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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

  

 

3 Years Ago

Internships gained through nepotism were as common as luxury cars at sixteen and plastic surgery at sixty in Hooper, Illinois; the richest suburb of Chicago.

Hooper was located northwest of the city, away from the riffraff and commoners. There were no apartment complexes in this zip code. There were two-and-three-bedroom houses, but even those were looked down upon by many in the suburb, as those small homes were owned by the ones who could barely afford Hooper. The ones who dropped every dime they had to call Hooper home.

At the center of it all was a country club: Hooper Country Club. Simple name, but the membership came at a steep price. Those people in the tiny homes drove around the perimeter, hating that there was yet another wall to cross in Hooper, but Ronald Jones didn’t have that problem.

Ronald Jones came from a family of doctors. One generation after the next. Private schools, tutors, and the pressure to become a doctor himself. Ronald had known since he was young that he wasn’t cut out to make it as a doctor. Luckily, his parents allowed him to study business and marketing, as long as he agreed to take on his father as a client without charge.

When Ronald’s twenty-first birthday came around, he was a senior in college. Even though he didn’t have to become a doctor, his parents demanded he did an internship, so they found one for him by mingling with an ambitious up-and-comer Andrew Wright at the country club. He was waiting in the wings to take over his father’s real-estate empire, Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

The internship had started like any other: opening mail, writing mindless reports, running errands that hadn’t been specified in the interview. Ronald hated the job, but it would look good on his resume when he graduated. He was working in the marketing department for the real-estate company, but the bosses wouldn’t let him do any of the entertaining work.

Weeks had passed, and Ronald couldn’t wait for the internship to end, but everything changed when Andrew Wright approached his desk one evening Ronald had stayed late to finish a paper for school before driving back to Hooper. The office was downtown, and traffic was always horrible when the interns went home, so Ronald stayed late to do homework instead of sitting in slow traffic.

Ronald had looked up from his computer that evening to find Andrew’s bulge pressing against the corner of his desk. Everyone could see Ronald’s desk because it was in the open space, but most of the employees had gone home by that time.

“I’ve been meaning to come say hello,” Andrew had said, stirring Ronald’s gut. Ronald remembered two things about that moment: the outline of Andrew’s dick and the lightness of his eyes when he looked up at them.

“Andrew, how are you? Thank you for getting me this internship,” said Ronald.

“It’s impossible to say no to your mother. You should know that.”

“Yes, Cynthia knows how to get what she wants.”

The conversation had gone down a normal route. Andrew had even turned to leave, his ass tight in a pair of custom-made pants. Ronald never forgot that either. Who forgot a handsome man who smelled good and wore pants that hugged him in all the right ways? Andrew had come to the desk after turning away to ask Ronald out for a drink. That was when everything changed.

If Ronald could turn back time, he would have declined Andrew’s invitation. If he had known what would come, Ronald would have focused on his paper instead of pretending to like whiskey on the rocks that evening. He had struggled to finish the paper the following morning and only got a ‘B’, instead of an ‘A’ like he’d planned.

One evening lead to the next, and Ronald had thought he found a new friend. Andrew and Ronald came from the same circles, so they had known each other for years. In Ronald’s eyes, Andrew had been that untouchable, extremely handsome and popular guy everyone wanted, so it was crazy when they started hanging out every day after work, discussing business practices and laws from the local to federal levels.

Ronald had been living in a dream, but dreams always ended.

It was a couple weeks before the internship was due to end when Ronald and Andrew crossed the line. Ronald would always blame Andrew and vice versa, but what they did took two willing participants.

“Would you stay late to help me with a project?” Andrew had asked.

Ronald had fallen in love and would never tell Andrew ‘no’. “Of course, tell me how I can help.”

The hour had started as work. They ordered Chinese. Nobody questioned Andrew staying after with Ronald. Andrew was a man who always had a different lady. A Chicagoan playboy, writing the rules as he went. He had enough money to do whatever he wanted. Have whoever he wanted.

It shocked Ronald when Andrew made the first move, but it also made him feel sexy. Ronald loved a man’s attention.

People didn’t know this about Ronald, but he got off by dressing as a woman. He loved to put on stockings and short skirts and have guys fuck him from behind. He had breast forms, wigs, makeup, and everything else he needed to crossdress hidden in his closet.

When Ronald put on his women’s clothing, he became ‘Ronnie’, and ‘Ronnie’ was a dirty slut.

“Do you find me attractive?” Andrew had asked. He was perching on the edge of his desk. The last person in the office had just left, and Ronald felt his heart beating. They were in Andrew’s closed office. No blinds.

Ronald remembered the intensity in Andrew’s blue eyes as he waited for his answer. “Yes,” Ronald had muttered.

“I’ve always been curious.”

“About what? Expanding the business to other parts of Chicago?”

A soft chuckle. Deep. Alluring. Ronald could see the thickening outline of Andrew’s cock in his pants. The shimmer of hope in his eyes. Ronnie hated to disappoint, and Ronald felt like Ronnie in that moment. After weeks of staring at Andrew from afar and wondering how it would be, it didn’t take any time for Ronald to end up under the desk between Andrew’s knees.

Ronald had swallowed every drop of Andrew’s cum. He’d sucked Andrew’s dick like a dirty slut, slobbering all over his manhood. Andrew had to change pants at the office because there had been such wetness, but none of it was cum as every bit had slid down Ronald’s throat.

After that evening, Ronald had been dying to show Andrew how sexy he could be as Ronnie, but the day never came.

A week after the incident, Andrew made a huge scene about an error Ronald didn’t remember making and terminated his internship in front of everyone, even though it had nearly come to an end.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

 

 

Now

Ronald never forgave Andrew for what he’d done, but he had moved on with his life. Ronald graduated, worked an entry-level job for a few years, and had been enjoying his time as a sissy bachelor in Chicago. There had been countless men for whom he’d dressed up as Ronnie. Endless dicks, small to large, that had slid in and out of his sissy hole. Always with protection. Ronald got tested regularly and took PREP. So far, so good.

Life was glorious, except for the phone call he’d received this morning. In the past three years, Andrew had taken over Wright’s Windy City Real Estate, so he was the boss who made all the decisions.

Ronald didn’t know what was happening, but Andrew’s company wouldn’t send the job he had interviewed for a letter of recommendation. Ronald refused to take his internship off of his resume. Maybe his last job had never called to verify, but this new one was, and the ordeal was becoming a pain.

They’d waited two weeks to tell Ronald, which meant two weeks had passed without Andrew’s company replying. Ronald hadn’t even given Andrew’s number, but the current HR manager had been working there when Ronald interned. It was all a mess and could screw up Ronald’s chance of becoming a marketing manager at a startup called Neptune.

Ronald didn’t have time for Andrew’s games. Hopefully Andrew had time for his. It took some gossiping with old friends Ronald never talked to, but he learned Andrew liked to eat lunch and workout at Hooper Country Club on Wednesdays. It was his lucky day.

Ronald went to his manager’s office when he got the information he needed, faked sick, and went home for the rest of the day. He took taxis because he didn’t have time for public transportation. He needed to leave his entry-level hellhole and wield the power he desired. Ronald stopped by his house and grabbed a change of clothes before heading to Hooper Country Club, the taxi waiting outside his apartment as he rushed to gather everything he needed.

When they arrived at the country club, Ronald felt uneasy. He hadn’t gone there in years, even those times when his mother begged him to meet them for dinner. The memory of Andrew was too painful to face, but Ronald no longer had a choice if he wanted to secure his new job. Whatever the holdup was, Ronald knew it had to do with Andrew.

Perhaps Andrew was insecure and had taken it out on Ronald. He didn’t know. Ronald had stopped trying to analyze the situation ages ago.

After tipping the taxi driver, Ronald walked to the entrance of Hooper Country Club. Men with gloved hands opened the doors for him. Marble floors. Extravagant chandeliers. A bar near the entrance with coffee and flavored water.

“Mr. Jones, it’s great to see you,” the man said. His name was Luke. “It’s been awhile. Are you here to meet Mrs. Jones? I saw her—”

“Thank you, Luke. I’m here to use the gym. Felt inspired to exercise more,” said Ronald. He did intense yoga but never lifted weights. Ronald kept his body thin and feminine so he could crossdress and pass whenever he wanted, which was why he had come here, but Luke couldn’t know his plan.

“Always better late than never,” said Luke. He was in his late twenties and had an athletic body. Ronald used to have a crush on him but hadn’t thought of him in years.

“That’s right,” Ronald said and patted Luke on the shoulder before walking past him. He gripped the strap of his bag, nervous his mother would see him as he walked to the single bathroom at the end of the hall, available for either gender. He had never been Ronnie at Hooper Country Club and was feeling crazed at the thought.

He was sure nobody would recognize him, but his mother, Cynthia, was there, and that added an intense pressure. It didn’t matter because Ronald had come too far to back down now. Andrew was crazy if he thought he could get away with putting Ronald’s life on hold.

Ronald’s hands shook as he transformed himself in the spacious bathroom. He undressed first, tucked his dick, and put on a women’s workout outfit with a thick padded bra underneath. He used a little medical tape to reduce the bulge and make it more like a camel toe. Years of practice led to perfection. Andrew wouldn’t be able to resist Ronald.

Ronald put on his wig cap and a brown wig, securing it with pins. He tied his hair into a bun at the top of his head. He pulled a few strands out of the bun so they fell in his face. Ronald put on makeup and checked himself out in the mirror for a few more minutes. Ronald had disappeared, and he was all Ronnie. Even if his mother saw him, he was sure his mother wouldn’t recognize him.

Ronald stuffed his men’s clothing into the bag, turned off the bathroom light, and stepped into the hall. He walked quickly down the hall to the gym. Andrew was inside running on the treadmill. There were a few others, but they wouldn’t affect Ronnie’s plan.

Ronnie stepped inside the gym and went to a corner for a yoga mat. They sanitized them often. There was an open space in front of Andrew’s treadmill. Ronnie laid out his yoga mat off to the angle, so it wasn’t too obvious he wanted Andrew to see.

