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Carl was the best wide receiver in professional football. The key word in that statement is the word, was. Carl was smart enough to leave the game with his health still intact. Now that he’s retired from professional football at only thirty years of age, he plans to spend his newly found free time settled down with the woman he loves. He is set for life financially and about to marry a dreamboat of a Brazilian supermodel.

His upcoming wedding feels like the perfect time to catch up with old friends. After all he’s got all the time in the world now to become reacquainted with his old high school buddies. That includes getting in touch with his old high school quarterback Dylan whom he hasn’t seen in twelve long years. Indeed, he’s asked Dylan to be his best man in order to lure him back home from the west coast. Things couldn’t be better for Carl right now. That is, until Dylan shows up as a she instead of a he and has plans on setting Carl’s backfield in motion. Is the sexy Dylan got what it takes to make Carl go back to being a wide receiver?  Possibly, but one thing is for certain and that’s that at least one of them is ending up this wedding season as a split end.


Chapter 1

Carl’s cell phone rang. He pulled it from his pocket. He saw that his ex-teammate T-Bone was calling him. T-Bone was the type of friend that it was often wise to be too busy to answer his phone calls. Unfortunately, Carl was busy right now doing something really boring, so even a call from T-bone would be welcome.

Carl asked, “What’s up, dog?”

“I got the champagne for the stud party,” replied T-Bone.

“Stag party,” added Carl.

“Oh yeah, stag party. I got a major problem?”

“Which is?”

“I’m at your front door with it now, but no one is answering.”

“Because I’m not home.”

“Where are you at?”

“The airport.”

“With that future wife of yours?” asked T-Bone.

“Yup.”

“Take it from me. Don’t let them x-ray her while you are around or you’ll see her frick and frack before the wedding day.”

“T-Bone for the last time, just because she’s a Brazilian supermodel doesn’t mean she’s also a T-girl.”

“Sure, Carl, sure. I don’t judge. I’m dumping this booze on your porch. I got a date with a real woman. You know what a real woman is right? She’s of the sex that you’re not marrying.”

He hung up. Carl sighed. It was hard to know when T-bone was joking and when he was being bigoted. His distraction from the endless waiting was gone. Now all he had left was the waiting.

Carl was sitting in the airport waiting area on a cold steel bench. It felt odd to be picking up someone from the airport. Carl hadn’t flown anything, but the team charter plane, in over a decade. He had forgotten what it was like to have to retrieve your own bags or worse someone else’s. He only vaguely remembered what it was like to be among the regular folk. Well, no more of that easy celebrity life for him. He was done with the team. The team’s management had nearly flipped out when he told them the news that he was now officially retired. 

A couple walked by him wearing official football gear head to toe. Carl adjusted his hat and sunglasses as they walked by. They didn’t notice who he was. Good. They probably didn’t think a high roller like him sat around in airports waiting on a friend.

Carl was once the toast of this town. He had been the best wide receiver in the game. However, in Carl’s mind, football was just a game that he had played for the money. In his mind, it was investing that money was his actual job. He was better at playing the market than he ever had been at playing football. Once he saw his last year’s bank account tallies, he knew the time to get out of the game while he still had his good looks and perfect heath.

“Is that him?” said the woman sitting next to him, as she nudged him in the ribs.

The woman’s name was Alanaza. Her last name didn’t matter. In her business if you had a last name then you weren’t worth half as much. She was worth more than Carl and famous enough that she only needed to use the one name. She was a supermodel from Brazil and the woman that he was about to marry. That she wanted to marry him was the real shocker. When they first met, she had to admit that she hadn’t ever heard of his form of football before. She didn’t know how famous he was. Well, in America that is. Those Brazilian futbol players were all probably more internationally famous. Yet she dated him out of all the men in the world. If you told Carl in high school that he’d be retiring at thirty to marry a model, he’d have laughed in your face. Now it was reality. She was the other reason he was walking away from the game. No sense getting your dick bent at home and knocked out of shape at work.

Carl replied, “Nope.”

Alanaza asked, “Are you sure you will recognize him when you see him? After all, high school was a long time ago.”

“Of course, I’ll know him. A football player never forgets a teammate. We’re like a fraternity of brothers. You exchange blood, sweat, and tears with a guy long enough and you form an unbreakable bond.”

“You make it sound like visiting an all-men’s nightclub in Sao Paulo.”

“How would you know that?”

“Oh, no reason.”

“You know T-Bone thinks you’re transgender.”

Alanaza smiled. She replied, “Oh honey, you know T-Bone never thinks at all.”

Well, she had him there. Carl ignored the love of his life. Mostly because she had a point. Not only about T-Bone either. He focused his thoughts on Dylan. Would he know Dylan from just another face in the crowd after twelve years apart? They were best friends in high school, but things had changed so fast since high school. Dylan sounded freaked out on the phone when Carl had called him up out of the blue to ask him if he’d be his best man. He had said yes, though. They were both stars of their high school football team. Carl had made it big, Dylan had ended up a teacher at San Jose State.

It sort of hurt to think Dylan was shocked to hear from him. What did he doubt Carl never forgot a friend? Well, maybe Dylan had a right to be sore at Carl after Carl had snubbed him for all these years. Not even one phone call. It wasn’t really on purpose, though. It’s just that a pro-ball player is so busy all the time. Life moves fast when you’re in the in-crowd. Still Dylan might have grown to think that Carl thought he was better than him. Well, Carl was planning to make it up to all the friends he let slip away during his football years. He was retired now. He had time at long last to make up to his friends for all that lost time.

He scanned the crowd. No sign of Dylan. Maybe he had really changed to the point they couldn’t recognize each other. It had been twelve years.

A voice cried out, “Carl, holy shit it’s you after all these years!”

Carl turned to see a five-foot ten inch beauty in a tight black Lycra pants and stretched white shirt heading his way. She was on him before he knew it. Carl instinctively stood up to meet this stranger hovering over his seat. That was a big mistake. She gave him a bear hug as soon as he stood. Boy, she was strong.

Alanaza asked, “Carl, can you introduce me to your friend?”

Carl’s mind was racing. Shit, this girl was hot. Not far off from being in Alanaza’s league. The thing was, Alanaza was more his thing than this stranger. He liked his girls to be mixed. Alanaza had more DNA history than Elizabeth Taylor had husbands. Meanwhile the lovely creature hugging him was as white as new fallen snow. He couldn’t remember ever dating a white chick before, so who was she? Maybe she was just a fan that recognized him. Yeah, but would Alanaza believe that.

He positioned this woman at arm’s length from him. He studied her face. There was something familiar about her, but he just couldn’t place it. He knew that he knew her. Who was she? What was her name? He didn’t want to admit he didn’t know her name. He stalled for time.

He replied to Alanaza, “Ah, I’d love to introduce you. Alanaza, my soon to be wife, this is … err …. someone. Someone this is the woman I’m going to marry very soon.”

Alanaza played along. She extended her hand to the woman. She added, “A pleasure to meet you, Someone.”

The woman replied, “Oh dear, I thought you knew about it.”

“Knew about what?” asked Alanaza and Carl in unison.

The woman now laughed. She said, “Same old, Carl. You always screwed things up back in high school. Luckily, you had glue for hands to make up for you running the wrong route. When you asked me out of the blue to be your best man, I thought you were sort of pranking me like old times. I mean, everyone back home knows.”

Carl looked at Alanaza. She looked at him. He looked at this woman again. He asked, “Knows what?”

"That the Dylan you knew is now the Dylan standing here talking to you, silly."

Carl replied, “Dylan?”

Dylan winked. She said, “I’m Dylan in the flesh.”

Carl’s mouth dropped open. Dylan was a quarterback, a man’s man back in high school. He wasn’t … well, obviously he was. Shit, Carl you fucked up. All his football buddies are going to be at the wedding. When they saw that his best man was going to be a woman, they’d laugh. It occurred to Carl that T-Bone had been partly right, but he’d been pointing his gaydar in the wrong direction. Shit, Carl’s best man wasn’t going to be a man!

He said, “Dylan, you look different now. Ah … taller and stuff.”

“It’s the high heels. Carl, you haven’t changed a bit. If you two will excuse me, but I’ve got to fetch my luggage. Fancy you not knowing. Oh, we are going to have so much fun catching up. And with the Alanaza too.” She turned to Alanaza and said, “Love the dress, Honey.”

“Thanks,” replied Alanaza. Dylan and Alanaza shared an air kiss. Then Dylan was off to get her bags.

Carl watched the shapely ass of Dylan sway due to her black high heels as she walked away. His buddies might laugh, but worse one or two would try and tap that. Should he warn them?

Alanaza whispered to him, “What are you going to do now?”

Carl replied, “What do you mean?”

“You were supposed to offer to carry her bags, you lazy dog. Where are your manners?”

Carl replied, “I sort of forgot to offer. He … she … I got to decide quickly on this. I mean, We have to decide on this together.”

“It’s not that hard to decide to use good manners and carry a woman’s bags.”

“Not about that. I meant . . .”

Alanaza asked, “You meant, is she still going to be your best man or do we scramble for a backup?” Alanaza was a smart cookie. She got it in one. He nodded as he thought. She added, “It doesn’t bother me one way or the other.”

In a flash, he had his answer. Carl didn’t need to think about it more. His buddies might laugh but fuck it. He never went back on a promise to a friend. He made Dylan his best man so his best man she was going to be. Like Dylan said, most people would think it was just another footballer’s prank.

He replied, “My momma didn’t raise a bigot. It doesn’t bother me. I fucked up, not her. I got to eat my mistake. Plus, I mean, it’s Dylan. Shaped like a woman or not, he’s … she’s … it’s Dylan, right?”

“I guess it’s settled then. I’m glad my bridesmaids are all models. Given how attractive your best man is, I don’t want my half of the wedding party to be completely upstaged.”

Carl gave her a weak half smile. Dylan, she was rather attractive. Not that Carl was into that type of thing. Nah, he wasn’t into Dylan at all.


Chapter 2

The rain was falling heavily outside the car. Inside the back of the limousine sat Carl. He was just listening to rain pitter-patter on the roof. Okay, that wasn’t all he was doing. He was also in the process of finishing off his twelfth beer. His head was swimming in pickle juice by now. He started playing with a pair of yellow panties that he held in his right hand. They were Selma’s pretty yellow panties. Those delicious panties had seductive pink and orange heart shape designs throughout. They had looked so good on her. Cark knew that underneath them had been heaven. Oh, but what a terrible lot has been cast against men because not everyone gets into heaven.

He sighed. Tonight was supposed to be their night. Well, his night at the very least. He had wined and dined her on this prom night with a lot of high class and style. He had done her good the way a gentleman should treat his lady. She owed him a little dose of pussy as a thank you, right? That was the code of the prom. The guy pays and the woman rewards. Based on that ancient code, he should be knee deep in her twat right about now. What had gone so horribly wrong with his plan?

He knew the answer already. The condom was the answer. He had forgotten the fucking condom back in the limo. He’d been so horny that he had forgotten to bring it along with him to the bleachers. He had her eighteen-year-old body heavily petted, panties off, and under the bleachers ready to plow, but he had forgotten the fucking condom.

