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To my readers, always


All I Want Is You

(19,800 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Brandon Dayton lay on his bed, reading poems by Anne Sexton. Brandon wasn’t a woman, but the raw pain jumping off the page gave him an idea of what it could be like to be a woman in love, afraid, or in pain. A woman who had too much on her plate.

If he could, Brandon would read depressing poems all day. They made him feel like he wasn’t alone, as though he wasn’t the only person in the world who wanted to rip out his heart. His roommates enjoyed life more than him, but Brandon didn’t care about fun when there was so much pain in the world.

Brandon had majored in English, even though his father owned a wildly successful chain of auto-supply stores across the south. His parents lived in Atlanta. They made him minor in business. Brandon never wanted to return to that reality. He didn’t want the family business, even though it paid his rent and overpriced bourbon. He wasn’t making much money at his restaurant job, but there wasn’t a day Brandon didn’t wish he had a sibling to take over the business so he could follow his passion of becoming a poet.

When Brandon wasn’t lost in a book or delivering plates of food at Madeline’s Natural Grill, he studied for a master’s degree in business administration. His parents demanded it. He had no other option but to take over Davis Auto Supplies when he graduated, so he was taking his sweet time working through the master’s program.

Brandon knew he should value his time away from Atlanta, but the impending doom made him want to lie in bed and suffer with those poets who had painted their suffering in words. It didn’t help that his mother, Joy, flew up from Atlanta whenever she wanted to remind him of his career trajectory. To reiterate his goals and why they still allowed him to live in the suburbs of Minneapolis. How could he escape his cynicism when she was in his face every three months?

No matter how much his parents annoyed him, Brandon knew he couldn’t pay his bills without them. Sometimes he felt lucky he had a profitable business to fall back on, but he mostly enjoyed feeling sorry for himself. Poor millionaire boy with a predetermined destiny. If only he could rent a van, drive across the country, and write poems about the beauty of nature and utter suffering of humanity.

Someone knocked on Brandon’s door. He turned away from it, focusing hard on the poems in front of him.

“Yo, what are you doing in this dark ass room?” Paul asked and switched on the overhead light. Paul was one of Brandon’s roommates. He had two. They were roommates in college and lived together after graduating to save money on rent. They had a house with three bedrooms and three bathrooms, so there wasn’t much to argue about.

Brandon had been sitting in his lamp-lit room until Paul disrupted him. Paul and Daniel did that a lot. Brandon could hear Daniel cooking in the kitchen, pots and pans clanking together. “What do you want, Paul?”

“Daniel and I are going out, and you’re coming too,” he said. Paul used to be shy like Brandon. It used to be them against Daniel, but Daniel had pulled Paul over to the dark side. Now they went out every weekend.

Brandon ignored Paul, focusing on his poetry. Paul shook Brandon’s shoulders. “Bro, stop acting like we’re nineteen still. You’re twenty-four now. Don’t you want a lady?”

Shrugging, Brandon grunted and turned the page. He hadn’t even finished the poem but was hoping Paul would get the message that he didn’t want to leave his bed. Why would he want to go out when he would just stand against the wall? When Paul didn’t disappear after several excruciating seconds, Brandon spoke, “you guys should go without me,” he said.

“We did that last week. You promised you would go this week,” he said. Paul wouldn’t take no for an answer. He was so tired of watching Brandon mope around the house, feeling sorry for himself because he would one day have to take over a multi-million dollar business. Paul came from a family of doctors and sometimes felt like he was just following in his father’s footsteps by going to medical school, but it was what it was.

Brandon knew he’d promised to go out this week but didn’t care. “Just leave me alone, Paul. You guys will have more fun without me.”

Paul sighed and left the room. Brandon’s heart sank when he heard Paul talking to Daniel in the kitchen. It was a lot harder to tell Daniel no. He was forceful. Dominant. Gay too, but people never suspected it. Daniel had surprised Paul and Brandon when he came out to them several years ago.

When Daniel wanted something, he often got it. He reminded Brandon a lot of his mother, Joy. Daniel always loved when Joy came to visit. Daniel walked through Brandon’s door. His eyes focused and charged. “Brandon, don’t make this difficult.”

“Daniel, just forget I’m here,” Brandon said, wishing he didn’t have roommates who were always trying to drag him into the public realm. It would all be easier if he lived alone. More expensive, but easier.

Daniel sat on Brandon’s bed, rubbing his back. Daniel could be super affectionate. He’d always cook soup whenever someone in the house got sick. He asked if they needed things from the grocery store when he went. Brandon had gone through a weird phase when he thought he had a crush on Daniel but decided it wasn’t true.

Brandon didn’t really know which gender he liked, if any at all. He found both men and women attractive but never felt an overwhelming desire for either. He wasn’t sure if he was asexual or extremely depressed. Brandon never went to the doctor. Paul tried to diagnose him while reading through one of his medical textbooks, but Brandon wasn’t having any of that half-trained diagnosing.

“You promised us, Brandon. Stop reading those depressing books you always have around the house, come eat dinner, and then go dancing with us. Paul needs a girlfriend,” he said. “And I’ll need a midnight snack.”

“Gross,” Brandon said, but he secretly thought it was hot when Daniel would make his fuck buddies scream. The walls weren’t thick enough to block those noises.

“Whatever,” Daniel said. “When was the last time you got laid, anyway?”

One year and nine months. Two partners, one night. The sex happened with two of his classmates in the English department at the University of Minnesota—Minneapolis. Eleanor, the breathtaking poet. Austin, the handsome short story critic. Brandon had been attracted to Eleanor’s wit and Austin’s charm. Board games and cosmos led to regrettable decisions and the end of two friendships.

The night, while cerebral and sensual as hell, still gave Brandon chills when he thought about it.

“It’s been a while, hasn’t it?” Daniel asked when Brandon didn’t respond after a few beats. He was clearly getting bored with consoling his miserable best friend. Brandon didn’t want to piss off the people who cared about him most.

Brandon tossed his book to the side, sighed, and rose to a sitting position. “I’ll go but don’t expect me to be any fun,” he said.

Daniel hopped to his feet and clapped his hands. “There you go! Lamb ragu, salad, and a little wine will do you good. Tonight will be a blast,” Daniel said and put out his hand for Brandon. Brandon took it, and Daniel pulled Brandon to his feet. He, Daniel, and Paul walked into the kitchen.

They ate the food. Brandon had to wash the dishes. He would never admit it, but it felt good to be out of his bed. As amazing as the Anne Sexton poems were, he had to live while he could. Brandon couldn’t act like a spoiled little bitch forever when he had so much in the world. Why did he have to see every glass half empty? Why couldn’t he appreciate every breath he had? He typed up poems about this when they were heading across town in a cab.

♦

House music was bumping in Juniper Elephant, the bar where Kimberly Brown worked. She deejayed on Thursday nights and was spinning records as people slowly came through the door. If she gained enough popularity, she could move to the weekends. Mario, the owner of Juniper Elephant, promised he would give her the spot if she could make Thursdays more profitable than the weekend.

Kimberly, who often went by Kim, never drank when she deejayed. She was sipping on sparkling water with lemon as she dropped the beat and rocked her hips. She was wearing a bright red bouffant dress with the sleeves rolled halfway up her arms. Kim had on a pair of square sunglasses, even though she was inside. She had on black tights with ankle boots so she could walk around easily.

Kimberly stood out more than most because her hair was dyed the colors of a unicorn: pink, purple, red, orange, yellow, green, and blue. The colors danced through her hair, perfectly placed by her amazing hairstylist. She loved staring at it in the mirror; searching for new shades she had yet to find.

After another hour passed, Juniper Elephant had a swarm of people on the dance floor. Kim lost herself in the music. She rocked her hips to the beat, blending the songs from one to the next. She didn’t need alcohol or drugs. The music lifted her spirits. She wanted to deejay more than anything else in the world. It was her dream job. The career she needed. Kim had a culinary arts degree but hated working in a kitchen.

Kim bartended and ran a successful blog about her life as a trans woman trying to make it through the world. She posted dishes she cooked, mixes she created, and shared random facts about her life. People loved to hear about guys she dated, but there hadn’t been much of that going on. Not since Christian.

Christian was her first love. She’d fallen for him like a rock in water. She would have done anything for him. Sometimes Kim would shake her head when she thought back to how sprung she had been over him, but he’d been the first guy to really accept her as a trans woman. He was so sexy, too.

Even as Kim searched for a new song on her laptop, she could picture Christian’s golden brown eyes. His dark auburn hair, freckles, and plump lips. The ways his muscles would flex and glisten when they went swimming or when they would meet up after he worked out.

Everything had been perfect with Christian until he showed his true colors. Their last conversation had made the world come crashing down around her.

Someone tapped Kim’s shoulder. She turned, and her coworker Dorothy was standing behind her. She bartended on the weekends when she didn’t have to work her other job as a nurse. Dorothy loved making money more than sleep. She drove a luxury car and lived in a sparkling condo in the city. When Dorothy wasn’t working, she was trying to find a bad boy who lived his life on the edge.

“You need something?” Dorothy asked when Kimberly pulled off her headphones. The crowd cheered as the beat dropped.

Kim tossed her unicorn hair over a shoulder. Her nails squared out and painted white. “I’ll take another soda water,” she said.

“Coming right up,” Dorothy said. Kimberly watched her walk off the stage, her phat ass swaying from side to side. If Kim liked women more, she’d definitely want a chance with Dorothy.

Kim scanned the dance floor, watching her people move to the beat. There was one guy not dancing, which always made her sad. She hated seeing wallflowers staring at a bright screen. What was the point of coming out to text? Kim watched him as she lightened up the music, making her crowd eager for the next time she would drop the beat.

She loved the push and pull. As she let the lighthearted song play, Kim walked off the stage and straight to the guy on his phone. He was too close for her to ignore. As she approached him, she could work out his features.

The man looked like he had some Asian in him. Maybe half white and half Asian? He was tall with dark hair. No facial hair and smooth, moisturized skin. Easy on the eyes. Kim wouldn’t throw him out of bed, but she wasn’t after sex or romance. She just wanted him to dance.

The man looked up when Kim was standing in front of him. His eyes wide and shocked. Kim noticed how long his lashes were. Kim stared at him a second, amazed by how attracted she was to him. She shook off the desire, grabbed his hand, and pulled him to the stage.

Brandon nearly dropped his phone as he followed Kim. He couldn’t believe her boldness. He’d been typing a poem on his phone about how messy drunk people were when the DJ appeared out of nowhere. What right did she have to make Brandon do something?

Brandon ripped his hand from Kim’s grip. She looked back at him, “come on! You didn’t come out to stand against the wall,” she said.

“In fact, I came to do just that,” he said and turned away from her.

Kim would have let him go, but now she wanted to dance with him. He was super cute in a nerdy-and-shy-guy way. Kim skipped in front of him.

Brandon wanted to push this woman with crazy hair. Who even wore sunglasses in the dark? Didn’t she know she looked like a fool? He’d definitely be writing a poem about how much he hated intrusiveness.

Kim tossed her head to one side. She put her hands up to stop Brandon without touching him. “Come on stage with me,” she said, lifting her sunglasses.

Daniel and Paul were watching the DJ talk to Brandon from the distance, secretly cheering him on, but Daniel could also tell this interaction was the reason the music had been weaker the past minute, and he needed the DJ to do her work! “Come on,” Daniel said, pulling Paul toward Brandon and Kim.

Brandon looked at the stage, and his heart sank. There was no way he could get on that stage, but then Daniel came up behind him, placing a heavy hand on his shoulder. “What’s going on over here?” asked Daniel.

