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CHAPTER ONE
Mary Gautier watched Les Wilson slip into the office, hiding something behind his back. He slinked up to her desk like a cat. “Happy birthday!” He whipped the grocery store bouquet from behind his back and handed them to the dumpy, middle-aged office manager. She beamed like the red light on a police car. Blake Connor watched his slim, twenty-two year old draftsman blush, as Mary crushed him with her pendulous breasts in a bear hug.
“You sweet boy! My kids didn’t even remember.” Blake Connor, principal and engineer in charge at Connor and Neville Architects, hadn’t remembered either. He stepped back into his office and called his wife.
“Kelly, I need you to buy a birthday cake for Mary. Bring it by this afternoon. I don’t give a damn what flavor it is. It can be a shit-cake for all I care. Just get one and bring it to the office.” If she had a fucking brain she’d be dangerous, he muttered as he hung up the phone. Connor heard Les greet the other employees one by one as he passed their cubicles and headed for his own, and considered his options.
Leslie R. Wilson started working for the firm as a draftsman in his first year at Forest Technical College. The firm advertised for a 20-hour a week part-time employee. Connor hired him the following day based on his grades; personal recommendations from two professors; and because Blake Connor couldn’t keep his eyes off the slim, smooth-faced, girly, twenty-one year old during the interview. In his first year on the job, Connor learned that Les was strictly heterosexual; women couldn’t get enough of him. He also worked too much, too hard, and too well. Something wasn’t right. Connor stumbled on it working late one night, amending a plan submittal for a four-story hotel project. Les Wilson was selling computer-aided design and drafting files with another firm-- Connor’s biggest competitor. From then on, Connor assigned Les to projects that were already under contract, telling him that he needed his talent for turning around change orders overnight. He decided to wait for the right moment to play his card.
*****
Connor watched his wife secure his son, Isaac into his car seat and climb into her Lexus GS460 SUV. Best tits and ass money can buy, he thought. The surgery had cost him a bundle, but it was worth every dime. He waved as she drove out of the lot. “Trip to Grandma’s?” Mary Gautier asked as he walked past her desk.
“Yes, they are going to spend the weekend and take Kelly’s mother Christmas shopping.”
“How long is the drive?”
“Just under four hours, depending on the traffic. That’s why I was shooing her out of here. If she doesn’t get across the bridge by two o’clock, it’ll take an extra two hours.” He started to walk back to his office and paused. “Is Les coming in today?” He knew the answer, but asked anyway.
“He has a one o’clock class on Fridays. He’ll be in around three.”
“Ask him to stop in and see me when he comes in, please.” Connor went back to his office and waited, like spider in its web.
*****
“You wanted to see me, Blake?” Les stuck his head in Connor’s office door.
“Come in and sit down, Les. I have some things I want to go over.”
“The 18th Street job?”
“Yes and some other things. Close the door, please.” Connor looked at the twenty-two year-old’s fair skin, pink cheeks, and full lips. Women would kill for his looks. Maybe that’s why they loved him so much. “You’ve been with us two years, Les?” Connor knew to the day.
“Two and a half years, next month.”
“Are things working out for you here? Are you happy?” Les’ smile faded all at once.
“Y-Yes, of course. Why are you asking me? I love it here. I love everyone I work with. Without the tuition assistance, I wouldn’t be able to afford school.” Connor nodded and let the silence work on the young man.
“Then why would you fuck everything up by selling CAD files to Woodson and Sons?” Connor spoke in a low, gruff voice that struck Les like a bitch-slap. Connor stared as Les squirmed and tears filled his eyes. “What you’ve done won’t just get you fired, Les-- it will send you to prison.”
“I, I needed the money for rent.” Tears ran down his pink cheeks. “I didn’t give them anything current.”
“You - stole - from - this - firm.” Connor spit out each word as if it was a sentence. Les buried his face in his hands. Connor pushed a box of tissues across his desk. “You have a choice to make. Restitution, or I fire you and report the theft to the police.” Les looked up like a man who has been given a reprieve atop the gallows. He pulled two tissues from the box and wiped his cheeks
“I’ll do anything, Blake. I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you say.”
“Do you remember how to get to my house?”
“Sure, the office Christmas parties...” Connor nodded slowly.
“Be there, seven o’clock.”
“Tonight? I have plans.”
“You have a choice to make, Les. Your theft will get you two to five years in the penitentiary. I’ll only make you serve one. The choice is yours.”
