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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my true fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support! I would probably be dead without you.

      Love,

      Nikki Crescent
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      Liam’s sister, Shannon, has always dated total duds: unemployed, porn-addicted, video-game-addicted losers. So everyone is shocked when she brings Derrick home one day.

      Derrick is totally different. He’s a successful entrepreneur. He has a gym-toned body. He’s funny and charming and sweet. He’s… perfect.

      There’s just one catch. Derrick is a tad bit bisexual, and if he’s going to stay with Shannon, he also wants to go on the odd date with a guy… but not just any guy.

      Derrick wants to keep everything within the family.
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      My sister, Shannon, had a new boyfriend every month.

      I’ll be honest… They were always losers.

      They were always these skinny dweebs with terrible posture, scruffy facial hair, smelling of marijuana... Ugh. I don’t want to gross you out too much, but there was one guy who smelled like an unwashed dick. He was so gross; I walked in on him masturbating in our family’s bathroom, clutching one of my mom’s bras with his left hand.

      It never made any sense; my sister was an attractive young woman. She spent a lot of time caring for her appearance. She spent almost an hour every single day in the gym. She spent hundreds of dollars getting her hair done each month. She spent a good deal of money having eyelashes professionally put in—and her nails, and the laser hair removal on her arms and legs. She spent entire paycheques on outfits, because she never wanted to be seen wearing the same thing twice…

      All that effort—and then she would just settle for absolute losers! The absolute worst of them all was Winston; she dated him for almost three months. For two of those months, he lived in our basement because his parents kicked him out. He set up his video game system and just played video games for fifteen hours or so each day, chugging Red Bulls, smoking pot, and sometimes even masturbating without closing the basement door.

      It was a wonderful day when they broke up, when my sister finally decided she could do better. But then she went for another desperate, pathetic SOB. His name was Brent. Brent also liked to play video games… so much so that he was apparently trying to ‘go pro’. He would play for eighteen hours each day, and whenever he was at our place, he was crying: literal tears, like a little girl. And those tears were often over some video game he lost at earlier in the day. “It’s just not fair. The game is so unbalanced!” he would whine at the dinner table, in front of our parents.

      So when Shannon told us that some guy named Derrick was coming for dinner on Saturday, we didn’t exactly jump up and down for joy. In fact, the room was quite silent, until my dad said, “Just don’t get too attached to him yet.”

      My sister scowled and said, “You haven’t even met him yet.”

      “I have a pretty good idea of what we’re getting into here,” my dad said with a scoff.

      My sister stomped her foot and growled. “Derrick is a really good guy,” she insisted. “He’s… the love of my life.”

      The room turned silent. Sure, Shannon had said similarly ridiculous things before… but not usually this soon into her relationships. I mean—just two weeks earlier, she was dating Frank, who worked as a pizza delivery driver. At least Frank had a job… until he got fired for being caught masturbating in the kitchen at work.

      “Let’s be careful with that L-word,” my mom said.

      “Love, love, love, love!” Shannon said. “I’ll say it all I want—because it’s true. Derrick is the best thing that has ever happened to me.”

      I kept my mouth shut, trying not to laugh. We’d heard it all before… but it was sad that Shannon wasn’t able to pull herself out from this cycle. It was the same issue, over and over and over: she would get extremely attached to some loser after a few days, and then the relationship would fizzle out after a couple of weeks.

      “How did you even meet this guy?” I asked after Shannon scolded me for grinning.

      “What difference does it make?” she asked, folding her arms.

      “I’m just asking…”

      “We met online. Big deal. Lots of people meet online these days. Derrick was, like, a perfect match. You’re going to meet him, and you’re going to love him.”

      We all just kept our mouths shut. I had to bite my tongue so I wouldn’t say anything out of line. But, of course, we all knew how it was going to play out. All we could do was hope that it wouldn’t somehow be worse than when Alan (five boyfriends ago) was masturbating underneath the dinner table while we were eating. We all tried to pretend like we didn’t notice. Shannon was the only one at the table who actually didn’t notice.

      I’m not sure why so many of Shannon’s boyfriends had weird masturbating problems…

      “Please, mom, just make something nice for dinner when Derrick is here. Make your famous lasagna.”

      “Okay, dear,” my mom said, rolling her eyes.
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      I made other plans that Saturday night. I went out with my friends to a party across town. It was a sorority party, and I was really hoping to find some loose chick who wanted nothing more than a one-night stand.

      I needed some action; it had been almost a year since I was last with a woman, and that pussy drought (for lack of a better term) was starting to affect my self-esteem. Every week, I went to some bar or club or party, hoping to hook up with someone, and every week, I would go home empty handed. I started to wonder if girls just didn’t like me. Maybe I was too short… I mean—I was shorter than most guys. And I was skinnier too. I would go to the gym for a few weeks straight, but the lack of visible results would discourage me from continuing much past that.

      My high-school girlfriend once told me, “Big muscly guys are so gross. I hope you never go down that road.” And I guess that stuck with me, because I was afraid to touch a dumbbell, worried that it would make me all bulging and veiny…

      But… maybe my ex-girlfriend wasn’t really being truthful. I looked her up on Facebook and saw that she was now engaged to some bulging steroid gym-rat. And it seemed like all of the pretty girls from my graduating class were now with swole gym monkeys.

      Maybe the whole skinny guy aesthetic stops being desirable once you’re not a teenager.

      Or maybe it was my personality. I always thought that girls liked how outgoing I was… but maybe they really just thought that I was annoying. It always seemed like the ‘quiet’ guys ended up walking away with the cutest girls. Maybe I needed to learn to shut up. Maybe I needed to stop trying so hard. Maybe my pickup lines were weak.

      While Shannon was introducing Derrick to my parents at home, I decided to be a bit more passive at that sorority party. It was a pool party; I held my drink and lingered around, hoping some girl would make the first move and approach me to chat.

      I smiled at a few girls. I fought the urge to approach girls and ask them if it hurt when they fell from heaven. I didn’t jump into the action when guys were doing shots off of smooth feminine navels. I didn’t volunteer to chug from the beer bong. I figured I would try to do the opposite of what I usually did…

      But it got me nowhere. By midnight, the party started to die down, and I hadn’t even muttered a word to a woman. My friends were all gone—some of them off with cute girls they met at the party. It was yet another fail in the books.

      So I went home. The house was dark when I got in. I left the lights off as I got myself ready for bed.

      I went straight to bed, not even bothering to shower. My bed was strangely warm, but I didn’t think much of it. The blanket to my right was kind of dense, as if it was all balled up—but I was too tired to fix it. I found myself pressing up against it, because there was something strangely comforting about the way it felt… kind of like the feeling of snuggling up to a woman at night… sharing a bed with a girl…

      But why was the blanket—or pillow, or whatever it was—so warm?

      When I woke up in the morning, I screamed, because I saw that I was in bed with a topless man.

      He sat up quickly, letting the covers fall off of his ripped torso. “What is it?” he asked.

      Sure, I had a few drinks at that party, but I didn’t get wasted. And even if I did get wasted, I was pretty sure that I wouldn’t take some gay man home with me; I liked girls… only girls!

      “What the fuck are you doing in my bed!? Who are you!?”

      Then, he became strangely calm, smiling and extending his hand to me. “Derrick,” he said. “You must be Liam.”

      I stood there, frozen, with a pillow covering my cock, because I slept naked… I slept naked next to a strange man!

      It was a moment before I remembered the name: Derrick… he was my sister’s new boyfriend?

      I looked him up and down. He wasn’t her usual type. This guy was… big. He was easily six-five. He was thick with muscles. He had a rugged jawline and… veins, everywhere.

      “Nice to meet you, Liam,” he said, thrusting his hand towards me.

      “Why are you in bed with me!?”

      “I stayed the night. I didn’t think it would be appropriate to stay in your sister’s room, and she told me that you were going to be out for the night, so I could sleep here. I was going to wash the sheets for you.” Then, he laughed. “Were you sleeping here with me? I didn’t even notice.”