You’re so fucking stupid, Carl. That’s what you are, he told himself. Well, he had a football scholarship to think about so no way he was knocking up any bitch right now. Not even Selma. He had a golden ticket, and you don’t let your desire for pussy get in the way of a golden ticket. So off he went back to the limo to get the rubber. By the time he got back to her from the limo with that rubber, Christine Palmer was already tongue deep into Selma’s mouth. Shit, he didn’t even know Selma went both ways. He panicked when he saw her making out lesbian style. He grabbed her panties from the ground and fled. It was funny in a way. Guys all jerk to lesbian fantasies of women, but when you find out your girl is double timing you with another girl, it ain’t no fantasy at all. It sucked bigtime. Man, to be cock blocked on prom night by a chick had to be the worst thing ever to happen to a man.

He dug into his pocket and pulled out the condom. That fucking piece of shit, right? He went to toss it, but nah, it wasn’t its fault. Maybe it was a lifesaver. You’d never have known your girl was a girl’s girl if you hadn’t left Mr. Rubbermaid behind. It was a lucky break. He tried to believe it but his eighteen-year-old blue balls weren’t buying it. He’d take Selma right now, lesbian kiss and all.

Damn it, he was going home after having let one off tonight one way or the other. He pulled off his trousers. His black beauty was standing fully erect in his jockey shorts. He fondled Selma’s panties with his hands. He yanked his cock out. He wrapped one hand around his rod. He worked it. That fucking bitch should be doing it for him. She should be jerking him right now. He got a wicked drunk idea. Shit, he’d make her work his member. He wrapped those panties of hers around his shaft. She wasn’t getting off so easily. Her panties would do the job she missed out on finishing.

Her panties were silky smooth to the touch. They felt great rubbing against his cock. Yeah, this was nice. Not as nice as pussy, but at least he didn’t have to buy these panties dinner afterwards.

Just as Carl was getting into it, the limo door opened, and Dylan climbed aboard. They’d double dated to the prom together because they were that close. It was good to have a buddy with you when you were down. Well, except for those most delicate moments. As Dylan got in the car, Dylan said, “Dude, done already. You must have been jacked up. Don’t you know that you’re supposed to savor pussy on prom night?”

Carl grumbled, “Give a man some privacy!”

Dylan realized what was going on. He turned beat red. Those damn white boys were always turning red. Dylan said, “I saw you leave with her … I mean, when I saw you back in the limo … I thought  you were done … you know what, I should go.”

“Get the fuck out then!” ordered Carl. What a shit night it was turning out to be. He couldn’t even spank his monkey in peace.

Dylan didn’t leave. Instead, he said to Carl, “You’re doing that all wrong.”

“The hell you say?”

“Jerking yourself off with panties works better if you’re wearing them,” suggested Dylan.

“I ain’t no pansy.”

“Dude, remember the first rule of a football team, trust your quarterback.”

“So you’re an expert in panty jerking?” Carl asked.

“Funny enough, yeah. I do it all the time.”

It must have been the beer pumping through Carl’s veins that were affecting his judgment. Whatever it was, he was listening to Dylan now with interest.

Carl asked, “Why wear them though? I mean a rub out is a rub out.”

“Trust me. Wearing them is so much better. It’s just a basic fact that panties feel so good when they’re on. As one friend to another, trust me on this."

Carl thought it was hard to trust a QB heading for the University of San Francisco. Carl was headed for Auburn with a full ride. He was the shits when it came to football. Dylan should be listening to him. Well okay, no one listens to a wide receiver in the huddle. That wasn’t how the game-plans flowed. Still Carl wasn’t a dummy. He had grades to back up that statement. Carl eyed Selma’s panties. It was better if he wore them. Better how? It was the same act. It would still be just jerking off. Still, what if it was better? Shit, he’d never know if it was better unless he tried.

He looked at Dylan. He asked, “You sure?”

“Positive.”

Damn it Carl, you ain’t drunk enough to put on panties. Just then a sickening urge passed through his stomach. He nearly ralphed. Okay, he was drunk enough to do just about anything. But not panties, he wasn’t into that.

“I’m not doing it.”

“You want me to put them on?” asked Dylan.

“What the fuck?”

“Shit, I’m doing it just to show you.”

Dylan hit the automatic door locks. He then kicked off his pants. He pulled his underwear off next. He lifted his legs one leg at a time putting on the panties.

The fact was, Carl was too drunk to do anything but watch. He watched Dylan finish doing this stupid thing. That was a good thing. He was pretty sure Dylan would regret it in the morning. Pretty sure. He wasn't positive, though. His vision was growing hazy. He yawned.

Dylan said, “Here, now, let me help you out.”

“I thought you were supposed to jerk it now,” replied Carl.

“I know what I’m doing. Take it easy.”

“This is the dumbest thing I’ve ever seen” Carl was all for easy right about now. He shouldn’t have drunk a whole case of beer. His mind was moving slowly.

Carl leaned back on the leather seat. The cool leather felt good on his bare backside. Dylan slid up next to him. He rode the panties up Carl’s leg. Then he tugged on Carl’s magnificent rod.

“You are supposed to be jerking your own dick, dumby,” said Carl.

“What, doesn’t it feel so good.”

Carl said, “Okay, I can take it from here. I’ve been jerking off a long time.”

They both laughed. Then Dylan inhaled Carl’s cock head. What the fuck, thought Carl. That idea was quickly erased. Jeepers, it felt good.

Carl muttered, “Come on, man. Don’t jerk me around. I’ve had a tough night.”

Dylan’s blond head was too busy bobbing up and down on Carl’s shaft to respond verbally. Every bob he was working more of the length. Soon the whole eight inches was inside Dylan’s wet warm mouth. Just a bit later, it was all going down Dylan’s eager throat.

Carl said, “It feels good, really good.”

Shit, did he really just say that? Oh, he couldn’t blame himself. It did feel good. It was the best bj he ever had. Where did an eighteen-year-old like Dylan learn to suck cock like an expert? Carl didn't have time to ask. He was eighteen himself. Like all eighteen-year-olds, Carl didn’t have much stamina. Indeed, he was ready to pop already. He felt a hot sticky flow gush from his raging cock. Dylan didn’t let up. He took the whole load deep into his mouth. Dylan worked the shaft overtime to make sure Carl was completely drained.

Dylan pulled the cock out of his mouth. He asked, “Was that better than Selma?”

“Oh yeah,” replied Carl. It must have been the alcohol talking. No way he’d like a guy blowing him over a chick. No way, right? The thing was it had been better.

Dylan said, “I love watching your tight ass waddle down field in those tight football pants. You’re always ready for my passes. You’re always open for me. You’re a great wide receiver. It’s about time I made a split end out of you as well."

Dylan fished his rock-hard cock out of his panties. Carl couldn’t shake off the haze in his head. What was Dylan suggesting? It certainly sounded like he wanted to fuck his ass! Then he felt Dylan’s member press against his anal rim. Dylan was rubbing him with his cock. Oh man, Carl just realized he was just about to be Dylan’s little bitch. He wouldn’t allow that, right? He wondered, though, what it’d be like. He relaxed. Maybe it would be fun to be the bitch.

The car handle giggled. Selma yelled, “Carl, open up! I’m sorry, baby. I was drunk. I’m sorry.”

He heard Dylan zip up his pants. Dylan added, “Ah fuck.”

Carl’s eyes opened. The room was black. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust. He wasn’t in a car. He wasn’t eighteen. He was in bed. He looked over to see who was with him there. It wasn’t Dylan or Selma that was lying in bed with him. It was the super sexy Alanaza. What happened? A dream? Yeah, he had been dreaming. Only it wasn’t a dream. It had happened. Twelve years ago, it happened just like that. Dylan had put on panties and convinced his drunk ass to let him blow him. Shit, he knew Dylan was different even back then. He remembered it now clear as day. It must have been the alcohol that made him forget prom night all this time. It was the alcohol, right? He hadn’t intentionally suppressed those feelings. Nah, he was all man. Dylan wanted to fuck him back then. For a second Carl wondered if she still did. It didn’t matter. Carl wasn’t gay. That blow job had been just stupid shit that happened between them on that night. Oh, the stupid shit you do when you’re young and drunk. It didn't make you gay, though … right?


Chapter 3

Carl made his way toward the kitchen. He could hear snippets of conversations coming from that direction. The voices all sounded familiar. One was clearly Dylan’s voice. He had told her that she could stay at the house while in town. Of course, he had made that offer while he still thought she was a he. The other voice Dylan was talking to was who? He scratched his chin and then hurried to the kitchen to find out.

“Dylan, these biscuits and gravy are almost as good as mine,” said Carl’s mom.

“Mrs. Johnson, they’re made with your very own recipe. You gave it to me years ago. Don’t you remember?” replied Dylan. Then they both laughed.

Momma! It was momma that was here. Momma was here and she was joking around with Dylan just like old times. What was momma doing here so early? He expected his mom to hit the roof when she saw the new Dylan. He didn’t expect her to be laughing it up with her. Now he had to see what was up. He found that Dylan had been cooking up a storm of a breakfast while Carl was sleeping in after a rough night’s sleep. Most of the storm deluge that was Dylan’s cooking was falling on momma’s plate.

Carl asked his mom, “Momma, what are you doing here so early.”

“Eating, fool,” replied his mother.

Carl looked over all the dishes on his breakfast nook. Yup, he had enough money to afford a place to eat just breakfast. There wasn’t a healthy choice in the whole lot. How did Dylan stay so thin and attractive eating this crap? Not that he cared about how attractive she was.

Carl told his mom, “Momma, the doctor told you not to eat this fatty food. I got fruit …”

Momma interrupted, “I know you have a fruit. I met Dylan already. I rushed over this morning when I heard she was finally back in town. It’s been years since I’ve seen her. Estelle, you know Selma’s mother, told me all about the big change years ago.”

“Momma, you knew Dylan was a woman years ago?” echoed Carl.

“Are you a parrot or something?” replied Momma. She continued, “Now Estelle said you couldn’t notice the difference. I just had to see for myself. You know, Dylan, it’s true. If I didn’t know you were once a high school quarterback, I would swear you were born to be a cheerleader.”

Dylan suppressed a giggle and replied, “Thanks, Mrs. Johnson.”

Momma took a biscuit, dipped it in gravy, and then took a bite. She continued, “Of course, Estelle told me she didn’t know if Dylan still had her Michael Jackson and his two little boys with her. If you catch my drift. Estelle wanted me to ask ...”

Carl protested, “Momma!”

Momma waved him off. She said, “Now you know I’d never ask Dylan that. I have manners after all, good ones at that.”

Dylan circled from the stove to the breakfast table. She placed a steaming hot plate down. She said to Carl, “Your mother is still the best. Here, eat your breakfast, Carl.”

Carl eyed the biscuits and gravy with eager eyes. He sat down instinctively. He picked up a hot biscuit.

His mom said, “Carl, I thought you only ate healthy foods.”

Carl frowned. Damn, he’d been caught being absent minded. He was eating mostly healthy these days. He didn’t want to be one of those ex-players that end up four hundred pounds by the time they were fifty. He replied, “I do, but I also don’t want to insult my guest.”

