the second.

		

		“Please, Bruce. I want to know.”

		

		“I’m afraid I’ll get upset if I talk about it.”

		

		“I won’t judge you.”

		

		“It’s really not about me personally. It’s about my stupid parents who want to control every single aspect of my life.”

		

		“Why? What are your parents doing?” I asked.

		

		“Long story short… They stopped paying for my tuition, but they make too much money for me to qualify for any type of student aid. I’m basically stuck paying for my own tuition out of pocket. I could take out a bank loan, but I’m trying to avoid that at all costs.”

		

		I was shocked.

		

		Horrified.

		

		“Why in the world did they cut you off?”

		

		“Because I want to become a painter and not a doctor like they expect. They’ve been trying to control me my entire life, and I thought college would finally be my chance to break free from them, but they’re only going to support me if I become a doctor like the rest of the family.”

		

		“Bruce! I’m so sorry!”

		

		He shrugged. “It is what it is, but tuition is a lot harder to pay than I was expecting, and it’s pretty much impossible with what they pay me at the grocery store, which was why I was looking for new jobs, but I really don’t even have the time to work more than I do. It’s all a lot to handle, but I’m trying my best.”

		

		Bruce was clearly stressed, but who wouldn’t be in his situation? He worked overnights at a grocery store stocking shelves, but he still had his rent to pay and expenses for his car. His parents had set him up to fail, but I was motivated to help Bruce prove them wrong anyway I could after hearing his story. I was upset for him. Livid. I wanted to march down to his parents’ house and yell at them for being so reckless with their son’s life. Bruce deserved better and fuck them for thinking he couldn’t make it as an artist.

		

		“Shut up! Your mom gives money to art organizations, but she doesn’t think you should become a painter? Don’t tell me more, or I might hunt your parents down and tell them how I feel about what they did to you. I’m so sorry, Bruce.”

		

		Bruce shrugged. “I’m doing my best to live with the situation.”

		

		“It can’t be easy.”

		

		“It’s not, but what can I do?”

		

		“Fight! Do you have any photos of your paintings?”

		

		“Yeah, I have some,” Bruce said and unlocked his phone. He tapped at the screen before turning it in my direction, revealing a photo of a stunning abstract painting. One I thought could find its way to a museum once Bruce made a name for himself.

		

		“These paintings are incredible, Bruce!”

		

		“You really think so?”

		

		“Yes! Why aren’t you selling prints of them? I’ll be your first customer.”

		

		Bruce chuckled as he reached to take the phone from my hand and lock the screen. He shook his head to brush aside my comment, but I’d never been more serious in my life. Bruce needed to monetize his artwork one way or another.

		

		“Do you not agree?”

		

		“It just doesn’t feel right.”

		

		“That’s your doubt talking, Bruce. You doubted those panties you were wearing a few days ago and look at you now! You want an entire collection of TinaBel lingerie, which I would happily give you, but not until I figure out what in the world Mabel is thinking.”

		

		Bruce chuckled. “Don’t worry. I wasn’t looking for handouts.”

		

		“How much money do you need?”

		

		“A few grand,” Bruce said in one of the most depressed voices I’d ever heard. I wanted to wrap him up in my arms and hold him against my boobs while I rubbed his head and told him that everything would be okay, but we weren’t that close. Not yet. “I’ll never be able to afford my tuition at the rate I’m going.”

		

		“How do you feel about sex tapes?”

		

		“I don’t know,” Bruce said with a laugh. “Why?”

		

		“Just a second,” I said and held up a finger while I pulled out my phone to send my followers a poll to ask them if they wanted to see me star in a video with a man. I got a few answers within seconds, and the results were a resounding yes. “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		I sighed. “The truth is, I make a lot of my money by doing online modeling, which is a fancy way of saying that I show my goodies to men to earn some of their coins, and I just asked my followers if they’d like to see me in a video with a man, and they agreed!”

		

		“Wait… are you saying?”

		

		I bit my lip and nodded as I stared into Bruce’s eyes, daring him to say no to this brilliant idea. It could be a win-win for the two of us. He could pay his tuition, and I could get his dick wet with my pussy. I was already a little wet just thinking about Bruce’s cock.

		

		“We should put you in some lingerie first, though.”

		

		“I… I… don’t know.”

		

		“If you do a video with me, I’ll give you a grand.”

		

		“One thousand dollars?”

		

		“Plus I’ll buy you a pair of crotchless panties.”

		

		“I… are you serious?”

		

		“Yep,” I said. “So, what do you say? Should we go shopping for some crotchless panties?”

		

		“Then we would… you know.”

		

		“Have sex,” I said with a laugh. “That’s the plan, yes.”

		

		Bruce said nothing, but he nodded, which was enough of an answer for me. We were about finished with our food as it was, and now I wanted my dessert, which would be creamy and salty and a touch girly.

		

	
		CHAPTER 7

		

		Bruce

		

		“What did you have in mind for me to wear?” I asked as we walked from the parking lot to the doors of a department store. Wearing the pretty white panties beneath my jeans was one thing, but I was having second thoughts about buying women’s lingerie from a department store. I just wanted Christina to give me cute undergarments to wear. I didn’t want to have to shop for them myself, yet here we were, and I was doing my best to put on a brave face.

		

		“The crotchless panties for the video, but maybe we should make it a whole thing. I might lose a few followers, but like I said, I like to take risks.”