      I was repulsed. I slept with a man. And now, I was remembering that strange ‘blanket’. That was no blanket! I was snuggling up with my sister’s topless boyfriend. “Gross!” I cried. I told him to look away while I put some shorts on.

      I could smell him on me; he had a distinct musk, like a mix of a hard gym workout and expensive cologne. I hated that his smell was on me. It just seemed so… gay!

      My sister was drinking coffee in the kitchen. “Why the fuck was your boyfriend in my bed!?”

      “I thought you were spending the night out with your friends,” she said casually.

      Then, Derrick came into the room, still topless. He was only wearing a tiny pair of white shorts. The morning sunlight gleamed across his fit body. My sister stared at his chest and let out a little soft sigh, and suddenly, I felt very scrawny and boney with my own figure.

      “Your brother is a snuggler,” Derrick laughed with his deep voice. He didn’t seem fazed at all by what happened.

      “I didn’t snuggle with you.”

      “It’s all good, man. Sorry again for the misunderstanding.” Then, he went to the kitchen and started taking out mixing bowls. I didn’t think much into it.

      “I texted you,” my sister said. “I told you Derrick was sleeping in your bed.”

      “My phone died,” I said. “I had no idea.” I was red all over.

      She rolled her eyes. “Well, I’m kind of jealous. You got to sleep with him before me.” She looked over at him as he began to pour flour into one of the bowls.

      “What is he doing?” I asked.

      “He’s making everyone breakfast,” she said. “He lives in Greenwich. This is a long drive for him, so he stayed the night. Isn’t he so cool? You know he went to the Olympics? He finished eighth place in biathlon.”

      “Really?” I said.

      The smell of his manly musk was making me nauseous, so I went to shower. When I was done, Derrick had amazingly whipped up an incredible meal: Belgian waffles, bacon, scrambled, eggs, and a homemade cinnamon syrup. He even washed the dishes.

      He made enough for everyone, including me and my parents. He sat at the table topless while we ate. I caught my mom ogling his toned chest.

      I was starting to really feel self-conscious about my scrawny figure. The girls were looking at him the way guys would look at a girl with her big tits out. Maybe my ex really did fib to me when she told me she preferred me without muscles. Maybe she was just being nice—or she was trying to come off as less shallow.

      “Hey mom,” I said, getting my mom’s attention away from my sister’s boyfriend’s chest. “I’m supposed to meet Jake and the guys at the mall today. Any chance I can get a ride there?”

      “I’ll take you there,” Derrick said suddenly. “I’m going to be driving by that way later this morning.”

      I paused. I didn’t want to spend any more time with him after the whole bed incident… but I did want a ride to the mall. “I’m not going that way, honey,” my mom said.

      “It’s no problem for me,” Derrick continued. “It’s literally on my way. Plus, I need a few things from the mall.”

      My sister lit up. “Aw, that’s so cute. It can be like a little bonding trip for you two.”

      “O—Okay,” I said. Though there was something about the way that my sister worded it that made it seem so… embarrassing… emasculating… She was talking about me like I was her little toddler brother.

      “Just give me fifteen minutes to clean up,” he said.

      Fifteen minutes later, he was ready to go. He was dressed well, with a clean white button up and dark-grey slacks. He had his hair slicked back and a pair of shades over his eyes. Those sunglasses looked expensive…

      But not as expensive as his car. Parked in our driveway was a brand-new Maserati. I stopped and stared at it. “That’s yours?” How did I not notice it when I came home last night?

      “Yep,” he said. “I mean—I have a couple vehicles. I take this one when I don’t need to haul anything around. I have a RAM truck for that kind of stuff.”

      “How much did this cost?”

      “Don’t mind that,” he laughed. “Hop in.”

      It had all of the luxury features. It purred deeply when he fired it up. I looked over at Derrick and felt so small. The top of his head touched the roof of the car; I felt like a little kid, hardly touching the floor with my feet. “Seatbelt on?” he asked, as if I was a kid.

      He took me to the mall. The whole way, girls on the street stopped to ogle him. He didn’t even seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care. I was speechless for most of the drive. Finally, I was able to say, “Why are you dating my sister?”

      “She’s awesome,” he said. “She’s really clever. I love that in a woman. And, of course, she’s super pretty.”

      “Is she… paying you or something?”

      He laughed. “What? Why? Your sister is seriously awesome. I really think she might be the one for me.” He checked his phone, which had just lit up. “Shoot. Do you mind if I make a pit stop at one of my properties? I need to check a measurement for the contractor.”

      “Um… Sure.”

      “It’s not far.”

      We sped around a bend and a few minutes later, we were at a massive modern mansion, with enormous glass panels covering all four-stories. “This is yours?” I asked.

      “I own it, but I don’t live in it. I rent it out to high profile renters who come to town for business—mostly oil guys. Sometimes millionaires rent it out to throw parties. Want to come in for a minute?”

      “Okay.”

      I went in with him. There were two women inside. One was working on some art installation in the living room, the other had a laptop and a huge binder, and she was using some fancy program to visualize furniture placement. “Hey Katie. Hey Sue,” said Derrick.

      They both looked at him like he was Ryan Reynolds. Their gazes glued to him and their lips parted like dogs watching a prime rib float by.

      Derrick went to the kitchen island and took a measurement. “Hm,” he said. “That’s what I was worried about. They got the overhang wrong by two inches. I guess we need to get the marble guys back.”

      I looked over and saw one of the girls unbuttoning her shirt slightly. She tugged up her breasts so they would look perkier. Then she walked over. “Hi, Derrick. I just wanted to let you know that the statue is almost finished.”

      “Great,” Derrick said, apparently not noticing the cleavage bursting into his face. She was hot, too. I mean—no offence to my sister, but I would have dropped my sister in a heartbeat for whoever this artist woman was. She had a porn-star body: with big lips and giant knockers. But Derrick… wasn’t interested.

      “Alright, Liam. Let’s get out of here. Let’s get you to the mall.”
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      Derrick came into the mall with me. I was early to meet my friends, so I went with him to keep him company with his chores. One of his chores was picking up a watch that had been dropped off to be fixed. All of the employees of the store came out to ogle the watch before Derrick left with it. “It’s a piece of art,” said one of the older employees. It was a Rolex, studded with diamonds.

      Next, we went to pick up a suit that he’d left with an alterations shop. The bill was $4,800, and he paid it without even blinking. “Thanks again,” he smiled to the woman.

      Then, he eyed a dress in a window and said, “That would be perfect for your sister.”

      I saw the price tag. “We don’t really go in that store,” I laughed. It was a shop for the rich socialites of the city. The dress was $4,000 after taxes.

      But Derrick decided to buy it anyway. He handed me the bag after the cashier handed it to him. “I won’t see your sister until Friday. Mind giving this to her for me?”

      “Uh… Okay,” I said.

      I’ll be honest; I thought about returning it after he left, and pocketing the money. That was two months of work for me… all spent on a dress.

      I told my friends about Derrick. They didn’t believe me when I told them about the Maserati, and about the watch. Jake came up with a theory: “Maybe this was just a big act to impress you. He could have planned it all out, so that you would go to your sister and tell her how awesome he is.”

      “But how would he know I needed a ride to the mall?” I said.

      Jake didn’t have an answer.

      Of course, I didn’t tell them that I’d spooned with Derrick all night. I wasn’t about to admit that I was accidentally gay for a night.

      “The guy is just… surreal,” I said. “Like… where did he even come from? Where did my sister meet him? Why is he even single?”

      “If he seems too good to be true, then he is,” Jake said, shrugging his shoulders. “He’s probably a weirdo and you just haven’t realized it yet.”
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        * * *

      

      Derrick did not seem like a weirdo. When he came on Friday, he brought my mother flowers. He gifted my dad a $700 bottle of scotch. He took the whole family out to a nice restaurant before taking Shannon out to the movies. I looked him up—doing a bit of sleuthing. I thought I would find some red flag—like an arrest or a bunch of registered divorces…

      But the man had never been married. He had a clean record. His name only came up on Google in regards to his businesses and his charity work—and one magazine interview where he was a runner-up for some ‘most-desirable man in the province’ award.

