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Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!
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	Haremlit Readers - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremLitBooks 

	Harem Gamelit - https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit 
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To those things that like to go bump in the night.


We stop looking under the bed once we realize that the monsters are inside us.

— ANGELA PANAYOTOPULOS


ABOUT BELINDA AND THE BEAST

She chose the monster. Then she lost everything.

When Belinda "Bee" Carlisle's latent dream magic pulls her shadowy childhood protector into reality, she doesn't hesitate—she wants him. The mystical beast is now a man, learning to be human, and theirs is a love her parents will never understand.

Her father gives her an ultimatum: the monster or her family. Bee chooses the beast and walks away.

On their way to reconcile, a fatal car crash ends any chance of forgiveness. Bee's parents are gone. She's left with crushing guilt, impossible grief, and a found family built from the wreckage of her old life.

Her three best friends stay by her side, offering comfort that awakens desires Bee never knew she had. A drunken New Year's celebration dissolves every boundary. Four women. One beautifully monstrous man. A love that defies every rule.

Can Bee's dream magic convince the beast to embrace this unconventional family? Can she forgive herself and choose love over guilt?

The monster under her bed wasn't the only one who saved her.
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A standalone paranormal erotic romance about impossible choices and building family from loss. Monster romance. Bisexual awakening. FFFM harem. Dream magic. Explicit heat. HEA forged from grief and desire.


BELINDA AND THE BEAST
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PART I
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CHAPTER 1
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“Okay, Bee, truth or dare?” Shelley asked me with a mischievous grin.

My best friend since before I understood what a friend was, Shelley knew all of my secrets and all of my fears. Choosing a dare was not an option.

Uh uh, no way.

“Truth.”

My steady voice attempted to project confidence.

Back from our respective colleges for Christmas break, this was the first night back home since August. We all agreed to a slumber party at Tori’s house. Her parents were loaded, so their house had all the bells and whistles. Curled in overstuffed recliners in the large home theatre, the projection screen off and the house lights on, we were all very comfortable—comfortable poking each other with barbs of truth or conniving dares.

Shelley’s eyes sparkled, and I grabbed a nearby pillow to cover my face. The problem with this dumb game and playing with friends was two-fold. Everyone knew too much about each other for the truth option to be anything other than torture. Two, the dare option was equally risky because these bitches, I mean my friends—were fearless. They knew my issues centered on anxiety and confidence, making the dare option, for me, like crawling on glass shards. The truth option became increasingly mortifying as the night went on, but the dares were even more terrifying.

“Tell us something about yourself that you’ve never told us before.” Shelley grinned.

“Pass.”

The response was out of my mouth before I felt my lips open.

No way am I fessing up to that, not after I hid it from them all last year.

“You can’t pass on a truth,” Carla cackled, “Woman up, Bee, and tell us.”

“I change my choice. Give me a dare.”

I pulled my pillow under my chin and betrayed my attempt at confidence even more by chewing on a tassel.

“No fucking way, bitch,” Shelley grinned, “Spill it, Bee.”

There was blood in the water, and everyone leaned in to listen. The chair refused to let me dissolve into the soft leather and disappear. My mouth against the pillow moved, and a mumbled response ensued.

“I wet my bed every night last year, ever since I turned 18,” my whisper was barely audible.

Carla pulled the pillow away.

“Stand up, Public Speaking 101. Be confident—slumber parties are like Las Vegas—what is said here stays here. Plus, I didn’t fucking hear you, you chicken.”

Carla was a communication major and was probably going to be a news anchor. Curly blonde hair, brilliant blue eyes, boobs that stretched whatever shirt she wore but were never too revealing. She was classically beautiful, confident, and every other thing I wasn’t.

“It’s okay, Bee,” Tori said, “We’re your friends. Tell us. I can’t wait to see what dare you give Shelley for this.”

Tori was a leggy brunette. Lean and lithe, majoring in physical therapy. A certified yoga instructor, her body was sleek and alluring. She also exuded confidence and was also everything I wasn’t.

“Clocks ticking, Bee.” Shelley smiled, “If you don’t answer, it’s an automatic streak through the kitchen. I’m sure Bobby is looking forward to the penalty phase of this evening’s entertainment.”

Shelley was a vibrant redhead studying pre-law. She was going to be a lawyer. Dominating a courtroom, not hiding behind a desk, was her future. Confidence and sexuality poured off her like the hot sun on a summer day. Her green eyes flashed, and she pulled a stray lock of her turbulent curls behind her ear.

Bobby was Tori’s older brother. He was down the hall watching some game on the big screen in the family room just past the kitchen. He was moping because he wanted to watch some bowl game on the projection screen in the media room we had claimed. We all had a bit of a crush on Bobby, except Tori. Tall, fit, and handsome. Watching him swim in Tori’s pool was always captivating, often making me lose track of anything else.

Rising to my feet, I pitched my pillow at Carla in frustration. She caught it with another joyful cackle. Her laugh provoked a smile, even though she pissed me off. She was sweet when she wasn’t torturing me.

“I wet my bed every night from the time I turned eighteen until I left for college,” I confessed.

My toes consumed my vision as my hands twisted together. My posture softened as the room became quiet. With nothing left to say, my body slid into my comfy chair, and another pillow became my shield.

“Kinda lame,” Carla grumbled, “I was hoping for a juicy sex story from freshman orientation.”

“That’s kinda serious, isn’t it?” Shelley asked, her eyes showing concern rather than the delight from seconds before.

“My mother thought I had diabetes...” I confessed.

