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To my readers, always


CHAPTER 1

Gloria

If I thought too hard about what was happening right now, I would throw up all over the table, but this was what happened when someone came from a family like mine. One that’d laid out a path for me to follow before I was even born. It wasn’t something that I could complain about too much since I went to the best schools and had been driving a fancy car since my sixteenth birthday and never had to worry for much of my life, but I hated my parents for thinking that they could marry me off to a rival family to combine their businesses, making them even larger and more powerful than they already were. What about my freedom? What about my choices?

“Gloria!”

“What?” I groaned.

“Are you listening?”

“Yes!”

“We just said that we’ve paid for you and Vincent to stay at an all-inclusive resort. Aren’t you excited?”

“Thrilled,” I said in a deadpan voice.

My mother narrowed her eyes at me before turning to the Carrenos with an apologetic look. I hated how easily my parents were willing to sell me off in the name of the family business. I loved them dearly, except at moments like these. Sometimes their true colors gave me pause, but what could I do? They would disown me in a heartbeat if I didn’t at least try and go along with their plan to date Vincent Carreno.

The worst part of all was how eager Vincent looked to spend a vacation away with me, but he’d always had something of a crush on me. Not that I ever gave him the time of day. He was our rivals’ kid. We grew up pretending to hate each other, and now we were supposed to find a way to be together. The entire situation exhausted me. I just wanted to go home and watch some good TV. If this merger of the family businesses went through, I would have to leave my cushy corporate job to run the chain of restaurants our families owned.

“Give it a chance, Gloria,” Mrs. Carreno said. “I’m sure you and my Vincent can find a way to make this arrangement work.”

“Yes,” Mr. Carreno agreed. “Our son is quite the catch, if I say so myself.”

I glanced at them with a blank expression as Mr. Carreno slapped Vincent on the back, and I had to use every ounce of my willpower not to roll my eyes at how delighted Vincent looked to receive his father’s approval. I couldn’t believe that I had to take a vacation with this man to stay in my family’s good graces, but that was the amount of control they had over me. They hadn’t really loosened the invisible leash that kept me tethered to them since setting me up in my first apartment. They constantly reminded me that the only reason I had a good office job was because of their blood, sweat, and tears.

“He is, Victor,” my father said to Mr. Carreno. “You raised a fine boy that our daughter would be lucky to date.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” My mother said and shot me a look like she would kill me if I didn’t say something to agree with them, but they were ruining my life. I didn’t want Vincent. He was the last man that I would choose, but what choice did I have when there were millions of dollars at stake? Our parents had decided that it would be best to stop competing against each other and combine their businesses to make them even stronger than before, and they wanted Vincent and me to run the operation.

“It will be nice to take a vacation,” I said after a long moment of searching my brain for something acceptable to say. “When was the last time you went to the beach?”

“Years ago,” said Vincent.

Our parents smiled like crazy at our simple exchange, like we’d professed our love for each other, and I couldn’t stand how Vincent grinned along with them. I was the only person who wasn’t in on the joke, and all I could do was pick up my glass of wine to have a drink, which barely dulled the pain.

“Oh, you have to send us pictures,” Mrs. Carreno said as she reached her hand out to touch mine. “We need all the pictures we can get to show to our future grandchildren, don’t we?”

My mother looked past me and gushed with agreement, both of the women acting like I wasn’t even sitting between them. The entire arrangement was so archaic and disgusting, but I wasn’t strong enough to stand up to our parents. I hated what they were doing, but I wasn’t strong enough to throw away our love and live without my family, even though I knew they would be willing to ignore me and knowing that broke my heart.

“Sweetie, can’t you picture it? Little babies running around.”

Vincent was beaming when I glanced across the table at him, but I didn’t even know why I was acting surprised. The guy had always had something of a crush on me. He never told me, but I saw the ways he’d looked at me over the years when we were together. I downed the rest of my wine without answering my mother and raised my hand to call over the server, desperate for another glass.

“You won’t be able to drink when you’re carrying babies, dear,” Mrs. Carreno said and touched my forearm. “I hope you can stop.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that, Debra. I’ll make sure she doesn’t drink. Not even a drop.”

“I wouldn’t do anything to harm a child, but who says I’m having a baby with him?”

Everyone at the table stopped talking when I lashed the question at Debra and my mother. The guys had been lost in their own conversation across the table, and I hated the entire dynamic. Didn’t these women understand that I had a life? I was working my way up the corporate ladder, slept around with hot guys, and went out dancing with my girls. I got my nails done, my hair was always fabulous, and I wanted for nothing, especially not this arrangement that had me feeling like I was stuck in a nightmare without a way to wake up.

“Why wouldn’t you have a baby, mija?”

My dad only used that Spanish word when he was secretly upset with me. The man hardly ever spoke Spanish unless he was with his mother or my mom’s parents. I breathed a sigh of relief when the server arrived with my glass of wine a second later. I had my back pushed up against the wall and couldn’t escape.

“I didn’t say I wouldn’t have a baby,” I said after a sip. “I only asked what makes you think that I would have a baby with him.”

Vincent frowned and dropped his eyes when I glanced in his direction. He hadn’t said anything against our parents’ plan. He didn’t care if they married us off or that I would have to give up my career. He still worked at the restaurant his parents owned and couldn’t wait to take it over. He didn’t have the social life that I did, so yeah, I wasn’t too surprised that he wanted to settle down and knock up a beautiful woman like me. What man in his position wouldn’t?

The problem with that though was that I wasn’t like every other woman, and he was going to learn that during this trip. He was going to learn that I was a woman who liked to take control. Sometimes I even liked to make my boys wear girly clothes to really put them in their place, and Vincent seemed like the perfect candidate for my naughty treatment. There was no way that he would get a ring on my finger without first knowing who was in charge.

“Don’t worry about her. She’ll come around. Won’t you, Gloria?”

My mother could sound so sweet when her voice was dripping with venom. She could be so angry with a smile on her face. None of it could fool me, but I was smart enough to go along with the vacation they’d planned for us to stay in her good graces, even if it was the last thing that I wanted.

“I have every intention of going on this vacation.”

“That’s right she does,” my mother said and placed her hands on my shoulders and smiled at the table. “It’s going to go so well. You two are going to have the most successful Mexican restaurants in the city.”

“Yes! I can’t wait to merge our two companies,” Vincent said excitedly. “It’ll be epic.”

“That’s the spirit, son!”

Everyone relaxed after the awkward moment had passed. Our food arrived a minute later, so we fell silent while we ate, which was a relief to me. I couldn’t stand anything about this dinner. I wanted it to end but had to act like the grateful, placid daughter they raised.

“This was such an incredible meal,” my mother said after we’d had our dessert and espressos and spoke far too much about business. Their businesses. Not one person asked me about my role at the office, and I was about to make the management team. They just expected me to give everything up to take over a food service enterprise I had little desire to run. I hated working with the public and cooking. Sometimes I even hated the smell of Mexican food.

“I can’t wait to have more dinners like this,” said Debra.

“I imagine we’ll have many,” Mr. Carreno agreed as he squeezed his son’s shoulder.

I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.


CHAPTER 2

Vincent

Gloria and I were riding to the airport, and I couldn’t quite believe that she was in the car with me. I’d had a crush on her since forever and always thought of her whenever someone mentioned Romeo and Juliet, a son and daughter of rival families falling in love, but she never seemed very interested in being my Juliet. The play ended in tragedy, but part of me always hoped that Gloria and I would find a way to be together. Now it seemed as though the universe was giving us a chance, or maybe it was just our parents exercising their heavy hand. Either way, Gloria was still in the car with me, and I felt absolutely giddy, even though I was trying to play it cool.

“This entire vacation sucks,” she said. “You know I have a job, right? I don’t work at the restaurants like you. This isn’t my life.”

“What do you do?” I asked.