		

		“What do you mean by a whole thing?”

		

		“Like a skirt or a dress or something. What do you think?”

		

		“I thought we were just doing lingerie.”

		

		“We are, but we need something else too. I want to feminize you.”

		

		“Feminize me? Like turn me into a girl?”

		

		“Just for the video.”

		

		“Christina! You didn’t say anything about dresses and skirts earlier. I don’t know about this.”

		

		“Not even for a thousand dollars?”

		

		My mind screamed at me to get the fuck over wearing women’s clothing if it meant I could be that much closer to paying my tuition. I didn’t know how much Christina made doing her online videos, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she was making a fortune. The girl was sexy. She had gorgeous brown eyes, long wavy hair, and a nice set of tits that she wasn’t afraid to showcase with cleavage or tight shirts.

		

		“That’s what I thought,” Christina said when I said nothing. I didn’t argue with her as she held open the department store’s door. “You should keep up that act of reluctance, though. It’s pretty hot. If it’s popular, we can do even more videos, and then we’ll have your tuition paid in no time.”

		

		I groaned and said nothing as Christina walked deeper into the store, practically bouncing on her toes as she motioned for me to follow her to the dresses and skirts. There were so many choices, and I didn’t want to wear any of them… right? I hated how confused I felt as Christina held up different options against my body.

		

		“We need something that I can suck your dick in.”

		

		“Christina!” I gasped.

		

		She looked around and chuckled. “What? Do you honestly care if people can hear us? What guy doesn’t want to get his dick sucked?”

		

		“I mean… it’s not that I don’t, but do I really have to wear a dress while you do it?”

		

		“A skirt might be better. Maybe we could do a short skirt with a crop top or something. Your body is pretty sexy,” Christina said as she lifted my shirt to have a look at my stomach. I gasped and jumped away from Christina, but she laughed. “What’s wrong? Do you feel objectified? Feel like I’m just judging you for your body? How do you think women have felt since forever? Get over it.”

		

		I mumbled under my breath, but what could I say? I needed this money, and getting my dick sucked by such a gorgeous woman was pretty much every straight man’s dream, and I was straight. I liked the white panties that I was wearing, but I liked the girl who’d given them to me even more, which was pretty much the only reason that I was considering putting on a skirt.

		

		“Find me something cute to wear.”

		

		“That’s the spirit!”

		

		I dropped my head and followed Christina around the store as she picked out different options for me. Some of them were super slutty. Others were more modest, but for whatever reason, I was drawn to the slutty choices. If Christina was going to do this, I wanted to feel like her dirty little whore.

		

		“See anything you like?” Christina asked as she held the options in her hand.

		

		“The red pleather.”

		

		“Shut up! I never would have guessed that you were such a naughty girl! I love the red pleather skirt. I saw a one-shoulder T-shirt with a pair of red lips on the front that would look super cute with the skirt and a pair of red crotchless panties. Yum! I’m getting wet just thinking about it.”

		

		“Christina! Voice!” I whispered harshly.

		

		“Oh, calm down! Once we make this video, plenty of people will know what your face looks like.”

		

		“How many followers do you have?”

		

		Christina chuckled. “Do you really want to know the answer to that question?”

		

		“Yes!”

		

		“Several thousand.”

		

		“Give me a number.”

		

		“I just passed five thousand paid followers a few months ago, so all those people will see your face.”

		

		“You gotta give me more than a grand.”

		

		“Oh, do I?” Christina asked in a coy voice.

		

		“Yes! If all those people are giving you money, you must be making a lot, and I want more than a grand.”

		

		“I pay a guy to edit my videos and manage my website, and I have a part-time assistant who helps me with everything else. It’s a lot to manage my business and keep everyone happy.”

		

		“Fifteen hundred. Please.”

		

		“Fine, I’ll give you fifteen hundred, but you gotta play the part. I want you to act like a little brat, and I’m going to be your dominatrix for the evening. I’m going to turn you into my little bitch,” Christina whispered in a serious tone as she stood a few inches from my face. “You understand?”

		

		“I can be normal for a grand?”

		

		“Nope, that deal is off the table. Fifteen hundred to be my bitch or nothing at all until I figure out a photoshoot. What will it be?”

		

		I dropped my head, feeling defeated. Why did I have to go and open my big mouth? I could have gotten a grand for getting my dick sucked, but now Christina was going to make me do a whole lot more if I wanted any money at all.

		

		Dumbass. Dumbass. Dumbass.

		

		“I’m waiting for an answer, Bruce. I can find another boy to take your place if you don’t want to do this video with me, but now that I’ve thought about the idea, I really want to do it. It could even attract the kind of guys who might want to wear my men’s lingerie!” Christina screamed like the idea had just popped into her head, but I was mortified that she could speak so freely about her idea to design lingerie for men. I glanced around, and at least a few people were looking in our direction.

		

		I took a few steps away from Christina, but she grabbed me by the arm to stop me from moving. “What do you want me to say?”

		

		“That you’ll do the video.”

		

		“I’ll do it! Can we just stop talking about it? Please.”

		

		“You can’t be so afraid of the world, Bruce. I make my money by showing guys my body, and I’m taking the money I’ve made from doing that to start other adventures. Sue me! I’m not the only girl out here doing it, and you wouldn’t be the only guy!”

		

		“Fine,” I said in a hushed whisper.