Kim took in the two men who’d approached them. “Are these your friends?” she asked the wallflower.

Brandon nodded. “Come on stage, guys,” she said and smiled to the blonde who had a lot of energy. All three of them were incredibly gorgeous, but there was a special place in her heart for the timid one.

Daniel and Paul dragged Brandon to the stage and stood behind Kim, acting as background dancers; at least Daniel and Paul were. Brandon had his fists deep in his pockets while Kim picked up the beat. She put one of her favorite dance songs on the queue.

Kim dropped the beat and turned to her sexy guys. The blonde was a lot of fun. Kim danced with her arms on his shoulders while she stared into the shy guy’s eyes.

Brandon wasn’t too happy to see his DJ in the arms of his friend, but what could he do? Daniel always got what he wanted in life. It was like he didn’t even have to try.

Dorothy came on the stage, bringing the glass of water Kim had requested. Kim left Daniel’s arms, twirling until she was in front of Dorothy. She took the glass from her, giving her girlfriend a knowing smile. Dorothy danced with Kim, giggling because she knew Kim was up to no good. The dance song was intense. People whistled and hollered as the bass reverberated around the room. Kim tossed her hair from side to side, turning slowly to her man.

Brandon looked the DJ in the eyes. She seemed fun but crazy. Brandon had never met a woman with as much energy as her. She kind of scared him. His heart raced as she stepped toward him. Daniel and Paul were lost in the music. Dorothy had left the stage to get back to work, from what Brandon could tell. He just wanted to go back to typing his poems. The DJ put her hand on his shoulder.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Brandon,” he said. He had to repeat himself because he spoke too softly the first time.

“I’m Kim, Brandon, and I expect you to dance if you come to my party,” she said as she shook her hips. “Get back on the dance floor and have fun with your friends! Got it?”

Brandon opened and closed his mouth. He grabbed Daniel and Paul and rushed off the stage to the dance floor. Kim shooed them away so she could get back to her music, but teasing Brandon had so been worth it. She would be thinking about him a lot tonight, but knew he would fade from her memory like any other crush.

“What happened?” Daniel asked as they found a spot on the dance floor. Brandon was retelling his conversation but danced when he saw Kim’s fierce gaze on him. He pumped his fists in the air and rocked his hips, feeling like a fool but loved how Kim smiled at him before returning her attention to the laptop.

They didn’t talk again that night, but something flipped inside Brandon. Kim was his first crush since Austin. He only hoped it didn’t end how things did with Austin and Eleanor and their hot yet awkward three sum.

After the lights came on and the party was over, Brandon lingered in Kim’s thoughts. She would stop thinking about him by morning, but he had been really cute. Kim loved adorable guys. She only wished she could find to love her for who she was and not break her heart like Christian had.


Chapter Two

Brandon dumped the trash from his bedroom bin into the kitchen trash can. Crumbled papers fell from the smaller hole into the bigger one. He shook his head as he watched all the poems he’d killed drop into the disgusting pile of trash. Daniel cooked a lot and threw away weird, slimy stuff.

Kim had crossed Brandon’s mind every minute of every day. He’d even called into work one evening so he could sit at home and write poems about her unicorn hair. Her sunglasses. Her gorgeous gray eyes. Brandon couldn’t draw well, but he could paint pictures with his words.

Too bad his poems were coming out as sappy bullshit. He hadn’t kept a single one. He had this idea of going back to Juniper Elephant and confessing his love for her, but who did that? This wasn’t some movie, and Brandon would puke all over her before he ever found the courage to tell her how he felt.

Paul and Daniel weren’t home, so Brandon was walking around in his boxers. He went to the bathroom and took a cold shower. The frigid water could make him forget about Kim, even if it was only for a millisecond. She was in the background of everything he’d done that week, and it was driving him crazy. Why couldn’t he have been a normal guy and danced before she pulled him to the stage? Before she had shot him with Cupid’s arrow?

Brandon dried himself for the third time that day. He couldn’t resist the urge any longer. It was Tuesday, nearly a full week after Brandon had gone dancing with Paul and Daniel. Brandon swallowed his fear, put on some jeans, a sweater, and headed out the door. It was fall, and the evenings were cold.

Kim was behind the bar, wondering how much longer she would have to bartend before she could travel the world as a famous DJ. She was imagining herself in festivals, shaking her hair on a stage in front of thousands of people. Sipping champagne in a hotel suite after the show, getting a pedicure with Dorothy by nail technicians Kim had paid to come to the room.

Dorothy always said she would come with her to a foreign country if Kim ever got invited to play a show in one, but that day had yet to arrive, and Kim doubted Dorothy would take any time off work, even if the flight and hotel were free. She didn’t work much during the week, and Kim always missed it when she wasn’t there.

The door opened, bringing a draft of cold air with it. Kim hated the winter. Juniper Elephant was never warm enough when there wasn’t a party and massive amounts of body heat. A familiar looking guy walked through the door. It took Kim a moment to realize it was the shy guy she had pulled on stage last Thursday. He looked a little sick to his stomach.

“Brandon! What are you doing here?” she asked as she put a menu in front of her on the bar. He took a seat in front of where she was standing, playing with the corners of the menu as Kim filled a glass with ice water. “Here’s a water. Could I get you something to eat? We have amazing hamburgers,” she said. They always served food at the bar, even when there was a party. Juniper Elephant was an eclectic bar and restaurant.

Mario, the owner, loved having parties. He loved watching the young ladies dance. Everyone thought he was a pervert, but he had a wife named Julie, and they had been married forever and seemed super happy. Kim wished Mario would keep his crude comments to himself, but she was happy to have a boss who let her deejay on Thursdays.

Brandon sat across from Kim, feeling stupid for coming to the bar. “Are you hungry?” asked Kim. She leaned on the counter with her elbows and propped her chin with her hands, wrapping her fingers around her face. “Or did you come here just to see me?”

Kimberly hadn’t thought much about Brandon since Thursday night, but she was happy to see him. She loved it when cute boys thought about her or went out of their way to see her. She wondered if he would run in the other direction when he found out she was trans. They normally did.

Christian hadn’t, but he dumped her when she canceled the gender-reassignment surgery she’d planned. She took hormones to help with facial and body hair. Kim had a boob job and had her Adam’s apple shaved, but she didn’t want to part with her dick. She loved it. For a long time, she had hated it, but what she’d hated was not being accepted by the public as a woman.

Some of her trans friends had turned on her when she canceled the surgery. They didn’t understand. Others stayed by her side and understood. Everyone was different, and Kim was only trying to follow her gut. Kim couldn’t explain what had come over her, but everything had happened a week after she had confirmed the final surgery date. She’d broken out in hives. She couldn’t stop thinking she would regret it, so Kim took action, but that action led to Christian walking out the door.

He didn’t want to date her anymore. He had been expecting her to transition. Christian had promised a future. They had even talked about what their wedding would look like. Adopting kids. He was dating some cheerleader chick a month after they broke up. Kimberly had to unfollow him on all of her social media accounts. It hurt Kim too much to see how happy he looked without her in his life.

“Brandon, please say something,” Kim said to pull her back to the moment. She didn’t want to think about Christian when she had a cute guy right in front of her.

Brandon stared into Kim’s gray eyes, mesmerized by how they looked like an incoming rainstorm. He wanted to dance in the raindrops of her clouds. “Uh, sorry. Is it weird I came here?”

“It’s more weird you’re not speaking,” said Kim. She stood straight and placed a foot on a bucket of dirty dishes for support. “So, what do you drink? Beer? Liquor? Wine?”

“Beer is fine. Whatever you suggest.”

“I really love this new wheat beer we have. It’s light and lemony,” she said. Kim didn’t drink much, but she had to try everything on the menu so she could sell the items to customers. Kim ate Juniper Elephant’s food almost every night of her life, and it was delicious.

Brandon would order whatever Kim suggested. “That beer sounds great. I’ll take a hamburger and fries too. Sorry for being a total weirdo. I don’t normally—”

Kim shook her head. She had to put in the order and get back to her other customers. “Don’t worry about it, Brandon. I’m happy to see you. Give me a sec,” she said and disappeared to refill waters and pick up dirty dishes from the bar.

Brandon watched Kim work, amazed by how agile she was. He was a server but didn’t know how he still had his job. He called in a lot and barely tried when he went to work. It was more a break from reading and writing poetry for him. A place to socialize outside the classrooms of ambitious business students.

Kim returned to Brandon with his beer in hand. It was orange and frothy and tasted delicious. Brandon swallowed as Kim watched him with her intense gray eyes. “What do you think?”

“It’s incredible,” he said. Brandon placed the beer on the wet coaster. The frosty glass translucent from the heat of the room.

Kimberly watched Brandon’s smile fade to an anxious grin. He was so uncomfortable. Kim reached out, touching his hand lightly. He stirred in his bar stool. “Why did you come here today, Brandon?”

He had wanted to ask her out but couldn’t bring himself to do it, so he said the first thing that crossed his mind. “I heard the food is good here, so I wanted to try it.”

Kim couldn’t disagree. The kitchen staff did an incredible job. She would never work in a restaurant with bad food, even if she didn’t want to use her degree. She thought she used her culinary skills enough creating inventive cocktails for Mario’s menu. Without her, his bar would be a lot less interesting.

“Is that so?” she asked.

Brandon swallowed. Coming here had been a mistake. He pulled out his pen, grabbed a loose napkin, and dropped his head. Kim rose one eyebrow, but she had other customers. They took her attention as Brandon wrote a poem on the napkin:

When I

think

your face

consumes

me

Brandon placed the poem and thirty dollars under the beer he hadn’t finished when Kim left the bar to go to the kitchen. Brandon got up and left Juniper Elephant. There was no way he could face Kim again. His poem was as dreadful as his game. Kim was out of his league. He could never keep up with someone like her, so he didn’t even want to try.

Kim came out of the kitchen carrying Brandon’s burger and fries, but he wasn’t at the bar. She thought he’d gone to the bathroom until she saw the cash under the beer. Kim shook her head, wondering why he was so awkward. She didn’t judge him too harshly. People were strange. She certainly was, but what was the point of coming all the way to Juniper Elephant just to leave without asking her on a date?

Kim picked up the cash, sad Brandon had abandoned her, and then she saw the poem. It melted her heart. She wished so badly that he would return, but Brandon was already halfway home.

Brandon held his steering wheel tight as regret chocked him. He wished he could change himself. He wished he weren’t so awkward, but talking to people he had a crush on made him drip with anxiety. Brandon went to his room and closed the door, losing himself in dark poems to help cope with the grief and regret from leaving Juniper Elephant without telling Kim how he felt.


Chapter Three

Kimberly: Hey, this is Kim. Why did you leave Juniper Elephant so soon? I miss you! Let’s get a drink. Let me know when you’re free.

Brandon was standing in the alley behind the restaurant where he worked. He had no idea how Kim got his number. His heart was racing as he read the message over and over, the empty trash can dangling from his fingertips. He would clock out and head home in a few minutes.

Madeline, the owner and head chef, popped her head out the back door and saw Brandon on his phone. “Get back to work, Brandon. I don’t pay you to text,” she said.

The guests paid most of his salary, but he didn’t want to argue with Madeline. She was in one of her bad moods and could be a major pain in the ass when she was worked up. “Sorry. Just got a surprising message.”

“Well, if it’s not an emergency, I need you inside taking care of your guests.”