“I work in human resources, and they’ve been talking about making me a manager. What if you were in my shoes? Would you want to give up the job to work for your family?”

I tensed as I gripped the steering wheel more tightly. I understood where Gloria was coming from, but this was also our family. We couldn’t turn our backs on them. They were leaving us a legacy, and it was our job to carry it on.

She scoffed after a few moments of my silence and shook her head. “Figures. You’re already sold on the idea, aren’t you? You want to do this. I don’t know why I even thought there was a chance of you being on my side.”

“Didn’t you use to manage the restaurant?”

“Yeah! When I was in college.”

“Who paid for your degree?”

“Wow, you already sound like my dad. Did he tell you what to say to push my buttons?”

“No!” I said, realizing how insensitive that might have sounded, but I wasn’t saying it to hurt her feelings. Not everyone had parents who could provide for us like we did. I went to culinary school, and my parents paid for every cent of my tuition. I had a lot of classmates with student loans to pay, but I never had to worry about those bills, and neither did Gloria. “I just mean… it’s only a job, and you would be at the very top of the ladder.”

She sighed and shook her head as she looked out of the window and checked her phone, completely ignoring me. I stared ahead, unsure what to say.

“Whatever happens this week, I won’t be upset if you don’t choose me. I would understand you not wanting me to be your boyfriend, but you should at least think about the businesses. Our parents want to take a step back, and they trust us more than anyone. Between your front of the house skills and my skills in the kitchen, we could do a lot once the businesses merged.”

“Now you really sound like my dad. I appreciate you saying that about us, but it’s just the entire ordeal. How they want to control us and push us down this chosen path. They could easily sell the businesses and walk away with a lot of money.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s true.”

“They just had to think of a way to dangle us from their strings like we’re nothing more than puppets. Like we’re still children or something, but that’s not me. Not at all.”

“I hadn’t really thought of them selling the businesses before. I guess you’re right, but are you really willing to give up your family’s restaurants?”

“I mean… I would be sad to see them go, but do I really want to spend my life managing a chain of Mexican restaurants?”

“They make a lot of money.”

Gloria said nothing as she stared out of the window. I was supposed to be focusing on the road ahead, but I couldn’t stop looking over at her. Her dark black hair was pulled up into a bun, and her lips popped from the red lipstick she was wearing. Her creamy skin looked rosy and fresh and as beautiful as ever.

“Stop looking at me,” she said without turning her head. “I can feel you looking at me, and I don’t like it.”

“Sorry,” I said and focused my attention on the road, feeling awkward that she’d caught me checking her out so blatantly.

“You have me feeling guilty about abandoning our parents.”

“Sorry.”

“Can you stop saying sorry?”

“Sorry,” I said before cursing under my breath. “I feel bad about this situation, but I would be lying if I said I wasn’t a little excited to spend a few days on vacation with you. I know our parents are expecting us to fall in love, but I’m honestly just hoping that you’ll give me a chance.”

“You sound so sweet when you say it like that,” she said.

“I’m not a bad guy.”

“I’ve known you for a long time, Vincent, and if there’s one thing I know about you, it’s that you’re not a bad guy.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You’re a pretty good girl too.”

“Maybe… when I’m not being told what to do.”

“What if we just pretend that we decided to take this vacation ourselves? What if we forgot all about our parents while we’re away?”

“Easier said than done,” she said.

I sighed and pushed a hand into my hair, wishing she could see things how I did. I wasn’t the most outgoing guy, but I had many redeeming qualities. I was handsome, kind, and a hard worker. Gloria could do much worse than me if I said so myself.

“We’re almost to the airport.”

“Great,” she said sarcastically.

“We don’t even have to talk to each other while we’re there. We can just take a few pictures for our parents and tell them that it didn’t work out if that’s what you prefer.”

“Thank you for saying that,” she said and finally turned away from the window, hitting me with those sexy brown eyes. “I guess I won’t want to eat alone while we’re there.”

“Ah,” I said. “So you’re willing to eat with me then?”

“Probably better than eating alone.”

“I’ll make it worth your time.”

Gloria trained her eyes on me, looking at me a bit differently than she was a few seconds ago. I wondered what she was thinking, yet she said nothing as we arrived at the airport. We grabbed our suitcases from the trunk once I’d found a free parking space in the garage, and then we walked inside together, looking pretty good standing next to each other. She turned toward me and smiled, and I thought maybe she was thinking the same, but how could I know what was going through her head after how pessimistic she’d been?

“Guess there’s no turning back now,” she said when we were on the plane.

“Doesn’t look like it,” I said, worried that this was going to be the longest few days of my life, but there was also a tiny part of me that was hopeful things would turn out well.


CHAPTER 3

Gloria

I hated to admit it, but Vincent was looking kind of cute on the flight to the beach. I had to stop myself from looking at him when we were in the taxi. I’d known him for so long that it was easy to look past how handsome he was. He had a strong jawline, thick eyebrows, and soulful eyes that pulled me in like a gorgeous painting.

We were staying in a pair of connected rooms. Our parents thought it would be best if we could be both together and separated. Just in case, they said. I was still upset with them for arranging this entire getaway that required me using vacation days at work. At least my dad had given me his credit card, and I had every intention of swiping it.

Vincent was waiting for me on the other side of the closed door that separated our rooms. We had plans to get dinner in half an hour, and I was a little nervous about seeing him. I never once thought Vincent Carreno was cute! The very idea had me shaking my head, but then I looked at the door and imagined him on the other side, something shifting in my mind. It wasn’t right. I wasn’t supposed to feel like this about him. I was supposed to spend the entire vacation hating him and our parents. I wouldn’t be able to sulk if I was thinking about how cute he was!

If he was going to look good, I had to look even better, so I went over to my suitcase and plopped it onto the bed. I opened it in a huff as I pushed a hand into my hair, worried that I would look terrible no matter what I did, but it would be even worse if I looked too overdone. I didn’t know what to do as I stared down at my suitcase and glanced at my makeup bag. I only had twenty-five minutes to do something with myself, so I grabbed a purple cotton sun dress that I could pair with some of the black flats that I’d bought.

I raced over to the bathroom once I’d picked out my outfit to do my hair and makeup as quickly as I could, and I was pretty happy with the results once I stepped back and took a look at myself in the mirror. I messed with my hair a bit until it was parted exactly how I wanted. It was sleek but not so overdone that Vincent would think I went out of my way for him. I made sure that I had everything I would need in my purse before stepping in front of the door that separated our rooms. My heart was racing as I lifted my fist to knock.

Vincent Carreno.

I had to take a second to wrap my head around the fact that I was excited about grabbing dinner with him. My mind wanted to reject the idea since our parents had put us up to this, but I couldn’t deny the change that’d happened within me since we were on our way to the airport. Vincent was so sweet and kind and gentle, and if he was game to what I liked in the bedroom, we could be a perfect fit.

I knocked once I’d gained the courage, but my heart was still racing. I heard him stand and walk over to the door, and I willed myself to flatten my smile and act like I was just as uninterested as before, even though I was already picturing how he’d look in one of the skirts I’d packed for him to wear.

“There you are,” he said when he opened the door.

“We’re practically staying in the same room,” I said in my sassy voice, even though I felt weak in the knees. Vincent was wearing a linen button-up shirt and linen pants and sandals and looked so damn sexy that I wanted to jump into his arms, but I couldn’t. I had to steel myself and act like I wouldn’t ride him in a second. “Doesn’t that bother you even a little bit that our parents arranged this?”

“I thought we weren’t going to talk about them.”

“Fine,” I said in a huff. It was becoming harder to act like I didn’t want to press my lips against his and push my hands into that gorgeous head of hair. How had I never noticed how luminous it was? “Are you ready for dinner?”

“After you,” he said and gestured toward my door.

“No, let’s go out of yours.”