		

		Christina shook her head and looked like she was about to say something, but then her phone beeped inside her purse. She narrowed her eyes at me before reaching down to unzip the bag and check her phone. She gasped when she saw the screen.

		

		“What’s wrong?” I asked.

		

		“Mabel wants out!” she screeched.

		

		“Out of TinaBel?”

		

		“Yes! She wants me to change the name too!”

		

		“Are you serious?”

		

		“Just a second,” Christina said and held up her finger. She pressed her screen before holding the cellphone up to her ear. She paced around the store, calling Mabel three or four different times, but she never answered. Christina came back to me with makeup running down her face, and I instinctively pulled her into my arms.

		

		“It’s going to be okay,” I said and held Christina against my chest as she sobbed. “You’ll figure out a way to do this without her.”

		

		“How?” she screamed. “I have to start over from scratch! She wants to meet me at a lawyer’s office to discuss how I’ll buy her out of the business. She won’t even answer my fucking calls! I just can’t believe she’s being such a big bitch!”

		

		I reached for Christina as she bent her head back and screamed at the top of her lungs, charging through the store and scaring everyone around her. The workers looked at me with pleading eyes, like they didn’t want to touch Christina with a ten-foot pole.

		

		“Come on, Christina. Let’s step outside.”

		

		“I can’t believe her! That fucking bitch! After all the nights of planning and talking, she’s going to do this? I know where she lives!”

		

		“Christina, come with me, please. You need to take a second to process the information.”

		

		“Process the information?” Christina screeched at me and threw my arms off her. “I knew that bitch was going to throw me under the bus when we were having lunch! I knew it! She’s a fucking punk, and I never should have trusted her.”

		

		We were finally walking through the doors of the department store. There was a bench a few feet from the entrance. Christina was in a daze as I held her shoulders and walked with her, her eyes glazed over like she was about to cry. I felt terrible for her, but I also thought that she was strong enough to move past this and that she would find the light.

		

		Christina sucked in a sharp breath and turned her head toward the sky. “I thought Mabel and I were going to do something great. She’s a model too, you know. I mean, she does the same thing as me.”

		

		“Yeah, I got it. Have you guys done videos together?”

		

		“We have. We played with dildos together in front of the camera once. It was a popular video, and we both got new followers. She’s addicted to easy money, though. I always try to tell her that we won’t be young forever and that younger, hotter chicks will come along to steal our fans, but she doesn’t believe me. I know that for sure now.”

		

		“You can only worry about yourself at the end of the day,” I said and placed a hand on Christina’s leg. “If you’re happy with what you’re doing, you’ll find a way to make it work.”

		

		“Do you think it’ll be a failure? The men’s lingerie line?”

		

		“It’s always possible, but you won’t know unless you try, and it’s not like you’re giving up on women’s lingerie, right?”

		

		Christina shook her head. “No, I want to sell both.”

		

		“Then sell both. Sell your makeup. Keep making your sexy videos. Do whatever you need to do to pay the bills. Take it from someone who thought they’d always have their bills covered by their rich parents. You think I ever thought that I would end up working overnights at a grocery store? I seriously think about giving up and becoming the doctor my parents want me to be, but I know that it would kill me. I would be dead on the inside if I let them control my life like that, and I have a feeling that you would be upset with yourself if you didn’t at least try to make your vision a reality.”

		

		Christina nodded. “You’re right, but what if Mabel is right too? What if she gets the last laugh?”

		

		“Then she gets the last laugh… about this project. This idea. Even if you have one failure in your life, that can’t be the end of the world.”

		

		“No, I suppose you’re right.”

		

		“How about I go inside and buy that red skirt and T-shirt you picked out so that we can record this video you want to make?”

		

		Christina sucked in a sharp breath and smiled for the first time since we got outside. She was so beautiful. I would be lucky to have her, even if I wore a skirt while I did. We could always fuck without a skirt and panties, but why not have a little fun?

		

		“I’d like that,” she said finally.

		

		“Is there anything else that I should buy?”

		

		“We’ll have to go to a different store for the crotchless panties, but I know just the place.”

		

		“Okay, I’ll only be a second.”

		

		“Wait,” Christina said before I could get up from the bench. She opened her purse and pulled out her wallet. She gave me a fifty-dollar bill. I thanked her and went back inside to buy the short red pleather skirt and the sassy T-shirt. I couldn’t believe that I’d agreed to wear this outfit on camera, but I was desperate to pay my tuition, and could I honestly complain about banging a chick as hot as Christina?

		

		I grabbed the bag from the cashier once I’d paid and felt a lot less nervous walking out of the store than I’d felt when we arrived. Maybe it was the fact that I’d helped Christina through her momentary panic, or maybe it was the fact that I was a teeny bit excited to wear this outfit that Christina had picked out for me, but I would be a good boy and put up a fight on camera.

		

		“We just need your crotchless panties, and then we’ll be good to go.”

		

		“Can’t wait,” I said brightly as we walked across the parking lot to Christina’s car.

		

	
		CHAPTER 8

		

		Christina

		

		I was in a bit of a daze as I drove us back to my apartment. Mabel telling me that she didn’t want to work as business partners anymore really shook me, but I had a business to run. A team to provide for, and I would continue growing, even if Mabel was too afraid to take a risk. I had to trust my gut and move forward with my life.