“One year of what? What do I have to do?”
“Anything and everything I tell you. And you have to sign a confession and agree to my terms. Now.” Connor slid a piece of paper across his immaculate, uncluttered desk and handed the young man a pen. Les scanned the confession with red-rimmed eyes.
“Break-up with Sarah? Why do I have to do that? We plan on getting married when I finish school.”
“You can marry her when you get out of school. But you have to break-up with her for a year.”
“What if I lose her? What if she finds someone else?”
“Like I said, you have to make a choice. Sign, or go to prison. You’d lose her sure when they locked you up.” Les picked up the pen. “Perhaps you should finish reading it before you sign. Just so there is no misunderstanding.”
“Move out of my apartment? Where am I supposed to live?”
“I don’t want you living with roommates. I’ve rented and furnished a nice apartment in Willow Oaks. You can move in tomorrow.” Les stared open-mouthed at his employer, and then signed the confession in a script that only a draftsman or calligrapher could manage.
“What’s this all about? I don’t understand.”
“Leslie.” It was the first time anyone at the office had addressed him by his given name. He hated it. It was a girl’s name. “For the next year, you’re going to be my bitch, my girlfriend. You’re going to learn to dress, walk, talk and act like a hot girl whenever we’re together. At work and school you can be Les. At home, and when we take trips, you’ll be Leslie.” The young man sat stone-faced, like someone who has just heard his death warrant read in open court. “Seven o’clock. Be at my house at seven, or I show this confession to the police. Take the rest of the afternoon off and get yourself together.” Les Wilson’s head was reeling as he walked past Mary Gautier’s desk and out of the office. She scurried to Connor’s office and peered in the door.
“Something happen to Les?”
“Girl problems.” Connor shook his head like an understanding uncle. “Poor kid is devastated. I gave him the afternoon off with pay.” Mary walked slowly back to her desk looking like a woman who has just seen a lion lie down with a lamb.
*****
Les Wilson parked his 1996 Toyota Corolla on the street in from of Blake Connor’s 4,000 square foot custom home. His leaking oil pan gasket would mar Connor’s brick paver driveway, and he didn’t want to piss him off any more than he already had. Les vomited in the parking lot on the way to his car when he left the office, and again at a red light five minutes later. Now there wasn’t anything left in his stomach, but he still felt nauseous. He hadn’t returned Sarah’s calls or text messages-- all nine of them. He walked up the brick driveway in a fog, without noticing the sculpted shrubs and the immaculate lawn. “I’m glad you made the right decision, Leslie.” Connor stepped back and pulled open the door. He’d removed his jacket and tie but still wore dress slacks; a starched white dress shirt with the cuffs folded up and well buffed, black tasseled loafers. He looked every bit the 1960s father. He led Les to the living room and pointed to the couch. “I’m having a cocktail. I think you were drinking Corona at the Christmas party. He poured himself a Dewar’s on the rocks, opened a bottle of Corona, and handed it to Les.
“The keys to your apartment and the lease are there in front of you.” Les stared down at a key fob and an envelope on the coffee table. The two Schlage keys were definitely building entry keys. The two others looked like car keys. “The keys to your car are there too.” Les met Connor’s gaze. He said it all matter-of-factly, as if he did this sort of thing every day. “It’s a 2008 Mazda Miata. It was Kelly’s baby, but I talked her into a Lexus after Isaac was born.”
“I don’t know what to say.”
“Thank you would be okay, but isn’t necessary. I believe in taking good care of my own.”
“And you consider me yours, belonging to you?”
“For the next year, yes I do, Leslie.”
“Okay. Let’s get this over with. You want to have sex with me--is that right?” Defiance crept into the young man’s voice.
“It’s not that easy, Leslie. You’re not getting off that light. Remember the contract you signed. You’re mine now, and for 364 more days.” Connor took a sip of his Scotch. “Did you ever dress up in your mother’s clothes when you were young? Maybe you had a big sister.” He smiled as Les fidgeted on the couch. “Looks like I hit a nerve. I’m good at reading people, Leslie.” He downed the rest of his cocktail. “There’s also five-hundred dollars in cash in the envelope for you to take care of that payday loan and get your car title back. Jack Brinkman at Eagle Motors will give you $1,700 for your car, even with the oil leak.” How did Connor know?
“What are we doing here, tonight? I need to know what’s expected of me.”