“Coming,” Brandon said and walked to the door. He went inside, finished the cleaning duties, and waited for his tables to leave. Brandon was an awkward guy, but he had learned how to serve tables like a robot and get decent reviews from guests. He went back outside after clocking out and sat on a milk crate. Brandon opened the message from Kim, still unsure how she’d gotten his number, but he really wanted to see her again.

Brandon: I just got off work. Do you want to meet tonight?

Kim was lying on her bed. She had her legs running up the wall as she stared at her cell phone screen. She readjusted, flipping over to her stomach, when the message from Brandon popped up on her screen. Kim wouldn’t mind going out tonight. She wasn’t doing anything but scrolling through the news without a care for what she saw; not until there were articles about her music.

Kimberly: Tell me where and when. I’ll be there.

She added a kiss smiley face and hit ‘send’. Kimberly rolled off her bed, tossing her hair back before she stood. She switched to the bathroom. Her phone vibrated, and Brandon sent the name of a boutique restaurant she’d been wanting to try. It was closer to the suburbs, but she didn’t mind driving if it meant she could she Brandon.

When Brandon left Juniper Elephant without eating his burger, she would have just written him off as some weirdo if it weren’t for the poem he’d left. She thought he was tragically shy and wanted to make him her boyfriend. She wanted to dress him in designer clothes and make him dance on the weekends, so Kimberly had looked through her photos. The outgoing blonde friend, Daniel, had tagged her in a picture. Daniel gave her Brandon’s number without hesitation. He was all about them hooking up.

Kimberly: See you there.

Staring at her gray eyes in the mirror, Kimberly wondered how Brandon would react when she told him she was trans. People saw Kim as a woman. They didn’t even think twice when they looked at her now. It hadn’t always been that way, but she was grateful those days were in her past. People seeing her as a woman cemented her truth. She was comfortable in her skin.

Kim took a deep breath, exhaling out her worries as she stripped naked. She got in the shower and rubbed her body with a frothy loofah of fruity shower gel. She kept the smallest amount of hair around her dick, trimming it almost daily. Kim loved how her she looked naked. She felt perfect and wouldn’t settle for anyone who didn’t accept her for who she was and how she was now.

As time passed, Kim accepted that she would have loved her vagina if she had been born with it, but she had been put on a different path from the beginning. Kim learned to understand herself, and she wanted to keep her dick. She knew that could change. What was life without change? But for now, she felt perfect as she was and serene in her skin.

Kim rinsed off after washing her hair and body. She wrapped a towel around herself, water dripping onto the mat beneath her. “Whatever happens, you’ll stay strong,” Kim told herself in the mirror.

She could already feel herself falling for Brandon. She had been holding on to the pain from Christian breaking her heart for so long, she forgot what it was like to have hope. She was envisioning future dates with Brandon before she even got dressed for the first one. Kim could act tough, but she was desperate for love. Desperate for someone to accept her and cherish her for who she was.

Kimberly dried her hair with a blow dryer, pulling a brush through it as she did. She shook her unicorn hair, wishing she felt as bright as it looked, but telling a guy for the first time had gone so many ways in her life. Kimberly braided her hair into a bun and walked out of the bathroom naked.

Standing in front of her closet, Kimberly grabbed a mustard dress with an open back and long sleeves. It draped over the shoulders like water falling over a cliff. She loved pairing it with navy kitten heels and earthy jewelery. She had a bracelet with brown and turquoise rocks. Turquoise earrings. A brown purse with gold accents.

Kimberly ran clear lip gloss over her lips. She put on a thick layer of eyeliner and mascara. She loved how it made her gray eyes pop. Kimberly took a deep breath, nervous and excited for what Brandon would have to say when she told him.

She grabbed cash from a stack she kept in the closet. They were tips she didn’t deposit. As hopeful as she was, Kim always wanted to be prepared for the worst.

♦

Brandon twiddled his thumbs as he waited for Kim to arrive. He was sitting at a table in Madeline’s first restaurant, Madeline’s Cafe. Madeline’s wife, Rhonda, ran the cafe while Madeline headed the new place. Madeline’s Natural Grill was three times the size and in a more prominent location, but people still loved to eat at the cafe.

Brandon saw Kimberly walking to the door. Her colorful hair braided into a gorgeous bun. She was wearing bold colors, which made her even more intimidating. Brandon wouldn’t even think to wear something like that. He had on gray chinos and a solid black sweater. He was wearing black sneakers. Daniel had picked out the outfit for him and told him he’d been the one to give Kim his number.

“You look handsome,” Kimberly said as she approached the table. She smelled like mango and lemon and freshly cut grass as she bent down to kiss Brandon on his cheek. He realized too late he should have stood to hug her. Pull out her chair. Do something a gentleman who was comfortable in his skin would do.

Kimberly thought Brandon looked cute in his simple outfit. There was a small hole in his sweater, and it looked like it had spent too long sitting in his closet. Kim took a seat across from Brandon and fiddled with the menu as she put the words together in her head to tell him she was trans.

“Thanks,” Brandon said and shifted in his chair. “How was your day? Daniel told me you asked for my number.”

Kim nodded. “Yes, I did. You were the one who left before we could even have a proper conversation,” she said.

“Yeah, I know. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. You’re here now,” she said. Kim took a deep breath, knowing the time had come. She couldn’t hide in the shadows of her truth any longer. “Brandon, there is something I have to tell you before we order.”

Of course the server arrived right then, but Kim sent him away. He bent his head in defeat, and Brandon felt a little bad for the guy because they technically worked for the same people. Brandon hated when people dismissed him.

“Sorry. That was rude of me,” Kim said, knowing she had sounded dismissive. “But I’ve been so afraid to tell you.”

“Tell me what?”

Kim took a deep breath. “I’m trans,” she said.

Brandon leaned back in his chair. He hadn’t been expecting that. He thought she was going to say she had some disease. Brandon didn’t know what to say. He was a progressive guy. One of his best friends was gay. Brandon had even sucked a guy’s dick during that three sum, but Kimberly didn’t know any of that.

The silence pained Kim. She reached out her hands and touched Brandon. He looked down at her hand and did nothing. “Say something,” she said.

“I have a question but don’t know if it’s rude or not,” he said.

Kim didn’t have to ask what he wanted to know. She met the question routinely in her life. “I still have it,” she said. “I almost got the surgery last year but decided against it. If you have a problem with this, please leave now. I’ll enjoy dinner by myself.”

Brandon wasn’t leaving. He shook his head. He hadn’t walked into the date expecting this information, but he didn’t want the evening to end. Kimberly looked stunning in her mustard dress, and he had never been with such a beautiful woman in an intimate setting like this.

“There’s something you should know about me,” he said.

“What?” asked Kim.

“I’m not like most guys and super sexual. I don’t care that you’re trans, but that doesn’t mean I automatically want to date you. Last year I did something stupid, and I regret it.”

Kim rose her eyebrow but remained silent so Brandon would continue. She wanted to hear what he had to say.

“I slept with a guy and a girl last year. The guy, Austin, I had a major crush on him, and he seduced us when we were tipsy, but it was the biggest mistake of my life. They were my friends, and we never talk anymore.”

Kim reached out her hand and rubbed Brandon’s arm that was on the table. The server returned and interrupted them. They ordered a bottle of white wine to share. Kim fell silent as she looked over the menu. She decided on a vegetarian lasagna. Brandon wanted the tomato and basil pasta.

“I work at the other restaurant Madeline owns.”

“Madeline’s Natural Grill?”

Brandon nodded. “I’m a server,” he said.

“Oh, so we’re both in the industry?” she asked. Brandon didn’t seem like he would work in a restaurant. He was so rigid and shy. She wondered how he could ever serve tables. Madeline had a reputation for being tough on employees.

Brandon shrugged. “Hopefully I can make a living from my poetry one day, but I don’t know if that will ever happen.” He didn’t want to tell her how he would eventually have to move back to Atlanta to take over the family business because he didn’t want to believe it himself.

“I liked the poem you left me,” Kim said as she stared into Brandon’s dark eyes. He was getting sexier by the second now that he had relaxed a bit and her truth was no longer unspoken. He knew who she was, so all she had to do was make him realize what a catch she was. Kimberly didn’t want to get ahead of herself, but she was already wondering if she’d found the one. “So, tell me about yourself. How do you know those guys who came on stage with you?”

“We were all roommates in college.” Brandon told her how they met at the University of Minnesota—Minneapolis. He told her about their jobs and who they were. He didn’t mention that Daniel had picked out his outfit for his date, but the thought had crossed his mind.

“That’s amazing,” she said. “I went to culinary arts school but never want to work in a kitchen again in my life.”

“I understand,” agreed Brandon. He wouldn’t survive a day on the line. He didn’t know how they did it. It was as though his food just magically popped up, ready to serve to customers. “I don’t even know how I haven’t been fired as a server. I’m pretty bad at my job,” he admitted.

Kim giggled. How was it this easy to fall in love? She pinched her thigh to get a hold of herself, but she couldn’t stop gazing at Brandon’s face, snapping mental images for her memory. Even if things didn’t go well, she would always have tonight. A night where she was like any other girl on a date with a cute guy. The best part was Brandon hadn’t run out the door like others had. She only hoped he didn’t break her heart like Christian.

“Brandon, are you mixed?”

“Yeah, my mom’s Chinese descent. My dad is white,” he said.

“They made a beautiful baby,” Kim said, batting her lashes.

“Not as pretty as the one your parents made,” Brandon said. The more time he spent with Kim, the more he wanted her. She was outgoing yet soft. Forward yet reserved. He knew she could show him a world he’d never see on his own. “How long have you been deejaying?”

“I guess since I was little. My parents used to have records, and I’d always pick out what we listened to,” Kim said, thinking of her parents who were currently traveling the world. Her father, Roger, was a data scientist who did freelance work. Her mother, Lily, was a painter. She had moderate success in the art world. None of it mattered as long as they had each other. They were madly in love, even after being together for thirty years. “How long have you been writing poems?”

“Since I was young, too,” said Brandon. He didn’t know what attracted him to poetry. The hard truth. The raw emotion. He had loved it since his mother took him to a poetry reading at a university in Atlanta when he was young. She had only gone because her friend wanted to, but Brandon had fallen in love.

They told each other their stories, laughing about their parents and hobbies. Kimberly found Brandon more attractive by the minute and wished she had an off switch. Her feminine dick was rock hard under her dress but tucked between her crossed legs.

“So, when did you start your transition?”

“When I was a senior in high school. I had always been afraid to admit it to myself, but my parents were supportive when I told them and gave me everything I needed. I was lucky,” she said, thinking about some friends she had who’d had more difficult experiences with their parents.

“Where are your parents now?”

“In Uruguay. They want to settle in Europe, but who knows. I think they prefer being in an American time zone for my dad’s work,” she said.

Brandon wanted to tell Kim about his father’s empire, but it didn’t seem like the right time. What if she never wanted to leave Minneapolis? There was no reason to make problems before necessary.

“Tonight has been amazing,” Kim said as she stabbed the blackberry sorbet they were sharing. They’d finished the bottle of wine. Their server had cleared the table. Kim would leave him a little extra for being a bitch when he’d come over the first time.

Brandon agreed. “It has been,” he said. He sucked the sorbet off his spoon. “We should do it again soon.”

“I’d love that,” she said.

They split the bill and walked outside. Their cars weren’t parked too far from the restaurant. Kim’s car was closer, even though she’d arrived later than him. Brandon stood outside of her car as she opened the door. “Well, you have my number. Thank you for coming out tonight, Brandon.”