      There was also an article about him turning down an opportunity to be the ‘bachelor’ in some reality series.

      Seriously… how did my sister meet this guy?

      Maybe he was a cheater. Maybe he had lots of secret girlfriends. Or maybe he had an appetite for expensive escorts. The more time I spent around him, seeing how impressive he was, the more I thought that Jake was right: there was some big red flag that he was hiding.

      And there was one—but I totally missed it when it was waved in front of my eyes.

      I was getting home from school when my phone rang: a number I didn’t know. I answered it. “Hey, Liam! It’s Derrick. I’m actually in town and was hoping you could help me with something.”

      “What is it?” I asked. They had been dating for over a month now, and at home, we all agreed that Derrick was the best thing to ever happen to Shannon. In fact, he was so good for her, that we all agreed we needed to treat Derrick as well as possible, to give him no reason to leave my sister.

      “I want to buy your sister some clothes, for her birthday this weekend. Think you could help?”

      I didn’t really want to go shopping for women’s clothes, but I did like being out with Derrick, because he would always end up buying me things. Just the week before, he saw me eyeing a book at a used bookstore. It was a first-edition copy of a Carl Jung study. Yes--nerdy, I know… but he noticed me looking at it and said, “Put it on the counter.”

      The cashier said, “It’s $700.”

      “Who cares? I’ll buy it for you.”

      I was stunned. I felt guilty, but I let him buy it for me.

      And now, I was off to the mall with him. He was all dressed up, looking like a movie star, as usual. He was wearing new shades: expensive Italian sunglasses, which looked quite good on his face.

      “I want to get her a couple dresses—and maybe something… you know… more intimate.”

      I groaned at the thought of my sister in lingerie, but I didn’t oppose.

      We got into the first store and he started to pick out potential dresses. It took him ten minutes to narrow it down to one that he liked. “Okay, Liam,” he said. “So, I know this is a bit weird, but you and your sister are basically the same size. So, if you could do me a solid and just try this dress on for me—that would be great.”

      I turned dark red all over. “You want me to put on the dress?”

      He laughed and nodded his head. “You and your sister look like you could be twins. No offence. You’re a good-looking guy, Liam. But I couldn’t find a woman with your sister’s features if I had one-hundred women to choose from. But I have you. It doesn’t have to be weird if you don’t make it weird. I’ll buy you an ice cream afterwards.”

      I hated that little bribe, again, as if I was a toddler. I bit my tongue and took the dress. I didn’t want to seem insecure, so I went into a booth and put it on. And sadly, Derrick was right; I was the same size as my sister. She was often stealing my clothes—even my shoes.

      “It fits fine,” I called out.

      “Can I see?” he asked.

      I awkwardly stepped out.

      He whistled. “Hey, you look pretty good in that,” he said with a laugh.

      “Don’t start with me,” I growled.

      “I think it’s cute. But maybe we can do better,” he said.

      So he made me try on another… and then another. He took pictures of me in the dresses, which was a bit awkward. He found some skirts and some lacy tops that he liked. I tried those on too. We were there for hours. I must have ‘modelled’ three dozen different outfits. After a while, it stopped seeming embarrassing, and it just felt like… business.

      He had me try on some different pairs of shoes, including high-heels. Then, we were back to trying on dresses at the expensive dress shop. He got the cashier to fetch a loaner bra for me. He even got her to fetch some pads to stuff into it, so that I would have some ‘chest’ to fill out the dresses.

      There was one dress that was very tight, and it needed zipped up in the back. I had to get Derrick into the stall with me to pull the zipper up. He got up close, touching his body to mine. He pulled the zipper up slowly. “You need to suck in here,” he said, gently placing the palm of his hand on the bottom of my ribcage. He left it there, putting pressure on while he zipped up. Once it was zipped, it felt right.

      I turned to face him, and saw that his face was a dark shade of red. I didn’t think much of it. He was staring at my body. “Well?” I said. “It’s, like, a thousand dollars.”

      “I like it. I like it a lot,” he said. His voice was deep… and low. He kept staring at me. I did a little spin so he could see it all around. Then he quickly nodded his head. “Yes. Yes—this is the dress.” He paid for it, and then we went to the lingerie store.

      “I’ll just wait outside here.”

      “No. I need you to try stuff on for me,” he said.

      “I don’t think they let you try on lingerie,” I laughed.

      “Sure they do. You just have to put a pad over your crotch. Come on, it’s not a big deal, Liam.”

      I awkwardly went in. I awkwardly went into the back with him after he picked a number of outfits out. Then, I put them on, with a sort of diaper-style pad covering my butthole and crotch. I felt so humiliated showing myself to Derrick in all of the outfits. They were so racy, so revealing, so lacy, so tight…

      I blushed so hard, doing little spins for Derrick.

      In the end, he bought all of it—every single thing I tried on. He must have spent $8,000 that day at the mall, all for my sister. Then, the next big red flag that I missed was when he said, “Just do me a favour and don’t mention any of this to your sister.” I assumed he just wanted her to think that he did it all on his own, without help. I never really thought he was hiding anything.
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      A few weeks went by, and I didn’t really hear much from my sister, and I didn’t hear anything from Derrick. Every so ofter, my mother would ask Shannon during dinner, “How are things with Derrick?”

      And my sister would smile and say, “Great.” Sometimes she would travel to him to spend a day or two with him, and sometimes he would come our way, renting some penthouse suite downtown.

      “We miss having him around the house,” my mom told my sister. “Maybe you can invite him over to spend the night next weekend. I’ll make my lasagna.”

      “I can ask him,” Shannon said.

      But I could tell that something was up. My sister just seemed… off. She wasn’t all rosy whenever the topic of Derrick came up. In fact, she was never the one to bring him up. I began to suspect that they broke up and Shannon was just too embarrassed to admit it. Maybe she was even lying about going to visit him, and was actually going to stay at some friend’s house. Maybe she didn’t want to break my parents’ hearts, because my parents had become so enamoured with the alpha boyfriend.

      But sure enough, Derrick showed up for Friday night dinner at our house, for another round of my mom’s lasagna. He was nicely dressed, as usual—showing up in a suit, tie, dress shoes—the whole deal. He hugged my mom and shook my father’s hand. He had flowers for my mom. He had whiskey for my father. He had a signed copy of a Carl Jung book for me, which made me blush all over. “How did you even get this?”

      “A friend hooked me up,” he smiled.

      But my sister still seemed off. She wasn’t all perky and bubbly and giddy. She seemed… lost. She was constantly zoning out. She didn’t seem to ‘feel’ anything when Derrick put his arm around her. There was something that she wasn’t telling us.

      But that night, while Derrick was sleeping in my bed (I made a bed on the couch in the basement), Shannon came to me. “Are you sleeping?” she whispered, coming into the basement.

      “No,” I said. I was reading my new book, careful not to pry it open too wide and damage the spine. “Why? What’s up?”

      “Do you… like Derrick?” she asked.

      “What? Yeah. Of course. He’s awesome,” I said.

      “But… do you like him?”

      I sat for a moment. “What does that mean? I’m lost.”

      She sat down on the edge of the couch. “Derrick really likes you,” she said. “He just seems to think the world of you.”

      I was stunned. I thought she was messing with me. “Why?” I said.

      “I think he even likes you more than me,” she said with a laugh. “He talks about you a lot.”

      My heart began to race. There was something weird about everything she was saying to me.

      “I like him just fine,” I said. “I think you’d be crazy to let him slip away from you. I think it’s weird that you’re letting him sleep in my bed—though I don’t exactly want to think about you two sleeping together.”

      “He said he wants to be respectful under dad’s roof. He doesn’t think it would be appropriate to sleep with me here.”

      “I get it,” I said.

      “Derrick is really great,” she said with a worried look in her eyes.

      “Yeah. I know.” I was waiting for her to say what she wanted to say.

      “But, like… He has his quirks too. And… I don’t know if he’s going to stay with me.”