“Fair enough, follow me upstairs.” Connor led Les up the grand staircase, down the hall and through his bedroom, to the largest bathroom Les had ever seen. It was all marble and granite, with a separate shower and soaking tub, a toilet, a bidet, two lavatories, and a small sitting room with a couch and a chair. “Get undressed.” Les froze and felt his stomach turning. “Remember the confession you signed a few hours ago.” Les slowly unbuttoned his shirt and stepped out of his shoes. Connor took each article and folded it, and placed it on the chair. Les stopped again when he was down to his briefs. Humiliation replaced his nausea. “Take them off.” Les felt his face burn as he slid the briefs down his slim legs, revealing his semi-erect penis. “This isn’t so bad, Leslie, is it?” Connor reached into the shower and tempered the water. “Get in and scrub yourself.”
Les stepped into the granite shower enclosure. Warm water from sprayer heads in front and behind him massaged his tense muscles. He used the washcloth and liquid soap on the rack. He shampooed his long hair, and then closed the valve. He stepped out on the mat and reached for a towel. “Not yet.” Connor placed a stool next to the mat and sat down, then sprayed shaving gel into his palm. He spread gel over Les’ sparse pubic hair, and began shaving him with a pink disposable razor, rinsing it in the basin every few strokes. Les fought the erection that swelled from between his legs. “Turn around and spread your buttocks.” Les willed his mind to be anywhere, or anyplace, but here and now. Connor’s touch was tender and delicate. He spread gel around Les’ anus as he struggled to stand still. “Now your legs.” Connor shaved each leg, with the careful deliberate movements of a watchmaker. He stood and inspected his work. “Very nice. Get in and rinse off.” Les repeated his shower, and tried to ignore the raging hard-on that throbbed as he scrubbed away the bits of gel and stubble.
Les stepped out of the shower. Connor held up an oversized, fluffy towel and wrapped it around Les’ body, then handed him a terrycloth turban. “This will dry your hair.” He led Les into the bedroom, and took a woman’s bathrobe from the closet. “You and Kelly are about the same size. You’re an inch or so taller, that will make her skirts a bit shorter on you, but you’ve got the legs.” Les put on the robe without a comment. His raging hard-on killed his will to fight back. “Sit on the bed.” Connor went into the bathroom and brought in the footstool, then took a bag of cotton balls from the dressing table. He took Les’ left foot and gently brought it to his lips, sending a shiver through him from his toes to his chest. He inserted a cotton ball between each of Les’ toes and then repeated the process for Les’ right foot. He went back to the dressing table and picked up a bottle of red nail polish. Les felt faint as Connor meticulously painted each toenail, cradling Les’ feet as if they were porcelain figurines. “I want you to get a pedicure tomorrow. Don’t worry, men get pedicures. You can take off the polish before you go and paint them again when you get home.” Les wondered if Connor could read minds. “Leslie, for the next 364 days your toenails will be painted, your body will be shaved, and when we are together, you’ll be my girly-girl.”
Connor opened the chest of drawers and removed a matching black bra and panty set and a black garter belt and stockings. He held up what looked like a pink electric razor. “Know what this is?”
“An electric razor?”
“It’s an epilator, much better than a razor.” Connor opened Les’ robe and rubbed his fingertips across the handful of chest hairs. Les moaned and his nipples hardened. Connor quickly ran the epilator across Les’ chest, pulling the fine hairs out permanently. Les flinched. “Sorry Leslie. It’s better to get them all at once-- like ripping off a band aid.” He placed the lingerie on the bed. “Put those on, Leslie, while I pick a dress and shoes.” Les pulled the cotton balls from between his toes and stared down, admiring his girly feet, as if they belonged to somebody else. He caught his reflection in the full-length mirror. A slim, smooth, very pretty, flat-chested woman, wearing only a turban stared back at him. Her fully erect, six-inch penis pointed at the ceiling like a spear. He slipped on the black thong panties, nestling the ribbon between his firm buttocks; wrapped the lacey bra around his chest with the clasp in front, hooked it, and then twisted it around his body, before slipping his arms in. Connor laid a black cocktail dress on the bed, and a pair of red pumps on the floor as Les slipped on the garter belt and thigh-high stockings.
“I’ll help you with your makeup before you dress. A friend of mine is coming to your apartment tomorrow, after you get out of class. She specializes in makeovers for men who want to be women. She’ll give you some lessons, and supply everything you need.”
“I’m supposed to work.”