“You’d be wise to eat what Dylan gives you. She’s the one that got you where you are today. Imagine if you didn’t have a high school quarterback that could throw the ball fifty yards and land that ball on a dime. You’d not be having a fine meal inside a breakfast nook, that’s for sure,” added momma.

Carl protested, “Momma, he never had a fifty-yard arm and you know it.”

“She, dear.”

“What?”

Momma pointed out, “When a girl has as lovely a rack as Dylan here has, they call that girl a she, not a he. Next thing you know you’ll be calling Alanaza a he.”

Dylan laughed. She said, “You two haven’t changed.”

Carl laughed on the outside. Inside he secretly wished his friend hadn’t changed so much. The banter and memories were the same, but her appearance bothered him. He wasn’t a bigot. He wasn’t. So why did it bother him? It had to be due to that wet dream he had last night. Oh, but that bj was ages ago. He was about to marry a man’s best fantasy in Alanaza. He loved her. Still somewhere in the back of his mind he wondered. He wondered; did she still have that dick that almost entered him all those years ago. He shoved a biscuit in his mouth in an effort to stop wondering.

“What is all this laughing about?” asked Alanaza as she strolled into the kitchen.

Momma replied, “We’re laughing at Carl, as usual.” She paused, stood up, and then grabbed Alanaza by the hand and guided her to the table. She said, “You’re skinnier than ever, dear. Doesn’t my boy ever feed you nothing? Don’t worry, Momma gonna sit you down and get you biscuits and gravy.”

Carl protested, “Momma, Alanaza doesn’t eat …” He stopped when Alanaza scarfed down a whole biscuit.

After swallowing, Alanaza said, “These are really good, Mrs. Johnson.”

Momma explained, “Don’t thank me, thank Dylan.”

Alanaza asked, “Carl, how come you can’t cook like your friend Dylan?”

Carl gave Dylan a dirty look. No one asked her to cook. She had no right coming here, being sexy, and showing up Carl by cooking a great breakfast. Why couldn’t new Dylan be just like old Dylan? Carl grumbled, “I can cook just as well, maybe better.”

Momma chipped in, “Speed dialing a delivery from Grubhub isn’t cooking, my dear.”

They all laughed. Once it died down Alanaza asked Dylan, “Dylan, momma and I are going out to check on the wedding flower arrangements today. Would you like to come with us.”

Dylan replied, “You mean, I would get to spend the day with the queen of fashion? That would be a dream come true for a poor college professor like me. The girls back home will be so jealous when I tell them.”

Momma squeezed Dylan. She said, “Stick with us Dylan and we’ll even find you a man.”

“I don’t know, Mrs. Johnson, I have a hard time with men for some reason,” lamented Dylan.

“Nonsense, a pretty girl like you. I’ll land a man for you easy. Not a bad one like Selma has either. She has a terribly lazy man. Him sleeping with a maid like that. Not even their maid, like they can afford one. Oh, my God, that girl has five kids, weighs two stone more than an elephant, and her husband is NG, that stands for no good. I got stories I could tell about all that, but you know momma. Momma doesn’t gossip,” said momma.

Alanaza said, “Good, it’s all settled then. After breakfast, we will all go out and then the love of my life, Carl, will clean up this table, do the laundry, and arrange the limo service for the wedding.”

Carl finally got a word in edgewise. He replied, “Limo service?”

“Yes dear, you need to call them and check on the car. You got that?” asked Alanaza.

“Of course,” replied Carl.


Chapter 4

The fog of Carl’s nap was lifting. He could hear the basketball game running on the television. Basketball was never his sport. The game always made him sleepy. As his eyes came back into focus, Carl could hear more than just his television set. His bedroom shower was running. He had been home alone when he’d drifted off to his nap, so who could be showering? He rubbed his chin and decided to check it out. He slid out of his king-sized bed and headed for his master bathroom.

Carl called out, “Alanaza, are you home from flower shopping already?” No one replied. The silent treatment, huh? Well, he’d impress her and then she’d start praising him. “I have the transportation arrangements all hammered out.” Still nothing.

The bathroom door wasn’t locked. Carl had a one-of-a-kind shower stall installed in his master bathroom. The tiles inside the bath were made out in a pattern to match his old football jersey. No one was allowed to use the shower, but him. Well, no one else, but Alanaza and him of course so who else would it be inside.

As he approached the master bath’s door the water turned off. He entered the bathroom. The all-glass door of the shower stall was fogged up. Still, he could make out a form inside the shower, but not clearly enough to identify who it was.

He called out again, “Alanaza, did you hear me? I did exactly what I was told to do.”

The glass door opened. Dylan stepped out. She was as naked as the day she was born. The water clung to her body. Carl was suddenly very envious of those water drops. Her natural beauty stunned Carl in his tracks. His eyes looked over her shapely female breasts, but they didn’t linger upstairs too long. They kept exploring downward. Dylan just stood there dripping wet. Did she want him to see her? His eyes moved down. He had to know. He had to know the truth. Not so he could tell his mother either. He wanted to know for more lust-filled reasons.

“He shoots, he scores!” roared the television.

Carl shot up straight in his seat. The bowl full of tiny little pretzels sprung from his lap. The bowl and its contents hit his polished floor and then promptly scattered every which way. Where was he? Who scored? Where the hell did Dylan and his bathroom go? What the hell was going on?

It took him a second to register what was going on. The television was blaring at full volume, he was on his couch still, and his game snacks were on the floor. Damn, he had fallen asleep while watching the basketball game. Then he only dreamed he had woken up. That stunk. First because he’d looked forward to seeing this game all week and it was now already half over. Those breakfast biscuits had weighed heavily on his stomach and made him more sleepy than he normally was watching basketball. Yeah, it was all Dylan’s fault he’d been dreaming. Those damn biscuits had gotten him. That damn dreaming of her last night and her biscuits this morning made him nearly miss the whole game. Worse than that it had given him one of those stupid dreams where you dream you've just woken up. That terribly sexy Dylan and her heavy breakfast were ruining him.

Okay, so her breakfast wasn’t the biggest problem Carl had with her. The biggest problem was that she wasn’t here right now. In his master plan, Dylan and him would be bonding male style while watching the game. They’d be making up for lost guy time. They had twelve years to make up for. Too bad Dylan was off with his soon to be wife flower shopping instead. He could really have used a friend to watch the game with. When he had buddies over, he never napped during a game. Carl, you are getting old. This retirement shit was going to be hard without old friends to fill the gaps in his time.

He heard a dull buzz in the distance. The sound signaled that the laundry was done. He hit the record button and paused the TV. He’d watch the remainder of the game later. First thing first, he went to his knees and gathered up the pretzels. He put the bowl down next to his flat beer. All that could wait until later.

He thought, Carl, you should get a maid. He had a maid service, but they only came once a week. He really needed one to come every day. Of course, it felt funny to pay for laundry. Even he was domestic enough to clean his own laundry. Only it wasn’t just his laundry anymore. Now he had Alanaza and her expensive wardrobe to deal with. Men’s clothing just had two states; no longer clean enough to wear and when did that suddenly get dirty. Women’s clothes were dirty as soon as they left the closet. Worse, they had all kinds of special instructions to follow just to wash them. They looked great on a woman, but man, women’s clothes were a pain to deal with.

He headed toward the laundry room. He was supposed to do something else today as well. He had cleaned the breakfast nook table already so that wasn’t it. There was something else, though. Something that was wedding related. He shrugged. He had his guys-only stag party to prepare for, so there was no need to worry about unimportant things.

Alanaza was doing a girls only thing tomorrow at his mom’s house as well. His future wife wanted to be away from home all day tomorrow. It was some bother to do with not wanting him to see the bride before the wedding. Carl had no time for superstition. It all seemed silly. He’d seen all of her head to toe plenty of times. Still, it gave him a prime opportunity to arrange for his best buddies to come over and have a one last night stag party. He still needed to order the pizza and other goodies for it. Work, work, work, post career retirement style work never seemed to end.

He opened up the dryer. He scooped out the clothes inside. It was all Alanaza’s stuff. Seriously, she wore a week’s worth of clothes in one day. What did women do with all this stuff? Most of it he didn’t remember her wearing even once.

He carried the load upstairs. He went into his … well, their bedroom. She moved in with him last year. Sharing your pad with a chick was weird at first. It took a little getting used to even when your roommate is a supermodel. Still, most of last year he was on the road with the team or she was on the road modeling. Now with the wedding nearly here, they finally were really living with each other instead of occasionally bumping into each other when their schedules allowed. Yup, from now on it was going to be a lot different. Better, right? It was their pad really now. In a few days, he and she would become they. That’s what marriage was all about.

The master bedroom had two closets. One was a huge walk-in closet. He never went in there these days. He had no need. If you walked in there you only got lost in Alanaza’s jungle of outfits. His stuff was regulated to the side closet. His boys coming to the stag party would say he was p-whipped already for settling for the side closet. Well, a pussy like Alanaza’s was worth getting whipped for. They’d all be begging for a woman as great as Alanaza. A closet was a small thing to give up for your wife.

He popped the door open. Okay, Carl, impress your future wife. You need to figure out where all this stuff of hers goes. It should be easy, right? He put white shirts on hangers near the other white shirts. He hung up her other pants and shirts. Her workout clothes had their own section. So did her slippers, robes, sleep wear, and lastly the unmentionables.

He was nearly done. All he had left was her panties to put away. He opened a drawer filled with her panties. He started dropping panties inside. He was down to one last thing in the basket. At the bottom was a little yellow pair of panties. He picked them up. He put his hand over the drawer. He put them in. He closed the drawer. It was time to put the laundry basket away.

He started to leave when he noticed those yellow panties were still in his hand. He could have sworn he just put them away. He opened the panty drawer back up. He held that pair of panties in the air ready to drop them in. It was funny. That pair was similar to those panties he jerked too in all those years ago on prom night. They were just like the one’s Dylan had worn. Of course, Selma’s panties were cheap crap. Alanaza’s panties were super luxurious. They felt great in his hands. It was Dylan that wanted him to wear them all those years ago. He remembered the daydream he just had. Did she or didn’t she still have it? He shook his head. It didn’t matter, Carl.

Still he had a strange urge. He felt it building up inside him. It must be due to seeing Dylan again. She sucked him off while she had worn panties twelve years ago. Carl had liked it. She gave great head. He had never done that with a guy since then. He wouldn’t ever do that with a guy again. But was Dylan still a man or was she really a woman? This gender identity stuff, Carl didn’t really understand. But he was curious about it. He had to admit that much.

He needed to get this out of his system. He needed to jerk it out. He dropped his drawers. He pulled off his underwear. He wrapped those panties around his aroused shaft. Dyan claimed had done it wrong. Ha, there was no wrong way to do it. He was going to be satisfied. His cock head was poking out of those panties. He tucked it back in. His cock raged under its panty trap. He ran his fingertips over his hard-on. He started rubbing them harder and harder with the fabric of the panties. Yeah, this felt good. It felt really good.

“Oh, Dylan are you or aren’t you?” he muttered.