He chuckled. “Whatever you want.”

We made our way down the hallway to the elevator and headed downstairs to the restaurant. It was next to the pool and spas, which were teeming with couples. It was an adults-only resort, so there were no kids. We grabbed a table that had views of the ocean and a lovely breeze. It felt moist and salty and just like vacation.

“What are you going to order?”

“We just got here!” he said in a huff.

“Are you getting a drink? That’s what I’m asking.”

“Yeah, I’ll probably get one.”

“Good,” I said with a soft smile. “I don’t want to drink alone.”

“You won’t have to.”

We both smiled before turning our attention to the menus, but we couldn’t stop peeking at each other. I was able to ignore him after a moment and decided on a Mai Tai. Vincent was going to have a pina colada.

“Two fruity drinks?”

“Hey!” he said. “Don’t judge me.”

“I’m not. Don’t worry.”

“Good. I don’t understand why girls are so judgmental about guys sometimes. Girls aren’t the only ones who can have fruity drinks.”

“Preach,” I said and raised my hand in the air. “You don’t have to convince me. I agree with you.”

He looked at me like he was skeptical, so I shrugged and turned my attention to the ocean, loving how I could hear the waves crashing against the shore. The sound relaxed me and was exactly what I needed. Work was a lot more stressful than I liked to admit and not nearly as familiar as the restaurants I’d grown up in, but at least I’d gotten the job at the office myself. It was a path that I’d created out of nothing, and that made me proud, but the quiet competitiveness in the office was exhausting. I found myself picturing what it would be like to run the family business as I stared out at the ocean, and maybe, just maybe, it wouldn’t be so bad.

“Thank you,” I said when the server delivered our drinks, taking a big sip of the Mai Tai.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Work.”

“In a bad way?”

I shrugged. “What’s good about work?”

Vincent looked guilty. “I actually love my job.”

“Of course you do. You’re just the perfect son, aren’t you?”

“I wouldn’t say that I’m perfect, but I lose all sense of time and space when I’m in the kitchen. It’s like nothing else matters except putting those orders in the window and keeping enough prep stocked to make sure that there aren’t any emergencies. I love the balancing act of it all. I really couldn’t picture myself doing anything else.”

I gave Vincent an unimpressed look and sipped my drink, but there was some truth to his words. Sometimes I longed to return to the days when I was a manager at the restaurant. I enjoyed being on my feet, and as much as I hated customers sometimes, I loved it when they were celebrating their lives and accomplishments. I honestly didn’t hate working at the restaurant much at all, but I loathed the fact that my parents were trying to force my hand. It wasn’t fair to me, and it made me not want to work in the family business, but I could feel destiny pulling me in that direction.

“What do you like about your human resources job?”

“It doesn’t involve working with the family,” I said with a laugh.

“You must really hate us, huh?”

“You aren’t family.”

“Right,” he said quickly to correct himself. “You know what I mean. We’ve been in each other’s lives since forever.”

“As enemies. Why do they want us to join forces now?”

“To make more money.”

“Is that all life is about? Money and power?”

“Like I said, I just like being in the kitchen, and if I’m being honest, none of our parents think I’m capable of running the business by myself which is why they pulled you into the mix.”

“Really?” I asked. “Nobody said that to me.”

“I heard my dad on the phone talking to your dad. He didn’t say anything too bad about me, but they both think you’d be better at managing the company. They think I get too distracted in the kitchen and that I don’t understand the full dynamics of running a restaurant.”

“They said that?”

“Pretty much,” he said and picked up his pina colada.

I tried to digest the words. Why hadn’t my parents told me what they truly thought? Maybe I would feel differently about quitting my job if they were honest with me and said that they felt like they needed me to run the businesses, but they only acted like it was my duty, my responsibility to take over the restaurants. At least I had Vincent to tell me the truth, and something told me that we wouldn’t make a bad team. He wasn’t overly aggressive, and he knew how to listen.

Our entrees arrived, and I couldn’t help but think about the two paths laid out in front of me as I ate, and it didn’t help that a handsome Vincent was sitting across the table, sprinkling in extra dashes of doubt. I could picture myself with him. If he was willing to play by my rules, I didn’t know that I would be able to resist the path my parents wanted me to take, but would walking that way really be the end of the world?

“Did you want any dessert?” he asked after the server cleared away our plates, but I wasn’t interested in more food. The only thing I wanted was to find out how far Vincent was willing to go.

“How about we take a walk along the beach?”

“I’d like that,” he said.

We didn’t have to pay since everything was included in the price of our reservation, so we left a few dollars on the table for a tip and made our way to the beach. The water felt refreshing as we walked along the shore. My hair danced in the wind as we ambled by each other’s side, a somewhat awkward energy bouncing between us.

“Do you want to be with me?” I asked after a few minutes of walking. “Is this plan something you actually want?”

“I definitely thought it sounded strange when my mom first told me about the idea, but maybe it could work. You know, if you’re willing.”

“Yeah, but are you? Is this what you want?”

Vincent shot me a look that told me his feelings were as jumbled as mine. Nobody wanted to be part of an arranged marriage nowadays. It seemed like something from a time before the present, but I literally knew Vincent better than any guy out there, and part of me found comfort in that fact. Part of me wanted to give him a chance, even if it meant giving in to my parents’ desires, but would he judge me when he found out what I enjoyed?

“I’ve liked you for a long time, Gloria, but I don’t want to be with you if you feel forced to be with me. We’d never be happy that way.”

“Yes, but what if we aren’t compatible? You know… in the places that count,” I said.

“Isn’t that what this trip is about? To find out how we feel about each other and if we could make it work? Like I said on the way here, we can stop and tell our parents that it didn’t work out, and I would never bother you if that’s what you want, but we could also try to give this a shot, even if it is crazy.”

“Yeah, it’s definitely crazy.”

“What’s wrong with a little crazy in life?” he asked.

“Nothing,” I said with the shake of the head. “I actually like a little crazy. I thrive on it.”

“Is that so?”

“Yep,” I said. “If you really want to give this an honest shot, though, there’s something that I need to tell you.”

“You can tell me anything, Gloria.”

“Actually, maybe it’s better if I show you. How about we go back to my room?”

“Yeah!” Vincent said excitedly before clearing his throat. “Sorry.”

“What did I tell you about apologizing?”

Vincent opened his mouth but stopped himself before he could say sorry again. “Let’s go back to your room.”

“That’s better,” I said as we turned around to head back to the hotel.


CHAPTER 4

Vincent

I thought for sure that Gloria would never give me a chance when I left the house this morning to pick her up. I was going along with the trip to make my parents happy and hope that they gave me the restaurants, even if they didn’t trust me completely to run them, but now it seemed like Gloria might be on board. It would be a dream come true if I could have her and the restaurants. What else could a man want?

“Whatever happens in here tonight is between you and me. Got it?” Gloria asked as we stepped into her room. She’d let her hair down on the way upstairs and looked more stunning than ever. Maybe it was the fact that she was being nice to me for the first time in forever, putting me within reach of having the girl of my dreams.

“Got it?” she repeated and snapped her fingers in my face when I hadn’t said anything. “What happens here is between you and me. Nobody else. Can you promise me that?”

I nodded.

“I need to hear you say the words.”

“I promise I won’t tell anyone. What are you so secretive about, anyway?”

She smirked and grabbed me by the wrist to lead me over to her bed, pushing me onto its surface. I bounced as she stood above me with her hands on her hips, looking so sexy it was hurting my eyes. I wanted to look away, but she was staring at me like she was challenging me to keep my focus on her, like I would be punished if I stopped.

“What kind of man are you, Vincent?”

“I don’t know,” I said quickly with my arms jutted out behind me to prop me up. “What kind of man do you want me to be?”

“I want you to be yourself.”