“I told Mary you were having girl problems and were pretty upset. I gave you the afternoon off. I’m giving you the day off tomorrow, with pay of course. But Leslie, for the next year at least, you won’t have to worry about money. You’re a kept woman. Sit down at the table.” Connor applied eye shadow with a small brush, then mascara. “I’m going to use lip liner before I put on your lip gloss. I used to help my wife with her makeup. She never really understood why I was interested. Connor dabbed at Les’ bottom lip with his index finger. “There, perfect.” He carefully removed the turban, sprayed mousse into his palm and rubbed his hands together, before plunging them into Les’ thick mop of hair.
“Your hairstyle is perfect for Les or Leslie.” Connor brushed Les’ hair back in a wave and studied him critically. “I want you to put on the dress and shoes before you look.” He lowered the dress over Les’ head and shoulders, and then zipped up the back. “A little roomy in the bust, but we can work with that. Now the shoes.” He held Les’ hands as he stepped into the four-inch red pumps, and steadied himself. “How do they fit?”
“A little tight.” Les thought his voice sounded softer and higher-pitched.
“It’ll take practice. I’ll buy you plenty of shoes. You can start with two-inch heels and work up. Connor walked Les to the full-length mirror. “You are stunning, Leslie.” Les felt his face flush as he stared at the beautiful woman in the mirror. His rigid cock pressed against the thong panties, forcing the ribbon to press against his anus. Connor held his hand and led him downstairs. “You’ll only dress up like this when I take you on trips or we attend something formal. Normally, it will just be casual women’s clothes. I am fond of high-heels though.”
“So, is this just about me dressing as a woman? Is this as far as it goes?”
“No, Leslie. For the next 364 days at least, you’ll be my lover and my confidant. At the end of the year, if you decide this isn’t for you, you’re free to go and be with whomever you want. It will have no bearing on your employment with the firm, and you can keep the Miata.” He carried two glasses of Champagne to the couch and sat next to Leslie. “To my new love, Leslie-- may ours be a romance for the ages.” They touched glasses and sipped the Champagne. Connor leaned forward and pressed his lips to Leslie’s. His lips parted, welcoming Connor in.
CHAPTER TWO
Their first kiss lasted just seconds-- so do most avalanches. Blake Connor held Les by the shoulders and stared into his eyes. Les felt his head spinning and struggled to sit upright. The taste of his own lipstick, the champagne, and Blake Connor-- his boss, his lover and his master, fresh on is tongue. He’d never been kissed by a man. He’d never dressed as a woman. Now his throbbing cock told him something that terrified him more than Blake’s threat to report his crime to the police. Was it the turmoil of being confronted and blackmailed over his theft at work? Perhaps it was the champagne on his empty stomach. The feel of thong panties between his buttocks; the brassiere encasing his tender, sensitive nipples; the garter belt that caressed his hips; and the four-inch pumps that pinched his painted toenails told him it was none of those things. Blake Connor had identified something deep within Les. Architect Blake Connor, whose ideas were transformed into breathtaking structures, was transforming Les Wilson into Leslie Wilson. And he was powerless to stop him.
Blake smiled. “Where are my manners? I’ve made us a dinner reservation at Ricardo’s.” He stood, took Les’ hand, and helped him to his feet. I’ll help you so you don’t turn an ankle.” He put on his jacket, led Les into the garage, and held open the door of his Mercedes C300. Les hesitated, unsure of how to get into a car in a tight dress, and then turned, sat down and pulled his long legs into the car as he pivoted on the seat. “You did that very gracefully, Leslie.”
“I’m kind of afraid-- you of know, of being around people.”
“Are you afraid someone will make you? Or are you afraid someone will recognize you?” Les paused, mulling it over.
“Both, I guess.”
“Does it matter, Leslie?” There Blake was, using that name. It was his given name, after all. The other boys had teased him. Why did they give you a girl’s name? Cause you’re really a girl? Maybe you were born without a dick! Now, Les didn’t mind. He liked the way it sounded. He liked the way the black cocktail dress made his smooth legs, look long and sleek.
“I guess I don’t know if it matters, Blake. I keep thinking I’ll wake up and discover this was all a dream.” Les’ iPhone chimed an instant message.
“Go ahead.” Blake handed Les a small, black handbag. He felt his face grow hot as he reached into the tiny handbag and retrieved his iPhone. Blake had put his phone, driver’s license, and the keys to his new Miata in it. But when? He tapped his password on the screen and read the IM. Les, I’m worried about you. Your roommates said you never came home from work. I went by your office and no one is there.