		

		“How are you feeling?” Bruce asked as I drove.

		

		“Fine,” I said.

		

		“You sure?”

		

		“Yeah, I’m just thinking about work and life.”

		

		“I’m sorry that Mabel told you she doesn’t want to be your business partner, but I’m sure you’ll find a way to make the men’s lingerie line work. Did you have any ideas for another name?”

		

		“Not really. We were thinking BU before, like be you, but I don’t want her to accuse me of anything, so I probably won’t use that.”

		

		“That sucks. I wish there was something that I could do.”

		

		“You can help me make this video. That’s what you can do.”

		

		Bruce chuckled. “I’m here for you. Where are we going to record the video?”

		

		“In my spare bedroom. That’s where I do most of my work.”

		

		My second bedroom was the room I typically used to shoot videos and work. I had a guy who came over three days a week to edit videos and make sure that my website was in good shape. Everything else was handled by my part-time assistant, Rhonda. She reduced her hours when she had her baby last year, and the situation kind of worked out great for both of us. Her husband’s job covered her benefits, and she had plenty of time to spend with her baby boy William. She also made a decent amount from working for me. I wanted to make sure my people were taken care of, even if I didn’t need them full time.

		

		“Thank you for standing by me, Bruce. I appreciate the support.”

		

		“Where else would I be?” he asked.

		

		“You could be anywhere you want to be.”

		

		“True, but nobody else is paying me fifteen hundred for an afternoon of work.”

		

		“One afternoon of work but a lifetime on the internet.”

		

		Bruce swallowed and glanced out the window. Maybe I shouldn’t have reminded him that his face would be online for all of my followers to see, but I wasn’t going to lie to him. I was starting to really like Bruce and the time we spent together. I wanted to ask him if he was only after me for my money, but that would needlessly complicate things before we shot a video. We had to work. We had to push away any feelings we had for each other and make a sexy video for my fans to enjoy.

		

		“Finally here,” I said when I turned into the parking lot of the building where I lived.

		

		“Finally here,” Bruce agreed. “I’m nervous.”

		

		“Don’t be! I’ll do most of the work.”

		

		“Music to my ears.”

		

		I laughed and opened my car door. Bruce followed, and then we were standing awkwardly in my living room. Bruce held the shopping bag. I couldn’t resist the urge to take the bag from his hand, set it on the floor, and wrap my arms around the back of his neck. I was increasingly attracted to this man standing in front of me and worried where having sex would leave me.

		

		Would I want him more? Less?

		

		Would we be able to work together in the future?

		

		A million thoughts ran through my mind, but the strongest thought had to do with kissing Bruce’s gorgeous lips. I moved my lips a little closer to his. He closed his eyes as I did and accepted my kiss, fireworks exploding within me as our lips touched.

		

		What was this?

		

		I normally kept my guards up, never letting anyone too close to my heart. I didn’t trust anyone with it, yet I wanted to give Bruce everything. He was different. I didn’t know why I thought he was different, but I felt it in my heart that he was. That maybe we could join forces and prove the world wrong together.

		

		“Thank you for believing in my men’s lingerie line.”

		

		“I believe in you, and you should trust your gut. It’s gotten you this far,” Bruce said as he moved his head to glance around my condo. “You only graduated from college a few years ago, and you’re already making it. You should feel proud of yourself.”

		

		“I do… most days. I guess it was just hard to hear Mabel give up on the idea that we worked so hard to conceive.”

		

		“Nobody wants to have their friends give up on them, but the only thing you can do now is prove her wrong. Not saying you should hate her. Maybe men’s lingerie really wasn’t for her. Maybe it’s best she got out now before she committed more time to the project if her heart wasn’t fully in it, but I’ll support you as long as your heart is in this project. I’ll be your model, your friend, your bitch.”

		

		I giggled. “Shut up.”

		

		He grabbed me and pulled me against him. I squealed in his arms, but I loved his rough touch. I was going to make him my little bitch tonight, but it didn’t have to be that way every night. We could switch positions. We could play different games. I was willing to do anything with Bruce, especially if we were making a little money while we did it.

		

		“I’m serious, Christina. Turn me into your bitch.”

		

		“Careful what you wish for, boy.”

		

		“I can handle you,” he said and squeezed me more tightly in his arms. “Or what? You think I can’t handle you?”

		

		“I never said that,” I said with a light laugh. “You’ve handled a lot more than I ever expected this far, so why not push you a little further? Why not test your limits?”

		

		He swallowed, probably wishing he could take back his statement, but it was too late. I was going to turn Bruce into my slutty little girl and record him while I did it, and I couldn’t wait to see what my followers thought of this fresh idea. I’d never done anything like it before. Some would probably hate it, but what if they loved it? What if some of the guys started buying from my men’s lingerie line? My mind was swimming with the possibilities as I stood in front of Bruce with my hands on my hips.

		

		“You ready to become my slutty princess?”

		

		“As long as I get to have you.”

		

		“Get the clothes and follow me to the studio,” I said and snapped my fingers. I thought about getting Bruce some heels, but he had big feet, and we were running out of time to record while daylight was still streaming in through the windows. Instead of heels, I was going to give Bruce a pair of fishnet stockings to wear. They would look super sexy with the short red pleather skirt. “Strip,” I said and snapped my fingers again when we got into the bedroom. “We don’t have all day.”

		

		“What’s the rush?”