When she said those words, I couldn’t help but wonder how much I truly knew about myself beyond the fact that I loved to be in the kitchen. I felt most comfortable when I was cooking food, shouting at the other cooks on the line to tell them what we needed, and dancing to the music we played in the background. When I wasn’t at work, I sometimes felt confused, alone, and worried about the future and what was waiting for me around the corner. My parents had encouraged me to date and often tried to set me up with different women, but those dates almost never went how I hoped. The one great thing about Gloria was that we’d known each other for so long, so on some level she knew me better than most.

“I’ve been myself!”

“That’s true,” she said with a nod before lowering herself onto my lap and wrapping her arms around the back of my neck. I about passed out as I felt her ass press against my cock, which was stiff beneath the linen pants that I was wearing. I hated how she smirked at me like she could feel my hard dick, but we’d already promised each other that what happened in this room would stay between us, so I tried my best to relax and accept what was happening. I tried to remind myself that if I opened my heart, I could have Gloria in my life as my wife, and that was what I wanted more than anything.

“Do you always get this hard so easily?”

“Leave me alone. I’ve been on edge all night.”

“Mmm, from me? That’s hot.”

“Yeah?” I asked.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded as she stared into my eyes, looking so beautiful and at ease. I felt totally out of my league in her presence, but I would do everything in my power to stay calm and act like I deserved this, like I was worthy of her love, even though I didn’t believe that for a second.

“You’re pretty handsome, Vincent.”

“I don’t compare to you.”

She smiled. “I love to hear you say that, but you don’t give yourself enough credit. I’m sure plenty of women would love to have you in their life.”

“Not according to my past dates.”

“Their loss,” she said and pushed her hand into my hair, extracting a moan from my lips. Her touch made me weak and needy, but I didn’t want to be strong when she was this close to me. I wanted to relax and live in the moment. “Guess what?”

“What?” I asked.

“I’m not like most women.”

“No kidding.”

Gloria sighed and pushed herself up from my lap, shaking her head. “No, I don’t think you understand what I’m saying.”

“What are you saying?”

“I like things that other women don’t.”

“Like what?” I asked in a nervous voice. When it came down to it, I only knew Gloria as the daughter of my family’s closest competitor. Anyone could see that she was gorgeous with her silky black hair, creamy skin, and big bosom, but I worried that I wasn’t prepared to find out what she liked. I was a vanilla guy who wasn’t very adventurous in the bedroom, which I figured was part of the reason that I couldn’t keep a girl to save my life, but that was just who I was.

“Why don’t I show you?”

“Okay,” I said nervously as Gloria stood from my lap and walked over to her suitcase. She bent over, which gave me a little glimpse up her purple dress. I tried to look away, but she was wearing a tiny black thong that disappeared between her ass cheeks. I was still lost in a trance when she popped back up and turned on her heels to face me. I didn’t even notice what she was holding in her hand until she was standing in my face.

“Is that a skirt? Are you going to change?”

She chuckled and shook her head. “The skirt is for you, silly!”

“For me?” I gasped.

“Yes! I told you I wasn’t like most girls, or were you not listening?”

“No, I heard you, but this? I can’t wear a skirt!”

“Of course you can! It’s just a piece of clothing.”

I mean, yeah, Gloria was right, but what the fuck? Skirts were for girls, and I was most definitely not a girl. I had no idea why she would even want me to wear one, but she’d lost her mind if she thought that I was going to put it on. I liked Gloria and had always wanted a chance with her, but not like this.

“Why do you want me to wear that?” I whined.

“It’ll look sexy on you!”

“No, it won’t!”

Gloria sighed like she wasn’t at all amused by my protesting, but what did she expect from me? I was a grown man, and grown men didn’t wear skirts! Especially not skirts like the one that she was holding, which was short and sexy and meant exclusively for girls.

“Oh, come on! I’ll give you a little treat if you do!”

“A treat? Like what?”

“You won’t know until you put on the skirt.”

“You really want me to put it on?”

“If we’re going to be together, this is something you’ll have to do for me. Can’t you at least open your mind a little and give it a try?”

“I don’t know, Gloria.”

“Whatever happens here is between us, remember?”

“Yeah, but—”

“Are you going to spend your entire life denying what’s possible? I didn’t refuse to come on this vacation. I had dinner with you. Those weren’t things that I wanted, but I kept an open mind and an open heart, and here we are. Why can’t you do the same? You never know. You might even like it!”

“I’m pretty confident that I won’t like it at all.”

“Can’t you at least try?”

I groaned, hating that my mind was telling me to indulge Gloria’s wild games. Of course I’d wondered what it would be like to be a girl or wear women’s clothing, but didn’t people always think what it would be like to become the opposite gender? Didn’t people always wonder what if? Just because I’d considered what it might be like to be a girl or wear girly clothing didn’t mean that I actually wanted to try. It was madness, but I could already feel myself inching toward doing what Gloria wanted of me, especially if she was offering me a treat as a reward.

“What’s the treat?” I asked again.

“Did you not hear me the first time? You won’t know what the treat is until you do what I say.”

I wanted to cry. Gloria had me backed up against a wall. She knew how badly I’d wanted her over the years and how I’d been looking forward to this weekend, but this was a step too far. I couldn’t sacrifice my masculinity for a chance with this girl, but I felt weak when I glanced at the door that separated our rooms. I couldn’t find the strength to stand up and leave, even though I knew what I’d have to do if I stayed.

“Put on the skirt, Vincent. Why are you so afraid?”

“It’s not who I am! I don’t wear skirts! Nor dresses! None of that stuff! Why are you doing this?”

“Again… why are you so afraid?”

“Fine! I’ll do it, but you can’t tell anyone.”

“Really? You’ll do it?”

The excitement in Gloria’s voice made me sick to my stomach, but I trusted that she wouldn’t tell anyone that I put on a short red skirt. What I wasn’t expecting was when she tossed the skirt onto my lap and went back to her bag, pulling out a matching red thong with lacy trim.

“What’s that?”

“You can’t wear a skirt without a thong!”

“Gloria, please. This is too much.”

“Don’t you want your treat?”

“Yes, but not like this,” I said, but even as I said the words, I wasn’t sure of what I wanted anymore. The skirt felt soft beneath my fingers, and the thong was pretty sexy. I would love to see her wearing it, but maybe it would be fun to try it on myself.

“Why can’t you have a little fun? It’s only you and me here.”

“Can I at least put it on in the bathroom?”

“Sure. Whatever you need.”

I hated how she was looking down at me with a smirk on her lips, but she gave me every opportunity to stop this madness. I had no idea what it said about myself as I stood and went to the bathroom with the thong and skirt, but I would no longer be able to blame her for this situation once I pulled these clothes onto my body. I would have to admit that maybe there was part of me who was willing to wear women’s clothing, even if I wouldn’t have been able to admit that to myself this morning.

I locked the bathroom door, knowing that this was my last chance to stop the madness. This was my chance to put an end to what our parents had set in motion. Whatever fairytale I’d envisioned about the relationship that Gloria and I could have was already shattered, so by continuing with what she desired, I was silently admitting that I was okay with wearing skirts and thongs and whatever else she might demand. The only question was how far she would push me and where I would draw the line.

I cursed under my breath as I unbuttoned my linen pants and pulled down the zipper, hating how my dick betrayed the thoughts of my mind. I was hard when I shouldn’t be. I was excited, even though Gloria was stripping away my masculinity with her demands, yet that didn’t stop me from pulling the red lacy thong up my bare legs. That didn’t stop me from putting on the matching skirt, and the only thought that went through my head when I saw my reflection in the mirror was a desire for smooth legs.

“This is ridiculous!” I hollered from behind the closed door, too ashamed and embarrassed to show myself, but we both knew that I would. We both knew that I was only being difficult to preserve whatever sense of pride that remained.

“Come out here and let me see!”

“No! This was a mistake!”

