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Chapter One

 


The flashing lights of the police car
sent Devin's heart plummeting. His gaze dropped instantly to his
speedometer, and he groaned softly. He indicated, slowed down, and
pulled over to the side of the road. He knew he'd been over the
speed limit. Admittedly, not by much, but obviously enough to catch
the attention of the vigilant policeman now headed his
way.

Another groan escaped his lips, but
for a completely different reason, as he watched the cop approach.
The man heading toward him was tall and broad, filling out the
uniform in the best of ways, and fuelling Devin's uniform
fetish.

As he tore his gaze away from the
policeman, a soft whine escaped Devin's lips—lips that were still
covered in pink lip gloss, which accompanied the rest of the makeup
he wore. He looked at his legs, slim, tanned, and bare. He hoped he
wouldn't be asked to step outside of the vehicle.

The cop tapped on his window. Taking a
deep breath, Devin lowered it, and greeted him with his best fake
smile. "Is there a problem, officer?"

A deep chuckle made Devin's cock
react. He prayed it didn't tent the leather covering his
groin.

"Well, unless there's a fire somewhere
I don't know about, you were making pretty free with the speed
limit."

"I'm sorry. I'm late leaving to get
home, and I guess I wasn't as vigilant as I should be over my
speed."

The cop nodded. "I see. And where is
home? You have your license handy? I'd like to check your name and
address."

Fishing out his license, Devin handed
it over, and rattled off his details as requested, knowing the
innocuous instrument in his policeman's hand would check his breath
for alcohol. Fortunately, he'd declined that last drink, so he was
confident there wouldn't be an issue in that respect.

Putting his breathalyzer away, the cop
looked at the license, then back at Devin and frowned. "That's a
good hour and half or so from here."

Devin nodded. "I was up here
visiting." The scowl on the cop's face worried him. Was he going to
be given a ticket?

"A word of warning. The next time you
visit, be sure to keep to the speed limits. The next cop may not be
as … amenable."

"Oh, I will. I visit regularly." The
words were out before Devin could stop them.

"Really? That's interesting." Another
chuckle from the cop had Devin trying not to writhe. "Eager to get
away?"

"No. Not at all." Devin felt the heat
of a blush flame his cheeks, but the cop didn't comment. Instead he
straightened up and started to walk away.

Then he stopped and came back to the
car. Devin was sure his heart was going to give out. Had the cop
just been lulling him into thinking there'd be no
ticket?

"Forgot to tell you." The cop bent
down, his face coming close enough to Devin for him to catch a
brief scent of the cologne the other man wore.

The cop's voice seemed to be much
deeper, although Devin wasn't sure if that was just his hyperactive
imagination. "Yes?" His own voice was breathier, doubtless from the
shallow breathing, which was all he was capable of.

"Nice legs." The cop winked and walked
away.

Unable to speak, Devin watched the cop
car pull away. A heady mix of relief and euphoria washed over him,
and he laughed as he looked down at the cream leather mini skirt
that skimmed the top of his thighs. "He liked my legs." Devin
laughed out loud.

Waiting for a moment or two for his
heart rate to return to normal, Devin started his car and, keeping
a watchful eye on his speed, headed home.


Chapter Two

 


Wrapped up in checking his calendar on
his phone, Devin wasn't aware of anyone approaching until Cameron
flopped in the seat opposite to him, and set down two cups of
coffee.

"Wassup, bro?"

Grinning, Devin held up his phone.
"I'm booked right through until Christmas, weekly
performances."

"That's awesome." Cameron pushed one
of the cups toward Devin, and blew on the contents of the other
before taking a cautious sip. "You're going to have to think about
that move. Almost everything you make doing those performances is
taken up in expenses."

"I know." Devin eyed his drink as if
it could conjure a miracle for him. "Mother would have a fit if she
knew I was thinking of moving."

"She only wants to keep her free taxi
service." Cameron scowled. "It's not like she'd be sorry not to see
you."

"I know, I know. Everyone thinks she's
so sweet, but in truth the world revolves around her. Or she thinks
it does." Devin sipped his coffee.

"Let's not think about her." Cameron
reached across and tapped Devin's arm to catch his attention. "So
the gig went well?"

"Yeah. Awesome. I did a sexy Madonna,
colorful Katy, and finished with a kickass Gaga. The audience loved
it." His eyes widened, and he laughed as he remembered his mini
adventure.

"What? 'Fess up. What's got you
giggling away?" Cameron leaned in closer.

"Well, you know how sometimes the club
likes the drag artists to have a drink with a customer?" At his
friend's nod, Devin continued. "I'd worn a cream leather bra and
mini skirt, with killer heels for the Gaga song. So I just toned
down the makeup so I could make a dash after the drinks. And I got
stopped for speeding."