“Thank you for inviting me,” Brandon said. A moment of awkward lingering passed, and Kim leaned in for a kiss. Brandon didn’t know what to do, so he closed his eyes as Kim pressed her lips against his. It was hot but overwhelming. Love and sex scared him. “See you,” Brandon said when the kiss broke. He turned on his heel and darted to his car.

Kim touched her lips as she watched Brandon flee.


Chapter Four

Kimberly was polishing a glass behind the bar, complaining to Dorothy about how Brandon hadn’t called since they went on a date last week. It was Sunday night. Dorothy didn’t normally work those nights, but she had picked up an extra shift. Mario let her work whenever she wanted because of her big brown eyes and voluptuous butt. He also liked how well she could remember the names of Juniper Elephant’s regulars.

“He’ll call,” said Dorothy. She loved Kim but was getting tired of hearing about Brandon. She hadn’t talked about anything else all weekend. Brandon this. Brandon that. Dorothy wanted to stick a sock in Kim’s mouth. “Last week at the hospital was crazy,” Dorothy said, trying to change the subject.

Kimberly knew her complaining was crossing the line, but she thought the date had gone well until the last second. She wished she could take the kiss back. If that had scared Brandon, she wanted to turn back the clock and have another chance.

They’d been staring into each other’s eyes. Wasn’t it only appropriate to kiss and seal their fate as future lovers? It worked in all the movies Kim saw, but Brandon ran in the opposite direction.

Christian had been the one to pursue her. He kissed her the first time, but he had an outgoing personality like her. Neither of them were shy. Their romance had been like fireworks on the fourth. Kim had lost herself in the passion they shared.

“Sorry, Dorothy. I’ll keep it to myself. What happened at the hospital?” Kimberly asked as she placed one glass on the shelf and picked up another from the crate to polish. She listened as Dorothy told her stories from the hospital. Kimberly could never work as a nurse. She didn’t have enough compassion.

She wanted people to talk about her. Selfish sounded better than selfless. If she could tour the world as a DJ, she wouldn’t need a man. Kim wouldn’t care if the man she was crushing on didn’t call. If only she knew what Brandon was going through and why he hadn’t called.

Across the city, Brandon was dealing with his mother, Joy. She had come for a surprise visit. Daniel had been delighted to see her and eat sushi that she paid for, but his roommates didn’t have to entertain her on a daily basis. When Brandon wasn’t at work or school, he had no choice but to spend his time with Joy. She arranged her schedule around his.

“Did you have fun with Paul’s mom today?” Brandon asked when his mother was waiting for him in his living room. She had a key. All their parents had a key, but Joy was the only one who used it.

“Today was great. Pamela is doing well, but you and I have a lot to talk about, Brandon,” she said.

“Can I take a shower?” he asked.

Joy nodded, granting him permission to leave the room. She had come to tell him the clock was ticking, and they needed to start planning his return to Atlanta. Howard, Brandon’s father, wanted him to review the company’s plans and paperwork.

The information had overwhelmed him, and he couldn’t risk his mother finding out about Kim. He didn’t care that she was trans, but if his mother found out that he wanted to date a trans woman, she would do everything in her power to stop the relationship before it started.

Brandon wanted to call Kimberly and explain everything, but if he smiled the wrong way in front of his mother, she would question him until she got answers. Joy never stopped hunting for information until she found what she wanted.

Taking a shower, Brandon prayed his mom would disappear soon. He hoped Kim would understand and give him another chance. Time couldn’t move fast enough. Brandon took his time drying off and changing into a fresh pair of jeans and a t-shirt. He wondered if Kim would take him shopping. She had such a unique style. Brandon would take even five percent of her fashion sense.

“Hurry!” Joy called from the living room. She was watching reality TV and surfing her social media accounts. She managed the company’s social media but also had a huge following of her own. Joy loved posting photos of her in front of mirrors after a workout or in bikinis by the water.

Brandon went back to the living room where his mother was waiting. She turned off the television and looked her son up and down. He didn’t radiate masculinity like his father. What a disappointment. She wondered if he would ever find a proper woman with his meek appearance.

“Let’s take a ride,” she said.

Brandon sighed. She could only say the same thing so many times. He really just wanted her to go home, but Brandon hadn’t committed to a date to move. She wanted him to take more classes to finish earlier.

Joy got Brandon outside, unlocked the SUV she was renting, and hopped inside. Brandon dropped his head and climbed into the passenger’s seat.

They were at the first stoplight after the house when Joy spoke. “You need to quit your job at the restaurant,” she said. Joy wanted him to focus on school and taking over Dayton Auto Supplies and nothing else.

“Mom, I told you I like the job. They treat me well, and it gives me something to do,” he said. Brandon hated the job sometimes, but he hated the idea of his parents micromanaging his business skills more. Brandon never wanted Dayton Auto Supplies, but they didn’t care what he wanted. Their retirement plans trumped everything.

“If you concentrate, you could finish school by the end of summer and move—”

“Mom, please. Can’t we stick to the original plan?” he asked. “I’m taking my time. I’ll have my entire life to work at Dayton Auto Supplies,” he said.

“No, two more years is too long,” she said. “We need you back sooner.”

“It wouldn’t be a full two years. More like twenty months,” he said.

“Brandon,” Joy said in a warning voice. “Who pays your rent? You better watch what you’re saying.”

“If you cut me off, I might have to drop out and serve tables full time,” he said. He was tired of doing everything his parents wanted. Brandon had to live for himself, and he was starting today. What if he and Kim fell in love? Rushing his time in Minneapolis wasn’t an option. He didn’t have debt. His parents had already paid all of his college bills. He loved them and didn’t want to disappoint them, but what choice were they leaving him?

Joy was driving through random neighborhoods in Tremont, the suburb of Minneapolis where Brandon lived. She couldn’t believe how disrespectfully he had spoken to her but didn’t know what to say. She wished his father, Howard, had come. “Your dad wouldn’t—”

Brandon put up his hand. “Mom, I love you and dad, but no. We have an agreement, and it’s not changing. I think you should drop me off and go back to Atlanta,” he said.

“Brandon. Don’t you dare speak to me that way.”

“I’m sorry, mom, but you and dad control too much of my life. I will run the family business, but you have to wait. Twenty months. It’s not that long,” he said. He could feel the clock ticking down, each sunrise pulling him closer to the day when he would have to pack a truck of stuff and move back to Atlanta.

“Fine,” she said.

“You’ll leave?”

“Expect a phone call from your father.”

“He can call, but I’ll give him the same answer. Can’t you two just back off and let me live? I’ve been nothing but a good son,” he said.

“Grab my phone. Is there a ticket for the morning? I want to take you all to dinner one more time. Pamela said she is free tonight.”

Brandon opened his mother’s cell phone and used the Delta application to book a nonstop flight for her in the morning. She only sat in business and paid the premium price. Dinner with his roommates went well, as it always did. No matter how much he and his mother argued in private, they always acted proper in public.

“I’ll miss you,” Joy said and kissed Brandon on the cheek as she got in her rental. She had time to take it back in the morning before her flight. Brandon told him he’d miss her too and watched her pull out of the restaurant parking lot.

Daniel drove them back to the house. Their parents loved him, even though he was gay. If Paul or Brandon told one of their mothers they liked the same sex, it’d be a whole different story.

Brandon went straight to his bedroom when they got home. He had to call Kim. Just seeing her name on his cell phone screen brought a smile to his face. Brandon waited anxiously as the phone rang in his ear.

“Hey,” Kim said when she picked up the phone after several rings.

Brandon exhaled. “Kim, hey. I’m sorry I haven’t called. My mother was in town, and it was super crazy. Could you get together soon?”

“Maybe. Are you free tomorrow night?”

“I’m working, but we could have lunch before your show on Thursday? I would like to see you. I miss you,” he said. Brandon had been reading a lot of love poems to keep himself sane during his mother’s visit. When he was alone in his room, he would lose himself in thoughts of Kim.

“Why didn’t you text or anything?”

“My mom is kind of crazy. I’ll explain everything, if you’ll have lunch with me.”

“Okay,” Kim said in a softer voice. “Thursday before my show.”

“Tell me where and when,” he said.

“Deal.”

They ended the call. Brandon got up from his bed, pulled out a notebook, and wrote out his overwhelming feelings in verse.


Chapter Five

Joy’s visit clouded Brandon’s mind. He found himself scratching or biting his nails when he thought of it. Every time he went to class was a reminder of the impending doom. Brandon took a deep breath, steeling himself as he waited for Kim to arrive. He had asked her to meet him at the mall so they could hang out before she had to go to Juniper Elephant to work.

Kim’s gray four-inch stilettos clicked on the floor as she walked into the mall. She took off her sunglasses, folded them, and slid them into her gray hobo bag. She was wearing a plum long-sleeved dress with an asymmetrical hem to expose her thigh. Nude nylons to seduce random eyes. Her hair parted in the middle and resting on her shoulders.

Kim held the hobo bag by her side as she switched through the mall, ignoring anyone who looked at her. She knew she attracted attention. Why would she give it in return when she only had desire for one man?

Brandon lifted his head when something caught his eye. It was Kim’s colorful hair. She looked like a supermodel as she approached. He swallowed once to prepare himself. He was always nervous when he saw Kim. Brandon didn’t want to mess things up with her, and it made him shiver with nerves.

“Hey,” she said, kissing Brandon on his left cheek. “How are you?”

Brandon and Kim sat on the sofa. She crossed her legs. He placed his hands under his bottom to avoid tapping them on his thigh. “I’m good, but my mom sucked a lot of energy out of me,” he said. “I’m sorry I didn’t text or call you sooner. That wasn’t my intention. She came into town without notice.” He released his left hand and took Kim’s.

Kim looked down at their interlocked hands. She wouldn’t let her past relationship with Christian cloud her present. Brandon was here. They were together. “It’s okay, Brandon. Why did you want to meet me at the mall?”

Brandon felt Kim was a little out of his league. The outfit she was wearing now looked like it belonged in a magazine. She looked better than any other woman Brandon had seen since he got to the mall. “I want you to dress me for your show tonight. Daniel and Paul are excited to dance,” he said.

“You’re going tonight?” Kimberly asked, tightening her grip on Brandon’s hand.

“If that’s okay with you,” he said. “Is two hundred dollars enough to buy some stuff?”

“We’ll make it work,” she said and stood. They had work to do. She wanted to dress her man up in all designer clothes, so she dragged him to the discount section in Macy’s. He needed a new wardrobe. She piled jeans, button ups, sweaters, and more into Brandon’s outstretched arms. He was getting nervous as the weight grew heavier.

“Didn’t I say two-hundred dollars?” he asked.

“We’re not getting it all, but none of this is over twenty dollars. I love coming to the Macy’s discount section when I want to save a few pennies,” she said. Kimberly’s pushed clothes to the side, finding a few more pieces she thought might work for Brandon. Anything would be better than the cheap, faded jeans he had obviously purchased at the supermarket.

Brandon followed Kim to the dressing room. He couldn’t believe how affordable some of the stuff was they’d found. He never went shopping at the mall because it always seemed overrun with people. Back when he lived in Atlanta, his mom would bring home a lot of the clothes he wore. Since he had moved to Minneapolis, Brandon just bought clothing with his groceries if he needed something.

Sliding a pair of straight-leg button-fly jeans up his legs, Brandon liked how big his bulge looked when he buttoned them shut. He placed his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side in the mirror. The pants were only fifteen dollars. He was pretty sure he’d spent more than that on supermarket jeans and felt like a fool.