“If you come out here wearing pants, I expect you to go straight to your room,” she warned.

This was insane. I would regret it if I put on my pants and went back to my room, but my life would forever change if I stepped out of this bathroom wearing this skirt and thong. They were so feminine and sexy and nothing like anything that I normally wore. I cursed as I turned toward the door and opened it before I could change my mind, gasping when I came face to face with Gloria who was standing on the other side.

“Oh my, you look even better than I imagined! Look at those sexy legs!” she said and whistled seductively.

“Please stop. This is crazy.”

“Oh, stop pretending like you don’t love it!”

“I really don’t!”

Gloria made an unconvinced look before she grabbed me and pulled me into the hotel room, my pants still sitting on the bathroom counter. They felt so far from me now, but I forgot all about them as Gloria pushed me onto the bed and got to her knees between my legs.

“What are you doing?”

“I told you that I’d give you a treat if you did what I said.”

Strange noises left my mouth as she reached up the red skirt and placed her hand against the outline of my erection, which felt bigger than ever beneath the thin piece of fabric holding it down. I loved how she looked up at me through hooded eyes as she continued rubbing my dick, sending wave after wave of pleasure through my body with each movement of her hand.

“Mmm, you’re so big, Vincent.”

“Yeah? You like my cock?”

“I really do,” she said in a breathy voice. “You mind if I give it a little kiss? You’ve been such a good boy for me, and I want to show you what you can have if you keep behaving.”

I cursed under my breath as my body writhed. Gloria already had my thong pulled down and her hand wrapped around my cock, and it felt so good. So fucking good. It’d been a long time since I fooled around with a girl, and I loved how Gloria was taking the lead. She was so confident and sure of herself, and those painted lips had me singing her name as she moved them up and down my stiff cock.

“Mmm, this dick is so nice,” she said, pulling her lips from my cock after sucking it for over a minute. I longed for her to keep going, but she stopped and stood in front of me, wiping her mouth and straightening her dress.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s time for bed. If you’re a good boy tomorrow, I’ll give you even more of what you want.”

My cock was throbbing. I stroked it in an effort to calm myself after how Gloria teased me, but she slapped my hand out of the way. “No touching yourself here! I need to get ready for bed. Go!” she said and pointed at the door.

“Gloria! Please! I’m going to have blue balls.”

“I said go!”

She didn’t even give me time to put on my pants before she pushed me out of her hotel room. I scrambled to open the door to my room before someone saw me standing in the hallway in a short skirt with a tent beneath the fabric, gasping when I finally got inside, but my cock was still rock hard and throbbing. I had to do something to take care of it, so I pulled up my skirt to fish my cock out of the red thong and pumped it like a maniac, but I wanted to see myself when I came. I didn’t know what was coming over me. It was almost like I was in a dream. For whatever reason, I was starting to enjoy the tightness of the thong and the easy access of the skirt.

I gasped at the sight of my stiff cock when I stepped in front of the mirror, holding it in my hand as precum slowly dripped from the tip into the sink below. I pulled slowly on my cock as I stared at the thong and skirt and couldn’t help but wonder how sexy it might look if I shaved my legs and trimmed the bush around my cock, but I was too close to cumming to do any of that.

A few pumps later, I was gasping and moaning as I sprayed a huge load into the sink. I cursed as I stared at my feminized cock in the mirror, worried about what else Gloria might do to me and how much I might like it. I hardly recognized myself as I caught my breath, but a little voice in my head was hopeful for the day to come.

I took a quick shower and lay in bed, but that image of me in a skirt and thong was burned into my head, and I couldn’t shake it from my mind no matter how hard I tried.


CHAPTER 5

Gloria

“I must say, I could get used to this all-inclusive lifestyle.”

“Me too,” Vincent said with a laugh. “It helps that our parents paid for it.”

“It really does,” I said and lifted a glass of orange juice to my glossy lips to take a sip. “Last night was pretty fun.”

“Yeah,” he said in a low voice.

Vincent hadn’t run to the airport, but he was acting differently this morning. Not that I blamed him after the night we had, but last night was nothing compared to the day that I had planned. If he wanted to escape, he never should have shown up for breakfast.

“I have an amazing day planned for us.”

“You do?”

“Yes!” I said excitedly. “Don’t act so afraid. You clearly enjoyed yourself last night.”

Vincent’s cheeks reddened as he turned his head to hide his eyes, but we both knew the truth. If he had a true problem with what I’d asked of him, he never would have put on that thong or the skirt, and he definitely wouldn’t have been rock hard even before I wrapped my lips around his dick. He could pretend that he didn’t enjoy himself all he wanted, but I had a feeling that he was going to love the day that I had planned for us.

“Would you like to know what we’re going to do?”

“Not really if it’s at all similar to what we did last night. Look, Gloria, I really like you, but maybe we should stop while we’re ahead.”

“Okay,” I said easily. “If that’s what you want.” Vincent had lost his mind if he thought I was going to blink first. My crush on him had grown quite a bit since we’d left for this vacation, but I wasn’t going to give up any of the power I’d gained. “I’ll just go to the spa myself if you don’t want to join me.”

Vincent looked conflicted, but it wasn’t even ten seconds before he crumbled. “The spa? That’s all? I guess that sounds like a good time. You’re talking about massages, right?”

“Yeah, massages.”

“Why do you say it like that?”

“Well, there’s also a nail salon in the spa, and I’m in desperate need of a manicure. Do you see these things?” I asked and lifted my hand for Vincent to take a look at my nails, but he only looked confused and a little outraged. “What?”

“What?” he mocked. “You know what! You’re going to make me get a manicure if I go with you.”

“You say that like it would be the worst thing in the world.”

“It would be!”

“Hmm, that voice doesn’t sound too convincing.”

“It is! I don’t want my nails done. Last night was enough.”

“Careful,” I said playfully. “Talk any louder and everyone will know what you were up to with me last night.”

He about flipped the table when I winked at him. I could spend the rest of my life teasing him like this, but I had a feeling that Vincent secretly liked becoming my girl, even if he wasn’t quite ready to admit it to himself. I would bet money, though, that if he just opened his mind and had a little fun while we were here at the beach, he would embrace the woman that he could become. There was nothing I loved more than a sexy femboy, and there was no way I would marry Vincent without him knowing as much.

“That’s what I thought.”

“Why are you doing this to me, Gloria?”

I ignored his question. “What do you think about red? It would match that skirt you wore perfectly.”

Vincent growled through clenched teeth, but he didn’t scare me. Either he could go to the salon with me and pick out a pretty color for his nails after we got a couples massage, or he could do literally anything else at the hotel. He could even go to the spa himself. Who was I to stop him?

“Go. Don’t go. I don’t care much either way.”

“We both know you want me to go,” he said.

“Don’t get me wrong. I would love to spend the day with you, but I’m not going to beg you, and I’m not going to force you. If you want to do what I say, then we can have some more fun. If you want to do your own thing, that’s fine too.”

Vincent looked so conflicted as I took another sip of my orange juice, but his options were simple. I thought he looked pretty cute in that skirt and thong last night, and I definitely wanted another taste of his girly cock, but it would taste much better if it were smooth and flowery and exactly how I wanted it. Was that too much to ask?

“I hate that you’re doing this to me.”

“Then don’t come with me! Geez, you act like it’s the most complicated decision in the world when it’s really not. Do I need to spell it out for you?”

“No,” he hissed. “I’m not an idiot, but why can’t we just fool around without doing all that other stuff?”

“Afraid you’ll like it too much?”

“No,” he said quickly, but the look we shared confirmed that we both knew he was lying. “Fine, but you can’t tell anyone.”

“Your secret will be safe with me.”

Vincent shook his head and stabbed his fork into his food before shoving a bunch of it into his mouth. He honestly looked so adorable when he was upset, but we both knew that I had the power in this relationship.