"No way. Well, you couldn't have got a
ticket or you wouldn't be so happy."

"No. He didn't give me a ticket. God,
he was sex on legs. Big, broad, and in uniform." Devin sighed, his
cock remembering the cop with as much appreciation as it had shown
on the night itself.

"Earth to Devin. Earth to Devin. Is
that it?" Cameron laughed as Devin stuck out his tongue.

"I'll be dreaming about him for
weeks."

"I bet that's not all you'll do."
Cameron winked, and they both laughed.

"He warned me about being more
careful. Then he started to walk away, before coming back. I was so
sure he was going to give me a ticket. He leaned in a little, I'm
sure he wore Joop! cologne, and said he liked my legs."

Delighted at the way his friend's eyes
widened, Devin took a couple of quick sips of his coffee. He felt
the same thrill telling the story as he had on the
night.

"Awesome. But why were you still in
drag and driving? You usually have a leisurely drive home on a
Sunday afternoon."

"Mother." Devin shrugged. "She wanted
to visit big brother in Palmerston, and I had to take her. Edward
offers to come halfway to pick her up so I can at least have some
Sunday to myself if I want, but Mother won't have a bar of it. I
had to be at her house by 9:00 A.M. so we could be there at a
'decent hour'."

"How much sleep did you get?" There
was no mistaking Cameron's annoyance, even if you ignored his
scowl.

"About four hours. Edward let me go
and lie down in the guest bedroom for a couple of hours after lunch
while he took Mother and his family out. She won't argue with him.
Then I drove home late afternoon."

"Didn't she know you were working? Oh,
I get it. That's part of the lifestyle she doesn't want to know
about." Cameron mimicked drawing quotation marks around the word
lifestyle.

"Yep. Of course I told her, but she
saw no reason why I couldn’t come after performing, after all,
that's not working." Devin slumped a little.

"She's still no closer to really
accepting you're gay, is she?"

"Not really." Devin shook his head.
"So long as I don't flaunt it, she's happy. But flaunting means
mentioning it, even as little as I do to her. Plus anything like
doing the drag act has no place in interfering with her
demands.”

"Have you thought more about
moving?"

"Yes, but … she's still my mother. I
know I should think more of me, but whenever I think of relocating,
I also think of leaving her, and my friends."

"We're not that far away, bro."
Cameron patted Devin's arm. "You know the firm's keen on you taking
a job in the head office. They haven't filled that vacancy. Yet.
But they won't hold it open indefinitely."

"I know. I know." Devin pouted. The
job was a step up the ladder, and would save him the weekly travel.
On the other hand, he hated change, was nervous about relocating,
and still felt obliged to stay close to his mother.

"Take it from me, no matter what
sacrifices you make for her, how much running around you do for
her, your mother will never truly appreciate it." Cameron shook his
head. "She looks like such a sweet lady, but she's as hard and
selfish as hell, and don't you forget it."

Sighing deeply, Devin shook his head.
He didn't need telling. He'd lived with it all his life. He'd never
been the equal of his older brother in his mother's eyes. She
hadn't turned her back on his when he came out, but she refused to
listen to him speak of it.

In that respect, she had him wrapped
around her little finger. In some ways he was still the shy, little
boy who wanted his mother's love and approval. It just seemed
unlikely he'd ever get it.


Chapter
Three

 


Leaning against the bar, Devin
surreptitiously shifted his weight from one foot to the other.
These sandals were beautiful to look at, but slightly narrow, and
very high heeled. After a while his feet ached when wearing them.
But their sparkles matched the sequined dress he wore.

His performances were finished. Devin
had removed his wig and stage makeup, and donned a pair of
comfortable bikini briefs to allow his dick some freedom. Although
he was no long Miss Teaque, he'd continued to wear his dress. He
glanced at his watch. Another ten minutes and he'd change into his
civilian clothes and go home. Strictly speaking he could leave
anytime after his performance if there were no requests to be met
by club patrons, but the management frowned on those who
did.

The sensation of being stared at sent
the hairs on the nape of his neck rising. He looked up into the
dark reflective surface of the bar's backdrop. The surface
distorted people slightly, but there was no mistaking the man
walking toward him. His step was measured, precise. A man used to
being in control. Devin shivered.

Focusing harder, Devin watched the man
come closer. A white vest top displayed a broad, solid physique,
and leather strips highlighted powerful biceps. Devin couldn't stop
the sigh that escaped his lips. Even the poor reflection in the
club's backstop couldn't make this man look bad.

A sense of
déjà vu hit Devin. There
was something very familiar about the
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