Ronnie stretched first, starting with poses that wouldn’t appear sexual. After five minutes, Ronnie got to the floor and went from one pose to the next, bending his body in sexier and sexier ways. His favorite pose required him to hold the small of his back with his ass in the air and spread his legs.

He got Andrew’s attention. Andrew was still running but much slower. Ronnie didn’t stop, nor did he pay Andrew any attention. He did a few nonsexual poses to cool Andrew off before standing with his ass to Andrew and bending over so his yoga pants stretched over his ass. Ronnie loved a man’s attention, and Andrew was proving rather easy to seduce.

Ronnie turned to face Andrew, only locking eyes for a second. The key was to leave a man thirsty for more. Desperate for a taste. Ronnie closed his eyes and did a slight back bend. He heard Andrew turn off the treadmill and step off of it. Ronnie tried his best not to smile when he heard Andrew step closer.

Ronnie’s Adam’s apple wasn’t pronounced, which he always appreciated in moments like this. Moving slowly to a standing position, Ronnie peeked through one open eye.

“Could I help you?” asked Ronnie.

Andrew looked him up and down, unaware of who was really beneath the gorgeous disguise. Ronnie loved how he could fool men. He never slept with people who didn’t know the truth, but Ronnie was desperate and vengeful.

“I’ve never seen you working out here before. What’s your name?”

“Ronnie,” he said, using his best girl voice. It came out high and even, as convincing as his tucked dick and fake tits. “I normally come at a different time.”

Andrew looked at Ronnie with suspicious eyes. Hooper Country Club was small enough where most members had met once or twice but big enough not to know every name. Andrew relaxed his eyes after a few seconds, and Ronnie fought the urge to exhale.

“You’re a nimble woman, Ronnie.”

“Oh, did you notice?”

“I think we both know how sexy those poses were,” said Andrew.

“Wow, all men are pigs, aren’t they?” Ronnie said but chuckled. He smiled, showcasing his glossy lips.

“I never see women looking as good as you in here.”

“You never even told me your name, mister,” said Ronnie.

Andrew blushed. “You’re right. I’m Andrew. Andrew Wright,” he said in a way that sounded like everyone should know his name.

Ronnie acted like he’d never heard of it. “Nice to meet you, Andrew.”

“Have you heard of me?”

Ronnie shook his head. “Afraid I haven’t, but we could get to know each other. Isn’t this when you’re supposed to ask for my number?”

Andrew slapped his forehead. “I must be short on oxygen after that workout. Where are my manners? Here’s my business card,” Andrew said and pulled a thin wallet out of his gym shorts. No cash. Only credit cards, IDs, and random paper cards.

Ronnie took Andrew’s business card and studied it like he hadn’t seen the same card moments before he was under Andrew’s desk sucking his dick. “Oh, a real-estate man? You must make the big bucks,” he said in a flirtatious, feminine voice.

Andrew was entranced. Ronnie looked into his blue eyes. They were the perfect distance from his nose. Even if Andrew could see Ronald when he stared into his eyes, he would never let himself believe Ronnie and Ronald were the same person. Andrew was Ronnie’s. He needed to end this interaction and get out of the country club before his mother saw him.

“When should we get together?”

“Tonight? Do you live near here?”

Ronnie had moved into the city since graduating college, but he wasn’t too far. Still north of downtown. “I have a small place near the lake. Fifteen minutes away.”

“Why do you come here?”

“Mom and dad have a membership,” he said.

“Oh, our parents probably know each other,” said Andrew.

They did, but Andrew didn’t need to know that. Not yet. “Probably, but we could discuss that over dinner. Tonight? I’ll text you around six.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Andrew said and lifted Ronnie’s hand to his lips. “See you then.”

Ronnie watched Andrew walk out the room. He was sweaty and so sexy. Ronnie hated him but understood why everyone loved him. Ronnie grabbed his stuff and went straight to find a taxi. He had a car but left it at his parents’ house. Charging rides or hopping on the train was much easier and saved him from the stress of sitting in traffic and finding parking.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

 

 

Ronnie was wearing a white contoured dress with short sleeves. He had it tailored at a store during a trip to Colombia. It was his favorite dress to wear on a first date with a man. They never forgot it. Ronnie normally only went out with guys once or twice before tossing them out.

Ronnie didn’t have patience for long-term relationships. He just wanted the dick. Ronnie wanted his letter of recommendation from Andrew. His new job would pay a lot more and he could get an even bigger apartment. Nicer clothes. Better wigs. Andrew was fucking up his situation, but that would end tonight.

Stepping out of the taxi, Ronnie stood tall. His dress stopped a few inches above the knees. He was wearing white heels and nude stockings. A fake fur shoulder wrap to protect against the wintry winds. His skin whiter than usual from the lack of sunlight. Ronnie had done his hair in a brown bob, curled at the ends.

The man standing at the door looked Ronnie up and down when he opened the door. Ronnie hoped he could smell his perfume as he walked past. Either way, the man’s eyes followed Ronnie to the host stand.

“Evening, I’m meeting Mr. Wright. He messaged me a moment ago to say he’s already arrived,” Ronnie said in his womanly voice. He had gotten over going in public dressed as a woman years ago. It would have been a tantalizing thrill if he wasn’t so worried about his plan working perfectly.

Andrew stood from the table when Ronnie approached. They were at a popular restaurant in downtown Hooper. An Italian place with floor-to-ceiling windows and views of the tree-lined streets. Hooper was like a small town within a big city, and the residents loved its exclusivity. Ronnie had been desperate to escape it.

“You look amazing,” Andrew said as he hugged Ronnie. He kissed him on the cheek.

“Thank you. As do you,” said Ronnie. The host disappeared, and Ronnie slid into the booth. Andrew sat across from him. “What did you do this afternoon?”

Andrew talked about his day in the office, and Ronnie couldn’t help but wonder who else he had convinced to get on their knees under the desk. Andrew hadn’t been with any intern since Ronnie, but he didn’t know that. Ronnie loathed Andrew as he spoke about the office where he had humiliated him. The office where Ronnie had fallen in love with a man who broke his heart.

Ronnie tucked the right half of his hair behind his ear. He drank from the water glass, leaving traces of his lip gloss on the rim. It was red, popping against his pale complexion. His green eyes enhanced by mascara and eyeliner. He loved wearing brown wigs. Red would give away his natural color. He was lucky to have darker eyebrows.

“It’s incredible how much power your business has.”

“What about you? What do you do?”

“Office work. My parents are doctors, but I wasn’t cut out for it.”

“I hear that. It’s crazy how many doctors have kids who become doctors,” he said.

Ronnie shrugged. He didn’t want to give away too much information about himself, but lies were too hard to keep up with, so he didn’t lie. “I would be a fashion designer if I could, but my parents would never let me go for that. What about you? What would be your dream job?”

“I’m living the dream,” said Andrew, unsure if he believed that was true, but Andrew was good at lying to himself. He gestured at Ronnie. “I’m with a gorgeous woman, at a nice restaurant, and run a massive company. What could be better?”

“Did you build your company?”

“I inherited it, but it’s growing under me,” Andrew said, but it wasn’t entirely true.

“What if you had been born into a different family, Andrew? What would you do? I know there was something you used to dream of doing. We all have unfulfilled dreams,” said Ronnie. He was tracing the rim of his glass with a finger, his nails painted red to match his lip gloss. His purse and shoulder wrap were sitting to the side.

“Part of me always wanted to be a professional athlete, but those days are behind me. No way could I do that now.”

“What sport?”

“Volleyball,” he said. “Do you like playing volleyball?”

“I guess. It’s been several years since I’ve tried.”

“Yeah, time passes quickly,” Andrew said and sighed.

They had ordered shortly after Ronnie arrived, and the server came to the table with their food. Ronnie had a pesto pasta. Andrew had a single-serving pizza. “How can you eat that and stay so thin?”

“Genetics? I keep waiting for the day when I’ll get fat, but it hasn’t come yet.”

“How old are you?” asked Ronnie.

“Thirty-two. You?”

“Twenty-four.”

A moment of shock passed through Andrew’s eyes. Ronnie was younger than Andrew, but he was legal. He was old enough to make decisions for himself, and Ronnie conveyed that through a stony expression. Andrew leaned back against the booth. “That’s not a problem, is it?”

Andrew shook his head. “You just seem so mature. Most young women don’t know right from left.”

“I’ve worked hard to get where I am,” said Ronnie, still tracing the rim of his water glass. He wasn’t drinking alcohol to keep a clear head. Andrew was on his third whiskey. The drunker he got, the easier it would be to get what Ronnie wanted. Andrew didn’t even register Ronnie wasn’t drinking.

“What are you doing after this?” Andrew asked when the server cleared their empty plates.

“We could have dessert. Tomorrow is a work day. I was planning on getting up early,” said Ronnie.

“You can’t stay up a little later?”

“What did you have in mind, Andrew?”

Andrew was slurring his words. He ordered a fourth drink as Ronnie watched him suck the last drops of whiskey from the bottom of the glass. After ordering his drink, he focused his attention on Ronnie. “I don’t live far from here. I was thinking we could continue the party at my condo.”

“You live in a condo?”

“Yeah, do you want to meet me there or ride in my car?”

“I took a taxi here, but you’ve had far too much to drink. You shouldn’t be driving,” said Ronnie. He wanted to go through with his plan, but it wasn’t worth losing his life because Andrew was driving around Chicago drunk.

“You can drive,” Andrew said and pulled the keys from his pocket, slamming them on the table.

“Do you live in Hooper? There aren’t any condos around here.”

“I live on the border in a new development. Owned by Wright’s Windy City Real Estate. Hooper doesn’t like condos, but they let us go ahead with it after some negotiation. Landing this deal earned my father’s trust and got me the company.”

“Oh, aren’t you a trailblazer? Let’s see these condos. I can’t believe I haven’t heard of this building.”

