A Trip to Las Vegas
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters
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Robyn used to do the job.  She was “The Distraction”.  He thought that he stood a better chance on the blackjack tables with her sitting beside him, giving the croupier that look she was famous for.  It was a little more subtle that a “scoop the chips off the felt and fuck me on this table right now” look, but only just a little.  I told him that I could do that look with the help of a bit of eye makeup.  He did not believe me until he saw it.

We had gone to school together and we had been friends back then.  We drifted apart I guess, but we were both dreamers, and a little restless.  When we found one another again, I was working in a club where there was a poker game out the back, and he walked out of it looking not happy.

“Normally I would ask you to buy me a drink, but tonight I will buy one for you,” I said to him.  “Partly because you look like you need it, but also because I know you – we went to the same high school.  You’re Dylan Mutch.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t remember,” he said.  “That’s strange, because I’m sure I would have remembered somebody as attractive as you.”

“I was Ben back then,” I explained.  “Ben Stockley.  Do you remember me?  I guess I look a bit different now.  I don’t have much of old Ben left, I can tell you.  But I remember were friends back then, and I don’t think change should lose you your friends – right?  Anyway, let me buy you that drink.  I work as a hostess here and I have a hospitality allowance.”

I could see him reeling as I spoke, but I just kept on going.  He took the drink and we talked about people we had gone to school with and what they had achieved.  What we seemed to have in common was failure.

“But I am only one game away from success,” Dylan said, even if he did not believe it himself.  “Professional gambling can be a hard life.  But a life with hope is better than dreary existence.”

I had leave coming so I agreed to go with him to Las Vegas, just for a few days, and work “the Distraction”.  He made it clear that this was a business proposition.  After all, how could there be a sexual attraction when he had always known me as a guy, and I was the same.  Neither of us was gay.  We were just two old friends helping one another out.

I packed some evening dresses but for the drive I decided to wear an outfit that I had only worn a few times.  “Sexy Cowgirl” probably sums it up – a plunging top, Daisy Duke short pants, cowboy boots and a 10 gallon hat.  

To match that Dylan had a fancy car.  It was an expensive import, and it was fast, but as I learned that week, imported cars are hard to fix.  We broke down in the desert and I had to wait with the car while he thumbed a lift to get it towed.

I am not sure quite what happened between us during that hour as I sat in that car, or sometimes stepped out to walk around it.  The desert is such an empty place that it leaves you alone with your thoughts.  Of all the things that I could think about, I just thought about him.  When you are boy you don’t think about other boys, and when you become a woman you only think about whether men want you, and how you need to explain your past if it gets serious.  Even before we have got to the desert I found myself thinking that Dylan Mutch was a very attractive man and we looked good together in that car.  We could even have been a young couple, with me in the passenger seat, maybe leaving the kids with the grandparents while we took a trip to Vegas.  Maybe we might have no family and just be running away to get married at one of those chapels with me in a one-fits-all wedding dress.

Then the tow truck rolled up and Dylan was standing there.

“Hey, I’m sorry about this Belle,” he said.  “You must be mad at me.  For the last hour I have been thinking about you out here on your own, and … “.

He never got a chance to finish his sentence.

“I have been thinking about you too,” was all I said.

The tow truck driver reversed his ramp back and then got out.

“If you are headed to Vegas counting on good luck, it hasn’t started well for you,” he sniggered.

As it happened he was wrong.  Dylan didn’t spend much time at the tables because we spent most of the time up in the room, having sex like there was no tomorrow.  Then, when he played the game that the hotel almost demanded he did, we won super big.

In fact, that trip to Vegas was a winner all around, for both of us.

The End











	[bookmark: _Hlk214518987]You Remind me of Him
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters


Every now and again he says it, and not in a nice way.  The fact is that we have known one another for years – ever since high school – and I think that I have loved him all that time.  It was just that back then it could never be.  He was captain of our high school football team, with any girl he could have, and I was just … not a girl.

But of course, he got a scholarship and came back to our town and married the homecoming queen and they had beautiful children.  And me?  I went to the city and got a job as an exotic dancer to pay for my surgery.

I do not regret my choices then.  I was a good dancer, and I valued my body.  I still do.
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I never thought that he could ever be mine, but I used to dream about us.  The first time I ever took a man inside me I hugged the pillow and imagined that it was him.  I had better relationships after that.  I was still hoping for that special person, but deep down inside I knew that the special person was him.

He is a good man and stayed with his wife until the kids were grown up, although theirs was not a happy marriage.  She died, or it is better to say it out loud – she killed herself.  She was a troubled soul as they say, but maybe she was just unloved by the man she married and lost the will to live.

For me, it seems that my will has always been to live is him.  When we met again, I said to him that I knew him, but I was not going to tell him when we had first met.  I suppose that I trapped him, but only because that is what I wanted.  I wanted him and to tell him that I was once the little sissy boy that he scoffed at, but it just seemed risky.  I did tell him eventually, and he broke things off … for a while.

Sometimes he looks at me with unbridled lust.  I love it when he does.  Sometimes he looks at me as if he hates the fact that he is in love with me.  When he does.  He might say those words – “You remind me of Him”.  But you see, he does love me, and I love him back because I always have.