      “What? Why?” I sat up and looked into her wet eyes.

      “He wants something and I’m not sure I can offer it to him. It’s weird.”

      “Well—I’m assuming it’s sex related, so I don’t really want to know. But maybe it’s not that bad. I mean—if it’s weird, then it’s weird. But if it doesn’t hurt anyone, maybe you can get used to it. I don’t know. I don’t want to know. Don’t tell me, because I really don’t want to know. But Derrick is an amazing guy, and I think you should give him whatever he likes, because he does a lot for you.” I felt so gross saying it, knowing that there was a sexual undertone. Maybe she was talking about anal. I didn’t want to think about my sister getting fucked, let alone taking it in the ass. “I just don’t want to know,” I clarified, in case it wasn’t obvious.

      “You have to know,” she said. “Because… it’s you.”

      I froze. I felt my skin turning pale. “Huh?”

      “Derrick is… bisexual,” she sighed. “He likes me. He loves me. But… part of why he likes me, is because he likes you. And… He wants to have you… from time to time.”

      “What!?” I snapped.

      “Shh!” she said, putting her hand on my lips. “Look. I know it’s weird. Derrick is a totally cool, normal guy… 99% of the time. But every few weeks… he wants what he wants. Since we’ve been together, he hasn’t been with a guy. He doesn’t want to do it without my permission. And now… he just really likes you. He wants to be with you.”

      “I’m not gay. I don’t want to have sex with… your boyfriend!”

      “It wouldn’t be sex,” she said.

      “Then what the hell would it be?” I said, feeling a queasiness entering into my gut.

      “Just hang out with him, like friends… but also…”

      “Also what?”

      “You know!” she said. “Some cuddling. Let him touch you a little bit. Just let him get it out of his system. Look—the way I see it… it’s better that it stays in the family. If it’s with you, it somehow doesn’t seem so… wrong. Like—if Derrick went out and found some stranger and did this all with some stranger, without me knowing about it—that would be bad. But with you…”

      I was horrified. But the way my sister was looking at me… she looked so desperate… like she finally had the one thing in life that she wanted, and it was about to be ripped away from her. Suddenly, I was the one feeling guilty. I bit down on my tongue. “Let me think about it,” I said.
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      In the morning, I sent my sister a text message. “I’ll try it, for you,” I wrote. She replied with a series of ‘celebration’ emojis. But I wasn’t feeling nearly as happy as those smiling yellow faces.

      I was already disgusted with myself.

      “Tomorrow,” she replied. “He’ll pick you up.”

      And he did. My sister made a point of not being home, which made it weirder. Derrick pulled up in his fancy SUV and walked to the door. I answered, wearing a dress shirt and some jeans. I felt so weird about this. He smiled at me and said, “Want to go?”

      “Um. I guess so,” I said.

      We got into his car. It was quiet. The car was so well-insulated that I could hear… nothing, except the sound of my pounding heart. I was afraid that he was going to reach over and put his hand on my thigh—or want to press his lips against mine. But he was hardly even looking at me.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “Well,” he said. “I wanted to get some dinner—but…”

      “What?”

      “Do you mind if we stop at one of my places quick?” he said.

      “Whatever.”

      It seemed like a long, long drive, even though it wasn’t very far at all. We pulled down a long driveway and then he got out of the car. I stayed in the passenger seat, until I saw him waving me over to follow him. There were two other cars in the driveway, and lights on inside.

      “Do you rent this place out?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” he said. “It’s one of my cheaper college houses. High turnover—usually new students every year.” He went and knocked at the door. A young woman answered. Her face lit up when she saw Derrick. “Hey! It’s so great to see you!”

      He smiled his charming smile and then he looked back at me for a quick moment. “I need to borrow an outfit,” he said.

      “An outfit?” she said. “Want me to get Mike?”

      “No. One of your outfits.”

      The woman looked perplexed for a moment before she said, “For what?”

      Then, Derrick nodded back at me. “Something cute. Maybe a romper or a little dress. Do you have any perfume on you?”

      The woman looked confused. She looked at me, so I looked at the ground. My heart was racing. This was probably my cue to stand up for myself… but I kept thinking about my sister: that desperate look on her face, knowing that she might lose the best guy to ever be in her life.

      “Um… Okay. Come in,” she said. We went in and followed the woman to her messy bedroom. Derrick immediately started poking around through piles of clothes. The woman looked concerned and uncomfortable, but probably not nearly as uncomfortable as me.

      I folded my arms and backed myself into a corner. Then, after five minutes, Derrick pulled out a small romper and said, “Ah ha. This is perfect.” He tossed it at me and said, “Put this on.” Then, Derrick went to the woman’s desk and found a tube of red lipstick. “And a bit of this, if you don’t mind.”

      The woman stared at me. I just stood there, horrified. “Are you… sure?” I asked.

      Derrick nodded. “I think it will look great on you.”

      I took the outfit and lipstick to the bathroom. I got changed. Derrick called out, “Amanda says you can use her razor. Just shave your legs quickly while you’re in there.”

      I did as I was told. I decided to just accept the humiliation, if it would make my sister happy—but I was already planning to tell my sister that I wasn’t going to be doing this more than once.

      As I shaved away my leg hair, I couldn’t help but think of how disappointed I was with Derrick. This behaviour was so… peculiar and disconcerting. This wasn’t a normal thing to want—and my sister should have seen the red flag waving in front of her face…

      Though she never saw the red flags of other men… and Derrick seemed so much better than all of them. Maybe he wasn’t any better than them; maybe he was just richer, and better looking. Maybe, deep down, he was just another horny degenerate.

      When I emerged from the bathroom, clad in a floral romper, with shaved legs, Derrick was sitting at the breakfast table with a mug of steaming coffee. Amanda was awkwardly standing in the kitchen. They both looked at me. Derrick smiled. “That’s so much better,” he said. Then, he looked at Amanda. “Doesn’t she look so much better, Amanda?”

      Amanda didn’t know what to say; this was weird to her too—and totally unexpected. “Um. Yeah. He—I mean, uh, she looks great.”

      I was red all over. I tried not to look in the mirror. My legs were exposed. My ass was partially out. The middle of my chest was there for all to see.

      Derrick took one last sip from his drink and then he stood up. “Let’s get some dinner then, shall we?”

      “Okay,” I said softly.

      Then, in the car, my nightmare came true. Once on the road, Derrick reached over and put his hand on my naked thigh. He started humming while driving. I looked down at that big, masculine hand. I tried not to feel queasy.

      “I have to say,” he said. “I was really impressed the other day at the mall—seeing you in those outfits. You’ve got a fantastic body, Liam.”

      “Thanks,” I said.

      He turned and smiled at me. “This probably seems weird, huh?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I get that. It’s new to you. But we’re just having some fun. It’s only weird if you convince yourself that it’s weird.”

      I didn’t really know what that meant, but I smiled and nodded.

      “You look great. I don’t even think you need a wig. Your messy hair is actually super cute.”

      “Okay.”

      We turned down a main road, towards downtown. Now, the streets seemed very busy. I felt like people were looking at me through the windows. I sunk into my seat.

      We pulled up to the steakhouse. He had a valet park the car. Then, he reached down and took my hand, leading me into the restaurant. I could feel the gazes of many, turning to look at me before starting to gossip amongst each other. I tried to ignore them. I kept reminding myself that this would be over soon. And this place was so fancy—there was no way I would run into anybody I knew.

      We were seated at a reserved table. The waitress brought us wine, but didn’t comment on my appearance. Derrick didn’t seem bothered at all by the looks we were getting. He just seemed to be in his element: relaxed, swirling wine, gazing up and down at my body.

      “Have you, uh… done stuff like this before?” I decided to ask, though it seemed like a risky question.

      “Like what?”

      “You know… Dressing a guy up.”

      He put up a finger, silencing me. “Liam. While we’re out together, I only have a few small requests. The big one is, while you’re all pretty and dolled up, I’d like it if you would use a more… feminine tone when you talk. Again, it’s only weird if you make it weird.”