CHAPTER 6

Vincent

Was I a complete fool? I held out my hand and stared down at my painted nails. All ten of my fingernails were bright red, and the manicurist had even run a clear coat over the top, so they glistened every time I moved my hand. I couldn’t believe myself, but the worst part of all was how much I liked my painted nails.

“You’re not done yet,” Gloria said as I sat on the bed in her room. We’d each gotten massages and our nails done, and it was already midafternoon. I wished the days weren’t passing so quickly since we only had one more full day at the beach. The only thing I could do was enjoy the time that we had.

“What else do you want me to do?”

“You need to shave that gross body hair. I also want you to trim your bush, especially if you want me to suck your dick again.”

I couldn’t believe how easily she said those words. They fell off her tongue like it was nothing, like she would happily suck my dick, just as long as I followed her rules. No other girl had talked to me like that. Not once. I would be lucky to have a girl like Gloria, and I didn’t hate wearing that lingerie and skirt. What I hated most was how much I liked it.

“You really won’t tell anyone?”

“If you ask me that again, I won’t give you another chance.”

“Fine! Fine! I need to grab my razor from my bedroom.”

“Don’t you think it’s time we open the doors between our rooms?”

“I’m game if you are.”

“Go open your door, and then I’ll open mine. The rooms will feel huge once they’re connected.”

I nodded and walked out to the hallway and into my room to unlock the door that separated our two rooms. Gloria had already unlocked and opened her door by the time I got to mine, so I stepped into her room, shocked when I saw what she was pulling out of her bag.

“Please don’t say those are for me.”

“You’re so smart!”

“No way!”

“Are we really going to go through all this again? You already painted your nails. You already put on that thong and skirt last night. Just admit that you like what I’m doing to you and accept it.”

“Where do you expect me to wear that? I’m not leaving this room with that on if that’s what you’re thinking,” I said and looked at the women’s swimsuit that she was holding. It was a bikini, and no, I just couldn’t. It was a step too far.

“Come on! Let’s take a walk on the beach! I’ll do your makeup, and we can even put a little tissue paper in the bra to give you boobs. Nobody will know the difference, and I have a feeling you’ll love it once we’re outside.”

I shook my head. Even trying to imagine it made my mind go haywire. There was no way. “I’ll shave, but this is going too far. Do you know what people will say if I walk out of this room wearing that?”

“Fine, I won’t make you commit until you see yourself. Can you at least give me that?”

“I’ll give you a chance, but there’s no way I’ll look like a girl in that.”

“I also have a swimsuit skirt bottom for you and a mesh robe. Trust me, you’ll look sexy once I doll you up, and do you know what you’ll get if you indulge me?”

“Another treat?”

“An even better one than last night,” she said and winked.

That face. She made me hard just from looking at her, and the promise of a treat had me shaving my body smooth in the shower like a fucking fool, and the worst part was how I caught a glimpse of my bright red nails each time I turned my head. I couldn’t believe that I was actually about to put on a bikini, but those lips around my cock felt so good last night, and I could only hope that she would give me more.

It took me over half an hour, but my body was finally smooth. I felt like some dude on a swim team trying to reduce his times, but this was so much worse. Gloria was about to strip me of the last shreds of dignity that I had, but was this what I wanted? Was I only trying to deny it because of what the world thought? What did I truly want? What did I actually think of what she was doing to me? I’d never passed judgement when I heard about guys becoming girls or girls becoming guys, but for me to be here… what did that say about me? Had this desire always been lurking in the shadows of my subconscious waiting to be revealed?

Gloria grinned when I stepped out of the shower with a towel wrapped around my waist, my skin smooth and soft and freshly moisturized. She had a white thong lying above the red bikini bottom. The skirt had a beautiful pink and green floral print, and the mesh robe was a bohemian beige color.

“Don’t you look cute? Did you trim that bush like I asked?”

“Yes! This is so crazy, Gloria.”

“It’s only crazy in your mind. Put on the thong first to hold down your goodies just in case. We both know how easy it is for you to spring a stiff one.”

My cheeks burned as I shook my head. I hated to admit that she was right about me, but even looking at her sexy body made me a little stiff, and it only got worse when she was wearing a tiny bikini that showed her nipples and barely did anything to cover her pussy, which was exactly what she was wearing now. Her bikini was black and looked gorgeous against her sun-kissed skin.

“Can I use the bathroom?”

“Of course! Not like I haven’t seen it already but do what you want. Makes no difference to me.”

I smiled at her before going into the bathroom to slip into the white thong and red bikini. I felt completely ridiculous when I looked at myself in the mirror, but it only took a second for my reflection to start growing on me. I thought I looked pretty cute, and I had a hand on my hip before I could stop myself, rocking from side to side. I felt so feminine and alive. I didn’t even hesitate to slip on the skirt bottom and mesh robe, loving how I looked, but I was in desperate need of some makeup or something to reduce the masculine lines.

“How do I look?” I asked when I stepped out of the bathroom.

“Amazing! How do you feel?”

“Strange, but not in a bad way. Can you help me with my hair and makeup?”

“Yes! I never thought you’d ask!”

“Well, I’m asking!”

Gloria chuckled and grabbed her makeup bag, patting the bed for me to sit next to her. I closed my eyes as she did my makeup, and it might have been the first time that I actually started to relax and accept the fact that I liked this. I couldn’t quite explain why yet, but I felt beautiful and almost like I’d been awoken from a deep sleep.

“Fabulous. Let’s just stuff your top. I figured we should use some nylons just in case you get wet on the beach. Tissue paper would be a complete disaster.”

“Good idea!”

Gloria smiled as she stared into my eyes and stuffed stockings into my bra, giving me a small pair of tits. I loved having that weight on my chest. I loved how she looked at me like I was the most important person in the world, like we could actually have a future together.

“Do you have a name?”

“What do you mean?”

“Like a girl name.”

“Oh, I’ve never thought of that, but I guess it would make sense to have one, wouldn’t it?” I had no idea what Gloria was doing to me, but I was really starting to like it. I never wanted her to stop.

“Yes, you should have one. Jennifer?”

“No! I’m not a Jennifer!”

“Jasmine?”

“What’s with all the J names?”

“I don’t know! I’m just throwing some ideas out there,” she said.

“What about Amy? I’ve always liked that name.”

“Amy,” she repeated. “I love it!”

“That’ll be my name then. Amy.”


CHAPTER 7

Gloria

“Stand to the left, Amy! You’re blocking the sunset!”

Amy placed a hand on her hips and another in the air as she struck a pose for the camera. I couldn’t get over how beautiful she looked as a girl. I put a little mousse in her hair and a touch of makeup on her face, and it completely transformed her. It didn’t hurt that she had on matte red lipstick and bright red nails. I’d seen more than a few guys checking her out on our way down to the beach, but they would have to settle with looking because this girl was mine.

“My turn!”

“Okay!” I passed Amy the phone and ran to the shore for her to take pictures of me with the sunset. We’d walked a bit away from the hotel and other people to have some privacy. Amy was nervous being outside in a short skirt and a see-through robe, but she was clearly growing more comfortable by the second. I smiled into the camera as she snapped pictures of me. Yet the only thing I could focus my attention on was how beautiful Amy looked.

“We need selfies!”

“Come over here,” I called to her.

Amy skipped through the sand and wrapped her arm around my shoulder when she got to me. Both of us smiled into the camera like we were having the best day of our lives. She snapped several pictures, but I couldn’t look at her beautiful face for this long without kissing her. I took the camera from Amy’s hand and turned toward her.

“You’ve been amazing today.”

“I can’t believe how much fun I’m having.”

“It seems like you’re finally embracing the girl in you.”

Amy smiled as she pulled on the small of my back to smash me against her, and there was nothing left for us to do but kiss. She moved one hand up my back as our mouths locked together. I moaned as she pushed her fingers into my hair, claiming me with her every kiss and her every touch.