“What do you think?” Brandon asked as he stepped into the hallway where Kim was waiting for him.

Her eyes went straight to his package. They hadn’t even kissed properly, but Kimberly wanted to do a whole lot more judging by what he was working with. “Those jeans look amazing. Try the pink chinos next,” she said.

“You sure they’ll look okay on me?”

“I think they’ll look cute with that navy sweater I picked out. Put those on, and we’re definitely buying those jeans,” Kim said, waving her finger up and down Brandon’s sexy figure. She wanted to put some wax in his hair to give it more life. If he wanted a makeover for the club, they might as well go all the way.

Kim left the dressing room to find a cute jacket. He needed one for the cold weather descending upon the city. Winter was around the corner. She found a fake leather jacket on sale with a slightly asymmetrical zipper. Brandon would look handsome in it.

He was waiting when Kim turned the corner. The pink chinos fit him even better than the jeans, making his ass look plump. “You’re wearing those to the club tonight. Maybe with that short sleeve button-up shirt I picked out and this jacket,” Kim said, handing it to Brandon. “The sweater looks cute, but you won’t want to wear that in the bar.”

“Okay,” Brandon said and went into the dressing room with the jacket. He took off the sweater and put on a navy button up with random white spots. It looked great with the pink chinos. His tennis shoes were dirty compared to everything else. He stepped out the dressing room, and Kim complimented his look. “What about my shoes?”

“We’ll see how much we have left over, but you’re right. There are other stores that might have better deals on shoes. We can check here though,” she said. “Either way, it’s dark in the bar, and nobody will look at your shoes.”

“Right,” Brandon said. He tried on everything else. They had most of the stuff in the buy pile. Brandon added the totals on his phone before they went to the register. He basically had a new wardrobe, and it would only cost him one hundred fifty dollars.

Kim linked her arm in his as they walked out of Macy’s to a shoe outlet on the other side of the mall. “What a fantastic idea bringing us here, Brandon. Should we eat?”

“Is there something you wanted?”

“There’s an Italian place. I don’t want to eat in the food court,” she said and frowned as she thought of sitting with all those people around here, staring at her bright hair and elegant dress. She knew most of them were haters, but all the eyeballs were too much to handle.

Brandon nodded. The Italian place was halfway to the shoe outlet. “Italian works. Before the shoes?”

Kim nodded and led them to the restaurant, where a host sat them at a secluded table right when they walked through the doors. Kim ran her fingers through her hair as she waited for the host to fill their glass with water and leave silverware. “So, tell me about your mom. What happened?”

Brandon sighed. He never knew how to explain his mother. He loved her. Brandon would always be there for his parents, but they had to understand he wasn’t their slave. He had dreams of his own. Poetry often didn’t make as much as selling car supplies, but it filled his heart in a way running the family business never could. “My mom is complicated,” he said.

“I’m here to listen,” Kim said and leaned forward.

Brandon told Kim about the business his parents owned and how he was in a master’s program to study business so he could take over in a few years. He told her how he would have to move back to Atlanta one day, which hurt when the words reached her ears. “Wow, that’s a lot of weight on your shoulders.”

Brandon agreed. It was nice having someone to hear him and say those words. Everyone thought he sounded spoiled for complaining about his future inheritance, but it was a lot of pressure. He lived with it every day. “I shouldn’t complain, but I never wanted that company.”

Kim nodded. She understood. If her parents had forced her to do anything, she wouldn’t be the person she was. She’d always feared coming out because of all the horror stories she’d read about evil parents hating their queer children, and Kim had always been afraid to lose her parents. But she hadn’t lost them, and they accepted her for who she was.

“You can complain, Brandon. I would hate to be forced to do anything I didn’t want, so I understand. You’re a special guy,” she said.

The server brought back bread sticks. They had taken a break from their stories to order. The server returned several minutes later with their food. Kim had ordered a garden salad with chicken and a side order of macaroni and cheese. Brandon had squash ravioli in a cream sauce. They were drinking water. No alcohol.

“So, you’d write poems if you didn’t have to study business?”

Brandon grunted. “Not sure I could make enough money writing poems to pay the bills, but that’d be the dream. There are a few lucky poets out there who’ve made it happen, but it’s uncommon.”

“I liked the poem you wrote me,” she said. Even if it wasn’t the best poem in the world, it’d always have a place in her heart. Brandon was wearing his old clothes, but he still looked cute. She had already messaged Daniel via social media about buying Brandon some hair wax and doing his hair before the show. Daniel had replied in a second to agree. “I messaged Daniel today.”

“About what?” asked Brandon.

“Your hair. He’s going to do it before the show tonight, and I want you to wear those pink chinos with the blue short-sleeve button up.”

“I know,” he said.

“We still have fifty dollars for shoes,” she added.

Brandon had been thinking about using the money for lunch, but he could use a new pair of shoes. “Think we could find something for thirty-five dollars?”

“I’ll get lunch. Don’t worry about it,” Kim said and winked. “But it’s possible we’ll find a cute pair of shoes for twenty or less. I found these heels in a thrift store for five dollars.” Kim lifted one foot into the air to showcase her stiletto.

“You’re a thirty shopper.”

“I do what I can,” she said and called the server over to bring her the bill. Kim paid in cash and left a generous tip. They walked to the shoe store holding hands. They found a pair of black low-rise dress sneakers for twenty-five dollars. Brandon passed Kim fifteen dollars when they stepped away from the register after paying, but she refused the money.

“Save it for when you buy us dinner,” she said and winked. “Where did you park?”

“Near the food court,” he said.

“I’m on this side. Walk me to my car?”

Brandon nodded. They held hands to her car. He had never felt more in love. Even his former crush on Austin couldn’t compare. Kim was everything Brandon didn’t even know he wanted: sexy, intelligent, bold, ambitious, and trans.

“Thank you for helping me pick out clothes,” Brandon said when they reached her car.

Kim placed her hands on Brandon’s shoulders. “Thank you for coming up with the idea,” she said as Brandon placed his hands on her waist. “I’ll see you tonight?”

He bit his bottom lip and nodded. “What time should we arrive?”

“I start playing at eight thirty. Whenever you want. I’m done playing at midnight. No standing against the wall this time!”

“I promise I’ll dance,” he said.

“Okay,” Kim said and closed her eyes as she leaned in to kiss Brandon. He did the same and ran his right hand up her back as their lips locked together. They lost themselves in the moment, using their tongues as they kissed. Kim stared into Brandon’s eyes when they broke the kiss, already dreading the day this cutie would have to move to Atlanta.

“I’ll see you tonight,” Brandon said.

Kim ran her hand through his hair before unlocking her car and stepping toward the door. She missed him already. “See you tonight.”

He smiled and waited for her to start the car and pull away.


Chapter Six

Kimberly had fifteen minutes until her set started. She was in the back fixing her makeup in the mirror. She was wearing a contoured dress. White with mesh stripes running through it for peeps of skin. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her dick tucked into her cotton panties. She would wear lace if they were going to dinner, but she had to work for a few hours. Normally Kimberly wouldn’t even dress like this, but she knew Brandon was coming.

Staring at herself in the mirror, Kimberly made her eyes pop with eyeliner and mascara. Her mother would always tell her she wore too much, but the darkness made her gray eyes pop.

“You’re on in ten,” Dorothy said. She stepped into the office that Kim used as a dressing room on Thursdays. “Do you want anything to drink before you start?”

Mario, the owner of Juniper Elephant, wouldn’t care if Kim drank during her set, but she never did. “Maybe an iced tea with lemon? No sugar,” she said.

“Sure. Is Brandon coming? Have you talked to him?”

Kim smiled and blushed. “Yes, he coming. We went on an incredible date today. He told me to meet him at the mall so I could pick out clothes for him to wear,” Kim said in a sing-song voice. Whenever she thought about how they’d spent the day in Macy’s, it made her dick jump.

“Oh, wow. You must have loved that,” said Dorothy. She knew Kim was a diva who loved fashion.

“I did,” she said. “I can’t wait until he gets here.”

Dorothy smiled and patted Kim on the shoulder. “I’ll bring your iced tea when you go on,” she said.

“Thank you,” Kim said as she put her hand over Dorothy’s for a second. Dorothy left the room, and Kim went back to doing her makeup. She finished a few minutes later and stood. Kim ran her hands down her sides, staring at herself in the mirror. She almost never wore heels while on the clock at Juniper Elephant, but she needed to impress Brandon. She wanted to take him home tonight and take those clothes he’d bought off to see him naked.

Kim loved deejaying but always felt nervous before she started a set. She tried to change something every time she played. She used a lot of the same songs but always in a different order and tended to add a couple new ones each time.

“You can do this,” she said to herself and smiled awkwardly in the mirror. Her unicorn hair braided into a tight bun on top of her head. She grabbed her makeup bag from the desk and pulled out two diamond stickers. She added one to each side of her eyes so they sparkled. No sunglasses tonight.

Kim lifted her arms above her head and rocked her hips, hyping herself up for the party. There were a few people on the dance floor grooving to the playlist of popular songs she’d put on before she went to get ready. Mario and his wife, Julie, were at the bar. Mario whistled when he saw Kim in her tight white dress with peeks of skin. Julie smirked, shaking her head and slapping Mario on the shoulder.

“Come over here,” Mario said and waved.

Kim switched as she crossed the room. It was five minutes until she was supposed to start, but Mario wouldn’t care if she was late. “What got you dressed up tonight? You look like you’re about to spin around a pole, not spin records,” he said and laughed.

“Mario!” Julie said and told Kim she was sorry on behalf of her husband. “Don’t be an asshole, Mario. Kimberly is a doll.”

“Thank you, Julie. The truth is there’s a boy I like, and he’s coming tonight.”

“I’m not complaining! You look hot! Hot ladies keep the customers coming. Keep dressing like that, and you’ll have the weekend slot in no time.”

Kim wished her hair was down so she could whip it in Mario’s face as she turned. “We’ll see how tonight goes,” she said and waved as she left for the stage. Kim greeted the crowd and got the few people on the dance floor hyped up as she played a single beat on repeat. “Let’s get this party started,” Kim hollered and dropped the beat of her first song.

The crowd cheered. Mario put up his thumb, returning his attention to the scotch in his hand. Julie ran her hands through Mario’s hair. Kim smiled to herself and focused on the music.

After giving the crowd a hype song, she pulled it back so she could climb the mountain while people came through the door. Kim moved her hips to the beat. She knew her hair would come down at some point. She thought playing in heels would have been harder, but they gave her confidence and made her feel sexy.

Brandon and his friends walked through the door after Kim had been playing for an hour. She was lost in the music and didn’t notice them until they were a few feet in front of her. Kim covered her mouth and screamed. She was wearing some vintage four-inch heels and had to tread carefully off the stage and into Brandon’s arms. “You made it!”

Daniel and Paul were behind Brandon, but they disappeared as Kim pulled Brandon into a deep kiss. She had a minute before she had to blend the songs and savored every second of Brandon’s lips against hers.

Kim broke the kiss when she heard the song ending. “I have to go. Thank you for coming. Dance!”

Brandon watched Kim rush to the stage, worried she would fall in those tall heels, but she made it and put on her headphones. Brandon pumped his fist in the air as she teased the crowd for a beat drop and song change.

Kim looked so sexy on stage, moving her shoulders to the beat while focusing on her laptop and the turntable. Daniel and Paul came from the bar with a beer for him. “Your girlfriend is a wicked DJ,” Daniel said and moved to the music. “Cheers!”

“Cheers!” they echoed.