“You’re spending too much time by the lake,” Andrew said and smirked as he placed his credit card on the table to pay. Ronnie ran his thumb over Andrew’s car keys. There was a strong pull between them, and Ronnie couldn’t wait to get Andrew back to his house. “I have the penthouse. You’ll love it.”

The server came back with the bill, and Andrew signed the receipt. “Show me where you car is,” Ronnie said as he got out of the booth and put out his hand. Andrew took it, and they walked to the parking lot, standing close to fight against the frosty wind.

 

***

 

Ronnie pulled up to the sparkling condominiums, realizing how often he had stayed away from this part of Chicago. Years had passed since he drove down the street where the condos were, and his parents hadn’t mentioned them at their few dinners. They talked more about medical supplies than architecture. Neither had much interest in homes, which was why their house hadn’t been decorated in twenty years.

“These are gorgeous,” Ronnie said as he pulled into the garage under the building. Andrew was directing Ronnie to his parking spot, still slurring his words, but less than he had been when they left the restaurant. Ronnie would have to get another drink in him.

Andrew led them to an elevator that took them straight to his penthouse. “Aren’t you a lucky man?” Ronnie asked as the elevator glided into the air, offering views of the city. Ronnie touched Andrew’s chest. He bent his knees to stand a couple inches below Andrew. “This is a gorgeous view,” Ronnie said before leaning in for a kiss.

Andrew gripped Ronnie’s sides and thrust his tongue into his mouth. Ronnie wanted to throw up from Andrew’s roughness, but he had come prepared for anything. He had to stay calm if he was going to get what he needed from Andrew.

The elevator slid open, revealing a clean apartment with modern furniture. An open layout. Ronnie’s apartment didn’t compare, but he hadn’t inherited a real-estate empire from his parents. He was trying to forge his own path in the world, and Andrew was blocking his progress.

Ronnie’s heels clicked against the travertine floor. He held his fake fur shoulder wrap tight as he crossed the room to the kitchen island. “How does a man as young as yourself afford a place like this?”

“Comes with being the man who found the money to build it.”

“Wouldn’t you make more selling it?”

“One day,” Andrew said. He took off his jacket and shoes before sitting on the couch. Ronnie was arranging his purse, shoulder wrap, and other things on the kitchen island.

Ronnie stepped forward to the couch where Andrew was sitting. Andrew was moving much slower than Ronnie. Ronnie needed one drink to go through with his plan. Something to loosen his inhibitions.

“A man like you must have a bottle of whiskey around,” Ronnie said.

“There’s one in the cabinet above the sink. Would you mind making us a couple?” Andrew asked as he leaned back against the sofa and sighed, lifting his feet to the gorgeous walnut coffee table.

“It’d be my pleasure,” Ronnie said and went to the kitchen. Andrew told Ronnie where to find the glasses. Ronnie put four ice cubes in each glass and filled them halfway, adding splashes of water before walking across the room to the sofa. There were coasters on the table. Ronnie doubted Andrew had picked out the details of his place. Ronnie imagined Andrew arriving with a couple suitcases one day, everything in place for a first-class life.

Didn’t Andrew know spoiled brats had to pay? Ronnie was here to collect.

“I still don’t know how I haven’t seen you at Hooper before,” Andrew said, staring at Ronnie with a skeptical glare. In Andrew’s eyes, Ronnie was a woman like any of the others that’d he’d brought home, but was she too good to be true? Andrew couldn’t remember her to save his life, and he spent a lot of time at the country club. They were different ages, but that wasn’t an excuse.

Andrew asked about Ronnie’s parents, and Ronnie gave a cryptic answer. Andrew was going to ask a follow-up question until Ronnie placed a hand on Andrew’s leg. Her fingers marched up his thigh. Andrew’s dick was rising beneath his boxers.

“Our parents would kill us if they found out. Some things are better left a secret,” Ronnie said as she placed her hands on Andrew’s waistline. He wouldn’t fight her. She seemed like a normal person. Andrew didn’t want to ruin the moment with more information. He closed his eyes and leaned back as Ronnie glided his pants to the floor.

His dick never failed and was standing at attention for Ronnie as she wrapped her hand around it. Andrew loved how she was still wearing her white dress. Red fingernails bright around Andrew’s cock as he parted his eyes to watch Ronnie spread her mouth and take his member between her lips.

Andrew had a different woman several times a week. What was one more? Another face that would blur in his memory. Another woman walking around the streets of Chicago who knew his dick. Andrew grabbed Ronnie’s face, feeling aggressive and hungry to use her like a sex toy, and shoved his dick into the back of her throat.

Ronnie choked on Andrew’s thrust, but it wasn’t too much for him to handle. He caught his breath and prepared for more. Ronnie had taken dicks as big as Andrew’s, even though Andrew was not lacking. Ronnie moaned as Andrew fucked the back of his throat.

Andrew couldn’t believe how Ronnie was taking his dick with ease, so he fucked her throat harder. When he grew tired of her mouth, he told her to strip naked. Ronnie shook her head.

“Why not?” asked Andrew. He was wearing nothing more than the t-shirt he had been wearing under his outfit.

Ronnie stood and perched on the couch, lifting her dress. She was wearing a lace jockstrap, something Andrew had never seen one of his conquests wearing. Her dick was tucked so perfectly, he didn’t even notice it when she moved her hips to reveal her tight, pink asshole.

“I like it up the ass on a first date. Does that work for you?”

Andrew’s mouth dropped. He loved fucking bitches in the ass and couldn’t believe what Ronnie was offering. Who was this slut, and where had she come from? In hindsight, Andrew would think he should have known better, but Ronnie’s ass looked too sweet to pass up.

“I’ll be right back. Grabbing condoms,” Andrew said and left the room.

Ronnie smirked as he waited for Andrew to return. His dick was soft, but he wouldn’t mind getting fucked. He only hoped Andrew wouldn’t last long. Ronnie got in position, ready to take Andrew’s cock while wearing the lace jockstrap.

Andrew returned from his bedroom, naked and rolling a condom over his dick. He couldn’t wait to fuck Ronnie up her ass. What chick wanted anal on the first date? Andrew felt he’d won the lottery. Ronnie was kneeling on the couch, hands gripping the edge. Her ass in the perfect position for Andrew to slide in.

“You sure about this?” asked Andrew as he spat into his hand and rubbed it against Ronnie’s tight hole. He hadn’t fucked an ass in months. Few women wanted anal, but it felt so good.

Ronnie nodded, and Andrew took that as his cue. He pushed into Ronnie’s tight hole, realizing he needed some lubrication. He reached around to touch Ronnie’s pussy, but she pushed away his hand. “I don’t like guys to touch my flower on the first night.”

Andrew pulled out and said, “I’ll grab lube. I have a bottle in my room.” He normally used it to masturbate, but sometimes the women would need it too.

Andrew grabbed lubrication from his bedroom and went back to the living room, where Ronnie was waiting in the same spot. He fucked her tight hole. The lubrication making his dick glide like figure skaters on ice.

Ronnie moaned, unable to stop himself. He hated Andrew, but he couldn’t help but enjoy how Andrew was fucking him; using every inch of his member. Ronnie wanted to touch himself, but he couldn’t reveal his secret. Not yet.

Andrew gripped Ronnie’s hips. He didn’t know if it was the alcohol or her tight hole, but he wouldn’t last much longer. Andrew wanted to fuck her ass all night, but he had to wake up early. They both did. He hated thinking about work while fucking, but it was always on his mind.

Andrew pushed all the way in Ronnie and hooked his hands around to her breasts. They were soft. Incredibly soft. Ronnie’s ass was constricting and contracting around his dick. Pushing against it. He pulled out, afraid he would cum if he remained in her hole a second longer.

“What’s wrong, baby?” Ronnie asked in a slutty voice. “Don’t you want to cum in my ass?” Ronnie looked over her shoulder at Andrew. Her green eyes piercing him. There was something familiar about them, but Andrew just wanted to cum and go to sleep.

“Can I cum in your mouth?”

“Of course you can, baby,” Ronnie said and got off the couch and to her knees under Andrew. “Cum for me. I want to drink every drop,” she said.

Andrew didn’t need to hear those words twice. Most of the women he brought home acted like prude bitches when the clothes came off, but Ronnie was willing, and Andrew would take full advantage. He ripped off the condom and went between fucking her throat and jacking off until the cum raced up his dick.

“Fuck,” Andrew grunted as the first stream of cum left his tip. Many more streams followed it, painting Ronnie’s face white. She didn’t even touch herself, which made it a million times hotter to Andrew. He bent down and kissed the top of her head, careful to avoid the cum.

Ronnie’s face was hot, but he didn’t care. The first part of his plan had gone perfectly. Andrew had a sleepy gaze in his eyes. “Andrew, do you mind if I shower here?”

“Sure, that’s fine. Join me in bed when you finish?”

“Perfect,” Ronnie said and ran to the bathroom he could see from the living room, desperate to wash Andrew’s cum from his face. He cleaned himself at the sink and stripped naked before stepping into the shower. He jacked off, watching his cum swirl down the drain.

Ronnie would have to wear the contour dress and wig to bed, but it was a small price to pay for what he would get in the morning if the last part of his plan went well. Ronnie took his time in the bathroom, and Andrew was snoring by the time he climbed into bed.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

 

 

Ronald didn’t sleep well because of what he had planned. He drifted in and out of sleep until the sun was rising in the horizon. He slipped out of Andrew’s bed, tiptoeing out of the room to the bathroom. He unzipped the white dress he had worn to bed and stripped down to the jockstrap. Seeing it and thinking of Andrew fucking him made Ronald shiver.

He had enjoyed the sex. Hated the sex. Ronald didn’t know how he felt about what had happened. He only wished Andrew had played along and sent the letter of recommendation when Neptune, Ronald’s future employer, had asked the first time.

Ronald didn’t meet his own eyes in the mirror as he touched himself. He stroked his dick slowly, awakening it. Morning wood. Payback. Ronald was struggling to get hard, so he turned on a hot video of a sissy gay boy getting fucked with a cage locked around his dick. Ronald hadn’t met a man he could trust enough to lock him up, but he would love to find that, even though he knew the guys in the video were just paid actors.