“You’re so beautiful, Gloria.”

“Take me, Amy.”

Saying her girl name made me wet between the thighs. I squeezed my legs together as our kiss deepened, desperate for Amy to take me once and for all.

“Please.”

Amy gripped my hair tightly and pulled on it, bending my head back to expose my neck. I gasped as she placed her tongue at my shoulder blade and worked it up to my chin, making me lose all control. I had no idea if anyone could see us, but I didn’t care. Amy was my girl, my boy, my everything.

“Yeah? You want me?” she asked.

“So much!”

“You’ve turned me into an animal, Gloria. It’s all your fault.”

“Fuck, Amy. I’m an animal too.”

“Oh, I know,” she said and pressed her lips against my neck before reaching between my legs to cup my pussy, and that was when I lost all control. I grabbed Amy by her hair and looked her in the eye. “Let’s go back to my room.”

“I think we have more than enough pictures.”

“We do,” I said in a breathy voice. “Let’s go.”

Amy giggled as we ran through the sand, getting back to the hotel as fast as we could. I couldn’t believe that we were about to fool around after I swore to myself that we wouldn’t, but after everything Amy had done for me, I couldn’t think of anyone I wanted more than her.


CHAPTER 8

Vincent

I was so happy to have that extra thong on beneath my bikini bottom as we walked back to the hotel. I was rock hard from the kiss that we’d shared on the beach. The way Gloria let me feel her pussy as we kissed still had my mind spinning in circles. Her bikini bottom was drenched, and we hadn’t even gone for a swim. It was all I could think about as we made our way back through the sand and up to our rooms.

We went in through my door, but we’d opened the barrier between our two rooms, so nothing could stop us from doing what we’d come here to do. I pushed Gloria onto my bed and dropped to my knees between her legs.

“I need you.”

She moaned deeply as I gripped the waistline of her bikini bottoms and yanked them down her legs, exposing those beautiful pussy lips that I desperately needed to taste. She had a perfectly trimmed bush of hair that had my cock throbbing beneath my skirt.

“Take me, Amy.”

“Fuck. Call me that again.”

“Eat my pussy, Amy! It’s yours!”

I didn’t know what had happened to me, but I loved being Amy. I loved that Gloria had pushed me to paint my nails, shave my skin smooth, and put on this sexy swimsuit. I loved how the nylons stuffed into the bra swayed with my every movement. I only hoped that Gloria would still want me after this vacation and that she would give me more pretty outfits to wear. She pushed me, but I loved the challenge. I loved experiencing the world through a different set of eyes, as I truly didn’t feel like boring old Vincent anymore. I felt like a beautiful woman with an even sexier woman eager to be pleased.

“This pussy is so good,” I said. She pulled off her bikini top as I moved my face closer to her slick lips, but I had to pause to appreciate the beauty on display above me. I reached up my skirt to grab the outline of my cock, stiff for my girl, but I wanted to make her feel good with my tongue before I fucked her silly. “I’ll worship this body for as long as you let me.”

Gloria put one hand on her tit and the other on her pussy as she moaned in a high voice, giving me a show I wouldn’t forget until the day I died. I fell in love with Gloria at that moment, and I had to tell her. I didn’t care if it scared her because I was crazy about her.

“Fuck, girl. I’m crazy about you. I… I… I love you.”

“I love you too,” she said as she stared into my eyes, looking broken and aroused and mine. “I can’t believe I’m saying it, but I really do.”

“Never. Stop. Worshiping,” I said and dove in to give my girl what she deserved. I held her legs and licked her pussy like it was icing on a cupcake. Her body shook as I worked her wet lips with my tongue. The sounds leaving her mouth reeved me up. I was dying to touch my cock, but every ounce of my focus was on pleasuring her.

“Fuck, Amy! You’re going to make me cum!”

I didn’t stop. I didn’t give her any relief. She was warning me, but I could hear it in her voice that she wanted to explode. She wanted to cum all over my face, and I would let her. I worked her pussy and clit until she couldn’t take it another second. She squeezed my cheeks with her thighs and came all over my face. I welcomed her nectar like liquid honey, moaning deeply as her cum covered my lips and ran down my chin. She gasped as she finally released me, but I was even more in love than I’d been a few minutes ago.

“I have something for you,” she said in a soft voice as she slowly came back to reality. “To really make you feel like a girl.”

“Another outfit?”

Gloria shook her head as she hopped off the bed and went over to her closet, coming out with a black box.

“Get on your hands and knees.”

She was pointing at the bed, but I could only think about what might be in that box and what she was planning on doing with it.

“What’s in the box?”

“You nervous?”

“Yeah, a little!”

“It’s okay, Amy. I have a feeling you’ll like what I’m about to do.”

I shivered as Gloria gently placed a hand on my shoulder and guided me to the bed. I let her move me onto my hands and knees, even though I was terrified about what she was going to do.

“You ever stretch your bussy, Amy?”

“No! Never!”

“You haven’t even put a finger in it?”

I swallowed, not quite ready to admit that I’d slipped my finger into my hole once or twice in the shower, but that was just to see what it was like! It wasn’t because I liked it or anything!

“It’s okay either way. This is a butt plug. It starts small and gets bigger toward the bottom.”

“You want to put that in me?”

She chuckled. “It’ll only hurt when it’s first going in, but your bussy will adjust. Plus, once it’s in, I’ll finish what I started last night.”

“Yeah?” I said, thinking about how good her lips felt on my cock last night, and I desperately wanted to feel them again, especially now that I had the taste of her pussy on my lips and could see her beautiful tits, her nipples hard as ice. “I guess that wouldn’t be so bad.”

“No,” she said brightly. “You’ll love it. I’m sure of it.”

I was skeptical but got to my hands and knees as she’d asked. She flipped up my skirt. She pulled down the thong and bikini bottom. I gripped the sheets when she pushed her lubed fingers against my hole. Her nails were long, and I was terrified that she would stick them in me, relieved when I felt the tip of the toy, realizing that there was something worse than the plug.

“Relax, Amy. It’s going to feel good. I promise.”

“Yeah,” I said softly.

She added a little more lube to where the plug met my hole before pushing gently. I gasped as she slowly stretched my hole, my cock pumping like crazy as she pushed. I couldn’t believe the reaction my dick was having to getting my bussy stretched, but the plug was awakening something within me that I could tell would be a ravenous desire.

“You like that?”

“Yes!” I screamed. “It hurts a little, but it feels so good.”

“You sound like you like it,” she giggled and pushed the plug a little deeper, both of us moaning when my ass swallowed the rest of the plug. “Such a good girl,” she said and squeezed my ass cheek. “Time for your treat. Sit on the plug.”

I moaned and turned to sit, loving how the plug kept me stretched and how it pushed against my spot. The sensation had me on edge, but I loved it, especially when Gloria got on her knees between my spread legs and grabbed my dick. She took me into her mouth, covering my stiff girly dick with her painted lips. I pushed on the back of her head, my bright red nails popping between strands of her brown hair.

She choked on my dick, but she kept pushing herself to fit more of it in her mouth. The feeling of her wet lips producing a waterfall of fluid on my cock was more pleasure than I’d ever known, and I had to look into her eyes, so I held her by her hair and pulled her off my cock.

“So good, Gloria. So fucking good.”

“This cock is mine, isn’t it?”

“It was destiny,” I said and held her head as I bent over to give her a kiss. She moaned into my mouth when I pressed my lips against hers, and I swallowed her breath. I claimed it. My cock was poking out of the skirt she’d put me in, and I was desperate to fuck her before I busted my load. I was desperate to make her cum again and show her that I would never stop worshipping her body. I would never take her for granted. Not for one single day.

“Destiny,” she said through a breath before trying to get to my dick, but I stopped her. “What’s wrong?”