“It’s from Sarah. She’s worried that I haven’t returned her calls or messages.” Les realized he was speaking in a softer tone, at a slightly higher pitch, and more slowly. “What should I tell her, Blake?”
“You could tell her the truth. After all, she was in on your crime. Correct? I can’t imagine you sold CAD drawings to the firm where she works, without telling her. I had half a mind to report her to the police, too.
“No. Please, Blake. Leave her out of this.”
“You should at least text her and tell her you’re alright. Tell her you need some space. Let her down gently.”
*****
Blake pulled the Mercedes to the curb in front of Ricardo’s. An attendant opened Les’ door. Blake came around the car, took his hand, and led him in through the heavy gilded door.
“Good evening, Mr. Connor.” The maitre d’ smiled. “I’ve saved the Corsica Room for you and the lovely lady.” Les blushed. He led them to a cozy, private dining room and pulled Les’ chair back from the table.
“Thank you,” Les said in his new, woman’s voice.
“Gabriel will be your server tonight. Call on for me for any service, Mr. Connor.”
The waiter arrived with the sommelier, turned over their goblets, and splashed ice water into them.
“Good to see you, Mr. Connor. May I recommend a Louis Martini Cabernet Sauvignon, 2007?” the sommelier said holding the wine list.
“Certainly, Charles.” Connor opened his menu as the men left. “Would you be more comfortable if I ordered for us both?”
“Yes. I haven’t eaten, but I’m so nervous I’m not hungry.”
“A glass of wine and some food in your stomach will do wonders for your nerves, Leslie.” That name again. Les’ cock throbbed and pressed against his thong panties every time Blake said it. Les sat on the front of his chair, with his back very straight, and studied Blake Connor. He had never thought of him as anything other than a boss. Blake had been a generous, but demanding employer. He was demanding, but he gave Les the opportunity to go to school while learning the business. It was a given, that Les would finish Forest Technical College’s two-year Architecture program and then attend a university-- on Connor and Neville’s dime. Now things were different.
Blake Connor had ambushed him, accusing him point-blank of selling the intellectual property of the firm to its biggest competitor. It was all true. He gave Les a choice, but no time to make it. Arrest, a trial, and prison, or a year as Blake Connor’s slave and lover. A year living two lives. At school and work, he was Les Wilson, 23-year old college student and draftsman. Outside of that world, he was Leslie Wilson, a tall, slim, willowy, transwoman. His penance for stealing computer-aided drafting files was to fulfill Blake Connor’s every sexual need. Les studied Connor’s steel gray eyes, and the chiseled features of his tanned face. Except for slight crow’s feet that accented his eyes like bookends, and a slight graying at his temples, Blake Connor was ageless.
Les watched the sommelier open the wine bottle. He handed Blake the cork, and then poured a splash into his wineglass. There was no question of his authority, or of his ability to command. He replayed the last few hours, of being undressed, completely shaved, and dressed in the finest women’s clothes. He thought of Blake’s steady hand applying makeup like an artist. He thought of their first and only kiss, totally unexpected, and totally overwhelming. Les’ nipples tingled under his bra and his cock throbbed as he thought of what was to come-- a pleasant dinner, the drive home, and his first night in Blake Connor’s bed. Les shuddered like a virgin bride as he studied Blake’s taut, well-muscled body. Even in four-inch heels, Blake towered over him and weighed half-again as much as Les. If hand size was any indication of penis size, Blake Connor was a horse.
They played twenty questions over dinner, with Blake asking Les questions. He already knew all the answers, and the effect wore away any resistance that remained in Les’ psyche. Connor palmed the maitre d’ a twenty as he escorted Les to the waiting Mercedes. “Good night, Mister Connor. Good night, miss.” Les stepped to the open car door, turned and sat down and pivoted, pulling his legs into the car. The valet smiled through the tinted window glass as he closed the car door.
*****
Blake led Les through the kitchen to the living room. “Do your feet hurt? You did wonderfully in those heels, and you look fantastic.” Les stepped out of the shoes next to the couch and wiggled his toes.
“My feet don’t hurt, Blake. My calves are a little sore, though.”
“Sit down, my dear. I’m having a little cognac. Care to join me?”
“Yes,” Les said almost in a whisper. He studied his painted toenails through the sheer black stockings. It always turned him on when Sarah wore them. Connor poured Hennessy XO into two snifters, and joined Les on the couch.