Daniel led them to the dance floor, and they formed a small circle. Brandon moved his body as best he could to the music, trying not to stare at Kim too much, but the tight dress made it impossible not to notice her hourglass figure.

Kim concentrated on the sounds of her music while looking at Brandon through the corner of her eye. He was wearing the pink chinos and navy button-up shirt she’d told him to wear. She would have called him on stage but didn’t know if she could control herself. She would want to touch him. Kiss him. Lick him if nobody stopped her. He looked as delicious as strawberries topped with whipped cream.

Closing her eyes, Kim swayed to the music, touching the board she could operate in her sleep.

Brandon had been staring at Kim without realizing it, but when she didn’t look at him, he returned his attention to the music. His foot tapped. His head rocked. He watched how Daniel and Paul moved their bodies more naturally to the notes. He glanced at Kim. Her eyes closed as she swayed and mouthed the lyrics.

The song went up before coming back down when Kim dropped the beat, and Brandon hollered. He screamed, feeling the music for the first time. Understanding what people loved about coming to the club. Understanding why Kim wanted to dedicate her life to making people dance.

Brandon, Daniel, and Paul danced together as Kim played. They would make eye contact sometimes, but Brandon did his best not to stare and come off as a creep. After a while, Kim came off the stage. A playlist of songs kept the party going, but a lot of people had already left.

“That was incredible,” said Daniel. “Did you guys want to take the party back to our place? We have plenty of booze.”

That sounded good to Kim. She just wanted to be with Brandon, no matter where they went. “I could leave my car here. Who drove?”

Brandon raised his hand. He had only had one beer so Paul and Daniel could drink more. He wouldn’t mind having something strong back at home. “Should we go?”

“Yeah, let’s get out of here. I’ll tell my boss I’m leaving,” Kim said and went over to tell Mario her plan. Brandon and the guys waited for her. They all walked out the door together. Daniel and Kim rode in the backseat. They went through a drive thru for tacos on the way back to Brandon’s suburban home.

♦

Daniel came into the living room with his computer and a speaker. “Put on something,” he said and passed the equipment to Kimberly.

She knew a few mixes she could stream that she loved and put one on. Paul brought a bottle of tequila and shot glasses to the living room. “Ooh, we’re gonna need limes and salt,” Daniel said and went to the kitchen. Brandon thought it was as though they never left college. He felt nervous as he rubbed Kim’s shoulders, but she looked happy.

“What do you guys think of the music?” asked Kim.

“It’s perfect,” said Daniel, shaking his hips. “Bookmark it so I can listen to it again!” Daniel was already thinking about which one of his twinks he would text to come over later in the night, and the mix would act as a perfect backdrop. It wasn’t like he’d notice the repeating music when he had a hot ass to fuck.

Kimberly liked Brandon’s friends, and she really liked how he had his arms wrapped around her shoulders. Kim leaned closer to Brandon, nestling her head in his neck. She placed her hand on his thigh. She wondered how many shots she could take before she would beg Brandon to show her his bedroom.

“We should play some cards,” Daniel said when he brought the plate of limes and salt to the living room. “What do you guys think?”

“I’m down,” said Kim. She always tried to go with the flow, even though it was hard when she could see how big Brandon’s dick looked in his pink chinos. She pulled at the hem of her dress, wishing she had something more modest to wear in the morning, but it was whatever.

They drank shots and played cards and shared stories. Kim learned a lot about their college days and how Daniel would push them to try new things, which they usually loved. They weren’t too happy about when they ran out of gas in the middle of nowhere on the way to a camping trip, but all had been forgiven.

Kim yawned, but she was far from tired. “Are you tired?” asked Brandon. Kim nodded and looked into his eyes, batting her lashes. Brandon turned to his friends and said, “we’re going to bed.”

“Night,” they said and poured more tequila into their shot glasses. Daniel got out his phone to text a guy. Paul turned on the TV to an action movie and went to the freezer to find something to eat.

“Your friends are nice,” Kim said when Brandon closed his bedroom door and turned to her. He had his own bathroom, so they wouldn’t have to leave the room.

Brandon stuck his hands into his pant pockets. “I guess so,” he said.

Kim patted the bed. “Sit down. You should feel comfortable in your own room,” she said.

“I do. You just look so good tonight. It’s unreal that we’re here in my bedroom,” he said. Brandon was a bit tipsy but coherent enough to feel nervous. He even thought the alcohol was making it worse because all he wanted to do was take off Kim’s dress and have sex but was afraid to disappoint her.

When Brandon didn’t sit on the bed, Kim stood. She needed to feel him inside of her. His dick sliding against her tongue. Pushing into her tight hole. She had never wanted a man more than she did Brandon now.

Kim stepped in front of Brandon, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. “There’s nothing to worry about, Brandon. I want this,” she said as she leaned forward to kiss him. Brandon’s timid hands light on her waist. He moved his tongue with hers, following her lead.

She broke the kiss but didn’t break contact. Kim pushed her hands into Brandon’s hair. “Do you want me?”

Brandon nodded. He did. Kim had consumed his thoughts since they met. The tight white dress she was wearing made him want her even more. Kim’s nipples hard through the fabric. “Damn,” Brandon said as he took in the sight. His dick hardening to a stiffness he had never felt.

Brandon hadn’t had sex in over a year, and the last time had turned him off of sex and romance, but Kim was turning him on.

Kim smiled as Brandon’s grip tightened. As his eyes turned less focused and more passionate. “Touch me. Show me how much you want me,” Kim said in a whisper.

Brandon lifted Kim into his arms and walked her over to the bed, lowering her gently. She undid her hair that was in a ponytail and let it spread beneath her. She touched herself as Brandon unbuttoned his navy shirt, revealing his pale chest.

“Take off your dress,” Brandon said in a whisper as he unbuttoned his pink chinos. He pushed them down and revealed a pair of navy boxer briefs.

Kim pulled the dress over her shoulders and breasts but wanted Brandon to do the rest of the work. “Could you help me take it off, please?” she asked.

Brandon climbed onto the bed, crawling toward her on his hands and knees. Kim glanced at the erection in his boxer briefs, more than pleased with what she saw. She lifted her body as Brandon slid the dress off her frame. She was wearing nothing but her cotton panties. Her dick tucked but straining to come free.

Kim moved her hand to her crotch, both pushing down on it for pleasure and covering it to hide from Brandon.

Brandon wanted to see Kim naked, but he would reveal himself first. His eyes traveled along her body as he pushed down his boxer briefs. His thick dick bounced and stood erect. Kim’s mouth fell open. Brandon’s dick was everything she needed and more.

“Your turn,” Brandon said and grabbed Kim’s panties. She didn’t resist as he pulled them from her body. She reached between her legs and gently pulled off the medical tape she had put on before the club. She didn’t even feel it most of the time.

Her dick was half erect but wouldn’t take long to stand at attention. “Wow,” Brandon said as he reached down to touch her member. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen. How did I get so lucky?” Brandon asked. He used his free hand to reach for his dick as he bent his body, parted his lips, and closed them around Kim’s dick.

Kim gripped the sheets. She moved her shoulders. Anything to cling to reality as her body exploded with pleasure. Brandon’s tongue against her hardening dick was the most incredible feeling. Her last boyfriend wouldn’t suck her dick. He almost acted as though her dick hadn’t existed while Brandon was treating it like dessert.

She melted into the moment. “Oh, Brandon. Fuck,” she moaned and touched her hard nipples. Brandon’s head bobbed along her shaft. She felt him stroking his dick and so badly wanted it inside of her but would savor this moment. The slurping sounds. Brandon’s warm hands on her thighs.

“You like that?” Brandon asked when he came up for air.

“Mmhm,” she said. “You want me to do you?”

“Sure,” he said and rolled over to his back.

“Sit against the pillow,” she said.

Brandon nodded and scooted to the head of the bed. He looked so sexy naked with his dick hard and hanging balls between his spread legs. Kim crawled to him, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock. She opened her mouth and didn’t close them until her lips were near the base of his cock. She couldn’t take another millimeter without choking.

Closing her mouth, Kim sucked on Brandon’s thick dick. She pushed her tongue against it. She pulled on his balls. Caressed his thighs. When Kim was feeling good and slutty, she moved Brandon’s hands into her hair.

He got the message and pushed down, making Kim choke on his dick. Fuck, she loved his member. Kim sucked his dick harder until Brandon took over complete control. He moved Kim to the position he’d been in and stood above her, lowering his dick to her mouth and fucking her face.

Kim moaned as Brandon fucked her mouth, touching her hard dick as he used her how he pleased. When he pulled out, she spoke before he could fill her mouth again. “You have any condoms? I want you to fuck me, baby,” she said and reached down to her desperate, pulsating hole.

“I think I have some. Hopefully they’re not expired,” he said.

Kim wasn’t too worried. She would just go ask Daniel, who she was sure would have some. But they didn’t need that because Brandon found a few in his sock drawer. Kim smiled and said, “put it on, big boy. I’m ready.” She got onto her hands and knees, spreading her cheeks with the movement of her ass to show Brandon her hole.

Brandon ripped open the condom and rolled it on his dick. He had some lubrication he used to masturbate, which he did a lot, so he always had a fresh bottle. Kim pulled her hair over one shoulder and looked at Brandon over the other. The condom slick with lubrication. Her ass ready for his dick.

Brandon climbed onto the bed, rubbing lube on Kim’s hole and dick. She flinched when the wetness touched her sensitive cock. “Be careful. I might cum,” she said. Kim didn’t want to cum until Brandon was filling her hole.

“Better hold it so you can cum in my mouth,” Brandon said. It was as though a beast had taken over. He wanted Kim’s cock as much as her ass. He slid his dick along her split, teasing her hole.

Brandon reached around, taking Kim’s plump breasts in his hands. They felt incredible. She moaned as he kissed her neck, licking from her collarbone to her ear. He sucked on her earlobe.

Kim held her throbbing dick, so hungry and desperate for Brandon’s thick cock. She loved how he was teasing her, but enough was enough. She moved her hand from her dick to his as Brandon pulled on her hair and kissed her neck. Guiding the head of his dick, she slipped it into her ass.

Brandon closed his eyes as Kim’s walls closed around his dick. Being inside her was the most incredible thing he’d ever felt. She was tight yet accepting. Warm. Her hand reached behind him. Kim grabbed his ass and pushed him deeper.

Her dick was dripping to the sheet beneath them. She didn’t dare touch it, or she would cum. Brandon’s dick stretched her in the best way possible. Reaching between her legs, Kim grabbed Brandon’s balls as he was pressed deep inside her.

Brandon moaned and groaned. He wasn’t sure how long he could last. Each thrust in Kim’s ass brought him closer to an orgasm. Kim took Brandon’s hand and placed it on her breast. She moved his other one to her other breast. He squeezed them as he fucked her hole.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Brandon whispered into Kim’s ear before he bit her lobe.

She moaned as his hands caressed her breasts. She could cum too but wanted to squirt into his mouth like he’d said. Brandon moved his hands from her breasts to her cock, but she pushed them away. “Cum in me,” she said, dropping her hands to the bed.

Brandon held Kim’s sides as he thrust. It didn’t long before his balls were tightening and pushing a load through his dick. Kim gripped the sheets as Brandon busted in her ass. Brandon growled as cum shot into the condom, his dick deep inside Kim. He slapped his chest and pinched his nipple as his dick jumped and leaked.

“My turn,” Kim said and pushed Brandon out of her ass. He looked down at his slick dick. The tip of the condom dangling with a huge, white load of his cum. He pulled off the condom and tossed it to the floor.