“Let me fuck you.”

“Want me to ride that dick?”

I moaned. The thought of her riding me with this plug still stuffing my hole made my cock throb like wild. I needed her to use it before I came all over the floor.

“Please,” I said.

Gloria moaned and got to her feet, standing before me like a goddess fallen from the heavens, and I felt like the luckiest man alive to be able to worship this queen.


CHAPTER 9

Gloria

“Like what you see?” I asked and placed my hands on Amy’s shoulders. I was so wet I had to ignore the juices running down my thighs. This beautiful girl already made me cum once, but I was ready for her to make me cum again. “Am I yours?”

“You’re mine,” she said in a breath.

Beneath her makeup and styled hair was Vincent Carreno, a boy I’d sworn never to love, but everything changed during this vacation. I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life with Vincent who was also Amy, but more important than anything, she was now my lover. My soul. We would share a life and a business and hopefully so much more.

“I never thought this would work,” I told her. “I was positive that you would freak out and reject me and that this would all be over, but I’m so happy that it isn’t.”

“Me too,” she said and grabbed my hips, pulling me down closer to the stiff erection hanging out from beneath her skirt. “Sit on it. Ride my girly dick.”

I purred and lowered myself down to her dick, gasping as she pushed between my swollen pussy lips, giving me what I’d been craving ever since I pulled down her thong and bikini bottom. I wrapped my arms around the back of her neck as I sank deeper onto her cock, moaning when she hit my spot.

“Right there! Right there!”

“Yeah?” Amy asked as she held the small of my back and slowly rocked her hips, hitting my spot with each thrust of her dick. It felt so good that I couldn’t even see straight, but I wasn’t trying to concentrate. I only wanted to savor the moment, so I let my eyes roll into the back of my head as we slowly moved our hips.

“Fuck, Amy! Push deep!”

She placed her free hand on my tit and massaged it as she pushed deeper. Her torso pressed against my clit. Every sensation had me on edge. I was a wet mess, and it only got worse each time Amy thrusted her hips, but I didn’t want her to stop. I honestly never wanted this moment to end. I could have lost myself right there, living in an alternate reality where I never had to stop feeling this amazing.

Amy pushed as deep as she could, which pressed me up against her body even more. The movement of her hips maintained an intense pressure on my clit, and I couldn’t take it. My pussy clenched her dick, but she pushed through it, hitting my spot with her long, slow thrusts.

“Yes!”

“I want you to cum on my dick.”

“I’m getting close!”

“Cum all over my girly dick,” Amy said as she pressed her lips into my neck. “Claim it once and for all.”

She whispered dirty words as she nibbled on my earlobe and gave me the best fucking I’d ever had in my life. I swore tears were running down my cheeks it felt so good, but I couldn’t be sure of anything as she pushed me the last few yards toward the endzone. I dug my nails into her back when I couldn’t take it anymore and came all over her dick.

“Yes! Cum for me!” she said.

I screamed into her ear as I let go and did as she said, rocking my hips gently as I drenched her with my cum. She held me tight and let me use her dick until I had to lift myself off, not able to take another second of the blinding pleasure.

“Cum on my face,” I said moments later as I sat on my knees between her spread legs. “Cover me with that cum.”

Amy pulled out the plug and tossed it to the side. Then she grabbed her cock and rubbed it quickly as I held my mouth open for her, ready to catch every single drop of my girl’s milk. Her bright red nails mesmerized me as they moved up and down her cock, and I loved how smooth and groomed her cock was, so perfect and girly and everything I ever wanted.

“Give it to me,” I said and played with my tits.

She groaned as she beat her cock more quickly, her face twisting with each stroke of her dick, and I couldn’t wait to taste her seed and feel it sliding down my throat. I moved one hand down to my pussy and played with myself as I stared into her eyes.

“So fucking sexy,” she said. “I’m getting close.”

“Yeah? Want me to catch it?”

“Yes!”

I kissed her balls before opening my mouth beneath her dick. She rubbed her cock for a few seconds longer, and then she was spraying her cum deep into the back of my throat. I closed my lips around her dick as she unloaded her hot white goo. She pushed her cock into the back of my mouth, and I swallowed everything she gave me, loving how it felt when it slid down my throat.

“Even better than dessert,” I said when I pulled my lips off her dick. “I still want real dessert tonight, though.”

“We’ll order some to the room. Don’t worry,” Amy said and pulled me onto her lap. I saw Vincent for a moment as she stared into my eyes, but I was delighted that we’d finally found each other as we were meant to be.


CHAPTER 10

Vincent

Gloria and I woke up naked in the same bed. We’d passed out after making love for a third time, but we’d never tire of each other. She put on a small strap and made me her submissive sissy girl the second time we made love. Then I fucked her even harder than she fucked me before we ended up cuddled together, passing out within seconds.

I still had on the wig and a face full of makeup and felt more than a little sticky in the daylight, but I wouldn’t change what’d happened between us for anything. Gloria was my girl now, and I would never take her for granted. I would never stop worshipping the ground she walked on because this girl was my queen. She’d turned my life upside-down in the best ways possible, and I couldn’t wait to find out what awaited us.

“Morning, beautiful,” I said and gave her a kiss. “We should probably shower, huh?”

“That’s the understatement of the year,” she said with a laugh.

We climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom together. I took off the wig and washed my face in the sink, and then we stepped into the shower. I rubbed her down with a bar of soap, cherishing every inch of her body with my eyes.

“Let’s not tell our parents yet. Not until we’re sure.”

“I’m already sure about you, but we don’t have to tell people until you’re ready.”

“Thank you,” she said.

I nodded and continued rubbing her down with the soap, amazed that I had such a beautiful woman in my life, and I was grateful that she’d pushed me to try something new that we both enjoyed. Maybe I wouldn’t be Amy every day of my life, but I could feel her within me, and that was what counted.

“Promise to stay my girl?”

“As long as you promise to be mine,” she said.

“I’m not going anywhere. I guarantee you that,” I said and kissed Gloria’s thigh before I moved her into the stream of warm water, mesmerized by the sight of the soap suds running along her skin, delighted that this girl was mine.


CHAPTER 11

Three Months Later

Gloria

“Are you sure about this?” Vincent asked me. We were standing outside of the restaurant where our parents had taken us to dinner and put pressure on us to be together. We’d since told them that the vacation was a bust and met in secret behind their backs, but the truth was, Vincent and I were obsessed with each other. Madly in love. I couldn’t imagine spending my life with another man, and I never wanted to have to look again. He was the one.

“Positive,” I said.

“There’s no going back once we tell them. You know that, right?”

“Are you nervous?”

“No!” he said quickly and pulled me into his arms. “You’re the only girl I want. You mean the world to me, but I guess I would have to let you go if that’s what you want. It would kill me, but—”

“Stop it! You’re my person.” I dropped my voice to a whisper. “My girl and my boy. How could I do any better than that?”

“Your Amy and your Vincent.”

“That’s right,” I said. “I’m the luckiest girl alive.”

Vincent laced his fingers with mine, and then we stepped inside, making it official that we were together, but it was honestly a weight off my shoulders when our parents noticed us holding hands as we walked toward them. I was tired of sneaking around when I knew that Vincent was the guy for me. We were going to take over our family businesses and make them even better than they already were. Together.

“Please tell me this isn’t a dream!” my mother screamed.

“Don’t mess with us!” Vincent’s mother hollered.

“It’s real!” Vincent said. “We promise.”

I nodded when they all looked at me, and then we celebrated with our parents. They were talking about wedding details within three minutes but stopped when we told them that we weren’t there yet. They held off from discussing wedding plans, but they couldn’t help themselves. They talked about merging the businesses and having grandchildren. Eventually, Vincent and I just let them go wild, holding hands beneath the table and sharing the occasional glance, both of us ready for the path ahead.
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