		

		“Sunlight!” I hollered and waved my arms in the air. I’d only done a couple scenes with guys and of course those videos that I did with Mabel when we found out that we made money the same way and decided to team up, but I’d never feminized a guy. I’d never even thought about men wearing lingerie until I read the article about the ex-military guys who wore lingerie.

		

		Bruce was down to the white panties when I glanced over my shoulder at him. I motioned for him to take those off as well. “You have to put on the red crotchless panties. Don’t be shy.”

		

		“It’s just… weird.”

		

		“You’ll forget the camera is even there.”

		

		“I hope so,” he said.

		

		“I promise.”

		

		“Can you get naked or something? It’d make me feel more comfortable.”

		

		“Bruce! I’m trying to set up the cameras!”

		

		“Right… uh… sorry.”

		

		“Actually, don’t put on the crotchless panties yet. I’m going to make you beg me to stop before you do. Fuck, where is a pair of boxers when you need it?”

		

		“I might have some dirty ones in my car.”

		

		“Gross… but go get them!”

		

		Bruce groaned and got to his feet to grab the dirty underwear from his car in the parking lot. I had no idea why he had dirty boxers in his car, and I didn’t ask any questions when he returned to the guest bedroom a few minutes later. I just told him to put them on and smile for the camera. I was already down to a sexy pair of black lace lingerie and black heels, and I was ready to turn Bruce into my little bitch.

		

		I grabbed the red crotchless panties and dangled them from my finger as I took a few sexy steps. “You’ve been a bad boy, and I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

		

		“Teach me a lesson?” Bruce asked in a weak voice.

		

		“That’s right… a lesson in femininity.”

		

		“I don’t want to wear panties. Please, Janice! I’m begging you!”

		

		Janice was the name my followers knew. “That doesn’t sound like begging, little boy. It sounds like whining.”

		

		“What do you want me to do, Janice?”

		

		I reached down and grabbed the sides of Bruce’s face. His cheeks looked so fat and pretty when I squeezed them, but I was playing a part. I was a woman upset. For what? I had no idea, but I could make up a few reasons.

		

		“I wanted you to wash the dishes before I got home from work, but what did I find?”

		

		Bruce swallowed and played his part. “I was watching TV and playing a game on my phone.”

		

		“That’s right. You were playing that damn game again. How many times have I told you not to play that game?”

		

		“More times than I can count,” Bruce said in a low voice, like he was actually ashamed by something he didn’t do. “I should have washed those dishes, Janice. I’m sorry that I didn’t.”

		

		“It’s okay. You’ll learn your lesson after tonight.”

		

		Bruce nodded and looked at the floor.

		

		“Take off your boxers,” I said as I stepped forward. Bruce looked frightened when he lifted his face, but he did as I asked and pushed his boxers to the ground. “Good boy. Now put on these red crotchless panties.”

		

		“No, please not the panties! I’ll do anything else! I’ll eat your pussy, Janice. Don’t you want that?’

		

		I threw my head back and laughed. “You’re going to put on the panties, and you’re going to eat my pussy. Those just aren’t any regular panties, either.”

		

		“They’re not?” Bruce asked in a shaky voice.

		

		“Nope. They are crotchless panties, which means your dick will hang out of them and give me full access to your crotch. Next time you’re bad, I might have to put you in a frilly jockstrap and stretch your ass, but you won’t be bad again, will you?”

		

		“No! I won’t!”

		

		Bruce sounded so afraid. His acting was superb, but maybe he wasn’t acting at all. I was serious when I told him that I would put him in a girly little jockstrap and stretch his ass. I wasn’t above it. I didn’t want to have to stoop that low, but if the fans demanded it… well, then all bets were off. Bruce would have to get his tiny little hole stretched. At the very least, it would help pay for his classes, but I had a feeling that he would enjoy it once I got started.

		

		“You’ve been so bad lately, though. The dishes were just the last straw. They were what broke my back, but you’ve been bad for a lot longer than a day, haven’t you?”

		

		“I’m trying my best, Janice. I am!”

		

		“Your best needs to get better.”

		

		“What are you going to do to me?”

		

		“Put on the panties, and you’ll find out, or would you rather leave?”

		

		“Is that an option?”

		

		“Sure, but I won’t ever let you back into my life, and are you really ready to give up this pussy?” I asked and reached between my legs, gasping loudly as I pressed a hand against my wet crotch. I couldn’t remember the last time fooling around with a guy actually made me wet like this, but fuck, I was dripping for Bruce. I wanted every inch of him sliding around inside of me, but I had to teach him his lesson first. I had to give him a nice little spanking on the ass.

		

		“No, I need your pussy, Janice.”

		

		“That’s right you do, so why don’t you listen to me already and put on the damn panties? We don’t have all day!”

		

		“Are you sure there’s not another—”

		

		“Panties! Now!”

		

		Bruce cursed under his breath as he slowly stepped into the panties. His hands were shaking so hard that I had to wonder if he was even acting anymore. Did he wish that I would turn off the camera? Maybe part of him really was reluctant to show up on camera wearing a pair of red crotchless panties, but he would get over it once I wrapped my lips around his dick. Bruce eventually put on the red crotchless panties, getting a little harder every centimeter the fabric climbed up his legs.

		

		“Uh oh, does someone like the panties?”

		

		“Shut up,” Bruce said and hid his face.