He couldn’t control himself. He gave his shaft good long strokes. He went balls to head over and over. Each time grinding those satin panties on his manhood. He went faster and faster. Oh yes, cum all over these panties. Carl, you little sexy beast, blow your wad. Then he did. He dropped a load. It blasted out of those panties and onto the closet floor. Having now cum, he was starting to regain some composure. It was a good thing he didn’t enjoy this, right? Did Dylan have him right all those years ago? Did she suspect he still had these strange urges? No, he hated seeing panties on Dylan. He didn't feel a thing for Dylan. He was Alanaza’s man. He was sure of it.

“I hate them,” he told the air.

He tossed the soiled panties into Alanaza’s panty drawer. They joined all her other petite pretty little friends. He then used his sock to clean the floor. He got dressed again. Dylan had been wrong about him all those years ago. Yes, he hated the idea of Dylan in those sexy comfortable panties. She had been all wrong about him. He hated the idea of getting in her panties, he repeated in his mind. He wanted to leave this tempting closet of forbidden fruits, but he lingered watching the open drawer filled with so many lovely panties. Each one seemed more luscious than the next. A touch of drool built up in the corner of his mouth. He slammed the drawer shut. I hate you all, he thought.

Well, this had been a one hundred percent successful experiment. He was in no way thinking about being with Dylan. No way in the world did he want that. He started to leave, stopped, gave the panties drawer one last haunting glance, and then left for good. He was going to be Alanaza’s now, so the past was better left in the past.


Chapter 5

“Now momma and I are leaving around eight o’clock tomorrow. I was wondering if we should bring Dylan along with us,” said Alanaza.

Carl was already tucked into bed. He was reading the Wall Street Journal. He was trying to read through the bullshit opinions page to see if bond rates would move in a more favorable direction. What he wasn’t doing was listening to his future wife. She had said something to him. Something about Dylan. The last person he wanted to think about right now was Dylan. Dylan was another person now. One Carl didn’t know. Heck, she didn’t even want to watch SportsCenter with him after dinner. It was like she was a completely different dude than the one he grew up with. He meant dude in the general since, not dude as in her being a dude. He put the paper down. Alanaza was nowhere to be seen. She wanted to talk so where was she?

He called out, “You there?”

She popped her head out of her closet. She was wearing a pink Barbie doll nightie. Oh man, after his past few wet dreams he needed to tap that. He had a strong urge to prove to himself that he was still a man. No way she’d give it up tonight, though. Not with the wedding so close. She was getting him horny to make the wedding night an extra randy session. He couldn’t blame her for that.

She said, “Dylan?”

“What about him … her?”

“Is she coming to my thing or yours tomorrow?”

That was a good question. Did she still have her thing? That was an even better question. Only he couldn’t tell his future wife how much he wanted to know that answer. Only he didn’t really want to know the answer. No, that wasn’t it at all. He wanted to know, but he wanted to know only if the answer was the one he dreamed about. That was because he wanted to finish off that moment from twelve years ago. In two days he’d be married. He’d be Alanaza’s forever. After that he’d never get to know what it was like. That was all probably for the best, though. Wait, there was no probably involved in this. It was for the best. He had a wonder, perhaps an urge, but he was a manly man so he could fight impure urges and win against them.

Carl replied, “Dylan didn’t say too much to me at dinner. She was too busy gabbing to you about Paris fashion. How was Dylan today at the florist?”

“Oh, she loved it.”

“Well, then perhaps you should keep doing the girl thing with her.”

Alanaza asked, “Girl thing?”

“Whatever it is you girls do when together.”

“You mean our yoga, lesbianism, and witchcraft?”

Carl nodded. He added, “Whatever it is you girls do. You don’t mind, do you?”

She smiled and added, “Nope.”

Momma burst into the bedroom. She asked, “What don’t my girl mind?”

Carl yelled, “Momma, you can’t just burst into my room at night. I could … err  … Alanaza is indecent.”

Momma said, “You mean skinny.” She went over and hugged Alanaza. She added, “Girl, we gonna put some curves on you.”

Alanaza replied, “Thanks. Is there something we can help you with?”

Momma shoved her to the side. She added, “Nope, just getting my Dylan a proper nightie. You have such cute ones and you’re nearly the same size as Dylan. I wish I could fit in them myself.”

Momma went rummaging through Alanaza’s closet. She wasn’t gone long. She came out with a slip of an article of clothing in her hand. She said, “Now Alanaza, once you’re married off you just have to help me with Dylan.”

“Help you what?” asked Alanaza.

“I’m talking about getting her a man. We have to get her one,” explained momma. She turned her attention to Carl. She asked him, “What about your old teammate T-Bone?”

Carl put his paper down again. He replied, “T-Bone? The dude has seven kids with eight different women.”

Alanaza asked, “How does that math work?”

“He once knocked up a lesbian couple, one of them, but it came two for one. But I don’t like to gossip. It’s complicated, is my point. My bigger point is, he’s available and willing,” added momma.

“Too willing,” interjected Carl.

Alanaza yawned. It was pretty obvious to Carl how fake a yawn it was. Still, it was a good attempt to get momma to leave. That’s just another thing he liked about Alanaza. She knew how to humor momma.

Alanaza said, “I could really use some sleep. We have a big day tomorrow. I want to look my best on my wedding day.”

Momma guided Alanaza to the bed. She said, “My poor child. Here’s Carl keeping you up with nonsense. My boy has not one drop of good manners. Let momma get you into bed.” After depositing Alanaza three feet closer to the bed, Momma headed for the door. She added as she left, “You could also use a new maid, Carl. The current one missed a huge stain on your closet floor.”

Momma left. Carl tried to act nonchalant. He watched Alanaza go back into her closet. She popped back out looking rather cross. She asked him, “Did you drop something on my closet floor while putting my laundry away and not clean it up?”

Her closet? The mortgage was in his name. Yet, she already owned the closet. Yup, he was p-whipped. He just wanted to tap the p part soon enough. He was tired of spilling it on his hardwood floor instead of in her vagina. Not that he’d admit to having done just that while he was alone in the house this afternoon. More to the point he did try to clean it up. Apparently, he had smeared it into the floor more than cleaned it, but he had tried!

He replied, “Not that I can recall.”

Alanaza scratched her head. She said, “I wonder where that smudge came from.”

Carl waved it off. He said, “I’ll call the cleaners and tell them to be extra careful next week.”

“Speaking of calling, what did the limo company say after you called them?”

Shit, that was what he had forgotten to do. He remembered to do it in his dream, though. That should count for something. Well, he wasn’t going to admit to that fact either. He replied, “Their line was busy all day.”

“That’s odd.”

“Great minds think alike. Must be why I’m marrying you. It was odd. It was just an outage, I bet. I’ll call again tomorrow. We got time.”

“Okay,” she replied. She looked a touch nervous despite the answer. Wedding jitters no doubt. She was fretting every detail. Carl didn’t have them at all. He was steady as a rock. Sure, he jerked off today while thinking about Dylan. But that wasn’t wedding jitters. That jerking off was nothing. Nothing. He was acting completely normal.

She kicked off her slippers. Then she climbed into bed. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. She called out, “Alexa, turn off the lights.”

“Lights off.”

Carl sat in the dark holding his newspaper. He guessed they were going to sleep now. He folded up the newspaper and stuck it on the nightstand. The price of bonds would have to wait. He was more worried about sleeping, than he was about his wedding. He worried most about what he’d dream about tonight while he was sleeping.


Chapter 6

The women had all left his house for the day and they wouldn’t be back until after the wedding was over. For one last brief moment in time, Carl’s man-cave was allowed to sprawl out into the rest of his house again. He’d spent the morning getting his living room set up for his stag party. This wasn’t a girlie shower like Alanaza was having with her model friends. No, this was a man’s party. This was a stag party as only football players could give it. He had twenty other men coming over. They were mostly ex-players or still active ones. Free from all his female entanglements, Carl could just let it loose and be a man again even if it was only for one night. He was happy already and the real action tonight hadn’t even begun yet.

T-Bone naturally was the first to arrive. He greeted Carl at the door, “What up dog?”

“Nothing yet,” said Carl.

T-Bone grabbed his crotch and replied, “We’ll fix that soon enough.”

“No strippers, T-Bone.”

“No worries there. I don’t like you well enough to pay for strippers.” T-Bone looked over the goodies Carl had laid out and said, “Man, I only see the beer. Where’s the champagne I bought? A great party starts with a great beverage, and this is going to be a great party. There was no better way to start a stag party then by getting toasted while toasting.”

Carl explained, “I’m chilling it. Then it comes out for the toasts.”

“Fuck that. Get it out right away.”

“T-Bone, this is my party. Don’t be messing with it.”

“Hey, it’s T-Bone you’re talking too. You know you’re good.”

T-Bone started to get out the champagne. Carl gave in and let it happen. He was too busy greeting guests. The rest of his guests arrived fashionably late as expected. They were all using a car service because drinking was very much on the table today.

After his last guest finished arriving, T-Bone handed out the champagne glasses as Carl gathered everyone in his television room. Inside the television room the music was bouncing, the beer was flowing, and the guys started blowing up plastic dolls.

T-Bone asked Carl, “Like our dates for your party?”

“They seem like your typical woman,” replied Carl.

“Don’t worry about the plastic ones, I got better ones coming.”

“Please tell me that you didn’t hire strippers."

“We have been over this issue. No worries, this is T-Bone you’re talking too.”

Carl rolled his eyes. He went over to the sound system and cranked it down. A round of boos came out. Carl announced, “Hold it down. This won’t take long. Since we all got champagne now, let’s start the toasting.”

Carl hoisted his champagne glass in the air. He said, “Now I want everyone to play a game with me. In turn we will raise a glass and toast to something we’re thankful for. Let’s start with T-Bone.”

T-Bone wasn’t his real name, but his nickname. Now it is a football tradition that you can’t give yourself a nickname, but T-Bone gave himself such a stupid nickname that everyone agreed to keep using it. That was a running back for you.

T-Bone lifted his glass and said, “I’m thankful I didn’t get drafted by suckass Miami.”

Carl said, “But T-Bone, you didn’t get drafted at all. You signed as a college free agent.”

“Still better than being drafted by Miami,” replied T-Bone. The room erupted in laughter. It was true. They all drank to that.

When the laughter died down, T-Bone asked Carl, “Why don’t you go next?”

“I’m going last,” explained Carl.

“Why?”asked T-Bone.

“That’s the tradition,” explained Carl.

T-Bone said, “Look, I’ve been married three times. Two of those times legally even, and I never heard of any tradition that went like that. Go on. Tell us how much you like that fine Brazilian ass you’re marrying. Rub it in that you got supermodel pussy on a plate to eat every night. That’s better than ribs and baked beans or so I’ve heard.”

The guys all made inappropriate sounds making it known they agreed with T-Bone. Carl knew Alanaza was hot stuff. Everyone else knew it too. The guys weren’t envious much. It was just that they were going to stick it to Carl all night long. That much was obvious.

Carl boasted, “I don’t like to brag, but it’s true.”

“I’ll drink to that,” said T-Bone. After downing his champagne T-Bone shoved Carl into a seat. “Now let’s skip the boring games of our toasting because we got to start with the real fun.”

Carl said, “T-Bone, no strippers.”

“Hush up, wedding boy. I’m the MC now. The guys decided behind your back on it,” replied T-Bone. “Let’s start with the presents. Think of these as just small tokens of affection from your closest friends and myself.”