“I had to go through a series of tests and other crap. It made the last half of senior year horrible. My mom wouldn’t let me go to slumber parties. She had to buy a new mattress, then cover it with a plastic protection cover. She made me carry these thick diaper-like panty liners in my backpack.”

Hearing my babbling voice made me press my lips together and hold my breath. The strands of fringe along the edge of the pillow became my focus. The game was no longer an interest.

“You’re not still wetting the bed, are you?” Tori asked, “I mean, I can get some towels.”

My embarrassment only worsened, and my cheeks burned in a flush of red. Tears formed along the bottom of my eyes more from frustration than embarrassment. The pillow pressed against my cheeks, and darkness enveloped my vision. A deep, slow breath, held for the count of five, then exhaled, helped me find some calm.

I pushed a fake smile on my face, but Tori’s explanation of being among friends made sense. They may torture me in a game, but they always had my back. My immature impulse to hide the mortifying problem from them was the source of my irritation. By keeping it hidden, I put myself through torture and felt alone because of my trust issues.

I don’t want to feel alone anymore.

My fingers wiped the remnants of my tears from under my eyes.

“No, I’m not still wetting the bed,” I said.

I welcomed the concern and support in my friends’ eyes, confirming Tori’s wisdom.

“I think it must have been nerves about graduation, school, moving across the country and away from my family. I never wet the bed in California. I don’t need any towels.”

I pushed the painful memories to the back of my mind and focused my eyes on Shelley.

“Truth or Dare, Shel.” I grinned.

“Oh fuck,” Shelley’s eyes widened, then she scrunched her nose, “Truth.”

My first instinct was to dare her to streak downstairs to torment Bobby. Her longtime deep crush for Bobby would have made my dare an act of sweet revenge. A truth option required me to change my tactic, and in a snap of insight, my lips curled into a grin.

“Tell us about your first time with your current boyfriend.” my cheeks tightened as my grin grew, “The juicy parts, not the lame romance stuff you share in our snaps.”

We all knew Shelley was dating a sophomore at her school. She filled her social media with pictures of them together—even on Facebook. Sharing on Facebook was like meeting the parents; that meant it was real.

“No fucking way,” Shelley said, turning a deep shade of red, “I’ll take a dare.”

“Not a chance. Spill or pay the penalty, counselor. The timer is ticking.”

“Damn,” Tori said, “Bobby is finally gonna see what he’s missed all these years. There’s no way Shelley will tell us a sex story.”

“No shit?” Carla asked, “Bobby crushed on Shel?”

“For all last year,” Tori nodded, “I was often tortured with repeated requests for—why don’t you invite Shelley over for a sleepover? It was so awkward!”

Shelley’s mortification was a small victory after my dark secret was revealed. My friends' lack of immediate teasing was welcome, but the horse was out of the barn. The teasing would indeed commence soon. It was our secret. They would never gossip outside of our group. They would bring it up in our chats and snaps—guaranteed. Acceptance of that eventuality was satisfying. Bringing a secret into the light gave it less power.

I crossed my arms and leveled my gaze to bore into Shelley’s green eyes, waiting for her answer.

“I don’t kiss and tell, ladies,” Shelley grinned, “Boyfriend girlfriend privilege.”

She pulled off her oversized tee shirt, dropped it beside her chair, reached back, and unclasped her bra. Her breasts weren’t huge; they were perfect for her frame. Her body was lean from her obsession with running. She had nothing to be ashamed of. Bobby would end up being the one uncomfortable and mortified.

Stripped to her birthday suit, Shelley sashayed to the door. We all followed behind. Shelley was going to work it. Running and screaming would have ruled the day if this penalty were mine. Time would have passed in a flash as my flesh completed the circuit without pause in a streak of blush. Shelley saw this as a performance.

She walked towards the back of Bobby’s head as the three of us followed behind. His eyes were glued to the TV, watching some football game, oblivious to Shelley’s naked approach. Shelley strode around the edge of the sofa like she owned the place. Her nipples jutted out from atop her perfect porcelain breasts. Her red hair and freckles only made her look even sexier. My friends were nothing like me.

She treated Bobby to a show and a little lap dance. He stayed still, his fingers gripping the back of the cushions. His head tossed back once when Shelley pressed her bare bottom into his lap. He spied us, and we all giggled. He knew the game was up, and he spanked Shelley’s ass.

“Get out of here, and let me enjoy my game,” Bobby growled with a grin.

He stood up and turned around. His arousal was apparent by the bulge in his jeans. Shelley kissed his cheek, her breast compressing against his side.

“You’re a good sport, Bobby,” she smiled, “But I’m still happy with my boyfriend.”

“Just keep me out of your dares and games, ladies,” He grinned, “I don’t need Jill to get pissed at me. She’s coming to meet the parents for dinner tomorrow.”

Shelley pranced her perfect body back towards us, and we giggled again as we went back into the media room, collapsing into our chairs and laughing.

Shelley pulled her top back on and stowed her bra in her duffle. Her cheeks were red, but she won that round with her boldness.

“You can’t pick me back,” I pleaded my case, “All of us are playing.”

“Fair,” she smiled, then looked at Carla, “Truth or Dare?”

“Fucking Dare!” Carla said.

We all laughed. Carla’s spirit, laughter, and willingness to do anything were the root of my love for the bold blonde.

I loved my friends even though they were nothing like me.

Pleasantly plump was a standard description of myself growing up—a nice platitude when I was nine. In high school, my curves in the shadows of my much more attractive friends seemed much more limiting. The BBW label was too much for my physique, and a thigh gap was a similar impossibility. Distressingly normal was my standard internal dialog.