“You’re off work with pay tomorrow. At one o’clock, Giselle is coming to your new apartment to help you get settled into your new role. She’s supposed to be the best there is at helping men transition. She will help you with makeup, clothes, and mannerisms.” He handed Les a snifter and sat down, very close to him on the couch. Les felt the heat from Connor’s hard, muscled thigh through his dress.
“Your apartment is fully furnished. The kitchen is stocked with everything you will need. You’ll find several outfits in the wardrobe and dresser. I expect you to expand the wardrobe with your allowance, as you get comfortable and develop your feminine tastes. Store your male clothes in the spare bedroom. You may dress as a male at work and school-- those are the only places. Understand?”
“Yes.”
“Leave all of your male underclothing at your old apartment or throw it in a dumpster. For the next year, you’ll wear panties and a bra every day. Understand? Les slowly nodded, as his throbbing cock pressed against thong panties.
*****
Blake Connor led Les upstairs to the master bedroom by the hand, like a lamb to the slaughter. Beside the king sized bed, he pulled Les close and kissed him, tenderly at first. Les opened his lips, inviting Blake’s tongue to explore his mouth. Their tongues danced as Connor pulled down the zipper of Les’ cocktail dress. It fell around Les’ ankles, leaving him standing in Connor’s arms dressed only in a bra, panties and a garter belt and black stockings. Les felt small and vulnerable as Blake Connor caressed his back and buttocks like a blind man reading Braille. Connor deftly unsnapped Les’ brassiere. Les shrugged the straps off his shoulders and pressed his sensitive nipples against Connor’s stiff, starched short.
“Oh, Blake. Blake, what are you doing to me?” Connor knelt and tugged down Les’ thong panties, freeing his throbbing, shaved cock. He ran his fingertips up and down the shaft then licked the head. “Ah! Oh, Blake! Stop. Don’t stop!” Connor rose, stepped out of his shoes, unbuttoned his shirt, and dropped it on the chair. He unbuckled his trousers, let them fall to the floor, stepped out of them, and pulled off his socks. He drew Les close and gently rubbed his back with his big hands. Goosebumps appeared as Les quivered under his touch. Les felt Connor’s rock hard penis beneath his shorts. Hand size does matter. Connor pulled the bedcovers down and helped Les mount the king-sized bed. Les felt his breath leave him when Connor dropped his shorts, exposing his rock hard, nine-inch cock. He slid onto the bed beside Les and drew him close.
“I won’t hurt you, Leslie. Trust me. Remember the free health screening everyone at the office got last month? They performed a test, I didn’t mention to the staff. We’re both HIV negative. ” He settled on his back and gently pulled Les toward his manhood. Les held another man’s cock for the first time, a second before he pressed his lips against another man’s cock, and a second before he tasted another man’s cock. He tentatively licked the large, mushroom-shaped head that protruded a full nine-inches above Connor’s manscaped pubis. His large, low-hanging balls were shaved smooth; the rest of the area was trimmed short. Les ran his tongue down the shaft, savoring the salty taste, breathing in Connor’s musky scent. He cupped Connor’s large balls, comparing them to his own, and shuddered before opening his painted lips to their fullest, and lowering his mouth onto Connor’s throbbing flesh pole. He slowly raised and lowered his head, developing a rhythm, letting Blake Connor’s breathing, and moans set his pace. He fought to concentrate as he felt Blake Connor’s fingers caress his anus, and gasped when Connor’s finger slid inside. He left it there, allowing Les’ sphincter to relax, then withdrew it, and reentered.
“Oh, Blake,” Les gasped. “That feels so good.” Connor slid away and turned over.
“Roll over, Leslie.” He pulled Les onto his knees and knelt behind him, spread his buttocks and pressed his lips to Les’ milky flesh.
“Ahhh. Oh, Blake!” Connor slowly ran his tongue across Les’ quivering anus, teasing him, exploring him, making him want more. “I want you inside me, Blake. I want your cock. I want you to fuck me. I want to be your woman.” Connor pressed his tongue against Les’ asshole and forced it in, opening it up, keeping up the pressure. He took a tube of lube from the nightstand and lay on his back. Les watched him squeeze lube into his palm, evenly cover his rock-hard cock, and then wipe his hands on a towel. Connor set two pillows in the center of the bed and covered them with the towel. He slid Les across the bed and settled him with his butt on the pillows, allowing himself full access to Les’ body.