		

		“Excuse me? What did you just say?”

		

		“Nothing,” he said quickly to correct himself, but it was too late. I gasped and grabbed Bruce to bend him over the guest bed before landing a stinging blow on his ass. “I’m sorry, Janice! I spoke out of line! Forgive me!”

		

		“Not until you get ten spankings! Count them!”

		

		“Please, Janice. Don’t—”

		

		I landed another stinging blow on Bruce’s ass before he could say another word. “Count, boy!”

		

		“One!”

		

		Another blow, another number. All the way until we got to ten. Bruce was screaming out that it hurt by the time I finished swatting his ass, but his dick was rock hard and leaking all over the bed beneath him. I was going to have to wash the linens he was leaking so much, but it made for a hot video.

		

		“Are you going to speak out of line again?”

		

		“No, I promise I won’t!”

		

		“That’s right you won’t, and since you were so bad, I’m going to add even more to your outfit.”

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“How about some fishnet stockings to wear with your outfit? Won’t those look sexy too?”

		

		“Janice! You’re being unreasonable!”

		

		“Should I make you squeeze your big feet into my tiny heels too? Would you like me to find a hot stud to come over here and teach you a lesson?”

		

		“No! I’ll shut up,” Bruce said and dropped his head, but he was still rock hard. He’d climbed off the bed to get to his knees beneath me and was doing everything he could to hide his erection, but it was as clear as day. The crotchless panties hid nothing. He kept trying to squeeze his dick between his thighs, and it kept popping out.

		

		“I’m glad you’re learning how to be a good boy, but I still have to dress you in the rest of your outfit, or you’ll never learn your lesson. Isn’t that right?”

		

		“You know best, Janice.”

		

		I loved hearing Bruce call me by my stage name. I winked at him to let him know that he was doing great before reaching over to grab the skirt, T-shirt, and stockings. I would edit out any parts that weren’t sexy later, but it was pretty hot watching Bruce get dressed. He started with the stockings, slowly sliding them up his legs. First his right, then his left. He pulled on the skirt next, looking reluctant each time he glanced at the camera, but his cock told a different story. Everyone who watched this video would know that Bruce was my sissy slut and loved every second of it.

		

		“Take off my panties,” I said as I stood tall in front of Bruce. “It’s time for you to eat my pussy.”

		

		Bruce nodded and hooked his fingers into my black lace thong and pulled it down my legs, revealing my wet, dripping pussy. I moaned as I reached between my legs to touch myself, unable to resist the urge. My pussy was aching for pleasure, and Bruce’s mouth was going to provide it. I grabbed him by the back of his head and guided his lips to mine, gasping loudly when Bruce made contact.

		

		“That’s right, girly boy! Lick my pussy! Show me how sorry you are!” I screamed and gripped Bruce’s hair as he did things with his tongue that no man had done before. I’d faked it for the camera in the past, but every sound leaving my mouth right now was real. I collapsed to the floor Bruce’s head felt so good, adjusting so that the camera could see everything Bruce was doing to my pussy.

		

		“Yes! Yes!”

		

		Bruce moved his fingers to my clit and pushed me over the edge as he played with my button between his slick fingers. I screamed and held his head as he pressed his mouth more firmly against my pussy, catching my cum like he was at the water fountain, lapping up everything he could.

		

		“So good!”

		

		“Do you forgive me?” Bruce asked in a sugary sweet voice. “Have I redeemed myself?”

		

		“You’ve done that and more, but I’m not through with you yet.”

		

		“You’re not?”

		

		“Nope. Sit on the edge of the bed.”

		

		“Are you going to spank me again?” Bruce asked in a frightened voice. He was playing the part of my sissy submissive slut so well, but it was time that he got a treat for his good behavior, and my followers were always asking for videos of me sucking cock. They liked the ones of me sucking dildos, but they wanted to watch someone cum all over my face, so why not my girly boy?

		

		“Nope. Take off your skirt before you sit.”

		

		Bruce nodded and unzipped his red pleather skirt before sitting on the edge of the bed, his cock standing tall, his head pointing right at me. It was calling my name, so I didn’t waste any time going over to Bruce and dropping to my knees between his legs to slide his cock into my mouth. Bruce screamed out my stage name as I bobbed my lips up and down his thick shaft, making him sound closer and closer to orgasm.

		

		I pulled off Bruce’s cock and held it in a tight grip to stop him from cumming. “Don’t cum yet, baby. I need you to fuck me first, and then I want you to cum all over my face.”

		

		“You do?” Bruce asked, genuinely shocked.

		

		“I need to taste your cum, and my pussy is so hungry for your dick. We both deserve a treat since you’ve been such a good boy.”

		

		“How do you want it?” Bruce asked and waved his cock that was jutting out of the crotchless panties, wet from the blowjob I was giving him a few moments ago. “This cock is yours, Janice.”

		

		“That’s right it’s mine. I want to ride it.”

		

		“You love being in control, don’t you?”

		

		“Wouldn’t have it any other way,” I said and took a step forward, pushing Bruce on his shoulder to send him to his back. I needed another taste of his delicious cock before I rode it, so I bent over in front of him, looking into the camera briefly to smile at my fans before wrapping my lips around his dick, sliding all the way down to his base. I wanted every inch of Bruce’s feminized manhood in my mouth and didn’t care if it made me choke.