Within a minute, Ronald was hard imagining himself with that stud top in the video. His body trim and athletic. The sissy was slim and as womanly as ever, except for his dripping dick locked up in a cage.

Ronald took a deep breath and closed the video to open his camera. He was ready. Now or never. Ronald stroked his dick as he walked from the bathroom to Andrew’s bedroom, stepping through the doorway as quietly as he could. Andrew rolled over but didn’t open his eyes.

He was still naked from their session last night. Ronald stepped over to the bed, stroking his cock to keep it hard. He focused the camera.

“Andrew, time to wake up,” Ronald said, position his dick and camera at the right angle.

Rolling over, Andrew opened his eyes. Ronald snapped a photo, and it looked perfect. He caught the moment where Andrew looked wide awake and present but not yet scared.

“What the fuck?!” he yelled and jumped back in the bed.

Ronald took off the brown wig, standing naked in front of Andrew. No makeup. “It’s me, bitch,” he said.

“What the hell are you doing here, Ronald?” Andrew said, putting the puzzle together in his mind. He made a gagging noise. “I’m calling security!”

Ronald put the wig back on and crossed his arms across his chest. He lifted his phone to take another picture of Andrew’s exposed body. He turned and got a selfie with Andrew and half of his own face, but Ronald didn’t miss his dick.

He was picturing the headlines: 

Guess Mr. Chicago Plays for Both Teams

Andrew covered himself with the sheet and huffed. He puffed, but what would he blow? Ronald’s dick? Ronald wouldn’t mind. He was still hard watching Andrew squirm.

“I wouldn’t call security if I were you,” Andrew said. His bare, hairless ass was turned to Andrew. He almost wanted to tell Andrew to get on his knees and kiss it, but he wouldn’t be so cruel. “You wouldn’t want these pictures getting out. None of the women would ever look at you the same again.”

“Why are you doing this, Ronald?”

Ronald’s dick was softening. He was tired of giving Andrew the good view too, so he turned around to face him. There was a chair in the corner. Ronald walked across the room on his tiptoes, sitting in the chair and crossing his legs. He pulled off the wig. “You won’t send my letter of recommendation.”

“What?” Andrew asked and wiped his face with a cupped hand. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Ronald. What letter of recommendation?”

“Cut the shit, Andrew. The job I interviewed for told me the only thing standing between me and employment is a recommendation from Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.”

“I promise, I had nothing to do with it.”

“I don’t believe you, Andrew. You humiliated me when I was an intern. You made it impossible for me to go to Hooper Country Club. I don’t care if you had something to do with it or not, but you owe me.”

Andrew knew what Ronald was talking about but wouldn’t admit it. He had told his HR manager not to send any recommendation when he’d come to Andrew’s office to ask. Andrew stared at Ronald, sitting with his legs crossed, naked in the sitting chair a designer had picked out. Andrew hadn’t asked for this.

“What do you want me to do?” asked Andrew.

“Get out your computer, or I’ll leak these photos. I’m not kidding, Andrew. You’re messing with my life.”

Andrew dropped his head. He hadn’t expected this, but Ronald deserved a letter of recommendation. He’d been an ideal intern until Andrew grew afraid he would spill the affair they’d been having to the entire office. Andrew had put his reputation before everything, and it was catching up with him. It had at the office too. A couple deals had fallen through in the past year because of revelations of the past. Andrew’s father, Harold Wright, would kill him if every secret Andrew kept got out.

“What are you waiting for, Andrew? We both have jobs,” Andrew said, tapping his fingers on the arm of the chair. “Grab your computer, so you can send an email to Neptune.”

Andrew got his computer from the bag sitting inside his closet. He opened his email account. Ronald moved from the chair to the bed, gliding across the floor like fog on a river. Neither of them had dressed. Andrew felt weak and powerless, but there was another emotion bubbling under the surface. Something he couldn’t pinpoint. Ronald put in the email address and told Andrew what to type. Andrew hit send.

Ronald stood, but Andrew put out his hand to stop him. The underlying emotion he felt was desire. He wanted to spend more time with Ronald. Ronnie. Last night had been some of the best sex of his life, and Andrew had never suspected Ronnie was Ronald in disguise. He felt fooled, but he had been a fool to underestimate the people in his life.

Ronald pulled his hand away from Andrew’s. “What are you doing?”

“It was me. I told Kenneth not to write you a recommendation.”

“Why would you do that? Wasn’t it enough to humiliate me in front of everyone? I worked my ass off at that internship, Andrew! You were the one who came on to me! It wasn’t my fault you weren’t comfortable with your sexuality,” said Ronald. He wanted to leave before he cried. He had packed a pair of jeans and a thin sweater in his purse, but would have to use the shoulder wrap to stay warm.

“I’ve made a lot of mistakes in my life, Ronald. But hurting you was the biggest one.”

Ronald didn’t have time to hear Andrew’s lies. Andrew had been terrible three years ago, and he was now. Ronald couldn’t let the sex and smooth talk change his mind. He had what he needed and never wanted to see Andrew again. “I’m using your bathroom. Don’t leave this room until you hear the front door open and close.”

“But—”

“I don’t care, Andrew. One false move, and I’ll send these photos to every journalist who will listen.”

Andrew fell silent. Ronald grabbed everything he’d left in the bedroom, went to the bathroom, changed, and got out of Andrew’s apartment as fast as he could. He walked toward the city and waited for a cab inside the nearest business, which was a gas station.

 

***

 

Andrew hadn’t wrapped his head around what’d happened that morning before work. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t disgusted. Ronald had those photos on his phone. Andrew was nervous he would release them, but Neptune had already sent a return email full of positive energy about the prospect of hiring Ronald.

Ronald had been a hardworking intern. He always finished early and took on more than had been requested. Andrew knew he’d been wrong to deny the recommendation letter in the first place, but he was spoiled. He was learning how vindictive and entitled he could act as failure after failure popped up in his life.

Had his father, Harold, acted this way when he was growing the company from nothing into the empire it was today? Andrew couldn’t imagine he had. There was a new complaint almost daily about Andrew’s leadership. He had gone to school for business, but he hadn’t realized how emotional running hundreds of employees could be.

Harold kept an eye on the company, but he wasn’t concerned with the day-to-day. He was soaking up the Florida sun with Andrew’s mother, Linda.

Things might change when his father saw the upcoming quarterly report. He would fly back and sit by Andrew’s desk, listening to every phone call and commenting on Andrew’s every move.

Harold had done it once, two years ago, and Andrew had been better… for a little while. Andrew needed to get his act together. His father had already threatened to give the company to his cousin, Thomas Wright, who was still in college but already making money as a real estate agent. He showed more drive than Andrew ever had.

Ronnie had been gorgeous last night. If Andrew let go, he could think of Ronald as the woman he had been at the restaurant. The woman who’d offered him anal on a first date. Ronnie had been smooth. Smelling of flowers. Thin waist. Fat ass.

Andrew hated how much he had wanted Ronald in the past. He’d been right in the morning when he said Andrew struggled with his sexuality. He knew he was bisexual. Andrew had known it ever since he and a friend from college got drunk during a night of camping in Michigan for Andrew’s nineteenth birthday. His friend’s name was Karl. Andrew and Karl had ended up sucking each other’s dick and jacking off, never to speak to one another again after that trip.

Those weeks of the internship Ronald and Andrew had stayed late at work or to grab a bite for dinner or a drink. Hanging out with Ronald had awakened the curious side of Andrew. His desires had grown day after day until the night that Ronald sucked Andrew’s dick under his desk.

Something within Andrew had snapped. He hated how much he liked another man’s lips on his dick.

Now there was Ronnie, Ronald’s feminine form. How could Andrew not want the woman he’d brought home from the restaurant? How was Ronald the woman who’d seduced him with her flexibility in the country club?

Andrew was curious. He wanted more. He wanted to make up for his wrongdoings, but there was too much to worry about with Wright’s Windy City Real Estate. Ronald was too hurt as well, and angry people wanted vengeance.

Waiting was a virtue, and Andrew would wait for Ronald. He would long for another chance to touch Ronnie. Explore her body. Kiss her. Take her out on the town. Suck her dick. There was so much he wanted to do, but Andrew had to attend to business first.

He sighed, opened his computer, and got back to work.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

 

 

3 Months Later

Ronald had landed the job at Neptune and couldn’t have been happier. Everyone had gone home, but Ronald was still at his desk obsessing over details for the latest ad campaign. Ronald was grateful the days were growing longer and offering more hours of sunlight.

He woke up every morning excited to go to work, even though the days were long. He was leading a team of ambitious marketers, unable to believe Neptune had trusted him to work as their manager. They specialized in robotics and were hoping to pioneer companion robots, but sold kitchen appliances for seed money.

Ronald and his team were promoting the kitchen appliances but always working on future campaigns for the companion robots.

The days at work took a lot of energy out of Ronald, but he was young, and Neptune was paying him more than enough to upgrade his apartment once the lease ended.

Ronald walked to the metro after finishing for the day. Staring out the window of the train, Ronald watched the familiar buildings pass. He took the same train to and from work and didn’t go many other places unless it was to Hooper to visit his parents.

Ronald passed a Wright’s Windy City Real Estate sign as he was walking to his apartment after the train. He thought of Andrew. They hadn’t spoken since the morning Ronald surprised him with a dick in his face. Ronald had the photos saved on a flash drive in the back of his underwear drawer, but he had deleted them from his phone.

The first week after the eventful morning, Ronald had stared at the photos multiple times a day. He had enjoyed Andrew’s touch. The sex on the couch. It had been amazing besides the reason Ronald had sought out Andrew in the first place.

There were days Ronald wanted to call to apologize, but it never would have happened if Andrew hadn’t asked Ronald out for a drink all those years ago. If they hadn’t gone to countless dinners or spent evenings in the office, ‘working’ on projects. They worked, but there had always been an underlying sexual tension.