Comfortable with myself would be a better description of my present self-perception. My brunette hair did have some waves, but not the unruly wildness of Shelley’s crimson curls. My breasts were just right, large enough to show some cleavage, not so ample as to stretch the words on my favorite tee shirts. My ass was firm yet round. Looks from boys in high school weren’t rare, only fleeting as they focused on my more radiant friends. It was okay with me; school and earning a full-ride scholarship were my focus. A boyfriend would mess up my plans.

When my nocturnal urination issues cropped up my senior year, a change in diet melted much of my excess baby fat. Doctor notes listed me as normal rather than the more common obese category. The scare of a diabetes diagnosis had me searching for a way to counteract my genetic leaning toward the disease and tendency toward fattening. In my inner mirror, however, a curvy woman always looked back at me.

A good diet routine kept the weight off, and I continued to drop weight while away at college. Exercise and strength training improved my progression from plump to whatever described my current condition. Five months into college life, lean would better describe my frame. While my discipline had improved my figure, my inner voice still labeled me as the black swan to the trio of my lovely friends. My friends always treated me as beautiful as they were. I didn’t believe them.

That’s your problem, Bee.

The game returned to my focus after taking a trip down memory lane. The confessions from my turn had my mind working back through the last year and all of its stresses. Carla was smiling and started taking off her top.

“What was the dare?” I whispered to Tori.

“Carla has to show us how she masturbates!” Tori said with a grin.

“That’s crazy,” I whispered back.

This game was getting more and more extreme, and while I was more comfortable with my body than back in high school. Self-pleasuring habits weren’t something that piqued my curiosity. When the word masturbation started becoming popular in conversations in high school, I had to Google: my first attempt: 'Master Bates’ was inconclusive. I thought discussing some peculiar character in a horror novel was weird. When I understood what the actions required in my curious internet search became apparent, I shut down my computer and looked for a comforting book.

College took away some of my naivety. My roommate often enjoyed a round of self-pleasure (isn’t that a much nicer word than masturbate?) when she thought I was asleep. Her soft moans and sighs did cause my insides to tense. When it became uncomfortable, I’d turn up the volume on my phone and turn towards the wall.

That wasn’t going to happen tonight. Of course, Carla was fearless and daring and stripped to her birthday suit. Shelley still hadn’t put back on her panties from her stripping penalty. Tori watched Carla with rapt attention, her fingers stroking her nipple through her oversized tee shirt.

Carla had draped one of her thighs over the arm of her chair, exposing her sex to anyone watching. There was nowhere else to look, and soon my eyes focused on Carla's methodology. My thighs pressed together as my bottom shifted in my seat. Carla was tracing her fingers along the outside of her vagina. Her mound and labia were bare and glistened in arousal. Her breath caught as her finger focused on the top of her hairless cleft.

“You shave your vagina?” was my hushed question.

“Mmm, I wax it,” Carla said, never shy about anything, “It feels so good bare and slippery.”

The absorbent pads my mother had stuffed my backpack with came to mind as moisture leaked from my vagina. Self-pleasure experiments in my dorm—alone, never got much past initial arousal. It felt too uncomfortable. My breathing got ragged, and the feelings just made me feel anxious.

Carla stared at me as she traced her finger up and down, her other hand cupping and squeezing her breast. My nipples had grown hard and pressed into my t-shirt.

“Why do you still use the word vagina?” Carla asked, then huffed as her finger flicked at the top of her smooth bare lips.

“That’s what it’s called,” I said, “What do you call it?”

“My cunt,” Carla groaned and slid her finger down and pressed it inside herself.

“Such a nasty word,” Tori said, but it didn’t come out like she was disgusted.

“I love nasty words,” Carla moaned. “Fucking my cunt with my dirty little fingers. God, it’s almost as good as a nice hard cock pounding into my pussy, hammering into my little fucking gash. My needy cunt just needs a good pounding.”

Oh dear, this is getting weird.

Shelley moaned a bit, and my eyes followed as her hand disappeared beneath the hem of her shirt and her thighs spread apart. Even Tori was tugging harder at her nipple and worming in her seat.

“You’re a fucking sexy slut, Carla,” Shelley managed to say, coming out like a purr, which made my insides clench, “Show us what a whore you are, fucking make yourself cum.”

“You have no patience,” Carla moaned, then pulled her fingers away and smacked her fingers against her bare lips, “You probably have never edged, greedy fucking slut.”

Her eyes blazed, looking back at Shelley with a feral grin.

“Edged?” I asked no one in particular, “What’s that?”

“Where you don’t let yourself come. You stop, then start again,” Tori said softly, biting her bottom lip.

Tori lifted her hand over the top of the pillow in her lap.

“It extends the pleasure more than just jilling until you’re spilling,” Carla smiled, then returned to fingers to trace over her lips.

She slid back to the edge of her chair, and soon two of her fingers delved between her lips. My fingers gripped my pillow with both hands. My bottom squirmed, and my nipples were rigid. To look away was impossible.

I'll never admit that I’d never experienced an orgasm.

I got up and tossed my pillow back into my seat.

“I need to use the bathroom; too many wine coolers,” was my mumbled excuse.

They barely heard me, if at all. Shelley and Carla were locking their eyes and fingering their vaginas. Tori closed her eyes, and neither of her hands was visible. One hand was moving under her shirt, squeezing her breast.