The guys started burying Carl in wrapped boxes. It was an unexpected outpouring of generosity from the guys. He was touched. T-Bone was the last one to toss a box on Carl.

“You guys shouldn’t have,” said Carl.

T-Bone grabbed his box back. “In that case I’ll keep mine.” The crowd booed T-Bone. He added, “Guys, guys, I’m just kidding. You know the dollar store doesn’t do returns.”

Carl asked, “What happens next?”

“You start opening.” T-Bone pulled a box from the pile. He read the card. He announced, “The first one is from Kevin.”

It was a hard and round present. It felt like a can. Carl tore off the wrapping. He announced, “It’s a can of Brazil nuts.”

T-Bone said, “The guys and I heard about those Brazilian women. We heard, not all of them are strictly women, if you know what I mean. Not that we’re judging you. Though, we sort of figured you’d be eating a lot of those from now on.”

The guys all laughed. There was another round of champagne. Then Carl went to work on another package. The tag said it was from Roger. He played opposite Carl for two years before a knee injury cut his career short. It felt like a book. That was more like it. Carl loved reading. Mostly he liked reading sports articles written about himself, but those days were over now. Carl tore it open. He read out loud the title, Bi-Curious George.

“A literary classic,” added T-Bone.

“I’m starting to sense a theme here,” muttered Carl.

T-Bone said, “Well, open mine next. But you have to guess what it is. What is long, hard, and brown?”

“It better not be a Brazilian dick,” replied Carl.

T-Bone said, “Damn, you got a dirty mind. It’s just cigars.”

The guys erupted in laughter. Carl dug himself out of the boxes and stood up. He said, “If these are all hilarious joke gifts, then I’ll open the rest later.”

T-Bone said, “Not so fast. We got one more gift that’s so hot it’ll explode if not opened right away.”

Carl replied, “Tell me you didn’t really hire a stripper.”

“Nope. I got the next best thing. I got right here in my hot hand, stripper in a box.”

T-Bone unwrapped a gift. It was a DVD. He read the title out loud, Brazil the Hard Way. It’s a documentary. Very educational.”

“Really?” asked Carl.

“Nah, it’s porn.”

The crowd cheered. T-Bone set about to play the DVD. Carl set about to fill his empty glass. Several in the crowd threatened T-Bone with banter such as, these chicks better be hot.

T-Bone announced, “Now Carl I want you front and center so you get the best view.”

Carl reluctantly sat down in the Lazy-Boy chair directly in front of his wide screen TV. The guys placed blow up dolls on either side of him. T-Bone was unwrapping more gifts.

T-Bone said, “We have some movie watching gifts to aid in your enjoyment of this fine feature. Steve here brought you a very lovely jar of Vaseline. And Larry, got you this box of Kleenex. Finally, there is Dave, the guy that beat you in the AFC championship game …” a boo went across the room. “Now take it easy on Dave. We all know he was playing left bench when the game’s winning touchdown was scored. And he’s made it up to Carl. He bought him a brand-new electric razor to shave those hairy palms after he’s done watching our movie.”

The amount of effort the guys put in to thoroughly embarrass him was in a way touching. If there wasn’t low rent porn on his TV playing right now, he might even thank T-Bone for taking over his party. Instead, he’d grin and bear it through a movie which no doubt was going to be a very bad flick.

The FBI warning came up. There was a round of booing. It was followed by music so canned it sounded like it was played on tins of baked beans.  Next came a series of random headshots of the fine girls who would be getting gored in the movie. The nice thing about Brazilian porn was you couldn’t tell the fake names from the real ones. The last thing to bore you before the porn started was a still shot of a random beach with a title superimposed on it.

Carl said, “Could I get a beer, please?”

T-Bone replied, “Don’t worry, in a minute you won’t have a free hand to drink that beer.”

“It’s that good of a movie?”

“Naturally, it’s T-Bone talking so you know it must be good. What do we always say? In T-Bone we trust. Unless you’re a woman. Then T-Bone gonna fuck you over. T-Bone has to do what a T-Bone has to do where women are concerned.”

The room lights dimmed. Carl relaxed. He sank into his seat. He was going to watch it no matter what so he might as well enjoy it. The film began. The action opened with a sexy woman in a high-cut yellow and green bikini strolling on a Rio beach. She had long dark hair tied up in a ponytail. Her body was tight and all natural. She looked to be about twenty. She was way more attractive than Carl was expecting. Maybe T-Bone was done fooling around. Guys joked with each other over all kinds of things, but porn was a serious business to most. The woman on the screen pulled her swim bottoms into her crack. She twerked to the camera lens. A hush fell over the room. You could have heard a pin drop. Carl thought he heard a zipper or two drop as well.

A guy came up to the woman. They were talking Portuguese to each other. Carl didn’t need to know a word of the language to know what he was asking her to do. He did know it didn’t matter what she said back to him because she was being paid to say yes no matter the request.

The scene jumped. They were now in a shabby bedroom. There was a second guy in there. You didn’t need to be a weatherman to know which way the wind or this girl was about to blow. Both guys were quickly dropping drawers. She sucked them one at a time. She held the other guy’s dong in her hand as she went to town on the other dude. Frankly, Carl got bored. Why do directors think guys want to see close up of double dongs was beyond him? This sexy girls hadn’t even been properly fondled yet and they were showing that much cock. Carl was no porn aficionado, but he had basic good taste. Something this porn’s director clearly lacked.

“When is she going to get naked!” yelled out someone in the dark.

T-Bone shouted back, “Keep it in your pants boys, it’s coming, it’s coming! And then both guys will be cumming soon after.”

Almost on cue the girl stood up. The two men started kissing her. They were fighting for her lips. Their hands moved to her breasts. That bikini top didn’t offer much resistance. Out came her boobs. They were both pierced. The guys went in on her tits. One set of lips sucking on each nipple. Their hands both toyed with the piercing on her belly button.

“Those boys better watch out, her nips come armed with hooks!” shouted someone.

“Myself, I like a little plaything on my playthings,” said T-Bone.

The camera moved down. Their hands reached her forbidden zone. They slipped under her bikini bottom. The two guys’ hands were rubbing her. They were working her hard. They were working her raw. They used their free hands to hold the two ends of her bikini string. Finally, they pulled on those strings. Her bottom fell down to the floor.

There was a collective shout of, “Aweeeeeee!”

T-Bone laughed hysterically. He said, “I got you guys. I got all of you.”

He did get them too. That girl on the screen was no cis-girl at all. She was sporting an impressive woody and she knew how to use it. That cock of hers was staring Carl right in the face. He wasn’t thinking about the cock on the screen, though. His mind was focused on Dylan. Did she or didn’t she? He wanted to know. That desire to know was consuming him. The guys were being all fun and games about it, but deep down inside their fun and games were hurting him. Was his desire wrong? Is that why they all were joking about it? Or was it natural and all of them were too insecure in their masculinity to admit the fact? He tore himself away from the screen. He was afraid of his desire. He could take a free safety hit while crossing the middle, but he worried that he wasn't man enough to own up to his desires.


Chapter 7

Carl’s head was spinning. He had drunk five glasses of champagne at his party. No, it was more like six … maybe seven. Okay, it was too many to remember how to count properly after drinking them all. In other words, it was a great party. It had been a great send off to his bachelor days. By the end of tomorrow he’d be married to the girl of his dreams. The only problem with that statement was that his last few dreams didn’t include her. Anyone in his right mind would dream of Alanaza. Why wasn’t he? The ribbing all night long from his pals didn’t help matters. He kept thinking about Dylan and his missed opportunity all those years ago. He wasn’t so much afraid about the fact if or if not he was that type of man anymore, he was now more afraid that he was exactly that type of man and had suppressed his feelings to appease a bunch of people like T-Bone. Only, really T-Bone wasn’t that bad a guy. He’d only been kidding today. He didn’t know the truth of the situation. His train of thoughts on the matter was distracted by T-Bone’s babbling.

“I’m not as drink as you drunk I am,” muttered T-Bone.

A car drove up Carl’s driveway. Carl tapped T-Bone on the shoulder. He said, “Time to go buddy. Your car has arrived.”

T-Bone was sitting on Carl’s hedge. He blinked as the car’s headlights neared them. Then he staggered to his feet. He said, “My chariot awaits me.”

“It sure does. And T-Bone, thanks for running the good times for me today. You’re a real good friend if not a little too hooked up on gender issues.”

“Gender issues? I don’t know what that phrase means.”

“Then forget it.”

T-Bone replied, “No sweat. Oh, speaking of good friends, I almost forgot this. You have one more present for you to open.” He pulled out a long box from his pocket.

Carl said, “Keep it.  I have enough gag gifts from my friends to last me a lifetime.”

“This is no gag gift. Your momma gave it to me to give to you tonight. It’s from some Dylan person. I don’t remember playing ball with a Dylan, though. Dylan is the name of your best man, right?"

“It is.”

“It isn’t right for a best man to miss the stag party. He better have a good excuse.”

“She,” corrected Carl.

“She? I may be drunk but I’m not so drunk as to think that best men aren’t he’s, Carl. I know my pronouns.”

“Forget it.”

“Forgotten. Anyway, your momma would whoop my ass if I forgot to hand it over. She said Dylan was a world class friend of yours.”

“Thanks,” said Carl, taking the box from T-Bone.

“Who is he?”

“She.”

“Fine, be too drunk to use your pronouns correctly. Who is she?”

“she was a great friend of mine. Now I’m not so sure who she is. She’s changed and maybe I have too. Maybe we’ve both changed too much. It won’t matter in a day.”

T-Bone replied, “When you talk cryptic, you go all in. She, he, who cares?”

“I know. But the truth is that Dylan was an old high school football buddy. We played great ball together. He couldn’t make it here for the wedding,” explained Carl.

T-Bone asked, “Where is he?”

“Gone.”

“Dead? You can’t have a dead best man!”

Carl shook his head. “He’s gone but not forgotten. I mean, he isn’t gone for good, though, in a way, but then I worry he is gone. She’s all that I have left. I worry about how sexy she is. Oh, I don’t know anymore.”

“I’m going to get in this car before you start making sense.”

T-Bone was off. All his guests were now gone. Carl was alone. He wandered back inside the house. It was a mess. The maid service would charge him double to clean up after this party. Oh well, it was only money. He had that.

He climbed his stairs headed for the master bedroom. The cuckoo clock on the wall next to the staircase read midnight. Did the party really go on until that late? It must have. Time, they say, flies when everyone is having fun at your expense. All those guys ribbing him over Alanaza for maybe being transgendered just because she was Brazilian was a waste of good humor. He knew Alanaza inside and out. If only they knew her, like Carl did, then they’d know how much of a woman she really was. No, it was Dylan they should have joked about. Only it wasn’t funny. Dylan was a human being. She deserved respect and not their ridicule. Guys can be cruel when they are not around within earshot of a woman. He was glad Dylan went to Alanaza’s party instead. Yeah, Dylan was more Alanaza’s type of person than his now. He’d lost his friend. He had to face that fact.

Don’t get mad about it now, Carl. That’s the situation and it isn’t Dylan's fault. The fault was with him. Maybe he couldn’t be friends with one chick while he was married to another woman.