A sexual tension Ronald never thought would lead somewhere, but it had, and Ronald had been humiliated. It took him a long time to come to terms with what Andrew had done to him. Andrew had problems with himself and his sexuality, and Ronald wasn’t responsible for that. Ronald knew who he was and what he liked.

Unfortunately, being dressed as a woman with Andrew was enjoyable. Sexy. Ronald thought about their night together more often than he’d ever admit.

Turning the corner of his street, Ronald paused because there was a man standing next to a car he didn’t recognize outside of his building. Ronald couldn’t see the man’s face. Ronald didn’t live on the busiest city street. Most of the cars were the same day after day. He wouldn’t have thought much of it if the man hadn’t been standing right in front of the stoop leading to Ronald’s door.

Ronald pulled out his phone, ready to dial the police. He proceeded. The man still had his back to Ronald. When Ronald was about a foot behind the stranger, he ducked his head and sprinted for the steps.

“Ronald, wait, it’s me,” the man said.

Ronald registered Andrew’s voice, turning to face him. He thought about Andrew but had never wanted to see him again. Ronald stood on his step for a moment, gazing into Andrew’s blue eyes. It was still a little cold in the city, so Andrew was wearing a wool jacket that did a fantastic job of showcasing his manly shoulders.

Ronald was thin. His jacket hung on him as though he were a runway model. “What do you want, Andrew?”

Ever since the morning Ronald surprised Andrew by revealing himself as Ronnie, there had been a change. It was as though a layer had been pulled back from Andrew’s layers of protection, and the truth was waiting there. Andrew liked men, but he especially liked men like Andrew: feminine guys who loved to crossdress. There was no way Ronnie had been a one-night invention.

“You. I want you. I wanted you three years ago, three months ago, and I want you now.”

As much as Ronald loved to hear those words, he couldn’t trust them. Andrew had broken his heart. He had crossed him. Andrew was a coward, and Ronald wanted nothing to do with a man who couldn’t accept himself. A man who schemed to get his way. Even if Ronald hadn’t found love, he doubted he would find it with Andrew, and Ronald had plenty of hunks to come over for mindless sex.

Ronald stepped down to the last step, standing a head above Andrew. “There’s nothing between us, Andrew. I cared about you when I interned at Wright’s Windy City Real Estate, but you showed me your true colors then. People don’t change.”

“You’re right, Ronald. I’ve made endless mistakes in my life, but I’m learning. I’m trying. Can’t you give me a chance to make it better?” asked Andrew. He thought he sounded pathetic asking for another chance, but he had waited outside Ronald’s apartment long enough. He had battled with himself too long. He was ready to accept his reality.

The only problem was Ronald didn’t want to move backward. “I thought you cared about me, but you might as well have dumped a bucket on cold water on me when you fired me in front of everyone.”

Andrew’s cheeks twitched. He thought winning Ronald back would have been easier. “Ronald, I’m here. Can’t you—”

“No, Andrew. Yeah, you’re here. You want everything to run on your time. I know you’re here because you fell in love with Ronnie. Don’t you know how many guys I’ve had knocking on my door for another taste? I wanted to show you that part of me three years ago. I had been working up the courage to show you when you ruined everything! How could you expect me to be so willing to forgive? You’re delusional, Andrew,” Ronald said and turned on his heel.

Andrew called after him, but Ronald had heard enough. He had lived through the pain and didn’t need to experience more. Andrew could have any woman he wanted.

When Ronald got to his door, he turned and looked over his shoulder. There was genuine disappointment in Andrew’s eyes. Ronald said nothing and slipped inside. He didn’t have the heart to forgive. Their memories together were too painful.


 

CHAPTER 6

 

 

 

The days were growing longer. It wouldn’t be too long before people would spend the day at the beach, gazing out to the endless stretch of lake water. Andrew had been calling Ronald, sending flowers, chocolate, gift cards for lunch, and anything else he could think of, but Ronald never returned a message. Nothing but silence.

Andrew hadn’t been with any woman since Ronnie, nearly four months ago. Having Harold hover over his shoulder every day didn’t help, especially since he had to come back when the weather wasn’t warm. The older his parents got, the more they hated the cold.

“If you don’t get your shit together, Thomas will become your boss the day he graduates,” Harold threatened. It wasn’t the first time he had said that over the past few months. The threat was getting old. Harold’s presence was beyond old. Andrew loved his father but couldn’t help but hate him at times too.

Nothing mattered as long as he didn’t have Ronald. Andrew wanted to explore himself with Ronald. Ronald was his future. Andrew used to have several women a week, but Ronnie was the only woman he found attractive.

“Dad, I appreciate everything you teach me, but lay off. You expect me to do what you did after forty-odd years in the game. Chill,” said Andrew.

“Thomas wouldn’t chill! He would work day and night to protect the legacy I built.”

“If you want Thomas to run the company so bad, then why don’t you call him? I can be the Chief Financial Officer. Being CFO would be a lot better than CEO with your micromanaging,” Andrew said, and he meant it. Why should he kill himself when he couldn’t even sleep at night because dreams of Ronnie would wake him up?

“Where are you going, Andrew?” Harold asked when Andrew stood up from his desk, grabbing his things in a rush. “There’s work to be done here, son. Don’t you dare walk out that door!”

Andrew didn’t listen. He called his dad when he was out on the street, waving his hand in the air for a taxi. He could drive, but Neptune wasn’t far from his office. If Ronald wouldn’t call him back, he would go to him to prove how much he wanted him. Harold would kill him if he knew he was going to chase down another man in the name of love, but Andrew was done living his life with the whispers of his father clouding his mind.

“You made a mistake walking out that door,” said Harold.

“Dad, I love you and the business, but I’m learning. I’m trying my best. You expect too much out of me in too little time. I know you have this fantasy of Thomas doing better than me, but nobody will ever compare to you.”

Harold was silent as Andrew muted his line to tell the taxi driver where Neptune was.

“Andrew, I know I’m demanding, but how am I supposed to retire if you I can’t trust you to run the business I built?”

“I know you thought I was ready when you left the last time, but I think you were the one who was ready. You were ready to travel with mom. I get it, but I wasn’t ready, and the pressure has become too much. Some things in life are more important than work,” Andrew said as the taxi pulled up to Ronald’s office building. He let the meter run as he sat there with the phone to his ear.

“You’re thirty-two, Andrew. You should be ready.”

Andrew knew he was getting older, but he had never lived. He never had a relationship last longer than a month. He denied himself of who he was to focus on the business and his father’s wishes, but it had all lead to failure. “Come back from retirement, dad. Train me until I’m ready.”

“You’re losing my respect.”

“I’m okay with that, dad. The older I get, the more I realize how much joy and opportunity you’ve stripped from my life by training me to take over your company. I love Wright’s Real Estate, but I need to live first. I’m taking some time off.”

“You can’t—” Harold began, but Andrew hung up, feeling lighter than he’d felt in years. He was fumbling with his wallet when Ronald stepped out of the entrance. He threw the taxi driver a wad of cash and didn’t worry about the change as he threw open the door to chase after Ronald.

“Ronald,” called Andrew.

Ronald turned to look at who’d said his name and sighed when he saw Andrew running after him. As sexy as Andrew was, the endless phone calls and gifts had made him less attractive. All Ronald wanted was peace, but Andrew was relentless.

Andrew caught up to Ronald, who was waiting and tapping his foot against the sidewalk. Tall buildings towered over them. A bright sun contrasted with the chilly springtime breeze. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. What does my stalker want today?”

Andrew was hyper from telling off his father. For taking charge of his life for the first time. “Ronald, I’m so sorry for everything I’ve ever done to you. Can’t we start over? Could I take you to lunch?”

“Andrew, how many—”

“Ronald, please. I’m still Andrew, but with clearer vision. I haven’t been with anyone since that night we were together. You’re all I can think about, Ronald. Give—”

Ronald put up his hand, and Andrew fell silent. People walked around them as though they were garbage in the middle of the road. “You had no right coming to my office, Andrew. You’ve been sending an endless stream of shit. Shit I don’t want. I hate to say it Andrew, but I got the only thing I’ll ever want from you when you sent that email to Neptune.”

Andrew would always long for Ronald. He would always think of him and the time they’d spent together, but he couldn’t act like a crazy man forever. He dropped his head and turned to leave.

Ronald was watching Andrew walk away with slumped shoulders when an overwhelming sense of regret began forming a knot in his stomach. Ronald swallowed his pride and chased after Andrew. Maybe he had changed. Maybe there was hope. Ronald didn’t trust Andrew, but he was a forgiving person.

“Andrew, wait. You came all this way. Lunch wouldn’t kill me, but you’re paying.”

“Amazing, Ronald. Lead the way.”

 

***

 

They went to a cafe around the corner from Neptune’s office building. They sat by the window, watching pedestrians who were too busy to notice them walk past. Old feelings of mutual interest and distaste simmering between them. They hadn’t spoken since ordering sandwiches at the counter.

Ronald spoke first. “You’ve been relentless in your pursuit.”

“What I want most in life is becoming clearer by the day. By the minute.”

“I wanted you and got over you a long time ago, Andrew.”

Andrew nodded. He learned a few weeks ago winning Ronald back wouldn’t be easy when he’d waited outside Ronald’s building. “I don’t deserve you, Ronald, but I want you.”

“Sometimes we want most what we can’t have. I wish I could help you, but there are plenty of other men like me in the world.”

The cafe workers called their numbers, and Andrew went to the counter to get their sandwiches. Ronald watched Andrew carrying the trays, and he’d never looked sexier. He was softer. Less cocky. His eyes had a new layer of emotion behind them.

“Thank you, Andrew,” Ronald said as Andrew placed the plates on the table. “Have you ever thought of becoming a server?”

“I might have to after walking out on my dad today.”

“You walked out on the all-powerful Mr. Harold Wright? What did he do?”

Andrew shrugged. How could he explain how he felt his entire life had been a lie without sounding like a spoiled brat? Who didn’t want to inherit an empire worth almost a billion dollars?