Leaning against the closed door to the bathroom, the reflection of myself in the mirror filled my vision. My flesh had turned rosy. My body felt hot. I remembered the sounds of my roommate when she flipped on the buzzing toy she loved. Knowledge in the back of my mind of my supermodel friends pleasuring themselves wasn't a foreign thought, but that’s different from watching them.

God, they were beautiful, sexy, and fearless.

I’ll never be like them.

I closed my eyes and took some slow breaths, almost meditating until the odd arousal dissipated, and my flush returned to normal. My ears strained through the cracked open door, alert to any sound. There was no other noise as my feet tiptoed back to the media room. Bobby grinned at me from down the hall.

“They’re done now, Bee,” he grinned, “You're safe.”

His smile always made me blush, and his eyes were so kind.

“Thanks, Bobby,” was my bashful reply. “I ... I had to go to the bathroom.”

“No worries, Bee,” he chuckled, “I had to turn the volume up on the game. You have loud friends.”

“Yeah,” I grinned back, then didn’t know what to say.

I opened the door and made a beeline to my seat. Carla’s tee shirt again stretched over her full breasts, her nipples still prominent. Shelley sat up and pulled her long shirt under her pert bottom. Tori just grinned at me as I slipped into the chair beside her.

“Sorry, Bee,” she said, “Those two are just trouble, and I couldn’t resist.”

“Nothing to be sorry about, T,” I smiled, “I just had to pee.”

“Mmhm,” she said, taking a deep breath and fanning her face.

The magic had gone out of the Truth or Dare game, and we just started chatting. The warmth of my blanket enveloped me as my body slumped in my seat. My head rested on the armrest between Tori and myself. Shelley started a movie and moved her nest beside Carla. Tori smiled at me and combed my hair behind my ear so she could see my eyes.

“I’m glad we are all home for break,” Tori said, “I missed you, Bee. Are you okay?”

“I missed you too, T. I’m sorry I’m such a prude.”

“Nothing to be sorry for, Bee,” Tori smiled, then kissed my forehead, “Let’s enjoy this movie. I know the plot of every Hallmark movie, but I secretly hope each new one will be different.”

Tori’s affection was extraordinary, and she always had my back. She’d stick up for me when Carla and Shelley got too rowdy. She kept us all close. It was remarkable that we fell right back into our same old selves after being away at different colleges for months. The mark of true friendship was resuming exactly where you left off.


CHAPTER 2
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My sneakers crunched through the last leaves to fall before winter after Tori dropped me off at my house the following day. The screen door squeaked as my body squeezed through the opening, and my bags dropped with a thump beside the stairs to my room. My arms lifted and wrapped around my mother’s shoulders, enjoying her familiar warmth. She took a break from ruling the kitchen to wrap me in her arms and welcomed me back home by rubbing my back.

“Welcome home, sweetheart!”

“Thanks, Mom, I had fun last night! It was so great to reconnect with my friends. I know you were looking forward to having me back home.”

“I’m thrilled you're home, and I’m glad you had fun with your friends,” Mom smiled, “You’ll have to invite them for cookies and egg nog or something. I missed having that bunch around.”

“I guess I’ll go unpack,” my weariness felt etched across my forehead, “I’m glad to be home for a month without any homework whatsoever!.”

“It is nice to have you home safe, sweetheart.” She smiled, “Go relax. I’m sure you didn’t get much sleep at Tori’s house. Take a nap, and lunch will be ready in a few hours.”

Engulfing her in another indulgent hug, I kissed her cheek.

“You’re the best mom,” I grinned, “You always know exactly what I need.”

“I don’t know about that, dear,” she smiled.

I released her neck, picked up my bags, and lugged them upstairs.

Tori and her brother met me at the airport yesterday. My scream of delight seeing Tori expressed my joy at seeing her again. Bobby gave me a friendly hug. Then we went back to Tori’s house to wait for Shelley and Carla. Tori and I talked for hours and she told me about her boyfriend at college. They met at some frat party. He was a gentleman, though, she assured me. We both enjoyed the dorm life and our commitment to studying. It was so different from home. It felt good to be on our own.

My bags hit the ground with a thud. Then the door closed with a secure click. Unpacking could wait. My eyes closed as my back settled on my mattress. The bed felt different. The stiff plastic mattress cover Mom had mandated during my phase was gone. A yellow sticky note on my alarm clock drew my attention.

I’m glad that phase is over, and I am so happy you’re healthy now. I hope your bed is more comfortable. I love you, Mom.

My smile accompanied the sound of crumpling the note. Mom would never make a big deal about my issue, but the whole memory was a bucket of stress and worry. The removal of the uncomfortable plastic cover was the final nail in the coffin of my nocturnal urination phase. My body sunk into my mattress, enveloped in its soft comfort. Rising, impatient to begin a nap, I stripped to panties and T-shirt, then slipped under the comforter's warmth. It wasn’t long until my eyes closed, my breathing steadied, and dreams surrounded me.
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I couldn’t stop; it felt too good. I pulled up my shirt, and my hand gripped my breast, pulling on my nipple. My other hand was cupping my sex, my fingers spread my lips apart, and one finger swirled over my clitoris.

Fuck, it feels so good.

My fingers playing with my pussy was like falling in love for the first time. The slickness of my arousal coated my finger as it slid down along my outer lips. I pressed along the tender inner lips. Fuck, that felt wonderful.

My fingers teased down, shifting my hand so my thumb could thrum over my clitoris. Dipping into the depression between my slick lips robbed me of a breath as my finger slid inside my vagina.