Kim was standing at the end of the bed. Her breasts perky. Hair down, looking sexy as fuck. Brandon got off the bed and onto his knees in front of her. He put one hand on her ass and the other around her cock as he parted his lips to take her dick.

“Mmm,” Kim moaned as Brandon’s tongue pressed against her wet, sensitive penis. She placed her fingers in his hair, gliding his head along her rod. “Damn,” she said as moans escaped her. As she clung to the last moments of sanity before her orgasm.

Brandon picked up speed and increased his suction. The wetness of his mouth took Kim over the edge. She held the back of his head as she unloaded into his mouth. Every drop slid down his throat, and Brandon loved how sweet she tasted.

He looked up at her. She down at him. They stared at each other, naked and comfortable. It was as though they had found one another and no longer needed to search. Brandon hugged her legs and kissed her thigh. She rubbed his head before pulling him to his feet so she could kiss him on the lips.


Chapter Seven

Kimberly had to wear her tight mini dress when she left Brandon’s, but it wasn’t too bad. He drove her to her car, and she only had to go from his car to hers. Nobody even saw her, from what she could tell. She went home, took a shower, and spent her day thinking about Brandon.

He had gone from the wallflower at Juniper Elephant to the man of her dreams. She kept visualizing the sight of him on his knees below her, drinking her cum with delight.

Over the next few weeks, Kim and Brandon spent all of their free time together. They went to movies, restaurants, hay rides, apple picking, and to random bars when Kim wanted to dance. Brandon, Daniel, and Paul went to Juniper Elephant every Thursday night.

And the sex. They couldn’t keep their hands off one another. Every night Kim took Brandon’s dick. He sucked hers. Ate her hole before he fucked her. Kim would never tire of having sex with Brandon, but she might also want to fuck him one day.

She wouldn’t push it for now.

Their romance warmed as the weather grew cold. Kim and Brandon couldn’t get enough of each other. They spent more time at her place since she lived alone, but Brandon’s roommates were fun to hang out with, too.

It was a Tuesday night after the leaves had fallen from the trees, and they were all at Brandon’s. Daniel had made dinner. Kim was pouring wine while Paul set the table. Brandon was cleaning up the mess from the board game they’d been playing while the lasagna baked. After pouring the wine, Kim filled bowls with a squash bisque Daniel had prepared.

“Everything smells incredible,” said Paul. “What would I do without you, Daniel?”

“Eat a lot of frozen food,” he said.

“I’d just pay you to send me meals.”

“Ha,” said Daniel as he brought over plates of lasagna. He had to take two trips, but they were all sitting around the table in no time. They ate dinner while the TV played in the background, but they were hardly paying it any attention.

Daniel accepted the praise they showered on him with delight. He loved when people loved his food. It offended him when they didn’t. He still wasn’t sure if he would call one of his twinks that night. It was only Tuesday, and they weren’t even getting drunk. Just tasteful amounts of wine.

“We might watch TV on my laptop,” Brandon said and nudged Kim.

“Sure,” she said. She didn’t care. They’d already spent a lot of time with his roommates. They told them bye and went to Brandon’s bedroom, falling to the bed in a kiss after they closed the door.

Kim rested her hand on Brandon’s chest. He’d been working out a lot more over the past three weeks, and she liked it. His hand rubbed the small of her back, and her dick was getting hard.

Brandon hated that he had to leave Minnesota after his master’s and head back to Georgia. He never wanted to leave Kim but wasn’t sure if she would want to follow him. It would be wrong to ask that of her, but he couldn’t imagine his life without Kim in it.

Brandon ran his fingers through Kim’s unicorn hair. She had just gotten it touched up. It was redder than it had been before. Brandon didn’t care what color her hair was because she would still be gorgeous.

“I love you,” he said. It was the first time he’d said it, even though the words had been on the tip of his tongue for weeks.

Kim stared into his eyes as he held a strand of her hair between his fingers. “I love you, too,” she said. Their words led to undressing and passionate sex. Brandon was lasting longer, and Kim loved when he fucked her. She loved when he touched her dick and sucked it.

Nothing in life was perfect, but their time together was the closest either of them had gotten to perfection. It was as though their two bodies were one soul. Connected.

“I love you,” Kim said as she drifted to sleep in Brandon’s arms. They were naked and sticky but didn’t care.

“I love you, too,” he said and kissed the back of her head. His soft dick pressing into her leg. They fell asleep and had sex again before starting the next day.

Kim had a question tormenting her mind. She loved Brandon but needed to know his stance on something before she could commit one-hundred percent. “Do you think I could ever fuck you?” she asked in the morning, right before she was about to leave. They had showered together. She was sitting on the edge of his bed, dressed in a sweater and jeans with her coat in her lap.

Brandon had wondered if she wanted to but didn’t know how to ask. “Yes, I would love that. Let’s try it soon,” he said and kissed her on the lips.

“Okay. I’ll see you soon,” she said and kissed him again.

He walked her to the door and watched as she crossed the driveway to her car. He didn’t care how cold it was. Brandon waited in the door until Kim drove away.


Chapter Eight

It was Friday morning, and Kimberly was sitting in her living room reading a fashion magazine. Brandon had just left after staying the night. He often did after her shows. She loved how he and his roommates would come to dance every week. Brandon lost himself in the music more each week. He would even send Kim mixes he found online.

Kimberly was wearing a black silk slip with an untied plush robe. She had a cup of tea and nail polish on the coffee table. She thought about painting her nails but hadn’t gotten around to it when someone knocked. Kim had no idea who it could be but went to check.

Looking in the peephole, shock filled Kimberly when she saw Christian standing on the other side. He was wearing an unbuttoned gray wool coat with a red thermal sweater beneath it that hugged his muscles. He had on dark denim jeans and tan boots. He was looking at the peephole with his golden brown eyes. Dark auburn hair, plump red lips, and fading freckles. If he moved to New York, they would snatch him off the streets to model in a catalog.

“Kim, I can hear you. Please, can we talk?”

“I have nothing to say!” Kim said as she backed up from the door and tied her robe. What was Christian doing here? He hadn’t called or texted or anything in ages. He had broken her heart and disappeared from her life, not caring how he had left her in pieces. Brandon had made her regain trust in men.

Christian knocked again. She didn’t want to be rude, but she didn’t want to see him. “What do you want, Christian? Leave me alone!” she begged. She didn’t care what he had to say. She had just gotten over him and didn’t want to go down that path.

“I just want to talk. What I did was wrong, Kim. I brought lunch,” he said. “Let me in before the food gets cold.”

Kim touched her stomach. She and Brandon had shared a bowl of cereal, but she was hungry. Kim sighed as she walked to the door in her tight robe. She would have to change before she sat down with Christian. No need to have him getting the wrong idea because she was wearing her lounging clothes.

“Thank you,” Christian said when Kim opened the door. She looked at him with narrow eyes but let him pass. She had redecorated since the last time he’d come, and he commented on it. She loved changing things. Moving art. Swapping accessories. She often bought stuff at thrift stores and donated them back a year later. “Sit down while I change,” Kim said and pointed at the kitchen table.

Christian sat down, wondering what Kim had been up to since they broke up a year ago. Christian had a lot of fun right after the break up but slowly realized leaving Kim had been the biggest mistake of his life and came to win her back.

Kim changed out of her slip and robe and into a loose sweater and her baggiest jeans. She tied her hair into a messy bun and went to the bathroom to wipe all the makeup from her face. Christian frowned when he saw her walk into the kitchen.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Sad I don’t want to doll myself up for you?”

“No,” he lied. She had looked a lot better when she answered the door, but he knew she didn’t walk out the door without makeup, so he shook off the momentary disbelief.

“So, what did you bring to eat?”

“You still like Thai food?”

“Yeah,” Kim said and grabbed plates. She filled glasses with water and put them on the table as Christian pulled out the food. He had also brought flowers, which Kim put into a vase. She would compost them outside after he left but wouldn’t be a complete bitch. “The food smells delicious.”

“As do you,” he said. Kim was wearing her favorite perfume, which she had put on after the shower with Brandon. They had washed each other. As sexy as Christian was, he had never loved her like Brandon did.

“You shouldn’t have come here, Christian,” she said.

“You’re all I can think about,” he said and reached under the table to touch her knee.

She jerked to knock it away. “Christian, please. You can’t just throw me away and expect me to take you back,” she said. Kim wasn’t sure she could have been this strong if Brandon weren’t in her life, but she would never hurt her boyfriend. As hard as it had been to get over Christian, she had. As attractive as he was, she didn’t want him.

“I know. I’m a terrible person,” he said and bowed his head. “But you have to understand how hard it was for me when you changed your mind.”

“You should have supported me, Christian. Not dump me. What you did was pathetic. You’re a coward.” Kim said and dropped her fork. She wanted to enjoy her green curry, but Christian was making it impossible.

“I deserve that, Kim. But don’t you think I deserve another chance?”

“That’s not what I want,” Kim said but was feeling weaker than she had. Christian had a softness in his eyes. She could tell he meant what he said, but it was too late. A year had passed. They’d grown apart.

Christian looked away, placing his chin on his palm. His elbow on the table. His golden brown eyes sparkling like gold. Kim stared at them as he wasn’t focused on her. “I wish I could turn back the clock and start over,” he said in a whisper. He wiped at his face. Kim couldn’t tell, but he might have been crying.

“I would have forgiven you, but you waited too long. I know my decision was shocking. You have to understand how hard it was for me to think I would want something for so long, but then decide against it when the day came. Maybe that was how I felt about you, too,” she said. Kim looked down to her plate. She pushed her rice around, wishing Christian would just disappear.

She looked up, and he was definitely crying. Kim felt confused. She had spent so much time shedding tears over this man last year, and here he was crying in her kitchen now. Reaching out her hand, Kim touched Christian’s shoulder.

“Hey, don’t cry.”

“I’m not,” he said and turned his face away from her.

Kim closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You will always be my first love, but I could never love you again.”

Christian sucked in a breath before turning to her. He leaped forward and smashed his face into hers. He kissed her, but she didn’t kiss him back. Kim beat on his chest to get him to break contact. “Uh! Get the hell out of my house! How could you kiss me like that?! You had no right!” Kim screamed. She marched to the door, dragging Christian behind her.

He didn’t fight her. When he was standing in the hallway, Kim slammed the door in his face. She turned around and saw the flowers he’d brought. They disgusted her. She yanked them out of the vase. Christian was banging on the door. Her neighbors would get pissed off, but she didn’t care.

Kim opened the door. A moment of hope crossed Christian’s expression until he realized Kim was holding the flowers and looked crazed. She threw them in his face and yelled, “never show your face here again or I’ll call the cops!”

“Don’t do this. We belong—” Christian said but had the door slammed in his face. Kim went straight to the sink to wash her mouth.

Kim grabbed her plate of green curry after drying her face, turned the TV on loud, and ate Thai food. Christian gave up knocking after a few minutes. He would always think about Kim but wouldn’t bother her again. He had lost her and knew it as he climbed down the stairs to his car.

When Kim was positive Christian had left, she turned down the TV. She and Brandon had a date tonight. Kim couldn’t wait to see her man.


Chapter Nine

Brandon and Kim had bought a cheese-tasting kit at the grocery store and went back to Kim’s place to watch movies. They wanted a night in since Kim had played the night before and didn’t have to work. They both worked in restaurants, so sometimes it was a lot more fun to stay at home.