“You can tell me. I understand,” Ronald said and reached out to touch Andrew’s hand. The sensation was electric; for both of them. They looked at one another, confirming what they’d felt. Ronald pulled his hand back, rubbing it in disbelief.

Andrew took a bite of his sandwich. He swallowed and explained everything that’d been happening with his father over the past few months. He added that he’d been under enormous pressure three years ago too.

“That’s not an excuse,” said Ronald.

“I know. It isn’t, but everything I did back then was reactionary. I’m taking time off until I can figure my shit out,” said Andrew.

“And you came running to me? I don’t need a broken man in my life.”

“Are you saying I could be a man in your life, Ronald?”

Ronald shrugged. He ate a few bites of his sandwich and gazed at the people walking past. Andrew had his issues, but who didn’t? Ronald was far from perfect, and he would love to date a guy from his world. People who weren’t from Hooper didn’t understand how damaging those outsized family expectations could be. Ronald still got the occasional guilt trip for choosing to forgo medical school.

There was only one thing Ronald needed to know to give Andrew another chance. “Would you ever go public if we were a couple?”

Andrew had asked himself this same question, and he always came to the same conclusion. “Having you in my life is more important than what anyone thinks about my sexuality.”

“Including Mr. Harold Wright?”

“Yes,” Andrew said in a low, throaty voice.

Ronald nodded and picked up the last bite of his sandwich. “If you renege when I’m ready, I don’t know what I’ll do. It won’t be pretty.”

“I promise. I won’t hurt you again,” said Andrew.

“Pick me up tonight at seven. I have to get back to the office. You know where I live,” Ronald said and stood. He leaned over the table, kissing Andrew on the cheek.

Andrew swallowed, shocked by Ronald’s lips on his face, but he would have to get used to it. He looked up at Ronald and smiled. “See you at seven.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll dress as Ronnie,” Ronald said with a wink before turning to leave.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

 

 

Hot water ran down Ronald’s body, washing away the last bits of soap residue. He only had half an hour until seven when Andrew would arrive, so he turned off the water and grabbed a towel. Ronald didn’t know if he believed Andrew hadn’t been with anyone since the night Ronnie had paid him a visit. Ronald had been with others, but they meant nothing. Sex was always just sex.

With Andrew, it could be so much more, but Ronald didn’t want to get his hopes up too soon. When he had gotten excited three years ago, it ended in despair.

Ronald had a towel wrapped around his body, tucked under his shoulders. He stared at his closet, unsure what he would wear for his date with Andrew. He had dresses, skirts, women’s jeans, and so much more. Endless choices.

Andrew decided on a black pencil skirt with black tights, a magenta crossover blouse, black platform heels, and a blonde wig. Now that Andrew knew the truth, he could wear whatever color wig he was feeling that day.

Ronald dried himself with the towel while sitting on the edge of his bed. Dressing himself always got him excited for the night. He wasn’t sure tonight would end in sex. Ronald wanted to be strong, but Ronnie could be such a slut when she came out to play, and Andrew was sexy; devilishly so.

Ronald, dry and naked, used medical tape to tuck his dick under a black lace jockstrap. Ronald rolled the black tights over the underwear and put on the pencil skirt after that. He put on his bra with breast forms before putting on a spaghetti strap top over that.

He grabbed his makeup bag to do his makeup before putting on the crossover blouse and blonde wig. Ronald had a vanity in his bedroom. He loved sitting at it to transform his face. Remove any hard masculine lines and fool even himself into thinking he was a beautiful woman for the night.

After beautifying his face and painting his nails white, Ronald went to the kitchen for a glass of white wine. He had painted his lips red with gloss. Ronald preferred lip gloss over lipstick but would wear both. Pressing his lips against the rim of a glass always made him feel womanly and transformed. Ronald savored the taste of wine and the residue of his lip gloss on the glass.

Once his nails dried, Ronald went back to his bedroom. He set his glass of wine on the vanity and grabbed the magenta crossover blouse from his bed. He put it on, adjusting it in the floor-length mirror he had glued to his closet door.

Ronald put on his blonde wig, and he looked nothing like Ronald anymore. He was all Ronnie. A woman who was hungry for dinner now that she’d been unleashed. There were only a few minutes until seven.

Ronnie sat in the chair at her vanity and put on her four-inch platform heels. She would stand a little taller than Andrew, but a real man wouldn’t care. It could be his test for the night. Andrew still had Ronnie’s trust to win. She was easy in the bedroom, but no man had caught her heart.

Andrew: I’m here. Should I come up?

Ronnie packed a few things in her purse. She always took cash to dates in case anything went wrong, and there was pepper spray on her key chain.

Ronnie: No, I’ll come down.

Ronnie zipped up her purse, turned off the lights, grabbed a thin black jacket that matched her outfit, and went outside to meet Andrew.

 

***

 

Ronnie was sexier than Andrew had remembered when she stepped out of her apartment. The platform heels made her legs look endless. The pencil skirt hugged her hips, making Andrew desperate for her ass. The crossover blouse offered a tasteful amount of cleavage, and Ronnie’s blonde hair drifting in her face from the breeze made her look like a supermodel.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Andrew said when Ronnie reached the last step. He took her hand and helped her cross the sidewalk to his car.

Ronnie stopped before she got in Andrew’s car to take him in. He was wearing dark gray slacks that were obviously tailored to his body. They made his bulge look incredible, even in the low lights of the darkening sky. He was wearing a matching blazer with a navy button-up shirt underneath. His tie was gray with pink polka dots.

“The restaurant we’re going to is less than a mile away,” Ronnie said in her feminine voice as she stepped off the sidewalk to get into Andrew’s car.

“Just tell me where to go,” he said.

They drove down the road and were at the restaurant in a few minutes. It was Ronnie’s favorite bar and grill. They had televisions playing sports and the most delicious hamburgers a girl could ever want. Ronnie waited as Andrew turned off his car and came to her side to open the door. Ronnie was feeling absolutely womanly tonight. She checked herself in the mirror once more before taking Andrew’s hand and stepping onto the sidewalk.

“How do you do it? You’re like two different people,” Andrew said as he pulled Ronnie close to his body to kiss her. His hand moved from the small of her back and slid over her ass. He had tried to resist the urge, but it was impossible for Andrew to deny how much he wanted Ronnie.

“A woman never reveals her secrets,” Ronnie said and pecked Andrew’s lips with hers. She was cold and ready to get inside. The falling sun left little warmth in the air.

Andrew stepped forward and opened the door, excited for everyone to see his date. They looked like a pair of models, except Ronnie stood inches taller than Andrew in her platform heels. Andrew didn’t mind. He held her hand with confidence.

The host walked them over to a high table with tall chairs. Andrew had never been to the bar, but there were so many restaurants in Chicago he hadn’t tried. Ronnie ordered hamburgers for them when Andrew couldn’t decide between two. They ordered pints of a local IPA Ronnie had recommended.

“I don’t actually like whiskey,” she said. “I only used to drink it to make you happy.”

“Why would you do that?”

Ronnie shrugged. She had been younger then. Freshly twenty-one and eager to please. There were guys she’d fucked that year she would deny now. In reality, Ronnie was tired of the mindless sex. She wanted a man to cuddle up next to at night. She wanted someone who would accept both her halves. The woman she could become, and the man she was during her daily life.

Ronnie and Andrew gazed at each other. Ronnie was swimming in the sea of Andrew’s blue irises. Andrew was spinning in the circles of Ronnie’s green fields.

Andrew had never gone out with a woman who ordered a hamburger, but Ronnie looked so sexy eating it. Her red lips spread thin as she tried to fit her mouth around the massive burger.

“What do you think of yours?”

“It’s delicious,” Andrew said. It was inspired from the flavors of a Chicago-style hot dog. Andrew didn’t hate any of it. This restaurant wasn’t where he would have taken Ronnie if he’d been in charge of planning. He was always going to the ‘nicest’, ‘fanciest’ places that had endless editorial reviews. Andrew doubted this restaurant was on anyone’s radar outside of Ronnie’s neighborhood.

“How did you find this place?”

“I was just walking by and came in one day. So, what are you going to do about Harold?” Ronnie asked before waving down the server to order another beer. Andrew ordered his favorite whiskey on the rocks before the server left. He hated carbohydrates, and this meal was full of them.

“You don’t like the beer?”

Andrew shrugged. “It’s okay. Just prefer whiskey.”

“Why didn’t you say something from the jump? I’ll drink it,” Ronnie said and took the IPA from Andrew. She painted its rim with her red lips too. Ronnie wanted her to paint his dick with those sexy, plump lips of hers.

“I don’t know what I’ll do about my father. He wants so much, but I don’t know that I can deliver. How am I supposed to run a company of that size?”

One of the things Ronnie had admired most about Andrew during her internship was his work ethic. Before their sexual tension blurred the lines of the friendship they had created, Andrew worked tirelessly. He used to arrive earlier than anyone and leave later. Ronnie didn’t know if that was still true, but she knew Andrew had it in him to run Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

“Andrew, don’t beat yourself up. You just need a break to recalibrate,” Ronnie said and placed her hand over Andrew’s. Ronnie’s white nails bright in the darkness of the bar.

“My father doesn’t permit breaks,” he said. “You know he’s ruthless.”

“He does have a reputation,” Ronnie said. Many of the parents of Ronnie and Andrew’s generation from Hooper had ruthless reputations. They got what they wanted and didn’t apologize to anyone who might have fallen on the way.

Ronnie didn’t want to live that way. Her family had most of their money from old investments and continued to make great ones in the present, so they were happy when the children followed down the same path or married a medical doctor.

Families with newer money like Andrew’s could be worse. More demanding that the child follow in the footsteps of the parent. They often didn’t get a break. Some snapped, ending up in rehab or disappearing from the face of the Earth. Others fulfilled obligations. Until now, Andrew had been of the rare breed that did exactly what his family wanted.

“You can’t do it anymore, can you?”

“I don’t know. All I’ve done is live and breathe Chicago real estate for my father.”