A groan escaped my parted lips as my insides stretched around my finger. My need provoked my vagina to clench and tighten around the invading digit. A pant expressed my thirst as my finger slid over the top of my clit.

My need was palpable as my hand dropped from my breast to run my fingers through my soft brown public hair, then circle my clit. As my finger slid out of my opening, another digit tight beside the first pressed back inside.

Fuck, this was heaven. Why haven’t I done this before?

More was the word that echoed in my psyche; MORE and FUCK.

My breath was heavy as my fingers moved faster, curling up inside my juicy cleft. Fluid leaked past, betraying my fevered arousal. Paired fingers curled inside, then worked against my slick inner flesh.

My body was on fire, and my hips lifted, pressing my core against my invading fingers. The word more had some friends now; deeper, harder, faster, and the ever-present FUCK.

My flesh quivered, and my back arched. My hand flew from my clit and grabbed for the sheet as I felt my fluids gush around my invading fingers. I felt my fingers close around the back of a hand next to me on my bed.

Who the FUCK was in my room!?
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My eyes flew open, instantly awake, as my hand clenched the hand-shaped shadow beside me. I looked around, searching for another body in my room. However, no one was there. The shadowy hand in my grip felt firm and somewhat ashy, not smooth like flesh, but more—dirty, gritty. My knees shook as my fingers drove in and out of my pussy. Fluid gushed around my fingers at my climax.

Fuck! Was I urinating?

I completely dismissed the idea that my emission was urine. At that moment, I realized that my nocturnal emissions were never pissing. That was obvious.

I was having orgasms.

Nightly orgasms while dreaming—For months

My grip on the gritty, dirty hand tightened, and with a tug, a shape appeared. It was as dark as a shadow and had a human-shaped head.

The thing in my room isn’t human.

My scream echoed in my room as my fingers released the weird hand shape, which I gripped at the moment of my climax. The shadowy arm pulled away and down, then slipped under my bed. My eyes and body rolled in the same direction to follow its path until my body crashed onto the ground between my bed and the wall below my window.

“FUCK! WHAT THE HELL IS THAT!”

My scream echoed in my room as my explicative-laced question roared into space. I scrambled to my knees, keenly aware of everything in my room. My bed was soaked, and the puddle of orgasmic fluids absorbed into the sheets threatened to stain my wonderful comfy bed.

No! Don’t seep into my mattress.

My mom will kill me!

My fingers gripped and pulled the sheets up—stripping the bed before the whole mess soaked into the mattress.

“BELINDA CLAIRE!” My mother frightened voice focused my attention on my door as she entered the room.

It must have been quite the sight wearing t-shirt and panties—plain white cotton drawers soaked by my orgasm. I wrapped the sheets of my bed in my hands, and the dark patches were plain as day. I lifted my eyes and saw my mother's expression of shock.

“Oh darling,” my mother said, quieting down, seeing my distress, “You never curse. I was about to ... oh honey, did it happen again?”

I knew this mess wasn’t what she thought it was. I knew my embarrassing puddles were my ejaculate, not urine. The same scent filled my room, the same aroma ingrained in my recollection. It wasn’t urine. It was my flora, the essence of my aroused vagina. My room smelled like sex—cringed embarrassment made my cheeks flush.

“I’ll clean this up, mom,” was my rapid response, “I must have been exhausted, and I just had a dream...”

She nodded and helped pull my blankets away from the mattress so that I could pull up the soaked sheets.

“I mean, I had the bathroom dream again,” I stammered.

A bathroom dream was a story my mother related during my troubles. She must have read it on the web. Mom said bed-wetting was usually after a vivid dream of going to the bathroom. The only issue with that theory was bathroom dreams were absent from my memories. My slow realization confirmed my dreams never involved bathroom urgency. My dreams in this bed were always about something much different, erotic, and sexy. Such plans teenage daughters would never tell their mother.

“Oh dear, I’m sorry,” My mother said.

She leaned across the now bare mattress and kissed my forehead. Then looked down at the bare mattress.

Awkward.

“Well, it looks like you saved the mattress,” my mother smiled, checking the mattress for wetness, “It’s all dry. Do you want me to do the sheets for you?”

“Mom, I’ll do it,” I said.

My flesh was flush from my orgasm, but it must have looked like embarrassment to her.

“I mean, thank you, Mom, but I’ll take care of it. Sorry.”

“Nothing to be embarrassed about, honey,” She smiled, “You were asleep. You can’t control what happens when you’re unconscious.”

“I know, Mom,” brushing a stray bunch of hair behind my ear, “Please, I’ll take care of it.”

“Okay, okay!” she nodded, “I will go finish lunch. I guess college has loosened your tongue. Please remember to watch your language while in my house.”

My mother was a bit of a prude. My mouth had gotten a bit more filthy in college because that’s how my generation talked. Even in high school, my cursing was common when I wasn’t at my home. My soaked orgasm sheets and my dirty filthy mouth doubled my embarrassment. My mom was right. It’s hard to control yourself when you’re asleep.

I curse like a sailor when I’m asleep.

I bundled the sheet under one arm and felt the cool puddle damp against my hip. I pushed my hair back over my head, scratching the back of my scalp. My knees trembled as my vagina clenched—a long exhale helped me find my center.

What the fuck was that and who is under my bed?

That felt fucking wonderful. I want to feel that again.

Confusion and arousal collided in my thoughts. I crawled across my bed from the side by the window, my orgasm sheets under one arm, and crawled to the opposite side. I stood and looked around, standing near the edge of the bed. I lowered and sat on the edge of the mattress.