      I sat in silence for a moment, trying to process all of this. I cleared my throat and said, in a soft voice, “Is this something you’ve done before?”

      “Sure,” he said. “I mean—I’m bisexual. I’ve been on dates with girls and with guys, of course. I lean more towards women, but it’s a true treat to have a woman who satisfies both desires.”

      My heart fluttered. “And you don’t see this as… cheating on my sister?”

      “Cheating?” he gasped. “This was her idea, Liam. Do you mind if I call you Leah instead of Liam? It just feels more natural to me.” He sipped his wine. “This was your sister’s idea, when I told her about my bisexuality. I’m very open with your sister—about her needs and my needs. We discussed this in depth, so there was no confusion. She understands that I need the occasional male company. She liked the idea of me staying within your family, so to speak. So we came to an agreement.”

      “O—Okay,” I said. I had no idea what else to say.

      There was a long silence, and then Derrick said, “You’re quite stunning. You have your sister’s looks, for sure. I bet you’d be a serious fox with a touch of eyeliner—and a bit of blush.”

      I was thrilled when the waitress came, so Derrick would stop looking at me.

      He ordered for me: a chicken salad, while he ordered a steak. I would have been mad about it if I had any appetite—but I had none. I just felt… sick. I took two bites of food before putting my fork down. Derrick didn’t comment on my lack of eating. He ate his whole steak and then ordered a whiskey. He sat there sipping his whiskey for nearly forty minutes before he told me that he wanted to take me to see a movie.

      Thankfully, there was no pressure to talk at the movies—but he didn’t waste a minute putting his arm around me, pulling me close to his cologne-scented body. His muscles held me firmly against him. Halfway through the film, he began to play with my hair, running his fingers through my shaggy locks, petting me like I was some sort of cat.

      And near the end of the movie, his hand was on my thigh, inching up, underneath the short leg of that romper. His fingertips were getting closer and closer to my penis. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like nothing was happening.

      And then he found it. He gently curled his fingers around my flaccid member, and he gently began to massage it.

      I desperately tried to ignore what was happening. I tried to focus on the movie. My sister told me there wouldn’t be any sex—and I assumed that meant nothing sexual. Now, her boyfriend was playing with my cock.

      Of course it was getting hard; that was out of my control. He was massaging it gently: rubbing like that will stimulate blood flow. It’s not like I was aroused!

      Once I was hard, he began to stroke me. I should have told him to stop, but I thought about my sister. I knew she wanted me to keep her boyfriend happy, so she could keep her boyfriend—but this was just crazy! Why was I allowing this? Why was I letting some guy molest me like this? Is it even molestation if you’re an adult, keeping your mouth shut? It’s not like he threatened me…

      I just wanted it all to be over.

      He clenched my cock harder. He pumped it faster. I squirmed. I tried so hard to ignore it… but his hand motions had me trembling all over. “Oh God,” I groaned, trying to hold back.

      He made me cum in my little borrowed romper. I pulled my knees up and bit my tongue hard to stop myself from crying out. The cum gushed all over his knuckles. He moaned, squeezing hard to pull out the last few drops.

      Then, he pulled his hand out from my romper and her licked my cum off of his fingers. I was mortified on so many levels.

      He just went right back to acting like none of this was weird. He kept his arm around me and we finished the movie—and then he drove me home.

      Before getting out of the car, he leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “Thanks for tonight,” he said.

      “Okay,” I said. “Bye.” I got out of the car and rushed around to the back of the house. I kicked off the borrowed heels outside and I rushed to my room before my sister could come out from her room to see me. I’ve never taken clothes off so fast.

      I used paper towels, wet from my water bottle, to get the lipstick off. I was red all over with shame.

      A small knock at my door made me perk up. I quickly put on some sweatpants, and then Shannon came in. “How did it go?” she asked with big, glistening eyes.

      “Fine,” I said.

      “Was he polite?”

      “Sure.”

      “Did you guys have a good time?”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “I think he’s happy,” I said.

      “And nothing… weird happened, right?”

      I was quiet for a moment. Then, I said, “He put his arm around me during the movie. That was about it.”

      She smiled and let out a small sigh of relief. “I’m happy. Thanks again for doing that, Liam. I know it probably seemed so weird, but everyone has their little quirks, right? You seriously mean the world to me.”

      She blushed, smiled, and then let herself out. I wanted to be happy for her, but now, I was convinced that she was dating another giant dud. Derrick wasn’t the superman he made himself out to be; instead, he was another horny degenerate—no better than the guy who jerked himself off at the dinner table.
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      That night was consumed by dread as I relived the humiliating memory over and over, unable to sleep. I felt so dirty. I began to feel angry. I wanted to demand that Derrick slit up with my sister, to save her from his degeneracy.

      But then, when I saw my sister so happy the next morning, I managed to calm myself down. She was humming and skipping around the kitchen as she made herself a coffee. She was so talkative. She had the biggest smile on her face, and nothing would make it go away.

      So I bit my tongue and tried to convince myself that I hadn’t done anything bad. In fact… maybe I’d done good. Maybe Derrick was right when he said it was only weird if I made it weird. After all: he talked over the details with my sister, and supposedly, it was my sister’s idea to begin with.

      Over the next few weeks, my sister was the happiest girl on the planet. Derrick was taking her out regularly. He was showering her with presents. He made the relationship ‘Facebook official’, and changed his profile pictures on his various social media pages to pictures of him with my sister.

      They seemed happy.

      Derrick would come and pick up my mother, to take her out for lunch. He took my dad on a weekend fishing trip. He regularly had flowers sent to the house. He gifted us with a new television. He got in contact with a connection of his, who knew people at the college I wanted to go to, and he arranged to have a private meeting for me, to discuss enrolment.

      Once again, Derrick just seemed like an amazing, fantastic person. Whenever he came over for family dinners, he was so polite. He would do dishes. He would entertain everyone with his great stories. He was so sweet with my sister. He even pulled my father aside and asked him what his thoughts were on the idea of a future proposal.

      It was all very exciting.

      But, of course, that strange date lingered in my mind. I hadn’t forgotten that weird movie-theatre hand-job—particularly the moment when he licked the cum off of his fingers. I couldn’t just forget all of that. I couldn’t just let all of that slide, as if it never happened…

      Or could I? Maybe my sister was right when she said, ‘everyone has their quirks’. Maybe I just needed to accept that Derrick had his little quirks, and I just helped to satisfy some rare little craving, and it was all consensual, and my sister was totally aware of it and accepted it…

      That all sounds fine, right?

      It was almost a full month after that weird date when my sister knocked on my bedroom door. It was late; our parents were already asleep. When I said, “Come in,” she stepped in very slowly. Before she even spoke, I knew it was a conversation I didn’t want to have; her face was red with guilt.

      Before she even said anything, I said, “Again?”

      “Just one date,” she said. “Tomorrow. He’ll pick you up at seven.”

      “I—I don’t want to do that again.”

      “Please, Liam? If not you—then it will be someone else. I would just hate for it to be with some stranger.”

      “Just tell him to be monogamous!” I said. “Every other guy is monogamous; why can’t he be?”

      “It’s just one night,” she said. “You know how he is. It’s just a little quirk.”

      “I can’t do this forever,” I said, already dreading the date that I’d apparently agreed to. “I really can’t do this forever.”

      “It doesn’t have to be forever. It’s just… while I sort some things out.”

      I had no idea what that meant. She smiled and kissed me on the cheek. “Thanks, Liam. I really owe you the world.”

      I said nothing. She skipped out of my room, and I was left wishing she would have told me in the morning, so that I could have gotten some sleep.
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      Derrick picked me up on time. I didn’t bother putting on a dress shirt or even a freshly-cleaned pair of pants. I had a feeling he would want me to change—and I was right. We pulled up to that same rental and we had Amanda let us into her room. Derrick spent ten minutes finding the perfect little minidress: a soft yellow dress with a ruthlessly short skirt.

      He took me out for dinner, complimenting me the whole time. “You might be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever dated,” he said. I blushed for some strange reason, but really, I was offended on my sister’s behalf. Was he saying that I looked better than her?