He sat down on the edge of his bed. He tried to take his socks off. He couldn’t because his hands were full. He was still holding Dylan’s gift. He must be drunk if he was carrying around stuff he couldn’t remember carrying. Curiosity got the better of him. He tore open the box. There was a plastic blue stick inside. Well, that sucked. More useless crap was not what he needed. Why would Dylan give him a stick? He’d ask her later. 

He stood up. He struggled out of his pants and shirt. He yawned. He went into the bathroom. He dropped his underwear in the hamper. He stepped into the shower. A nice hot shower might knock the alcohol fueled cobwebs out of his noggin. After a few minutes soaking in the steam, he turned off the water. He stepped out onto the cold tile floor and dried himself. He looked in his mirror. He was still in perfect playing shape. He grinned at himself.

“Carl my man, you still got it,” he boasted to himself.

He went to the sink to brush his teeth. He put toothpaste on the brush. He stuck it in his mouth. The brush was a long thin stick made of plastic. It was the same as, yet different than Dylan’s gift. Maybe you put her gift in your mouth too? Carl stopped brushing. Oh crap, she didn’t buy him one of those, did she?

He went back into the bedroom. He picked up Dylan’s gift. He examined it up close. He flipped it over. He examined it again. The fuck? It was clearly a plastic dong. Only this dick had two ends. Who needed a double headed dildo? It was just another gag gift. His hands grew moist. They were sweaty. It was odd. He had hands of steel. He had the best hands in the league. They had never grown wet from nerves during a game. Why was he so nervous about holding Dylan’s cock in his hand? Somehow, he expected more from Dylan. He expected a lot more from Dylan than her plastic dick. He expected her real one. Wait, no not that. Yes, Carl, that. He knew he wanted it. He dropped the plastic cock on the bed. He didn’t want to know the answer to if this plastic stick was all she had left. Oh, but he felt he knew the answer already. Dylan almost made him hers once. He’d give anything for a second chance. One last chance before he got married.

He slipped into Alanaza’s closet. He opened her panty drawer. No one would know. No one. He was going to rub one out Dylan style. It would only be fantasy, but it would have to do. He pulled out a white pair of hiphuggers. He carried them out of the closet. That damn T-Bone and his tranny movie had gotten Carl so stirred up. Yes, this was his fault. In no way did Carl want to do this. It was the movie, he told himself. The movie put him over the top.

He wrapped those panties around his shaft. Oh my, those panties felt so good. His dick went hard inside those panties fast. He ran his finger tips up and down his shaft. Then he eyed the rest of her clothing. Why stopped at panties? Tonight was his night. His last night being just him. Tomorrow he’d be him and her forever.

Oh my, I’m really into this. I’m totally into this. Those lucky girls in T-Bone’s video. They learned so young that they were into this. They didn’t wait until thirty like Carl had. They did it while they were still young and single. They were like Dylan. Oh, sexy Dylan how Carl wanted her now. He shook his head. But he couldn’t shake out those thoughts anymore because they were true. What happened in the limo all those years ago was the truth. He liked Dylan dressed in those panties. He wanted Dylan to touch him all over while wearing them. Dylan being his best friend had him pegged right all those years ago. Carl was a man that liked women, cis or trans didn’t matter. He’d denied himself of his true sexual cravings for far too long.

He reached his hands under the panty liner. He wrapped both hands around his engorged penis. He started jerking it. He didn’t do it gently either. He worked himself hard. The harder he slapped skin on skin with his manhood, the more he liked it.

“You need some help?” asked Dylan.

Carl’s mind didn’t register the offer right away. It was so busy doing more important work, so it didn’t want distractions. Someone had just spoken to him. Dylan had spoken to him. Dylan! He stopped mid-double jerk. He slowly turned around. Standing there was Dylan. She was here in the flesh watching him abuse his flesh. He let go of his manhood and tossed the panties on the floor. This moment was real all right.

Carl asked, “Why are you …”

Dylan interrupted him before he could ask. She said, “Alanaza was worried you hadn’t called the limo company yet. She called and called you to verify that you’d called them, but no one answered. Finally, I agreed to come over and ask. I wanted to put her mind at ease. You know brides on their wedding night. She’s nervous. So nervous in fact that she’s eaten out half the young models at the party and still has energy to burn. Never seen a bride dyke out so much on the eve of her wedding.”

Carl stammered, “Eating other models out?”

“She’s good with the tongue, Carl. She’s good all over. I can honestly say I had a good time at her party. I can assure you of that. How was your party?”

“It … it was … it was … a gay time. I mean … this probably looks odd. Me jerking off with my soon to be wife’s panties. I can explain, I think.” Carl felt like an idiot. He was rambling.

“No need to explain. I know. I knew it twelve years ago, I know it now. You’re into women like me heart and soul. You love femboys.” Dylan walked into the closet. She moved right next to him. They stood face to face.

“I forgot to call the limo service today,” said Carl.

“Who gives a fuck,” replied Dylan.

She dropped to her knees. It was prom night all over again. She inhaled his cock right down to his balls. It was better than twelve years ago. She must have sucked a whole lot of dick during the passing years. On prom night she was just an apprentice. Now she was a master.  She somehow managed to wrap her tongue around it like a snake. She was leaking drool as she guzzled his love pump. Her hands grabbed hold of his ass cheeks. She was using them for added leverage. She had a firm grip. Those strong former quarterback hands were pulling his ass cheeks apart. She started bobbing her head. In and out his member went, wetter and wetter his shaft got. Her saliva was building up. It started dribbling off his balls. He tried to hold back and make the moment last but he couldn’t. He added his own white foam moisturizer to the brew stirring in her mouth.

She came off him. She smacked her lips once. Then she swallowed his whole load like a Christmas cracker. She stood up and turned her back to him.

“Unzip me,” ordered Dylan.

"This … this is a mistake, Dylan.”

“Unzip me!”

“I’m getting married tomorrow. I don’t think I can do more than we just did. I shouldn’t have done even that. I should have never invited you here. It has awakened feelings that should have never been awakened.”

“Carl, you can’t deny yourself and live a lie. Unzip me.”

“No, I’m Alanaza’s now.”

“That’s hours away. Unzip me now. We got tonight, forget about tomorrow until it arrives. Tonight, be yourself for once.”

Carl blinked. He couldn’t deny how much he wanted Dylan. She was right. There was something deep down in him not satisfied. He’d denied himself for too long. He unzipped her dress. Tonight was tonight.

She shimmied out of it and it fell to the floor. She was still athletically toned all over. She had on just a tiny pair of black panties and a matching bra. Her panties covered that which Carl wanted to know the answer to more than the secret of eternal life.

Dylan didn’t seem ready to give up her secrets. She pulled a black nightie from a hanger. She pulled it on over her head.

Dylan said, “Alanaza has such nice things. They’re so much fun to wear. You’re a lucky guy to have access to a closet like this. Shall we play with her clothes together?” She picked up a blonde wig. She added, “Follow me.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the bathroom. A cute bitch like you needs to be made up before I ride you hard and put you to bed wet.”

“Ah, what?”

Carl followed her toward the bathroom. He watched her ass peeking out of that nightie. He’d seen Alanaza in the same nightie before. There was hardly a difference between the two women. Dylan and Alanaza were so similar. It couldn’t be a coincidence. He had fallen for Alanaza because she had reminded him of Dylan. He knew the truth now.

“Sit on the stool,” ordered Dylan.

“This is Alanaza’s makeup station.”

“Sit!”

He sat. She worked on him. She made his face. The more she worked the more he looked like a she. He was hers. He was Dylan’s creation. The wig was the final touch. She positioned it, teased the hair, and then stepped back.

“What do you think?” asked Dylan.

“This is a bit weird.”

“Queer, Carl.  The word is queer.”

“Is this necessary.”

“Stand up.”

Carl followed her command. He stood up. She ordered, “Put your hands on the makeup table. Point that sissy ass toward me.”

He knew what was about to happen. He made sure that he followed her every word. No way he would miss out this time. No way. He felt something press against his bare ass. Dylan kisses the back of his neck. As she kissed, she ground her pelvic region into his buns. There was something down there. There was something long, hard, and masculine lurking in Dylan’s black panties. He had his answer at last. It was yes. Oh my, it was a big yes.

“She’s gonna go inside you,” said Dylan.

“Twelve years too late,” replied Carl.

“It was nice of your stag party buddies to supply the Vaseline. I found the jar downstairs when I came in.”

Dylan gobbed Vaseline on his butt. She massaged it in. He felt her fingers probe his anal rim. Then a slick finger snuck in. Then a friend joined it. Soon three greased up friends went hunting up his ass. In and out they moved. Each time his ass relaxed more allowing it to be finger banged more efficiently.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“It’s turning me on.”

“I always found it funny how much you straight guys love being a bottom.”

"I like it."

"No, you love it."

"Yes, I love it."

“You haven’t felt anything yet.”

The fingers came out. In snaked a monster to replace them. For the first time it hurt. It burned. His whole pelvic region was on fire. He gave out a soft little cry.

“It will be okay. The first time is the hardest,” said Dylan.

Carl knew her glorious dick was all the way in now. He felt her shaved balls slap his ass. Dylan started thrusting. Her balls kept the rhythm slapping all the way. He looked up to see his painted face in the mirror. He was a pretty little bitch now. For eight years, he was on an all-male professional football team swapping spit, slapping ass, and showering with the boys. Now he was retired, and he could finally be the bitch he was always meant to be without fear of what those jocks would think of him.

He only wondered why it had to feel so good. He ejaculated. His last night as a free man should have lasted longer. He pumped his white sticky load all over Alanaza’s makeup as Dylan rammed his ass with her rod. He had an anal orgasm. He hadn’t even needed to touch his cock.

“Did you cum?” asked Dylan. Carl nodded his head. She pulled out. “Good, I don’t top men that often anymore. But I’d waited too long for that moment so I couldn’t pass it up.”

“But you didn’t ...”

“Yet,” she added. “Come to bed with me.”

She pulled off the nightie. She unleashed her breasts. They were perfect round orbs. He put his hands on them. They were real. He played with her nipples.

“Go over to the bed and lay on your back.”

“What are we going to do next?” asked Carl.

“We’re a couple of bottoms now. Girls eat muff and trib out. I want to trib you hard, Carl.”

“But we can’t …”

“Lay on your back. I’ll do the rest.”

He moved to the bedroom. He tried to hide it. It being his fear. He’d just let a woman fuck him and he loved it. He was afraid this was more than a one-night thing. But it had to be a one-night thing, right? Tomorrow he’d be Alanaza’s. She wasn’t gifted like Dylan. That fear didn’t stop him. He laid on the bed. He wanted to rub cock to cock with Dylan. He wanted to see her feminine love shaft in all its glory.

Dylan climbed on top of him. Her member was stiff. It waved to Carl as she climbed aboard. She was completely naked. There were no secrets between them anymore. She slapped him in the thigh. She ordered, “Lift this leg.”