“Take a break, Andrew. Talk to your father. I’ll stand by your side, if you’ll have me,” Ronnie said and rubbed her thumb over the back of Andrew’s hand.

“That’s all I want, Ronnie.”

“So, you really haven’t been with anyone else in all these months?” Andrew shook his head. Ronnie had a hard time believing him, but she would. Why would he lie after all this? Andrew hadn’t been with anyone else, but it wasn’t like the former playboy had proof. “Well, I think you’ve waited long enough. Wanna take this party back to my place?” Ronnie asked and hopped out of her chair and walked over to Andrew.

She stood between Andrew’s legs and wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. “I’d like that,” Andrew said. His grip tightened around Ronnie’s sides as he gazed into her eyes, and they were out the door after Andrew tracked down the server to pay.

 

***

 

Ronnie could barely hold her keys because she was so eager to get inside of her apartment and strip Andrew naked. She knew what he was working with, and it didn’t disappoint. Andrew was holding her waist as Ronnie fumbled with her keys in the hallway.

“Don’t they heat this place? It’s freezing,” Andrew said.

“Sorry we all can’t afford penthouses with private elevators,” retorted Ronnie as she finally fit her key into the hole. Andrew’s hand on her side stimulated fantasies.

Ronnie and Andrew stepped into her apartment. It was a simple one-bedroom with hardwood floors. She had a dimmer light installed since getting the raise. She turned it on and led Andrew into her living room. When the lease was up, she would find something better, but she had made minor upgrades to her pad until then.

“What do you think?” Ronnie asked as she waved her hands to gesture at the space.

“It reminds me of you,” Andrew said. He loved the bohemian vibe. It was feminine with touches of masculinity. Andrew watched Ronnie as she bent over in the pencil skirt to turn on music. She had an old stereo that sounded great.

“Most of the stuff came from thrift stores. I hate being wasteful,” said Ronnie. She returned to the sofa after putting on some soft rock. Ronnie wrapped her arm around Andrew’s shoulder. Her smile was effortless. She had on makeup, but it wasn’t overdone. Ronnie was just beautiful, and Andrew was slightly obsessed. How had he gotten lucky enough to end up in her apartment?

Andrew took her hand in his. He was eager but didn’t want to ruin the moment by throwing himself on Ronnie.

“You’re all I’ve been thinking about, Ronnie. I just want you to know I accept you either way. You don’t have to dress up for me every night we go out. I like Ronnie, and I like Ronald,” Andrew said and kissed Ronnie’s hand. He laced his fingers with hers.

Ronnie could have cried. When had Andrew gotten so soft and sweet? He wasn’t the same hard man Ronnie remembered.

“Do you mean that?”

Andrew nodded. “Don’t get me wrong. Ronnie is hot and amazing. You’re one sexy lady, but I know it’s a lot of work to become Ronnie, and I just wanted to tell you I want you either way. I’m serious about us,” Andrew said.

Ronnie wanted to jump into Andrew’s lap and tell him she loved him. Say that she had always been waiting to hear a man tell her those words, but Ronnie remained calm. “Wow, I didn’t realize,” she said. She had even broken character, using her masculine voice.

Andrew leaned forward, “I mean every word, Ron. You can be Ronald or Ronnie, I’m here for you every day of the week. You don’t have to say anything now. I’m more than willing to wait.”

Ronnie nodded. She was done looking. If Andrew was telling the truth, there was no other man she wanted. Ronnie ran her finger along Andrew’s neck, using her feminine voice to speak. “I don’t know what to say, Andrew, but it means a lot to hear that.”

Andrew looked into Ronnie’s eyes, his expression brimming with something Ronnie had never seen. Something like love. Andrew was serious, and she could see it. It made her heart melt and made her feel weak, but she had to stay strong.

Strong didn’t mean she couldn’t have fun. Ronnie placed her hand on Andrew’s thigh, casting her eyes to jumping bulge in his gray slacks. Andrew’s breathing changed as she slowly moved her hand toward his dick. “We’ve always had so much fun when we’re together. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Andrew nodded. He was hard and constricted by his underwear. They were a new pair that made his dick look extra big, not that he needed much help doing that. Andrew was a shorter guy, but he had a huge dick. One he never wanted to give to anyone else but Ron. In Andrew’s mind, Ronnie and Ronald were Ron. He loved both equally and couldn’t wait to tell Ron how he felt but didn’t want to say the words too soon.

“There was something I wanted to try. If you don’t mind,” Andrew said. He had waited long enough, and Ronnie sent the signal by touching his thigh. Even though he had experimented during that camping trip when he was nineteen, that was a long time ago. He wanted to suck Ronnie’s dick every day of the week, if that was what she wanted.

“What’s that?”

“Since you treated me so well all those years ago, I thought I could return the favor.”

“Oh, I see,” Ronnie said and felt her cock growing. She wouldn’t say no to a blow job.

Andrew slid off the sofa and got to his knees. A light rain pattered against the window. It was dark. Cold. But Andrew and Ronnie were warm together. Ronnie stared into Andrew’s eyes as he reached up her skirt. She was breathing heavily as his hands pulled on her stockings. He pulled them down with the jockstrap. Ronnie hiked up her skirt before she stained it with precum. Andrew’s touch was driving her wild.

“Wow, what a gorgeous cock,” Andrew said as he wrapped his hand around it.

“Thank you,” she said. Ronnie wasn’t as big as Andrew, but who was? His dick was huge. Ronnie loved her cock. It was big enough to make a man moan, but small enough to tuck and hide in a pair of yoga pants.

Andrew scooted closer to Ronnie. He stroked her cock. It was shaved and smelled of soap. Andrew parted his lips and closed them around Ronnie’s member. He loved the softness of her skin moving past his lips. It was like sucking on a lollipop. Andrew lost himself in the motions, savoring the taste of Ronnie’s salty juices on his tongue.

Ronnie closed her eyes and resisted the orgasm forming in her balls. Andrew was sucking her like he’d never have another chance. Her legs shook. Her toes curled and popped. She didn’t want to cum. She wanted Andrew’s big, manly cock.

Ronnie pushed Andrew off of her dick. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she said. “Don’t you want to fuck me?” Ronnie asked and turned to show Andrew her tight, hairless hole. She shaved everywhere before she dressed as Ronnie. It was a ritual, and it never disappointed. Andrew stood without hesitation.

“How could I deny that offer?”

“Let me grab a condom,” Ronnie said and walked to her bedroom. She came back and pushed Andrew onto the couch. She took off her crossover blouse and pencil skirt, so she was only wearing her platform heels, the spaghetti-strap tank top, and the breast forms beneath it. Her blonde hair in place. Ronnie stripped Andrew down to nothing. His hard dick standing at attention. “Fuck, who would ever think all this was hiding under there?”

“It’s my secret weapon,” said Andrew.

Ronnie stroked his dick. She needed a taste, so she got to her knees, her heels jutting out behind her. Ronnie opened her mouth and wrapped it around Andrew’s cock. She bobbed her head along his dick, pushing her cock between her legs and squeezing her thighs as she did.

Andrew was thinking how Ronnie’s mouth was the best he ever had. Her ass sweeter than any pussy he’d had. Andrew was bisexual, but he didn’t need anyone else but Ron. Ron was everything Andrew had been searching for but didn’t know he wanted.

“Fuck, that mouth feels good,” he moaned.

“Mmm,” Ronnie mumbled as Andrew’s cock stuffed her mouth. She didn’t need to say anything. She was showing him how much she loved his manhood.

“Get up here and give me that ass,” Andrew said and hiked Ronnie up by placing his hands under her arms. She got in the same position she had been the night she’d seduced Andrew. The night that had changed Andrew forever.

Ronnie passed Andrew a condom, and he rolled it over his dick. She leaned against the sofa with her shoulders to use her hands to spread her ass cheeks. Andrew growled and spanked her pretty ass. He didn’t know how she kept her skin so smooth and free of blemishes, but it turned him on to no end.

“Fuck me, baby,” Ronnie purred as she held her ass apart for Andrew’s massive dick. He had his dick wrapped and lubricated. He smacked it against the part along Ronnie’s backside, teasing her hole with his cock. “Give it to me,” she said.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes, baby. I need that dick,” she said in a weak, slutty voice. Andrew loved how feminine and desperate Ronnie could sound. It drove him wild. Everything about her made him hungry for more. Another day. Another minute.

Andrew got to his knees. He pressed his mouth against Ronnie’s soft, clean hole. His tongue traced the circle of Ronnie’s tight cave he couldn’t wait to enter. He spat into Ronnie’s opening once before standing to slap his cock against her ass.

“Please, baby. I need you dick,” Ronnie said and bounced her ass in the air. Andrew smacked it and reached around to stroke her cock.

She slapped his hand away. She was far too sensitive and could cum at the slightest touch. Andrew was driving her wild.

When he finally pushed his member into her opening, it was ecstasy. Revolutionary. She gripped the sofa, letting her ass clap on his dick. Andrew pushed into her slowly, allowing Ronnie time to adjust to his cock.

“Fuck, that ass is tight.”

“It’s your ass, baby. I’m all yours.”

Andrew wrapped his hand around Ronnie’s neck and pulled her back to nibble on her ear. He whispered, “say it again.”

“It’s your ass, baby.”

“Fuck yeah it is,” Andrew said and smacked her ass and pushed his dick deep into her hole. Ronnie whimpered, her head falling forward. She took Andrew’s big dick with delight as he picked up speed, fucking her in the most delicious of ways.

“Is that my dick?”

“You know it is,” Andrew said as he fucked Ronnie long and slow. “Fuck, that ass is gonna make me cum,” he said.

Ronnie smirked and pushed on Andrew’s dick with her hole. She knew how to work her ass and make it pulse on a dick. Andrew moaned and groaned as she worked his dick. “Damn, Ron. That ass is amazing,” Andrew said as he fucked her hole, but he was growing slower. “Cum with me, Ron,” Andrew said and kissed Ronnie’s back as he fucked her slowly with short thrusts.