		

		Bruce pushed on the back of my head as I took as much of him as I could into my throat, both of us looking into the camera as he made me choke on his dick. My pussy was dripping with desire, and I needed to ride Bruce’s dick. I needed him to hit my spot and send me over the edge a second time, so I didn’t waste another second. I pulled my mouth off Bruce’s cock and impaled myself with it, loving how he felt inside of me, stretching me, sending me into a trance.

		

		I held Bruce’s shoulders and bounced on his dick, screaming as he reached down to play with my clit. I wrapped my arms around him to hold his hand in place on my clit as I moved up and down his cock with my wet folds.

		

		“Yes! Fuck, it feels so good!”

		

		“So good!” Bruce said and held me, his hand still in the perfect position. “You’re so wet for me.”

		

		“The wettest I’ve ever been,” I said and tilted my head, my hair falling down my back. I lost myself bouncing up and down Bruce’s cock, feeling closer to exploding with each movement of my hips. I’d already cum once, but I knew that Bruce’s cock was about to make me cum a second time, and I hoped he would make me cum over and over again going into the future.

		

		“I’m close!” Bruce screamed.

		

		“A few more seconds,” I said with my eyes closed as I used his girly cock for my pleasure. Bruce held me tightly, his hand still on my clit. I was screaming out a few seconds later. I held him tightly as I creamed all over his dick, holding him inside my pussy as the pleasure coursed through me.

		

		“Your turn to watch me cum,” Bruce said when I came back to reality.

		

		I nodded and gasped as I moved off his dick, sliding down to the floor. Bruce stood above me, his hard, slick cock hanging out of the red crotchless panties, fishnet stockings running up his legs, a sassy, one-shoulder T-shirt covering his torso. I opened my mouth as he beat his cock, and it wasn’t even a minute later that he was spraying a hot, thick load all over my face. Most of it got into my mouth, but it was everywhere, and I couldn’t even think before Bruce shoved his dick between my lips, pushing it all the way to the back of my throat.

		

		“Take my dick, girl!”

		

		My eyes widened as I moaned on his cock and let him push it all the way to the back of my throat. His tip was salty and thick, but it was everything that I needed. I reached between my legs to touch my wet, gaping hole, wishing that Bruce were still inside of me, but we would have more chances to fool around in the future. I was sure of it.

		

		“I love your girly dick,” I said and looked up at Bruce with stars in my eyes, loving that we were together, sharing this moment. Happy that we’d found each other, even if our relationship was evolving into something neither of us had expected.

		

		“I love that you love it. Come give me a kiss.”

		

		I stood and kissed Bruce, neither of us bothered by the fact that his cum was still hot on my face. We were too busy staring into each other’s eyes between kisses.

		

		“What will you make me wear next time?”

		

		“Guess you’ll have to wait and see,” I said and used that moment to walk over to the camera and stop the recording. I grabbed a towel from the chest of drawers that I had in the guest bedroom and used it to wipe my face, but I could tell that I would need a shower. “Want to join me in the bathroom?”

		

		“For a shower?”

		

		“What else? Look how much cum you got on my face!”

		

		“Think your fans will like it?”

		

		“I’m sure they’ll love it,” I said and grabbed Bruce’s wrist to pull him toward the bathroom, where we showered and kissed and maybe did a little more, but there were no videos to prove anything happened.

		

	
		CHAPTER 9

		

		Bruce

		

		“How do I look?” I asked as Christina held a camera in her hand. I was wearing one of the new designs that’d gotten shipped to her apartment. It was a super cute black set with a garter belt, stockings, and a tiny little thong that hugged my dick in all the right places. I loved how Christina used the softest and sexiest fabrics, but what I loved even more than that was that she let me be her test model.

		

		“Beautiful, as always.”

		

		“Think you’ll add this to Fresh’s collection?”

		

		“Not sure. Maybe we should make another video to see what my followers think of that lingerie,” she said.

		

		“I wouldn’t mind making another video.” The first one we did became one of Christina’s most popular videos of all time. Her fans loved seeing her more dominant side, and honestly, I was starting to like it too. Christina loved to suck my dick and throw her legs into the air for me to fuck her hard. It was fun for us to switch roles, which meant things never got boring in the bedroom.

		

		“Did you send a picture of your paid tuition bill to your parents?”

		

		“Yep, I sent it three days ago, and they didn’t reply until yesterday! They’re so petty. You wanna know what they said when they finally decided to reply?” I asked and struck a pose as Christina snapped another picture of me. She’d given me a bonus for all the tips she got from our video together, and we were seriously considering doing a second, but we hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other long enough to set up a camera.

		

		“Can you give me a sexy crotch shot?”

		

		“In the chair or on the bed?” I asked.

		

		“Perch on the edge of the chair.”

		

		I did as Christina asked and spread my legs slightly as I sat on the edge of the chair, staring into the camera. Christina usually cropped off my body, but I was starting to care less and less about what people thought of me, especially since Christina had taught me that there were more ways to make money than working at the grocery store.

		

		Christina helped me set up an account online to sell prints of my paintings, and I already had a few sales thanks to her. She sent pictures of my prints to her email list, and a few of the people bought my prints. I couldn’t remember a time I’d ever been happier, except for maybe all those times that Christina had her beautiful lips wrapped around my dick, but seriously, I loved that I could finally feel like a real painter. If it weren’t for Christina, I wasn’t sure that I would have found the confidence to chase my dreams, but she convinced me that I could find a way to pay for university and become the painter I always wanted to be.