Carl lifted his right leg. Dylan pressed it to her chest. She then straddled his left leg. She began to gyrate. She worked her hips. Slowly her scissored legs interlocked with his. Their midsection found each other. He could feel her rock-hard cock mash against his. He began to find the rhythm of the situation. He moved under her, thrusting up with his hips. Tighter and tighter they bounded. They were cock to cock tribbing. The question wasn’t if they’d climax, but when.

Dylan came first. Carl felt her hot load squirm between their grinding bodies. Dylan didn’t let up. She presses down harder. She gave Carl all she had. He blew another load. It gushed between their bodies. They continued to gyrate together. They mixed their cum into an orgasmic stew.

Finally, Dylan let up. She collapsed onto the bed. Carl worked on regaining his breath. When his heavy breathing stopped, he tried to spoon with Dylan. She didn’t allow it. She shot quickly out of bed.

He said, “Don’t leave me now.”

She replied, “I have to get back to Alanaza, my love. She needs to know about the limo.”

“I called them.”

“I’ll tell her.  Plus, I need to get back to catch the rerun SportsCenter.”

“You still watch SportsCenter.”

“Of course, I haven’t changed from before, Carl. I’m just more accepting of who I am. Maybe you should be too.”

‘But I love Alanaza, I do.”

“And you’re going to marry her. There’s a wedding tomorrow and I need to assure her things are alright before she dykes everyone in town.”

“But are they?”

“No, because everyone in town isn’t a dyke. You are, but not everyone.”

“No, I mean are things still alright?” asked Carl.

She kissed her hand and placed it on his forehead. She replied, “Carl, my dear, you’re such a fucking good future husband.”


Chapter 8

Carl played with the flower in his lapel. One by one the wedding guests were being escorted to their seats. Carl studied each guest’s face from the front of the church. Their eyes glanced at him as if each one stood judging him. It was like each guest knew the truth. They all knew Carl was a fag now.

There’s nothing wrong with it Carl, he told himself. Being gay or having gay thoughts was perfectly natural. It was part of human nature. Sure, he knew that but it didn’t stop the guilt. He wasn’t a self-hating bigot. He wasn’t, but he still hated himself today. He’d cheated on his future wife. He’d fucked his best man last night. Well okay, she’d pegged him and he had loved it. It was wrong no matter how right it had felt at the time. Being your true self never felt worse than right now for Carl. Your wedding day is a terrible time to have second thoughts, Carl.

“Your best man looks like a chick,” said T-Bone.

Carl was too deep in thoughts so he didn’t fully register T-Bone’s words. He could only manage a weak response. He replied, “Huh?”

“The chick with the nice booty in the tux over there. I heard that she’s your best man. You know, she’s kind of really smoking hot. How did Alanaza ever allow you to have a best man that is so good looking?”

“It sort of just happened.”

“Just happened? I wish a chick like that just happened to me.” T-Bone shot him one in the ribs. “You must have that woman of yours wrapped around your finger. You’re a wise man, Carl. I wish I’d thought of having a chick for a best man. I’d probably still be married to one of my wives, heck all my wives if I was allowed one of those kinds of best man,” said T-Bone.

“She’s …” Carl stopped himself. There was no need to say more.

“She’s what?”

“A very dear old friend,” added Carl.

“I might make her my new friend too then.” T-Bone started patting his pockets. He added, “Shit, I need to give her the rings. Do you think she’ll reach in my pocket for them?”

“T-Bone, she’s way too much of a woman for you. Trust me.”

“Nonsense. No woman alive is too much for T-Bone.” T-Bone set off with the rings to give them to Dylan.

Carl was sorry to see T-Bone leave. He had liked the distraction from his guilt. Then he saw Alanaza’s great grandfather enter the church. They’d flown him up from Brazil just to give her away. Carl, you can’t tell that old man the wedding is off. You can’t tell everyone here you’ve found yourself and yourself and Alanaza don’t mix. Because you do mix. You’ve mixed so well for so long. One night doesn’t ruin it all. So what then? You’re going to live a lie, Carl? It wasn’t a lie, though. He loved Alanaza still. He knew it. It was one night.

“Oh, my little man is going to be a husband,” said momma as she broke away from her usher and moved on Carl fast. She gave one look at Carl and pinched his cheek.

“Momma!”

“A man ain’t never too old to be pinched by momma. Although, after fifty you men have seemed to stop pinching momma back. Momma likes them young and with strong pinching fingers.”

“Momma!”

“Hush up. There’s no one listening. Carl, I’ve never seen you so worked up. Is something wrong?”

“No.”

“Come on, you can always tell momma.”

Carl relaxed. She was right, he needed to tell someone. Last night he had the best sex of his life and he wanted more of it. He needed more of it. And that meant that maybe he and Alanaza should not be together.

“Momma, Dylan and I …”

Momma interrupted him and shouted across the church, “Dylan, you look so lovely!”

With that momma left Carl alone. The sweat started to pour off Carl’s face. Man, you can”t even tell your mother the truth about your self-doubt. Do something quick, Carl. Do something. But he didn’t do a thing. He just stood there like an idiot lost in guilt.

The music started up on the church organ. The crowd went silent. Momma rushed to her seat. Carl’s men all lined up alongside him.

The priest came out and stood in front of them all. Carl noticed that a few heads in the audience were focused on Dylan as she assumed the best man's spot next to Carl. It was too late. Carl hadn't acted and now he’d have to give in. He’d have to surrender his true nature.

He could feel Dylan next to him. She was just like any best man. She was there to give him strength at a time when he needed it. She knew him better than he knew himself. The way a best man should. Carl offered Dylan a weak smile. She patted him on the ass. Dylan said, “Don’t look so nervous. It’s your wedding, not your funeral.”

Those were kind words, but they didn’t ease his tension. Standing so near Dylan only built up his tensions to the near breaking point. Didn’t she know how he truly felt? Of course she did, so why was she so confident in him?

The priest was saying something to the audience. Carl couldn’t bear hearing his words about commitment, love, and trust after last night with Dylan. He tried to focus on something else. He studied the faces in the crowd.

His eyes fell on Selma. Shit, her fat ass was here. Momma must have invited everyone she knew. In a way this was all Selma’s fault. Had she put on prom night all those years ago under the bleachers, Carl would never have had that first gay experience. He’d never be in the situation he was now in. He’d be normal. Oh, but he was normal. It was the other people, the haters, that weren’t normal. Dylan didn’t make him feel abnormal. She was born this way. She’d be this way no matter what.

He looked at his guests that were old teammates and current players. All those guys from the stag party were haters. Those guys joined T-Bone in having fun with all the tranny jokes. They had to be haters, right? Those haters, he watched them now. Only there wasn’t hate to be seen in their eyes. They all seemed into the moment as the bridesmaids marched up the aisle.

He turned T-Bone. Did T-Bone see Carl differently now? No, T-Bone was too busy eyeing Dylan with lust. Yeah, T-Bone didn’t hate anyone. He still digged his ex-wives even though they were sick of him. Maybe, it was all in his head. Maybe, the hate was only in him. Yes, the only one with loathing in his heart right now was him. Perhaps, he should forgive himself. But he didn’t know if he could.

Alanaza started down the aisle. She was side by side with her great grandfather. He was giving her to Carl. She was so lovely. She just plain exploded in her wedding dress. Carl’s eyes fixated on her.

“She looks amazing,” whispered Dylan into his ear.

“I know, I know,” replied Carl.

“You're so lucky to find someone that accepts you as you,” said Dylan.

“But does she?”

“She does,” said Dylan.

“But she can’t know the real me, I barely know the real me.”

“She wouldn’t be marrying you if she didn’t know.”

The thoughts of Dylan, self-loathing, and fear started easing away. Carl, you made the right choice. You love Alanaza. You might have been attracted to her because she reminded you of Dylan at first, but you love her for who she is. A good wide receiver trusts his quarterback. If Dylan said she was the right one for you, she had to be.

Alanaza came up beside him and grabbed his hand. She held it firm. She gave him a warm smile and looked deep into his eyes. He loved her. He did. What of his true self? What happened to him?


Chapter 9

“And now it is time for the groom to dance with his mother,” announced the MC.

Carl flashed a smile at his blushing bride. After the ceremony, Alanaza looked positively glowing. Really, she was radiant in that designer gown of hers. Once Carl accepted that he was doing the right thing, the ceremony had gone off like clockwork. Really, it was beyond perfection, given he cheated on his future wife the night before with Dylan. The wedding was better than he ever expected. All it had taken was those few words from Dylan for him to realize that he wanted to marry Alanaza more than anything. Last night was last night. Now he was Alanaza’s forever more. He blew his bride a kiss. She eyed one of her bridesmaids and yawned back at Carl. That was not the reaction he was hoping for. Perhaps, his ideas of her radiance were more in his mind than in her actions. Well, you couldn’t blame her for post ceremony blues. Every wedding was sort of an adrenaline drain for the bride. He’d perk her up in the honeymoon suite tonight.

He came out from behind the long table reserved for the wedding party. His momma was waiting on the dance floor for him. He took her in his arms. The DJ spun up, It’s Raining Men.

“Momma, couldn’t you have picked a more appropriate song?” said Carl.

Momma replied, “Why are you so grumpy? Really Carl, it’s like you got a stick shoved up your ass last night.”

Carl fake laughed. “Momma, I never had a thing up my ass.”

“Maybe you should have had my foot up your ass once in a while then. It might have kicked some good musical appreciation into you.” She then grabbed Carl and began spinning him around the dance floor. She continued, “Look at your bride. She’s yawning, yawning on her wedding day. Now that ain’t right. That right there is example number one why you don’t have the S E X before your wedding day. She already knows your dull surprise. She has nothing left to anticipate. In my day a girl was virgin terrain on her wedding day.”

“Momma, I don’t think I want to hear more.”

“Hush up. Momma’s favorite song is playing. Now where was I? Oh yes, that first pop of wedding inspiration. In my day it made a bride’s wedding day be all about that first taste of penis. The yawning didn’t begin until you both hit the honeymoon sheets. Well, it was not exactly yawning, but your mouth was wide open during what you would be doing. Nowadays, who knows? She’s seen all your goods Carl. There’s no anticipation left.”

“Momma, please!”

“Mr. Know-it-all don’t want to talk about the birds and bees on your wedding day? It’s my dance. We talk about what momma wants to talk about during momma’s dance.”

Carl replied, “She was up late last night with her model friends, that’s what all the yawning is about, momma. She’s not bored. She’s just tired.”

“Momma don’t know nothing about that. Momma went home early from her party to get her beauty sleep. That’s why momma looks so pretty today. It was a fun party, though. Look at those bridesmaids of hers, you could just eat them up, they are so cute.”

Carl swallowed hard. “Yes momma, according to what Dylan told me that might also have something to do with the yawning as well.”

“Carl, you never talk nothing but nonsense.”

They spun around the floor. Momma was getting into the lyrics. She was nailing the hallelujahs like raining men was a religious experience for her. Carl grinned and bore it. Momma could be so embarrassing at times. Although honestly after letting someone take his anal virginity, could anything embarrass him anymore? They passed by the wedding party table. There was Dylan sitting with his crew. She was sitting right next to T-Bone. Poor T-Bone was whispering sweet nothings in her ear.

“Momma, are you going to let T-bone pick up Dylan?” asked Carl.

“Maybe the best thing to ever happen to that man,” replied Momma.