      He took me across the street to a jewelry store and said, “Pick out anything.”

      “I don’t want anything,” I said.

      “Just pick something. Ignore the price tag.”

      “Just buy my sister something.”

      “I want to buy you something,” he insisted.

      I groaned. I scanned the options. I saw a simple little necklace, so I said, “What about that?”

      “I’ll take that,” he said to the woman. She pulled it out, and then I noticed it had a fat diamond on it that I didn’t notice before. The woman said, “It’s $24,000.”

      “No problem,” Derrick said.

      I turned dark red. “You can’t buy that.”

      “I want to.”

      “It’s too much money.”

      “I don’t care.”

      “That’s even a lot of money for you,” I said.

      “I don’t care,” he said, handing the woman his credit card. A moment later, he was putting the sparking necklace around my neck. I blushed all over. “It makes you even more beautiful.”

      I was at a complete loss for words. He took my hand and led me out of the store. He took me to a park and we walked, hand-in-hand. It probably would have been super-romantic… if it was a real date, and not some weird fake date to appease his weird little addiction.

      We stopped at a scenic spot to talk—which was mostly him talking about how much he admired my body, and how much he appreciated me doing this for him. Then, when we resumed walking, it was with his arm around me, his hand dangerously close to my ass.

      I was stiff, still awkward in those borrowed heels. It was quiet for a while, and then he said, “I want to take you to the mall this weekend, to buy you your own clothes.”

      “I don’t think that’s necessary,” I said.

      “I want to do it. I’ll buy you a beautiful wardrobe. No more borrowing outfits—nothing like that. Your own clothes. Your own makeup.” Then, he turned to me. “And I would ask that you keep growing out your hair. It’s grown a couple of inches since our last date—and I love that. I want to see it a little bit longer.”

      “But… I’m not a girl,” I said.

      His eyes narrowed. He suddenly looked frustrated, and I was worried he was going to slap me, so I braced myself. “Don’t forget my one rule. When you’re on a date with me, all dolled up, you are a girl.”

      I nodded my head obediently.

      He smiled and let out a small sigh. “Let’s go dancing, shall we?”

      I really didn’t want to, but knew it wasn’t up to me.

      He took me to a club. Before going in, he tapped on a girl’s shoulder and said, “Could we borrow a bit of eyeliner?”

      She looked a bit confused for a moment before fetching it from her purse. Then, I stood there, stunned, as he turned to me and said, “Do you mind? Close your eyes.” I did, and he drew eyeliner on my eyelids. People stood around watching. I even heard some giggling—but none of it bothered him.

      He paid the bouncer to let us skip the line. He took me inside and straight to the bar, where he bought me a stiff drink without asking what I wanted. A moment later, we were on the dance floor. He had his hands on me, leading me, grinding against me. I tried to just close my eyes and pray that this would all be over soon.

      Dancing was just an excuse to grind up on me. The whole time, he had a stiff erection.

      His erection was big—and throbbing. He kept getting his hands on my chest, squeezing as if I had breasts. During one dance, he began to kiss my neck. Every time I looked up, I saw people looking at me, sometimes giggling, sometimes rolling their eyes. I was so humiliated.

      I kept reminding myself that this was for my sister.

      Derrick went to use the washroom, leaving me alone near the bar. While he was gone, another man came up. He nodded at me and smiled. “Hey,” he said. “You’re super cute. Can I buy you a drink?”

      I blushed, feeling tingly all over. “Um…”

      Before I could reply, he ordered me another drink. Then, he looked me up and down and said, “Your body is killer. You must be in the gym every day, huh?”

      “A little bit,” I said with that girly voice. I don’t know why I was entertaining this conversation.

      Then, he moved in and put a hand on my hip. “Dance with me,” he said.

      I looked around. “I don’t know if I can.”

      “Here with a boyfriend?”

      “Sort of.”

      “He doesn’t own you. Dance with me.”

      He gently nudged me, and then I was on the dance floor. It wasn’t long before he was pressed up against me, and I could feel his throbbing boner too. But it didn’t last long. Derrick came in and pulled him away. “Hey man, get off of my girl.”

      “She ain’t yours, bro.”

      “Get your disgusting body away from her,” Derrick growled.

      “Calm down, bro. You don’t own the slut.”

      “Don’t call her that.”

      “You’re the one letting her out of the house like that,” he said, eyeing my short skirt. I pulled the skirt down as much as I could.

      Then, Derrick socked the guy right in the face. A fight ensued, with men trying to pry the fighters apart. Then, bouncers came and tossed them both out.

      I followed Derrick out. “W—What happened?” I asked. “Why did you do that?”

      Derrick’s lip was bleeding. “He called you a slut. Nobody gets away with saying that to you.”

      I don’t know why, but I was blushing all over. I felt so… protected. It was weird to think that a man would put his body on the line for me like that. So when he put his arm around me, I didn’t put up any resistance. “Let’s go get a drink somewhere else,” he said.

      I hate to admit it, but when I was being courted by him, he really did treat me like a princess. He never let me pay for anything. He bought me whatever I wanted—and more. He protected me and he constantly showered me with compliments.

      After having a couple more drinks at a quiet bar, he took me to one of his new properties, which was almost finished being built. “We’re just waiting on backsplash and counters,” he said to me, showing me the large, luxurious, empty house.

      “It’s beautiful,” I said.

      “If you want it, I’ll give it to you,” he said with a grin.

      I turned white. “You’ll give me the house?”

      “Mortgage free. I’ll just sign the deed over to you.”

      “Derrick!” I gasped. “This house must be… a million dollars!”

      “1.6 million,” he said. “I don’t even care. A princess needs a castle. You can have it.”

      “Derrick… You’re drunk. Give it to my sister—your girlfriend.”

      Then, he unzipped his fly and dropped his pants to the ground, revealing his long, fat cock. He lifted his shirt over his head, revealing his hard, glistening muscles. I just stood there, frozen, horrified. He stepped up to me with that grin on his face. “You’re so perfect,” he growled, and then he put his hands on my shoulders. I felt him applying pressure, which made my knees weak. Suddenly, I was sinking to the ground. My lips were level with his cock, which was twitching… throbbing… growing.

      “You turn me on like nobody else,” he said. He grabbed his cock and gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing that fat tip. “Suck me, baby.”

      His other hand slipped behind my head. He pulled me in. I really cannot tell you why my mouth opened… but it did. I let my jaw fall open and his cock slid into my mouth.

      I began to suck.

      Maybe I was just trying to pay him back for treating me so nicely. Or maybe it was the booze. Or maybe I just didn’t have enough backbone to tell him I liked girls and not dicks.

      I don’t really know the reason… but I was sucking his cock. I sucked him until he was rock-hard, and then I kept sucking him. He moaned. “You’re so fucking good at that,” he kept saying. “You’re better than your sister.”

      I tried to ignore the comments. I just wanted it over with… though there was a curious satisfaction to it: making him groan with pleasure, making him so hard, knowing that his arousal was all for me. It was weird to think that I was actually good at this.

      And it wasn’t as gross as I was worried it would be; he smelled good. He was clean, and he kept complimenting me, which made me feel strangely good.

      He pushed my head back, I stumbled down, onto my bum. He came down, grabbing my hands and pulling them up over my head. His knees spread my legs open. He tilted my hips back.

      “W—What are you doing, Derrick?” I asked.

      He grabbed my little panties and gave them a hard tug, ripping them right off. I gasped. My penis was out—and I hate to admit that it was rock-hard. He stroked it gently before running his fingers down to my anus. I gasped.

      He pushed a spit-covered finger into me. I groaned. I was totally docile—completely submissive. He pulled his fat tip to my hole, and all I was able to mutter was, “Please be gentle.”

      He penetrated me.

      He fucked me hard on that kitchen floor. He used every inch of his fat, throbbing cock. I felt every throbbing vein. I felt my tight virgin hole stretching to accommodate his huge girth.