I should wash my clothes from last night too.

My thoughts were jumbled, and it took a moment to knit them back to coherence slowly. A tender caress of my heel drew my attention to my feet, and the dark finger—a shadow—tenderly stroked my skin.

Blinking didn’t banish the apparition. The sensation wasn’t uncomfortable. It felt familiar and tender. The bundle of sheets slid to the floor as my eyes lifted to ensure the door was closed.

“Who are you?” I asked in a whisper, “Come out and show yourself. I won’t scream again, I promise.”

My soaked panties threatened to leak onto the bare mattress. My fingers hooked through the waistband, and my hands peeled them down my thighs. My thighs were damp and felt cool as the air rushed over my flesh. I shivered as goose pimples washed over my bare skin.

The finger emerged from under my bed, becoming an entire hand. The shadow of a hand was a better description. The hand grew into an arm, then was joined by another arm. A head appeared, darker than night, then the shadowy form of a human crawled out from my bed. It was featureless and dark, almost two-dimensional. Nothing reflected off the surface. It was like a cutout of a human animated on my floor.

“What are you?” I asked in a hushed whisper, “How long have you been under my bed.”

The form turned and knelt on what passed for knees in front of me. The head-shaped lifted, glowing points of light appeared as this fascinating creature looked at me.

I should be screaming. I should be freaking out.

My calm was surprising as the shadow knelt before me.

“I’ve always been under your bed,” it said.

It wasn’t a voice. It was something else. The words swam in my thoughts, but there was no sound.

“Always?” I asked, “how did you get there?”

“I’ve always been there,” it communicated, “I watch over you. I always have.”

“What? What does that even mean?” My voice whispered aloud to the shape.

“I’m a boggart, Miss, a brùnaidh,” the creature sent, “I watch over you. I always have.”

“Is that why I’m not scared?” I asked, “We know each other.”

“Yes, Miss,” the shape seemed to nod, “We often played when you were a child.”

“What changed? What did I call you?” My thoughts were striking familiar chords of distant memories.

“You grew up, Miss,” the sensation of a sad smile echoed in my psyche, “You forgot to believe, though I tried to help you remember.”

“I see,” I replied.

I was struck by how odd this conversation was, yet it made perfect sense.

“You call me Bobby, Miss,” the shape expressed, “When you were a child when you believed.”

“What did you call me?” I asked though I knew the answer.

“Your name—Bee, of course.” The shape seemed to grin, “I like Bee. It is a better name than Miss, Miss.”

“Call me Bee, Bobby.” I said, “I’d like to be friends again.”

“Then you must believe in Bobby, Bee,” it nodded, “You are starting too, but there is so much more to remember.”

“Tell me,” I asked.

“We used to enjoy playing on your bed, Bee,” he spoke, “Long hours until you thrashed in rapture.”

“Wait, that was you?” I said, “I was playing with you when I wet my bed?”

“I think you had forgotten me by then,” Bobby mused, “I became a dream, but I couldn’t hide from you. I have always felt drawn to you.”

The dark shadows of his hands reached and touched my thighs. I forgot I was nude from the waist down during our strange conversation. My bare bottom rested on the edge of my bed. When I realized I was naked and tried to clamp my thighs together. Bobby’s strong hands kept them apart.

“May I show you, Bee?” He asked.

The shape lowered his hand shape, and I felt—fingers—rub the top of my thigh.

“Maybe you will remember if I showed you.”

Fuck, his hands felt good.

Just like the touches I recalled from my dreams.

“Oh, uh, yes... Um,” I muttered, “I would like to remember you, I think.”

His dark mouth, featureless and almost two-dimensional, kissed my thigh. His shadowy arms pressed my thighs apart. I leaned back on the bed, spreading my thighs open for him. My hands supported my torso so I could watch this strange apparition kiss the top of my brown curls.

Fuck, he’s going to lick me.

Just like he used to in my dreams. God, I missed his touch.

Past dreams flashed through my brain. Countless forbidden fantasies were recalled in an instant. The visions featuring a handsome man enjoying my curves filled my thoughts. This Bobby kissed me in my dreams, held me in his strong arms, and made love to me in fields or forests. He was in love with me in my dreams, and my love for him ran just as profoundly.

“Oh, Bobby,” I moaned, “I’m sorry I forgot. Please, please, keep doing that.”

The shape took on more features as Bobby pulled out of my dreams and into the physical space of my room. His form lightened from the dark, shadowy form into the rosy color of a human male. Arms became more defined and muscled. His short, brown hair, almost the same color as mine, took on the perfect texture. His oral activities robbed my vision of his eyes or his mouth. I knew they were perfect, though, made real—my belief spun my dreams into reality between my spread thighs.

His tongue slid over my clit. Then his mouth dropped to lap between my labia. His tongue spread me open, and he seemed to growl as he tasted my juices. My fingers combed through his hair—natural hair, thick, rich, and curled—the heat of his scalp transmitted through my fingertips as my breath caught in my throat.

I closed my eyes, pulling memory after memory from my dreams as his form took shape from my memories. I struggled to recall what could have made me forget. His hand pressed against my thigh, then cupping his fingertips under my mouth, he spread my lips, and slid his fingers inside me. It was hard to think straight about what he was doing to me.

Oh fuck, deeper.

Please deeper, that’s where those fingers belong in my needy cunt.

He lifted his mouth from my sex as his fingers drilled inside me. His eyes were now a bright blue, flecked with green—a striking contrast to his rich brown hair. I could feel the stubble of his cheeks against my thigh.