The music ended. The MC announced, “And now get your wallets out. It’s time to pony up some dough if you want to get a chance to dance with the bride.”

Needless to say, when you’re marrying a supermodel and your guests are mostly football players, there is no maybe in the desire of the guys in the room to want to dance with your wife. A long line was forming. The line included a lot of bridesmaids as well. That was a fact Carl couldn’t help but notice.

Carl passed Alanaza on his way back to his seat. She whispered to him, “Must I dance with them all?”

“That’s the tradition,” replied Carl.

“Oh well, if it is a tradition. As I used to say when I was poor and eighteen living in Brazil, so long as they’re paying,” said Alanaza.

Wait what, thought Carl. Alanaza hit the dance floor and the music started up. He slinked back to his seat. He had lived Alanaza for a year off an on, but it seemed like there was still a lot to learn about his new wife. More than he wanted to know. There was more she needed to learn about him as well. Carl wondered what Dylan knew about Alanaza that made her so sure she was the one for Carl.

He sat down next to his best man … woman … well, Dylan. Dylan whispered to him, “She sure seems to know how to take cash from a man.”

“I noticed,” muttered Carl.

Dylan continued, “Don’t sound so gloomy.”

Carl said, “I know I married the right woman and yet …”

“You’re just a little bit confused. I understand most of what you’re going through. It will work out.”

“You think so?” asked Carl.

“I know you instinctively. That’s why I always knew where you’d be when you broke a route off. I know you, Carl. Alanaza is the right one for for you.”

“Last night was just last night then. From now on I’m the man and Alanaza is my woman. No more … well, funny stuff,” he replied.

“I’m afraid last night is forever.”

“But you said Alanaza and I …”

“Oh, Carl, you’re such an ass.”

Dylan broke away from the table. She was heading to take a turn with his wife. She had suggested all the girls had a go at Alanaza last night, did that include her? He’d never asked for verification. He sat there watching as guy after guy, model after model took a turn with his wife. He liked to watch.

At long last the last horny dude had spun on the dance floor with his wife. It was time to cut the cake. Alanaza came back up and stood beside him. She was rubbing her ass.

She said in Carl’s ear, “T-Bone groped me. He said he needed to verify my goods.”

“He thinks since you’re from Brazil that you’re transgender,” explained Carl.

“How odd.”

“That’s T-Bone.”

“No, it’s not him thinking I’m a transgender is what's odd. It’s that I just spied him by the door chatting up our Dylan on my way back. You don’t think T-Bone is such a failure with women and such a talker about transgender girls because he . . .”

“Nah,” interrupted Carl.

Carl spied them out of the corner of his eye. Really, given Dylan was his best man, T-Bone should suspect she was different. Should he tell him? Was Alanaza right? The guys that talked the most were usually hiding something. Dylan might be the first woman T-Bone slept with that he also didn’t knock up.

A waiter placed the wedding cake in front of Carl and Alanaza. Carl ignored Dylan and T-Bone. He’d married Alanaza and she deserved his attention. The cake was cut by Alanaza. The room cheered. They each got a slice.

“Now feed your significant other their slice, Carl,” ordered the MC.

Alanaza opened her mouth. Carl shoved in the cake. She exclaimed, “So sweet! Finally, I got that salty-sour taste of last night out of my mouth. I wonder where it came from.”

“Beats me,” lied Carl.

“It’s your turn, Alanaza,” ordered the MC.

“Smear it on his face!” yelled momma.

Alanaza did just that. She took the whole slice and rubbed it in. She was grinding it hard. He nearly choked on it.

Momma added, “You go girl. Treat him mean, keep him keen!”

Carl would have yelled momma to chastise her just then, but he was busy trying to breathe. He pushed the cake from his eyes. As he did Alanaza started licking the cake off his face.

The MC said, “Okay, grab your rice bags because we’re sending our love birds off.”

Alanaza took him by the hand. She said, “I’ve been waiting all day for this moment. Finally, we get out of here and get to be together.”

Carl said, "You looked tired earlier."

“No, just ready to move toward the big night ahead of us.”

“You know momma told me modern women have nothing to look forward to on their wedding day.”

Alanaza cupped his chin. She said, “Mothers don’t know everything, Carl.” Then she kissed him.

The guests made a long line. As they walked past, the guests showered the two of them with rice.

T-Bone shouted, “Did you see her smear that cake? T-Bone’s never seen a man take that much sticky white stuff in the face before.”

Carl could have sworn he saw Dylan pinch T-Bone’s bottom and say, “You’ll get used to it.”

Carl held the limo door open for his bride. Alanaza stopped by the door, turned around, and tossed her bouquet. It landed in momma’s hands after momma shoved five skinny models out of the way. Those skinny bitches never stood a chance against momma. Alanaza climbed into the limo. Carl frowned at the idea of momma marrying again. He doubted she’d find anyone under fifty to take her up, but wedding bouquets had powerful juju. He waved to the crowd and then went inside the limo. The gathering cheered them on.

“Nice car, I’m glad I remembered to check on it yesterday afternoon,” said Alanaza.

“You checked! But you sent Dylan over to the house last night to see if I checked on it,” replied Carl.

She caressed his face, “And you believed that story?”

Carl’s eyes grew big. He shook his head. Nah, no way had she meant that that way, right? The limo’s engine roared to life. They drove off as man and wife.


Chapter 10

Carl laid down on the bed inside the honeymoon suite at the Hilton. The heart shaped bed had silky smooth sheets of red. Tomorrow night he’d be lying on the beach in Maui for two weeks of rest, relaxation, and sex. He adjusted his red silk jockeys. He wore them along with his red silk bathrobe that had just a hint of gold embroidery.

The bathroom shower stopped. He knew Alanaza would soon be joining him. Sure, they’d have sex before, but never as man and wife. His mother might think premarital sex ruined the wedding night, but Carl had to disagree. He’d never been this big an eager beaver for her trim before. There was something special about that first wedding penetration. Being married meant no need for that pesky condom thus no fears of a repeat of prom night.

The bathroom door handle rustled. It opened up. Alanaza strolled out in a black nightie. It wasn’t much different than the one Dylan wore last night. Oh, but there was a big difference in what was underneath it. The fragrant rose scent of Alanaza’s perfume filled the room.

She strutted her stuff over to the bed. She had with her a small box. She placed it on the bed next to Carl.

“Do you wish to unwrap it?” she asked.

“You’re the only present I need. I’d rather unwrap your nightie.”

“Are you sure, it’s from Dylan.”

“Dylan? She already gave me a present.”

“Really, what did she give you?” Alanaza asked.

Carl replied, “A double headed dil … err … golf club. That’s right, a double headed golf club.” He had stopped himself in time before revealing too much to Alanaza.

“Must be hard to play with your balls with a club like that.”

Carl waved that suggestion off. He added, “You just need a lot of practice.” Smooth, Carl, you totally got away with it.

Alanaza tugged the bow off the present. She asked, “Mind if I open it then?”

“Of course not.”

She tore open the red wrapping paper. She tossed it to the floor. She then opened the box. Inside was a pink double headed dildo. Dylan had bought his and hers dildos. It was thoughtful in an odd way.

Carl said, “No need for that tonight. I got all the inches you can ask for.”

Alanaza pushed her pillow over. “Maybe she meant that I should use it on you.”

Carl remembered what she said in the car. She couldn’t know, yet somehow, she knew. Carl replied, “Come on, baby. That’s really not my thing.”

“A marriage based on lies is no marriage at all.”

“But how would you know about Dylan fucking me.”

“She talks in bed. I ate so much pussy yesterday that I forgot Dylan didn’t have one.”

Carl stammered, “You and Dylan?”

“You and Dylan too,” she echoed.

“You’re not mad?”

“You’re not mad either.”

“Are you sure you can handle the new me,” asked Carl.

“I’d never have married you if I couldn't.”

“But, you might think less of me as less of a man.”

“You’re Carl, there is no more or less, there is only Carl and Alanaza. In all the world there’s only two people that are us.”

“That sounds profound.”

“Dylan told me to say it.”

“She’s the college professor. I guess she knows it all.”

Alanaza said, “We’ve fucked as you and I a lot of times Carl. I’ll never question your masculinity no matter what you find arousing to wear together. The thing is, I’ve been saving myself for marriage.”

“But we’ve fuck plenty of times.”

Alanaza explained, “My ass is still virgin territory. It’s all yours tonight. How does that make you feel?”

“Like the luckiest husband in the world.” Carl dashed off the bed. He opened his robe. Down went those annoying jockey shorts.

She asked, “Ready to consummate our marriage?” She started sucking her end of the dildo.

Carl replied, “Until death tears us apart.” Carl downed his end of the dildo. They both sucked that plastic lover. They deep throated it until their lips met mid-cock. They moistened that stick up. They both made sure that dildo was saliva lubed to within an inch of its life.

Alanaza yanked it out of his mouth. She said, “It’s ready.”

“You’ve sucked more cock than me so I’ll trust you on that,” said Carl.

She climbed into bed. She was on all fours with her apple bottom pointed at Carl. She pulled down her panties to reveal her pink anal rim. She pressed the shaft to it. She circled her hips and worked that plastic champ inside her.

She announced, “It’s ready. Climb onboard, my husband.”

Car wondered, was this for real? How did Dylan know? He knew Carl’s true nature all those years ago and somehow sensed Alanaza’s. Well, a great QBs has that instinct you couldn’t teach. A few days ago, it never crossed Carl’s mind that his marriage would be like this. Now he was so glad he’d stopped fucking around on a field playing games with men to settle down and to be a supermodel’s bitch. Life, it was perfect at times. Yeah thanks to Dylan, Carl had truly found himself at long last.

Carl got on the bed. He got on all fours. He reached between his legs. He caught hold of his end of the dildo. He backed up until he was bottom to bottom with his wife. That plastic sank deep in him. Luckily, his ass was still loose from Dylan’s expert splitting last night. He slid down that rod with ease.

Carl felt Alanaza’s ass cheeks pressed hard against his. They were both on all fours on the bed, ass to ass, with that fantastic love stick buried deep in their assholes. Life didn’t get better than this. Alanaza started rocking her ass. Carl matched her. Soon a thunderous clap could be heard as they slammed butts on the bed.

“Oh, Carl you’re so good.”

“You’re better, so much better.”

“Harder, Carl, harder. Make the bedsprings sing.”

Carl put his backfield in motion. He was using long bombs to penetrate deep into his opponent’s territory. Being in bed with a woman never felt this good before. Anyone could bang a snapper, but it took a man to take his end of a double headed his-and-hers dildo.

“Carl, I’m nearly … ahhhhh,” said Alanaza.

“Me too.” Carl barely got those words out before he put a little white icing all over this wedding cake of a bed. He’d gladly take the wet spot tonight if it meant more anal sex tomorrow. Indeed, he couldn’t wait to find out what Alanaza would dress him up in.

They removed the dildo together. Then they spooned in bed.

Carl said, “I love you so much Alanaza because we have the exact same interests.”

Alanaza replied, “And I love you Carl because you have such lovely friends.”

“When we get back from the honeymoon, which one do you plan to invite over first?”

“Like you need to ask,” she replied.
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