      I tried to grip the ground, but there was nothing to hold, so I had no choice but to grab onto his rock-hard biceps. He fucked me harder, grunting with each penetration.

      “Holy shit,” he groaned. I saw that he was looking down, so I looked down and saw what he saw: my cock gushing cum onto my belly, even though we hadn’t even touched it.

      It kept cumming, as if I had a gallon of thick white goo inside of me that needed drained. “Oh my God,” I moaned, and I let my head fall back.

      He fucked me harder.

      Then, finally, he slammed his cock as deep as possible and drained himself inside of my hole while I cried out loudly.

      He pulled out slowly. His cock came out with a loud farting gush. Cum spilled out of me. My body felt weak. I was covered and filled with cum, unable to move from that kitchen floor. He stood up, his muscles bulging and glistening with sweat. He wiped his forehead and then walked over to the window to look out at the sweeping city views.

      “Next Friday,” he said. “We’ll do this again.”

      He looked at me with a smile and said, “You can spend the night here. Sadly, I have meetings in the morning. The key is on the island. Put it in the mailbox when you leave.” He walked up to me and then, as if I weighed nothing, lifted me off the ground. He carried me to a bed in a huge bedroom and plopped me down. He pulled a cover over me and then ran his fingers through my hair.

      A moment later, he was gone. Not soon after that, I was asleep.
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      It was weird, waking up in a strange bed. It was weirder looking over to see that I was still dolled up, with lipstick and eyeliner, wearing that little yellow dress—and then seeing my shaved legs as I stepped out of the bed.

      It was all so surreal.

      The house was nice. The bathroom was huge—and the steam-shower was the most luxurious way to clean off that makeup and dried cum.

      The espresso machine was easy to use: one button and it brewed one of the better lattes I’d ever had.

      Sure, I felt really weird about what happened the night before… but it was hard to feel too bad about it when I was living like a queen in that luxury mansion. And I kept remembering Derrick telling me that I could keep the house, mortgage-free. I found myself blushing, even though I knew that it was just some drunk and horny empty promise.

      Maybe it wasn’t. Maybe he meant it. Maybe it was part of this whole weird deal that he had with my sister. I mean—I needed to be compensated for my part too, right?

      I returned home around noon. Suddenly, our house seemed so small and dated. My sister wasn’t home, but she messaged me later in the afternoon. “How did everything go?”

      “Fine,” I replied.

      “Is Derrick happy?” she asked.

      “I think so.”

      She replied with a smiling emoji, and then, like before, life went back to normal.

      But, of course, it wasn’t quite normal. It was weird, seeing Derrick with my sister. When they came on Sunday nights, they would cozy up together on the couch, and I felt strangely neglected. When he kissed her, it just felt wrong.

      I remembered him fighting that man in the club, after he called me a slut. Did he do that for her too? Would he do it for any woman?

      I hated seeing him put his hands on her thighs—or running his fingers through her hair. It all seemed so… wrong.

      One afternoon, while he was visiting for the day, I had an idea. He’d gifted my sister a number of new bathing suits--and there was one particularly sexy number that was probably too inappropriate to wear to any beach. It was a strappy one-piece, and very revealing. So I put it on, under my clothes. Then, I went downstairs and found Derrick sitting in the living room. He was with my sister. I asked him if he wanted to see a new trailer for a horror movie that was coming out. He came with me, and my sister didn’t follow. So once he was alone in my room, I took off my clothes and revealed my bathing suit-clad body, blushing.

      His eyes lit up. He bit his lip. His face turned red. He looked me up and down and then, in a low voice, he said, “It looks so good on you.”

      I smiled, biting my lip. I did a little spin for him. He was mesmerized. It was kind of nice to be able to make a person so captivated.

      I walked up to him and put my hands on his hard shoulders. “I’m looking forward to our date on Friday,” I whispered.

      He put his hands on me and took a slow breath in. I my my hand on the middle of my chest and slowly pulled it down: over his abs, over his hard pelvis, and onto his throbbing member. “You really do like it, huh?”

      He nodded his head. “Suck my cock,” he growled.

      I giggled and pulled myself away from him. “You’re here with my sister,” I said with a wink. Then, I grabbed my pants and quickly put them on before slipping into my shirt. “But I’m happy you’re excited.”

      I slipped by him and went back downstairs to join my family.

      I have no idea what possessed me to act like that. My heart was pounding. I originally thought that I was teasing him to make him happy—but now I was starting to wonder if I was just trying to appease some deep-down desires of my own.

      But it was a mistake, leading him on like that. I put ideas into his head that grew and grew over the next few days. Then, on our date, he unleashed a sexually charged demon on me when he took me to the penthouse suite of a luxury downtown hotel, which he had ready for me.

      There were ropes and chains, whips and dildos, blindfolds and gags. He had me change into a series of lingerie outfits, until we found one that satisfied him. Those outfits all still had tags on them: dozens of outfits, none cheaper than $340.

      Once I was dressed to his liking, he instructed me to dance for him. I was a lousy dancer, but I tried my best. He sat in a big sofa chair, sipping a whiskey for a whole hour while he watched me dance.

      Then, he took me to the bed and strapped my wrists and ankles to the prepared chains. He put a blindfold on me, and then he said, “Tonight, you’re going to do whatever I like.”

      “O—Okay,” I said nervously.

      He kissed my body. He gently whipped me with one of those whips. He put painful clamps on my nipples. He wriggled a fat butt plug into my ass—and then he locked my cock in a little chastity cage. He mounted my face and plunged his cock into my mouth. He spanked me and slapped me.

      Then, he stood next to me, with his hands on my chest. “I’ll buy you the best implants,” he said. “The same doctor Taylor Swift used. He’s an old friend. Your breasts will be the best in the whole city.”

      My heart was racing. He caressed my chest. Then, he put his finger into my mouth, making me suck. “Everything for you,” he growled.

      Then, he mounted me. He fucked me on that bed. I tried to pull myself away, but the chains held me. He fucked me hard and fast. Cum gushed out from the little holes in my chastity cage.

      He came in me, but didn’t unlock me. Instead, he poured himself a drink, took ten minutes to catch his breath while sipping whiskey at the big window, and then he came back and fucked me again—this time for nearly an hour, while beads of sweat fell from his forehead onto my naked chest.

      That night, we slept together, with me in his arms. He caressed me gently until I fell asleep, and then I woke up to an amazing breakfast spread that he had delivered to the room. But first, he made me change into a silk robe, with lacy white lingerie underneath. He looked at me and said, “This is how I want you to look during our honeymoon.”

      I felt the colour draining from my face. Was that some sort of marriage proposal?

      “I thought you were marrying my sister,” I said with a nervous chuckle.

      He grinned. “We’ll see.”

      I didn’t know what that meant—but I didn’t like the sound of it. It almost sounded like he was about to leave my sister for me. I wanted to remind him that I wasn’t into being like this more than once a week…

      And even then! I almost had to remind myself that I wasn’t a girl, and I didn’t want to be a girl. I was a straight man… at least that’s what I thought. But now, I was starting to wonder if that was true. Maybe I’d been repressing some feelings and I didn’t even realize it.

      My heart rate increased. Before we checked out of that penthouse, he had me suck his cock until he came in my mouth. “Swallow it,” he said, staring down at me.

      So I swallowed his thick, creamy substance. It was sweet… strangely sweet.

      Our next date was scheduled just a few days later—but this time, I had special instructions to not inform my sister about the date. I felt awkward, lying to my sister, telling her that I was going out to be with friends for the night—and I felt even more awkward when I was at dinner with Derrick and he got a phone call from my sister. He told her he was spending the night with some high-profile clients from Japan.

      My sister tried calling again while we were in the hotel room, while Derrick was pushing his thick cock deep into my ass. I saw my sister’s name on his screen. He reached over and ignored the call, making my stomach churn. Then, a minute later, my own phone was buzzing: a call from my sister. “Just ignore it,” he told me.

      He plunged me hard, but he didn’t cum. Instead, after fifteen minutes, he pulled out and said, “I want to make this more exciting.”

      “H—How?” I asked.