All Ronnie had to do was touch her dick, and she could cum, but she didn’t want to ruin her couch. She pushed Andrew back, missing his dick as she turned to her back. Ronnie put her legs into the air and spread them. “Shit, that hole looks nice,” Andrew said. He looked down at how much he had spread Ronnie, pushing two fingers into her with ease.

“Fuck me,” she said.

Andrew lowered himself and pushed into Ronnie. It didn’t take them long before they were panting and cumming together. Ronnie felt Andrew’s pulsating cock deep in her ass as he came into the condom. She covered herself with cum. Andrew pulled out of her, ripped the condom off, and tossed it to the floor.

He sat on the sofa and pulled Ronnie to his lap, kissing her shoulder several times. “Ronnie, you’re amazing.”

“Thank you, Andrew.”

“Could we shower and order some food?”

“We just ate a hamburger,” she said and giggled.

“You gave me a workout,” Andrew said and kissed her. “I just know we’ll be up a long time.”

“Oh, are you so sure?”

“Yes, because we’re going to watch movies and cuddle.”

“Among other things,” Ronnie said. She stood and took Andrew’s hand, leading him to her bathroom. Not a hint of judgment flashed through Andrew’s eyes when Ronnie dropped her bra to the floor. Nor when she took off her wig and removed her makeup.

Ronnie had gone to bed for the night, but Andrew and Ronald would spend an amazing night together. Ronald took Andrew’s hand and led him to the shower, where they washed each other with a bar of soap.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

 

 

“Morning,” Andrew said and kissed Ronald on his collarbone. They were naked and entangled in a web of sheets and blankets. The sun had come up a few minutes ago. Andrew and Ronald were basking in the dark-orange rays filtering in through the window. It was closed to keep out the cold morning air, but the blinds were parted. They both had places to go, even though they wanted to spend the entire day in bed.

Ronald wouldn’t mind putting on one of Ronnie’s outfits and going out with Andrew on his arm. Would tabloids write up stories about them if they pranced around the Chicago Loop? Ronald leaned over and kissed Andrew. “Morning,” he said, playing with the light layer of Andrew’s chest hair.

Ronald was hairless and smooth. He rubbed his bare legs against Andrew’s. He reached his hand under the sheets, rubbing Andrew’s morning wood. “Someone is excited, huh?”

“You know the drill,” Andrew said and went to touch Ronald’s cock. It was hard and at attention too. “It’s only natural to be like this in the morning.” Andrew moved his body under the covers.

His mouth centimeters from Ronald’s dripping cock. It was dark under the covers, but he could still make out its outline. Andrew licked it once like a running ice cream cone before wrapping his lips around it and losing himself as he sucked Ronald’s cock.

“Andrew, ooh…” Ronald was moaning as Andrew sucked his dick with an intensity nobody had ever shown Ronald’s cock. Not only did Andrew have the best dick he’d ever had, but he also knew how to work those lips. Fuck. Ronald wanted to cum, but he had to shower, or he would be late for his new job at Neptune.

Ronald pushed Andrew off his dick. He popped his head out from under the covers. “Come on, Ron. Let me take you there,” he said.

Ronald shook his head. “As much as I’d love to, I have to get moving. Not all of us can take off work when we want.”

Andrew cast his eyes to the side, feeling guilt for how he had walked out on his father, but he needed a break. There was something else he needed to know before he left Ronald’s house.

“Did you ever show anyone those photos?”

“No. Nobody,” said Ronald.

“Do you still have them?”

Ronald nodded. He stood, walking through his apartment naked, and came back with his laptop and the drive from his underwear drawer. Ronald plugged the drive into his computer and opened the files. His dick in Andrew’s face. The selfie that showed both of their dicks and Ronald’s dick with half a womanly face. Ronald felt terrible for doing all of that to get his letter of recommendation.

“I’m sorry for doing this,” Ronald said as he gazed at the photos he hadn’t seen in months. “Should I delete them?”

“I don’t know. What if we want to see them in the future?”

“Why would we want to see these?” Ronald asked, shocked Andrew hadn’t stormed out of the room in a fury for what Ronald had done. “This was a dark moment for me. I shouldn’t have seduced you like that.”

“Those were dark days for me too, but I want the photos. Would you send them to me?”

“Are you sure?”

Andrew nodded and rubbed Ronald’s thigh. “I’m going to use the bathroom while you do that,” he said and kissed Ronald where he’d been rubbing.

Ronald shrugged and emailed them to Andrew while he was gone.

“Did you send them?” asked Andrew.

“Yeah.”

Andrew pulled out his phone and checked it. “They aren’t in my messages?”

“Oh, I emailed them. To your work account.”

Andrew’s pulse shot up. He had removed his work email from his phone the afternoon he walked out on his father in a fit of rage. He didn’t have access to the account without going to the IT department and having them connect them. Since he didn’t have access to the account, he knew his father did, and Harold was probably heading to the office, if he wasn’t there already.

Andrew couldn’t explain any of this to Ronald as he grabbed everything he had in the room.

“Is everything okay?”

“No, it’s a long story, but I have to go. I’ll see you later,” Andrew said and kissed Ronald on the cheek before darting out the front door.

 

***

 

Harold had already arrived and read the email when Andrew came storming into the office. Andrew saw the disgust in his father’s eyes, but there was nothing wrong with the photos. Andrew loved Ronald and his dick, and if his father couldn’t accept that, he wanted nothing to do with him or the company. Thomas could have Wright’s Windy City Real Estate.

“You’re an endless disappointment, aren’t you?” Harold asked as Andrew closed the office door behind him. Andrew hadn’t been gone long, but it already felt strange standing in the room. Seeing the skyline view he had seen minute after minute; day after day; year after year. What was he doing with his life? It didn’t matter how much money Andrew had. What car he drove. What penthouse he owned. None of it compared to the night he’d spent with Ronald at the bar and back at his simple apartment.

Andrew sat across from his father, wondering why he had even come here to defend himself. Then he remembered how Ronnie had touched his arm and told him she thought he had the strength to run the company. He knew Ron would be more disappointed in him for giving up than fighting, so he sat there, staring at his father with a steely expression.

“Nothing to say for yourself, Andrew?”

“What do you want me to say?”

“Has anyone else seen these photos?” Harold asked, his voice rising. Andrew had expected nothing less. Harold demanded excellence and that Andrew lived his life the way Harold envisioned. Anything else was a travesty.

“No,” said Andrew.

“These could do a lot of damage. Do you not care about everything I’ve built? Do you not care about what I’m leaving you?”

“Of course I do, dad, but that doesn’t mean what I did was wrong. The photos look bad, but nobody has to see them.”

“No son of mine will date a person like that,” he said.

“Yes, I will, and you will accept that I love him. Ron is the love of my life,” Andrew said, no longer afraid to live in the shadows of his father. “I want to take over this company, dad. I want to follow your footsteps, but you have to accept this part of me.”

“I don’t know if I can do that,” said Harold, looking out to the skyline. His anger had fallen, but his face was the image of disgust.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about my past performance at Wright’s Real Estate, and the lack of freedom in my past is affecting my present. Give me a month off, stay for a year, and let me follow you. Now that I’ve done the job myself, I think I’ll learn a lot more this time around,” said Andrew.

Andrew had his degree and an amazing resume. His father could agree or find someone to replace him, and Andrew would find his own way, but he couldn’t continue performing as CEO without more training. He wanted to shine in his father’s eyes but couldn’t on his current path.

“And you’ll continue seeing…?” Harold asked, finishing his sentence with a cough.

“Yes,” said Andrew. Harold knew Ronald’s parents, but he didn’t want to throw Ronald into the fire. “Her name is Ronnie.”

“She has a dick, son,” Harold said.

Andrew hated his father sometimes. So old school. He would still touch waitresses on the small of their backs in restaurants. He had cheated on Andrew’s mother more than anyone could even imagine.

Andrew wasn’t like Harold. He was in love. Andrew shrugged to answer Harold’s bigoted statement, “do we have a deal or not?”

“One month off and one more year of shadowing?”

“One year maximum,” Andrew confirmed.

Harold looked out to the city. “I could spend some time in the city. You have a deal,” Harold said and put out his hand.

They shook hands, and Andrew left the office to start his month of freedom.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

 

 

Ronnie and Andrew were holding hands, walking back from the bar they had gone to the night before. Two nights in a row, and Andrew couldn’t wait for more. The weather had warmed that day.

Andrew had met Ronald at his apartment when he got off work and watched Ronald transform himself into Ronnie. Andrew had insisted Ronald didn’t have to change, but Ronnie had wanted to do it for herself. Nothing felt sexier than going out as a woman for the night.

“I can’t believe Harold gave you a month off,” Ronnie said.

“Are you going to spend every night with me?”

“As long as you’re willing to drive me to work in the mornings.”

“I’ll drive you anywhere you want. I don’t know what I’ll do with myself for a month,” said Andrew.

“Hmm,” Ronnie said and tapped her chin. “You could do some yoga?”

“I’ll work out, for sure. Maybe I could add yoga to the mix.”

“You could cook me dinner every night,” Ronnie suggested.

“Now that’s an idea I could get behind,” Andrew said and wrapped his arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. He couldn’t get enough of her. She was the most gorgeous woman in the world. Everything he could ever want. He would cook whatever she wanted, as long as he had the time.

Ronnie leaned her head on Andrew’s shoulder as they stepped clumsily down the sidewalk; Ronnie unaware that Andrew had taken her idea seriously. She didn’t care what they ate as long as they ate together.

“Tell me what you want, and I’ll cook it.”

“Really?”

Andrew nodded.

“Okay. I’ll make sure you have a busy month then,” Ronnie said and stopped. She needed to kiss her man. Andrew stopped with Ronnie, turning toward her. “You mean a lot to me, Andrew.”

“I feel the same,” he said, gazing into her fields of green. She was wearing a red wig that matched her natural color. Andrew loved it. He loved her, and she loved him. “Let’s get back to your place and look up recipes.”

“I can’t wait,” she said, and they walked hand in hand back to her place.
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