Les stared at Connor, kneeling between his open legs. Connor’s nine-inch cock glistened from the lube. Les felt like a man at the open door of an airplane, about to skydive for he first time. Connor pressed the tip of his mushroom-shaped cock head against Les’ anus, and paused for him to relax. He leaned over and kissed him. “Relax, Leslie,” he whispered. “I won’t hurt you.” Connor slowly pressed into Les and pulled back, watching his face for signs of pain.
“I want you inside me, Blake,” Les whispered as Connor’s thick, chest hair rubbed against his tender, swollen nipples. “Make me your woman.” Connor entered Les slowly, a little at a time, stretching him, and making him want more, and then settled into a slow, steady, rhythm, gradually increasing his pace. Their tongues intertwined in a desperate kiss, as passion overtook them, and Les fell into Connor’s rhythm like a rider on a runaway stallion. The friction between their bodies massaged Les’ nipples and rock hard cock, against Connor’s wiry chest and belly hair. Les lost control as Connor’s nine-inch cock pressed against his prostate and his low hanger balls slammed against his buttocks. He gasped between kisses, gulping air in like a drowning man, and then climaxed in a series of shuddering cries. Connor squeezed him, clutched his buttocks in his big hands, and pounded his orgasm home, filling Les with his seed, breeding him like a woman. He collapsed in a heap on top of Les then rolled on his side. Connor held Les to his chest and tenderly kissed him. “You’ve made me very happy, Leslie.”
*****
Les awakened to the feel of a warm body pressing against his back. Thoughts of Sarah’s ample breasts gave way as he felt Connor’s coarse chest hair and flexed his sore anus. Connor reached over and gently rubbed Les’ sleeping penis. It responded immediately. Les moaned and pressed his bottom against Connor, feeling Connor’s swelling cock press against him. Neither man spoke as Les heard the lube snap closed. Les gasped as Connor rubbed lube across his anus and then inserted a finger, then two. Connor pressed his hard cock into Les’ already stretched anus, and began slowly taking his again. Les clutched his pillow, as mixed sensations pleasure and pain from his burning bottom, peppered his brain like raindrops. It was over in ten minutes.
“Sleep in, Leslie.” Connor bent over the bed, fully dressed and ready for work, and kissed him on the cheek. “Don’t forget to pay off the payday loan and get your pedicure this morning. Drive the Miata. I’ll have your old car towed away.”
Les waited until he heard the garage door opener, and then got up. He stared at his image in the full-length mirror by the door. His hair was a mess and his makeup was smeared. He looked like a character in a horror movie. The garter belt was twisted around his waist. He sat on the toilet and willed himself to relax and let Connor’s semen drip from his sore, inflamed anus. He pulled off the garter belt and hose, and then stepped into the shower.
*****
By ten o’clock, Les had paid off the payday loan on his car and had parked outside Hollywood Nails. After his shower, he spent twenty-minutes removing the red toenail polish, and then dressed in men’s jeans, a tee shirt, and flip-flops. “Hallo,” a Korean woman said with a singsong accent as Les entered the empty salon.
“I’m going on a trip to Hawaii with my girlfriend. We’re both getting pedicures.”
“She come here, too?
“Ah, no. She go to her regular shop,” Les said, trying to speak Korean-glish. She narrowed her eyes.
“So why you come here, not her shop?”
“You’re closer to...uh, I was in the area.” She patted a chair.
“You sit.” She yelled, and a much younger Korean woman jogged from the back room still chewing. The manager barked orders in Korean. The young girl motioned for Les to sit and began to run a footbath. Les stepped out of his flip-flops and settled into the chair. The girl rolled-up his jeans legs and guided his feet into the warm water. She ran a finger down his freshly shaved calf and looked up at his face with expressionless, hooded eyes. Les felt his face flush with embarrassment. So this is what it’s like to be made. Ten minutes later, she dried his left foot and began rubbing a gritty lotion over it, kneading and working it into the skin, then placed his foot back into the bath and worked on the other. Two overweight American women entered the shop and the manager greeted them like old friends. They eyed Les suspiciously and took adjoining chairs on the other side of the salon. Two more young women scurried from the backroom.
After methodically working over both feet with a pumice stone, she clipped and filed his nails. She called to the manager, and babbled something in her language. “You want nails polished?” Les’ face grew hot.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/211890 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!