“Yes, Bee,” he smiled, “You’re remembering. You remember how much you need me.”

He lowered and returned to licking my sex, devouring my lips, and flicking over my clit. Shocks of electricity pulsed through my nerves. My body twisted, and I laid back on my blankets. He crawled onto the mattress as my thighs rose and hooked over his muscular shoulders.

More! Oh, why did I forget this?

More, give me more!

Bobby moved up as my arms dragged my body back, wanting the blanket under my hips. The anticipation of what was coming next filled my thoughts—at the climax, my spending would flood the mattress. His passionate actions always brought me to the same place, the intoxicating peak. My flesh ached to feel him inside me.

“Fuck me, please,” I groaned; my fingers gripped his hair, and my hands pulled his mouth from my sex, “I need to remember you, all of you, every part.”

“As you wish, Bee.”

His voice was natural now, a masculine growl that made my insides melt and clench. I looked down at him, our eyes locked. My hand dropped to his shoulder, then behind his arms. My grip on his triceps pulled him closer. My body was a fire of need. Only he could stoke it. Only he could quench it.

His cock felt hot on my damp thighs. My hungered gaze took in the dimensions of his phallus, and my core clenched. The shaft was thick and stiff. The head stood proudly at the peak of his impressive length. My flesh shivered with desire. My mind recalled how my fingers felt inside me.

What would this cock do to me?

My hand reached down. My fingers grasped the thick rod. The heat filled my palm as my grip pulled it towards my open thighs.

God, why is he waiting? I need this.

“Why aren’t you inside of me?” I asked, then pleaded, “Bobby, I need to feel you inside me. I want to believe again. Please, please fuck me.”

The rattle of my doorknob turning broke me from my lustful reverie and followed by the door hinges creaking as it began to open. Twisting to the side, away from the door, I covered my naked flesh with my blanket.

A knock would be nice!!

“Belinda Claire Carlisle, what have I told you about cursing in my house!” My mother asked in exasperation.

“Sorry, Mom,” I panted, “I... Please leave so that I can finish my laundry.”

“Lunch is ready, dear; hurry, please,” she said, her embarrassment evident in her tone, “I have to do some last-minute Christmas shopping, and I thought we could go together.”

“Fine, mom,” I said, “Just let me get dressed.”

“I know you are exhausted, dear,” my mother’s denial of catching me in coitus was shocking, “You can go to bed early tonight.”

I fucking hope so. I want to spend the night with Bobby.

I might not get a lot of sleep, though.

“Okay, Mom,” I said, still breathless, “I know I’ll feel better once I get some sleep.”

“Don’t tarry, Belinda,” she said, closing the door, “We don’t have much time.”

The door closed, and Bobby somehow slipped out from under the bed. How this glorious creature fit into that tiny space was still a mystery, but my hands reached for him and held him close. His lips met mine, and we kissed.

“I remember Bobby,” I smiled, tracing my finger along his unforgettable jaw, “I remember, don’t leave. Please, don’t be a dream.”

Don’t fucking be a dream...

“I’m always here, Bee,” He smiled and kissed my nose, “I cannot leave. I am here for you.”

My face warmed under my smile as the feel of his lips on my nose lingered. His form shifted back into a shadow, then slipped and morphed into the darkness under my bed. My nerves were still on edge from my ruined orgasm. I reached for my clothes, pulling them on swiftly. My jeans pressed against my naked sex. Wearing panties seemed unnecessary. Images from my sex dreams still filled my thoughts, and going without panties would continue to stimulate the sensual memories.

My entire being felt sexy and vibrant. Bobby always made me feel alive. I needed to remember as much as I could. I needed to make him more real.

I was in love with the monster under the bed.


CHAPTER 3
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Igathered my sheets, panties, and clothes from last night, and the blanket, and piled them into my hamper. An oversized sweatshirt, my standard college dorm attire, was pulled over my comfortable T-shirt. My breasts, unencumbered by a bra, shifted, causing my nipples to drag across the cotton of my shirt.

Hyper awareness of my body, flesh, and arousal coursed through my mind as I started the laundry load and then carried my sneakers to the kitchen.

Mom had made some chili and cornbread. It was supposed to be warm and comforting. Living in Texas made it feel like winter might decide to show up in January, if at all. Also, in Texas, it could snow within an hour. Cold fronts followed polar vortices like express trains from Canada, surging with surprising speed, accompanied by roaring winds. Today, at least, it wasn’t cold out yet.

A sandwich would have been more appropriate given the warm weather, but Mom’s chili was also delicious.

“Where are we going shopping, Mom?” I asked.

It was already a mistake not to wear a bra and panties. Still damp from my earlier orgasm, my tender flesh was continuously stimulated. Playing with Bobby had made things worse. My sex felt sticky and aroused, and my stiff nipples rubbed against my T-shirt. Innocent movements, like lacing my sneakers, sent tremors of arousal through my nervous system. Every move reminded me of Bobby.

How could I have forgotten him?

Memories of high school after my 18th birthday began to fill in. Bobby was like the boyfriend I was always scared to introduce to my parents and friends. He was always home, and we enjoyed our time together, especially in my dreams. He would vanish in a second if my Mom popped in unannounced.

Why did I forget him?

I loved everything about him.

Well, except for the part that he isn’t real,

And is a monster of some sort.

Other than that, Bobby was perfect.

I was going mad. The Carla-Shelley masturbation show at the sleepover messed with my head. I had become overwhelmed with the thoughts of sex. That explained my sudden thoughts of Bobby.