Some of the cheeses were funky, but the bad flavors made them laugh. Brandon loved whatever made Kim’s lips spread into a smile. He couldn’t get enough of her.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” Kim said when they stopped eating cheese. They had both seen the movie playing and weren’t paying it much attention.

Kim’s low voice made Brandon worry. His greatest fear was Kim leaving him, or the day when he would have to leave her. It wouldn’t be long until finals and then the new semester and then the day he would have to pack his bags for Atlanta.

“What?” he asked. Brandon had his hand on her thigh. They were sitting on the couch facing each other.

“My ex came here today,” she said.

“Christian?” he asked. Kim had mentioned him, but they never talked in too much detail about the past. Why did the past matter when they were together now?

Kim nodded. “Nothing happened. Well, nothing I wanted to happen. He blindsided me and kissed me before I could stop him.”

Brandon turned hot, wishing he could beat Christian up for touching Kim inappropriately. “I’m sorry he did that to you.”

“Thank you,” she said as they held their gaze. “You’re a better man than he’ll ever be. All I want is you.”

“I hope so,” Brandon said and touched Kim’s face. He never wanted to lose her. He had been worried about Christian, and this conversation was a relief. Brandon could tell Kim never wanted to see him again. “You mean the world to me.”

Kim exhaled. “Sorry it happened. I had to tell you, but we can forget about that.”

“Works for me,” Brandon said and picked up a piece of white cheddar. It was his favorite. “Should we put on a movie we actually want to watch?”

“Yeah,” Kim said and picked up the remote. They found a romantic comedy and laughed through it, snuggled under a blanket on the couch. They turned on a reality TV show with rich wives when they finished the movie.

Kim touched Brandon under the blanket. She unbuttoned his pants and reached into his boxer briefs. He was hardening as she ran her fingers along his shaft. “Pull down your pants,” Kim said.

Brandon lifted his hips and pushed his jeans to the floor. Kim got under the blanket and on her knees between Brandon’s spread legs. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt too; much cuter than the ones she’d put on for Christian’s visit. The clothes she was wearing now hugged her figure, but Brandon couldn’t see her under the cover.

He felt her lips close around his dick. He moaned as she licked his tip. She bobbed her head on his member, losing herself in the motion.

When Kim wanted more, she told Brandon to get on his hands and knees. “I need that ass,” she said as she reached into her pants to touch her dick.

“You want to fuck me?” Brandon asked. He had been dying to try it. He didn’t care if it hurt. Kim could fuck him whenever she wanted. He would never grow tired of having sex with her, no matter who was in what position.

Kim had thrown the blanket to the side. Brandon’s dick dripped precum. She crouched in front of him to lick his cock clean. “Yeah. I want to fuck you,” she said. “I have condoms.”

“Okay. Can we shower first?”

“Sure,” she said. Brandon and Kim pulled the sweaters from their bodies before heading to the shower, where they washed one another with a bar of soap. Kim cleaned between Brandon’s muscular cheeks and squatted to clean his legs and suck on the tip of his dick.

He did the same for her, mimicking her motions. Kim was rock hard and ready to cum in Brandon’s ass. “Are you nervous?” she asked.

“No. I know you’ll treat me well,” he said. Brandon cupped his hand around Kim’s face and kissed her as water streamed down their bodies.

Kim reached past Brandon and turned off the water. She handed him a towel before taking one for herself. They dried themselves off and stepped out of the shower. Neither dressed, and Kim led Brandon to the bedroom.

♦

Brandon waited for Kim on his hands and knees. They had taken her comforter off the bed and put an old sheet above the nice one. He couldn’t wait to feel Kim fucking him.

She came back from her drawer with a condom and a bottle of lube. She got on the bed and behind Brandon, stroking her dick. Kim parted Brandon’s cheeks and licked his tight hole. Brandon moaned and closed his eyes.

He reached down and touched his growing dick. Nobody had eaten his hole before, and it felt incredible. Kim went between licking his hole and fingering it, widening his entrance for her dick. He was tight. Even one finger was a lot to handle.

“Damn,” Kim said as she tried putting two fingers into Brandon. “I can’t wait to train this hole and stretch it out.”

“Fuck yeah,” Brandon said and gripped the sheets as Kim fucked him with two fingers. His dick was rock hard as she hit his spot. He had tried fingering himself a couple times, but it had never felt as good as having Kim touch him.

When he messed around with Austin and Eleanor, nobody had fucked him. He pushed them out of his mind as Kim added more lubrication and a third finger. It felt so good, but it was too quiet. “Can we put on music?” he asked. “You know some good mixes.”

“Yeah. I’ll get my speaker,” Kim said. She pulled her fingers out of his hole and wiped her hands on the old sheet. Kim put on a sensual mix she sometimes listened to when she took bubble baths or used her vibrator or jacked off. She had a lot of sensual mixes, but this one was one of her favorites.

“Thank you,” Brandon said as any thoughts left his mind. He wanted Kim’s dick and was tired of her fingers. “Fuck me. I’m ready.”

“Okay,” she said as she climbed on the bed. Kim watched Brandon stroke his dick between his parted legs. She could watch him in doggy style all day. Kim grabbed a condom, opened it, and rolled it on her dick.

She lubed her dick and his hole. Kim placed her dick in position, thinking Brandon was the best boyfriend a girl could wish for. She pushed into him. He grunted. Kim moved slowly as she sunk into him.

Her dick was an average size, but it felt insanely big to Brandon. He took deep breaths as he adjusted to Kim’s size. “Fuck, you’re big.”

“You basically have all of it in you,” she said and lightly slapped his ass.

He could do it. He wasn’t about to stop when he had come this far. Brandon held Kim’s thigh as he relaxed. His hole loosened up, and her dick was feeling really good.

“You okay?” she asked.

“More lube,” he said. “But yeah.”

Kim looked down to where her dick met Brandon’s ass. She wouldn’t last long. He was so tight. So warm. He was amazing for taking her dick without complaint. She pulled out and added more lube before sliding back into Brandon.

Brandon bit his bottom lip, overcome with pleasure from Kim’s dick sliding in his cave. He now understood why Kim would rip off his pants and ride his dick. Brandon would be lifting up her skirts and doing the same.

“You’re going to make me cum,” Brandon said as he stroked his dick while Kim fucked him.

Kim was holding her orgasm, trying her best not to explode, but Brandon’s walls were milking her dick. “Hold it so you can cum in my mouth,” she said.

“Fuck, yeah.” Brandon stopped touching his dick and closed his eyes as Kim slid in and out of his ass. He backed his ass up and fucked Kim’s dick with his hole.

Kim’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Brandon took over control. She wouldn’t last more than a few more seconds. “Oh, shit,” Kim moaned as Brandon moved his hole along her dick. “You like that dick?”

“Hell yeah,” Brandon said as he fucked her dick with his ass. His hands to the sides, using her dick without touching his. “Cum in me, baby.”

“Oh, Brandon,” Kim screamed as cum rushed through her member and shot into the condom. She pressed deep into Brandon’s hole, and he grunted with pleasure. She held his chest as her cock drained itself.

Brandon reached behind him and held the back of Kim’s neck. “I loved that,” he said and touched his hard dick with his other hand as Kim softened inside him. She pulled out and took off the condom, getting to her knees in the middle of her bedroom floor.

Brandon stepped over to her and stroked his dick as she looked up at him through hooded eyes. Brandon held the side of Kim’s face with one hand while he brought himself to an orgasm with the other. He squirted into Kim’s open mouth, but some of it got on her face. Brandon bit down and licked her clean. She swallowed the rest.

“I’ll never get enough of you,” he said.

She put her hand over his and turned her face to kiss it. “Neither will I.”

Brandon’s dick was softening after he came. He wanted to go out. The cheese had not been enough. “Let’s freshen up and eat at a restaurant.”

“Okay,” Kim said with a smile. They went to the bathroom and rinsed off in the sink. Kim looked at Brandon through the bathroom mirror. He smiled at her. “Brandon,” she said.

“Yeah?”

“If we’re still together when you have to move back to Atlanta, I want to go with you,” she said. “I’m a DJ and can find work anywhere.”

“What about—?”

“None of it matters if I don’t have you,” she said. They were looking at each other through the mirror. Kim turned to face him. They were both naked. Their soft dicks touched as Kim stepped forward and rested her hand on his chest. “We don’t know where we’ll be in a year, but I want you to know that. I understand you have to take over the family business.”

“Kim,” Brandon said. “I love you, but you can’t give up everything you’ve built here for me.”

“It would be for us, but that’s over a year from now. Let’s live in the present. I just wanted you to know.”

“Thank you,” Brandon said and hugged Kim. He would sleep better at night knowing she was willing to move with him. “Let’s get dressed and leave. I’m hungry.”

“Me too,” Kim said and followed Brandon out of the bathroom.


Epilogue

Nineteen Months Later

“Get over it, mom and dad,” Brandon said to his parents. They were at his parents’ house. They had to leave soon to meet Kimberly and her parents at a restaurant.

“How will you have grandchildren?”

“There are a lot of options. We’re most interested in adoption, but that’s still a few years off.”

“Adoption? Son, what have you gotten yourself into?” Joy asked. Brandon’s father, Howard, hadn’t spoken since Brandon arrived. Kimberly had told them she was trans last week at dinner, and it had been a constant battle since.

Brandon and Kimberly moved to Atlanta last week and were sharing an apartment fifteen minutes from downtown. Twenty minutes from his parents. “I love Kimberly, and we’re going to spend our lives together.”

“Son, you do—” Joy said but stopped speaking when Howard placed a hand on her arm.

“Honey, he’s our son, and we have to respect his decision. It might not be what we planned, but it is what it is. He’s done everything we’ve asked of him. You’ll have grandchildren one way or another,” he said.

“Howard! How could you?” Joy asked and stormed out of the room with her hands covering her face.

Howard leaned forward in his chair. “She’ll come around. I’ll get her ready for dinner,” he said and patted Brandon hard two times on the shoulder.

Brandon thought his dad would have been worse than his mother, but Kim got along with Howard. He went to his old childhood bedroom and stared out the window. There were fewer trees, but a lot of them were bigger. Not much had changed since he was a kid. They left forty minutes later. Joy didn’t speak, but the silence was better than her nagging.

Kimberly was sitting with her parents at the restaurant. Lily and Roger were sun-kissed after spending two months in southern Spain. They were telling Kimberly how they learned Spanish dances and swam naked at a secluded beach. They could have shared less information, but Kimberly was so happy to see them, and they were even considering settling down in Atlanta for a year or two!

“There’s so much to see in Georgia,” Roger said as he scrolled through his phone.

Lily was asking Kimberly endless questions about Brandon. Kim had never been happier in her life. “I would love if you and dad lived by us for a bit,” she said.

“I think it could happen,” Lily said, glancing over at her husband who looked like he wanted to stay in the city.

Kim loved how her parents went wherever they wanted. Brandon arrived with his parents a few minutes later. Brandon smiled when he saw Kim. He gave her a kiss. Joy looked pissed off but cheered up after Lily wore her down with praise and questions about her life. Lily had a way of softening even the angriest of people.

Howard spent the evening telling Roger places he and Lily could visit in the state. He also mentioned landmarks in the Carolinas and Florida. The south had a lot to offer. Dinner went well. Kim and Brandon held hands under the table, relieved the evening had passed without issue.

Later that night, when Brandon and Kim were alone in their new apartment, Brandon got on one knee and opened a small box with a sparkling diamond ring.

“Will you marry me?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

Brandon slid the ring on Kim’s left hand. They kissed and made love four times over the next twenty-four hours and many more times in the years to come.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading All I Want Is You. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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