      “I’m interested in a threesome,” he said, and then he was on his phone, making the arrangements. At no point did he wait for my consent.

      An escort showed up just thirty minutes later, while Derrick was smoking a cigar on the balcony. She was quite stunning—surely one of the more expensive ones in town. She removed her little dress, revealing her red lingerie. Derrick provided her with a thick, long strap-on, and then he explained to her that he wanted to see me being dominated completed.

      The pair of them took turns inside of me—and then they took me together, with me mounting the escort’s strap on (her on her back on the bed), and Derrick approaching me from behind. It hurt when he pushed his cock in, cramming it in with that silicone dildo. I cried out, but he didn’t stop. He began thrusting as I clutched the bed sheets. I was sandwiched between an escort and a muscular man, both with phalluses inside of me.

      My sister tried calling again while they were pumping me. Of course I didn’t answer it—but the sound of my buzzing phone made my heartache.

      Later that night, Derrick revealed a box to me. “Take it,” he said.

      “W—What is it?” I asked.

      “Open it.”

      I opened it and saw the huge diamond ring. I felt my skin turning pale. “Marry me,” he said.

      “I can’t. You’re my sister’s boyfriend,” I said.

      He chuckled. “Forget her. We’ll leave together. I’m moving my business to the States. I’ve already purchased a home in California. A four-million dollar estate in a gated community. It has a pool, tennis court, basketball court, hot tubs… Come with me and be my wife.”

      “Derrick…” I said.

      “I’ll spoil you. You’ll never have to work again. I’ll buy you everything you want. You can eat lobster and steak every night for the rest of your life.”

      I felt the colour draining from my face. This was all happening so suddenly. Derrick just smiled. He left the ring on the table and then he grabbed a cigar. “Think about it for a few minutes,” he said with a wink.

      I looked at the diamond… and then I turned and looked at the mirror. Suddenly, I hardly recognized myself. A lot had changed in a few weeks. Now, I wasn’t just wearing a dab of lipstick and a streak of eyeliner; Derrick had me getting fully-dolled-up, with concealer and mascara and eyebrow filler. He had me trimming my brows. He had me glueing in false lashes before our dates. He had me in a silicone breast form—and he was still pushing for me to go and get implants.

      He wanted me to become a woman, but keep my penis, so that I could satisfy his lust for women and his lust for cock.

      And the worst part of it all was that I was considering the offer. It really was intriguing: to never have to work again, to be spoiled like a princess for the rest of my life. And I had to admit that Derrick really did treat me like a princess. He was always showering me with compliments, making me feel so… pretty… so sexy. I liked the way I felt when he told me how beautiful I was, when he made me feel so sexy by gifting me gorgeous lingerie outfits.

      Now, he was looking at me from the balcony. He was smiling.

      He could give me everything: whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted it… and all I had to do was give him my body, however and whenever he wanted it.
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      When he came back from smoking his cigar, he wanted an answer. “I’m getting on a plane this weekend. I need an answer from you.”

      “I—I don’t know,” I said.

      “What do you have to lose? Let’s face it, Leah—your life here isn’t worth much. You’re going through the motions. You’re following an identical path to tens of thousands of people your same age, and the destination is the same. Do you really want to work for the next forty, fifty years, just to end up in some rundown shack? Let’s face it, Leah—you won’t ever be able to buy a house the way things are nowadays. Or, you can come with me. You can be loved. You can have everything. You can spend your days tanning by the pool. I’ll get you your own tennis pro, and you can do lessons at the house. Or maybe horseback riding is your thing—I’ll get you a horse, and we’ll board it at the best stable in California. Leah—you can have it all. You don’t really need to spend any time thinking about this.”

      “But my sister,” I said.

      He sighed and rolled his eyes. “I’m breaking up with her,” he said. “She’s irrelevant. Think about yourself now, Leah. Think about what you could have. Your sister will be fine. She’s a pretty girl. She’ll find a nice, hard-working guy… maybe a carpenter or an electrician. He’ll make enough money to support her. Maybe she’ll have to work part-time, but she’ll be happy. She’ll have kids and thrive as a mother. Ugh—I hate kids. I don’t want them. That’s another reason why you’re perfect for me; kids aren’t a concern.”

      Why was his offer so tempting? Why did I want to go with him, so badly?

      “I need an answer—now,” he said.

      “Okay,” I said. “I’ll go with you.”

      His face lit up. He embraced me, squeezing me firmly. He was thrilled.

      “But I don’t want a wedding,” I said.

      He looked at me strangely.

      “I just want to sign the papers… at the courthouse. We can do it in the morning.”

      He looked a bit caught off-guard. “Whatever you like,” he said.

      In the morning, we were married. I didn’t say anything to my sister, or my parents—until Saturday night (the night before my flight), when I told them that I would be going on a trip, and I wasn’t sure when I would be back. They were stunned and had questions. I came up with a number of lies, but I mostly remained vague, telling them nothing—and I definitely didn’t tell them about Derrick.

      But my sister suspected it, because that night, Derrick messaged her and told her that the relationship was over. My sister cried in her room—and when she saw me in the morning, there was an angry glare in her eye. She locked herself in her room and didn’t let me say goodbye.

      So I went to California. I moved into that huge house in that gated community. I let Derrick buy me a pair of C-cup implants. I let him buy me tens of thousands of dollars worth of clothes and makeup. Within a matter of weeks, my entire life was flipped upside down.

      Derrick bought me five-thousand-dollar hair extensions, which took an entire day to have installed. He convinced me to get my hair bleached blonde. He paid for laser hair removal, all over my body. He paid for an expensive facial feminization operation, and he paid for expensive false lashes and lip fillers.

      He let me spend my days lounging around the pool, or shopping in the expensive malls. He was usually gone, at his new office. His business had grown and he was busier than ever.

      He was mostly only ever home at night. When he was home, he wanted to fuck, so I let him fuck me. He fucked me hard. Sometimes he brought friends to fuck me while he watched. Sometimes he hired escorts to fuck me. Sometimes he wanted to tie me up and spank me and whip me. Sometimes he wanted to pull my hair and choke me. Sometimes he wanted to watch me masturbate. Sometimes he wanted to see what I could fit into my asshole; he had a fetish for extreme penetration.

      For a year, I lived like a glorified sex toy—and I will admit that I enjoyed quite a bit of it. I enjoyed that sexual exploration, and I learned a lot about myself.

      And for that whole year, Derrick desperate tried to get me to sign a postnuptial agreement, promising that I wouldn’t take anything if the marriage dissolved. Of course I didn’t sign it. Of course the only reason I pushed for a fast courthouse marriage was so that he couldn’t pull any tricks.

      After exactly one year of marriage, I filed for divorce. I moved back to Canada while he was at work. I had a lawyer reach out to him, notifying him that I was expecting to take half of his assets. He tried to fight it, of course. He hired a whole team of lawyers to try to annul the marriage, but they failed ultimately, because for an entire year, I’d been carefully planning that divorce. It was done meticulously—so his lawyers eventually tried to get me to settle on a smaller amount of just a few million dollars, but I pushed for the proper half that, by law, I was entitled to. He had convinced me not to work or go to college, after all.

      So I won. I took nearly twelve million dollars from him, and I received a number of his real estate assets. I gave half of it all to my sister—which was the plan all along.

      Sure… many times over that year, I considered staying with Derrick. I considered living a luxurious life, being pampered, watching his company grow… it was all very tempting. It was hard to leave Derrick, because he really did treat me well. He really did give me whatever I wanted.

      But I couldn’t forgive him for what he did to my sister. He just used her to get to me, and that became more and more obvious as time went by. Maybe I did develop some feelings for Derrick, but I cared too much about my sister to let him get away with breaking her heart.

      Derrick still had lots of money. He still had his business. He still had his influence. He went and found himself a new partner, and was married again within the year. He was going to be fine. He was still going to get whatever he wanted from just about whoever he wanted to get it from.

      But now, my sister and I would also be getting whatever we wanted.

      THE END
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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEWSLETTER

          

          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

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

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

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

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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