The End

Author’s Note: I am not sure how the AI image creators do it, but every now and again, by accident I suppose, an interaction between a couple as shown on their faces, can move me to write the story I see.  Here, the woman adores him, but he is standoffish, yet holding her caring hand on his chest.  He seems to me to be fighting the urge to kiss her.  Why?  Perhaps because she reminds him of him?

I love posting my work here as art, but artists need feedback.  Please do not be shy in posting comments on anything on my page.  I may even reply.
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	Femme Envy
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters



I looked ridiculous dressed as a woman.  The sight of myself dressed like that disgusted me.  It made me feel physically sick.  And it was so frustrating!  How could I have feelings like this but never have the ability to take pleasure from them?  It seemed like a curse.

Then I met Rina.  Having her made me feel that I could deal with this.  She was a crossdressing man, but you would never know it.  She looked like a woman.  Nobody would ever know her secret.
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I asked her to move in with me, and I say “her” because I explained that this would mean that she would never have to dress as a man again, if she didn’t want to.  I had a good job, and I could support her.  All I wanted was for her to be with me, so I could look at her and Imagine that I was her – so beautiful and so feminine – things I could never be.

She agreed and it gave her the freedom to dress as a woman every moment of every day.  I say the freedom, because at first that was what she wanted, even though I insisted on it.  I think that she grew a little bitter about it, even though she seemed to have left manhood well behind, what with the hormones and longer which I paid for her to keep styled to taste.

But when she wanted to torment me all that she had to do was to take a little too much time over her make, or making her hair look so beautifully perfect.  In those moments she knew that I could only look on, trying to maintain some look of disinterest, while within me my soul was screaming – “I want to be her!  Why can’t I be her?”

The End
	Red Carpet Moment
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters


I had been growing my hair right through football season, and taking my hormone shots too.  I was more worried that I might lose muscle mass rather than have boobies visible in the showers, but I was lucky that all of that came late.  The thing is that I didn’t want to let my team down, and my dad didn’t want that too.

You see, my dad had played high school football too, and he wanted me to do the same.  It was not just to follow him, but he said that football builds character.  He said it helps you to understand working in a team and leadership, and also that victory is rarely achieved without pain.  It was all macho shit, but I followed.

Then I felt that I had to tell him that I was not going to be playing the game through college.  It did not fit my plans.  I was going to become a girl instead.
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There was also the fact that I was simply not good enough, and that the fact that I was not interested.  I only did it for him.  As I tried to explain to him in our long revelation talk, up in a shack in the woods where we had gone hunting, which I don’t like much either.  I said that I had never felt that I was male and I had only been pretending, because the way he felt about me was more important to me than my own happiness, and perhaps more important than my sanity.

But, as I explained to him, there was only one way forward.  His son had never existed, and he needed to exit the family.  If he truly cared about me, he would welcome his new daughter, Amanda.  It means “beloved” and the only question was whether the name was the right one.

After going through all the upsetting details of how a change of sex would be achieved, his question was when this process was going to start.  My reply was that it had already started but I wanted my official coming out to be at the debutante ball.  The organizers had accepted Amanda as a debutante provided that both parents were supportive and my father was ready to walk me down the red carpet.

“In front of everybody?” Dad asked.

That is the nature of it.  Fathers walk their daughters in, and they walk them in proudly.  I was ready to face everybody as a woman, somebody completely unlike me – some may say the very opposite of who I was.  I hoped that he would walk me in as the same person he always was – a proud father.

“Can you do that for me, Dad?”

He said that he would, and he did.

The End
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I think that for me, the hardest thing about becoming a woman was surrendering domination.  I was always a big guy, and a powerful build.  I am not saying that I was a bully, but when you are a man, size makes you dominate smaller men, even without really trying.

Becoming a woman was important to me.  I could get smooth and soft, but if you are big you can’t get small.  You just have to become more feminine so that size is less important.  And if possible, you need to find a big guy to be your man.  Somebody you look small beside, but not somebody who makes you feel small.
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	But for Rob I went down on my knees.  That is what women do when they fall in love.  He was the right man for me and I wanted to give myself to him, completely.  He pushed his belly into my face.  I could feel his cock touching my boobs.

“You have such beautiful hair,” he said.  I did.  I was more fortunate than many to have a good amount of hair after my orchiectomy and hormone therapy, and I grew it long and kept it looking as good as possible.  As a big girl I knew that I needy to flaunt my good features.

“Would you like to suck my cock?” he said.

“I would love to have your cock, but I would like you to put it somewhere else,” I said to him.  “I have always had a mouth, but where I want your cock is something new, and truly beautiful.”
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I had to push him back on the couch and show him what kind of a woman I was.  I did not spend all this time and money to have him gag me with his junk!  I mean, I love this guy, but I want my pleasure too.  This mouth is for kissing, and for telling him how much I adore him.  I have a pussy now, and that is where his cock belongs.

Yes, I am his, but we are still the same size.  Yes, he can dominate me, but only because I like it that way.

The End.
© Maryanne Peters  2025
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