		

		“That’s hot. Just like that,” Christina said as she clicked the camera. “Touch your face like a hot model.”

		

		I struck a few poses as Christina cheered me on, loving that we could share these intimate moments. We’d had some serious photoshoots since she was going ahead with her lingerie line, which was now named Fresh, but I still wasn’t entirely sure what’d happened between her and Mabel.

		

		“When are you launching the website?”

		

		“Next week! I can’t believe it!”

		

		“So, this look would be for next season?”

		

		“That’s right,” Christina said and took more pictures of me. This was the last look she had for me to try on, and then we were going to get dinner at our favorite hole-in-the-wall restaurant down the street from her place. “We already have everything ready for this upcoming season. Are you excited for the launch party.”

		

		“Super excited. Will Mabel be attending?”

		

		Christina lowered the camera slowly and frowned. She hadn’t spoken much about Mabel since going to drop off a check with Mabel’s lawyer, but I’d hoped that maybe they could rebuild a relationship once Christina had done everything to change TinaBel to Fresh, which she had done gracefully if you ask me, but my opinion was a bit biased.

		

		“I don’t want to talk about Mabel.”

		

		“Have you two talked?”

		

		“Nope. She hasn’t answered any of my messages.”

		

		“I’m sorry,” I said.

		

		“There’s nothing you can do about it.”

		

		“Hopefully you two can make up one day.”

		

		“I wouldn’t hold your breath.”

		

		“Don’t be like that.”

		

		“What?” Christina hollered. “She left me, and I’m over it.”

		

		I frowned but wouldn’t push the conversation. If Mabel couldn’t see the gem she left behind, I would spend my days proving to Christina that she was right to follow her gut. She taught me to do the same, and now I was making ends meet as an artist who did sexy modeling on the side. We would need to make more sexy videos if I was going to pay my bills, but we weren’t in a rush. My tuition was paid, Christina was about to launch her lingerie website, and we had each other to love.

		

	
		CHAPTER 10

		

		Three Years Later

		

		Christina

		

		It was official.

		

		Mabel was wrong.

		

		Fresh was a hit! My makeup line was still outselling the lingerie, but Fresh was making Bruce and me plenty of money that we were living on a beachfront property in Miami. It was crazy expensive, but we were blessed and could somehow afford it. Bruce made a bit from his artwork now, and sometimes had to dress up as my sissy slut, but he loved being my sissy slut. We always got a lot of tips when we surprised people with those videos. Sometimes I even got a little jealous that my followers liked seeing girly Bruce so much, but I could never stay jealous for long.

		

		Bruce was mine.

		

		All mine.

		

		“Honey, where are we eating tonight?”

		

		“I thought we could try that new Argentinian restaurant down the road.”

		

		I groaned. “Isn’t the wait like two hours minimum?”

		

		“Not for us! I got us a reservation last week.”

		

		“And you’re just telling me now?” I screeched. “I need to change! I can’t wear this,” I said and gestured at the jeans and T-shirt that I was wearing. Don’t get me wrong, they were a sexy pair of jeans, but I wanted to put on a dress and heels if we were going to the hip new restaurant.

		

		“You have an hour.”

		

		“An hour? I hate you!” I screamed and ran out of the room to get ready as fast as I could.

		

		“I love you, baby! You know I do!”

		

		“You could have told me earlier!” I hollered from the bedroom, but Bruce loved being a little brat. Sometimes I gave him a spanking, and if I left the house looking a mess, he would definitely be getting one tonight!

		

		Bruce got lucky, though. He’d picked up my dry cleaning earlier in the day, so I had my favorite white dress to wear. It went down to my knees and showed a good amount of cleavage. I slipped on a pair of white heels and silver jewelry and pinned my hair on one side. My outfit wasn’t perfect, but it would do.

		

		“You ready?” I asked forty minutes later with a clutch under my arm. “We’ll be late if we don’t leave.”

		

		“After you,” Bruce said and followed me out of the door.

		

	
		FIND ME ON PATREON

		

		Thank you for reading Tuition Bill! If you enjoyed it, please consider subscribing to my Patreon page where you will discover exclusive crossdressing and feminization stories that you won’t find anywhere else. These Patreon-exclusive stories have audios as well for you to sit back, listen, and enjoy! Of course, you can just read the stories too! You’ll also get downloadable copies of the books and their audios.

		

		In addition to the Patreon-exclusive stories, I’ll give away some free books that have been previously published along with a bunch of other goodies. The more my page grows, the more subscribers will receive. If you’re willing to contribute to my Patreon, I’ll do my best to make it worth your money. Everything listed above is available for one low price! Your support would mean a lot and help tremendously with the sustainability of my writing endeavors!

		

		
			Clover Cox Patreon Page
		

		

		Stories you’ll find on my Patreon include:

		

		Casual Encounter

		

		Lost Boy

		

		Panty Thief

		

		Auctioned

		

		Wallflower

		

		plus many more…

		

	
		STAY CONNECTED

		

		Thank you again for reading Tuition Bill. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed this story. Explore my website to find other sweet and steamy reads and everything else you need to know. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they happen. Find new books of mine for free before they are released on Booksprout in exchange for a review.

		

		I cherish you for reading ♥
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