He was a projection, right?

He wasn’t real. He couldn’t be.

It was just a pleasant dream.

A fucking incredibly sexy dream.

The silence in the kitchen signaled that my mother had stopped talking, and a pregnant pause hung over the room.

“Huh?” I asked.

“Belinda, do not ask a question, then tune me out. That’s incredibly rude,” my mother complained.

She continued like she wasn’t offended, “I was thinking the craft mall and the bookstore. Have you gotten your Christmas shopping done?”

“That implies that I started Christmas shopping,” I smiled, “I go to college, mother. I don’t have any money.”

“I’ll transfer you some money and get some things for your father and me. Something for Tori, maybe even something for Bobby.”

“For who!?!” My voice was overly loud.

“You know, Tori’s brother,” she smiled, “You always had a crush on him. Give him something special.”

“Oh right, Bobby,” was stated, as my head shook, trying to find clear thoughts.

I’m losing my mind. Bobby did look a bit like Bobby

Except for nothing alike.

One was an actual human, and the other a monster that lived under my bed.

“That sounds like a good idea, Mom,” I said softly, “Thank you.”

“It’s special to get something under the tree,” she smiled, “It’s the thought that counts.”

My mother was the sweetest. I loved her so much. She treated me as noteworthy. Spending time with her was vital. My belly was warm and full after finishing her excellent chili, made with love.

Other parts of me were different. My sex felt sticky in my pantyless state. The zipper of my jeans kept snagging in my pubic hair. My breasts bounced under my two shirts. The effect was hard nipples, which made the bouncing a mix of delight and agony.

It also kept my mind on Bobby. I had to remember him.

Now that I did, I didn’t want to forget.

We began shopping at the craft store, but crafts were more Mom’s thing. She loved to give gifts that she made. Like she was a satellite of Santa’s warehouse. Growing bored, I hugged her and said I’d meet her at the bookstore.

That was what she planned anyway.

She loved crafts. I loved books.

It was ridiculous how much I loved books; fairy tales, mysteries, fiction, and non-fiction. I read voraciously as a child. Bobby encouraged it because he liked to play age-appropriate games. He was my friend first and always. He stayed in my room, sometimes making me sad that we couldn’t play outside.

I needed to figure that out.

Why was Bobby stuck in my room?

I added gifts for my mother and father to my stack. Tori got a copy of the latest book in a series we were addicted to in high school. Something about Greek gods. I enjoyed the series but read them to keep up with Tori. She loved that series.

In another section, I picked out unique gifts for Carla and Shelley and then a racy calendar for the other Bobby. Inappropriate cheesecake photos of a show called Dukes of something-or-other. Tori’s brother liked thinking he was a good southern boy, and the models wanted to show a lot of denim, cleavage, and thighs.

Christmas shopping was always easy for me to make choices. It was my funding that limited my gift buying. Mom had transferred me $100 bucks, and I’d spent about $75.

Now to do some research. The bookstore wasn’t the library, so research would be hard to do. With my phone in my hand, I sank into an overstuffed chair and searched. If I found a good lead, I’d get a book.

First, I searched for Boobie.

I should know better. What did he call himself first, a boggart?

That got me many links to a chap named Humphrey that starred in many movies in black and white. I’d seen a few, here and there. I made quick work scrolling past the Humphrey posts, he wasn’t even that attractive, and his voice was weird.

Then there were links to different articles. I was looking for a wiki post to find links to other references. I could branch out to various sites, smaller specialized wikis, and forums.

Aha, I’d spelled it wrong. It wasn’t bogart. It was boggart.

Two G’s like there are two B’s in Bobby.

A brùnaidh was a creature in English folklore, often a household sprite. (My favorite soda, that’s a good sign) sometimes a malevolent genius loci. Another search for genius loci introduced the concept of geographically restrained spirits. That made sense if Bobby couldn’t leave my bedroom.

Aha! An angry brùnaidh could be malevolent, called a boggart, with descriptions like the boogieman. The boogieman myth (horrible word picture) scared children and coerced them to behave. The slender man in this internet era was similar to the boogieman—I guess. I didn’t follow all the conspiracy theories.

The boogieman seemed like a conspiracy theory. It was folklore and used to manipulate children’s minds. I assumed that all folklore had the same function. It was using fear to keep children compliant and well-behaved. That was like the epitome of me, well-behaved.

I had my lead, though—my first clue: English folklore.

Browsing through the bookstore’s online site, looking for titles, a couple of them were available in this store. Finding each title was easy, and I added them to my stack of gifts. I went up to the counter and paid for my books and gifts.

I walked to the adjoined coffee shop with my books in a bag. Research needs caffeine, and a sugar-free peppermint mocha had just the right amount.

I settled into a chair and pulled my hair back into a ponytail, wrapping the unruly bundle with a scrunchy from around my wrist. I pulled out the first book on English Folklore and started studying. I used my phone to take electronic notes, and coffee kept my mind alert as I read page after page.

I could get lost in books, and the intensity of my study helped me in school. Focused and curious to a fault, I felt like I was back on campus: a book, coffee, and a warm sweatshirt—my comfort zone.

The details of the brùnaidh/boggart myth were anything but comforting. The lore surrounding this monster was mixed. Cultures around the world shared a common concept of a boogeyman. Myths and legends were used universally to scare children into good behavior. That was a common theme in all myths and lore.

The gods of myths, I recalled from classes, were used as morality tales. Greek and Roman gods were terrible role models, always at each other’s throats. Their sexual proclivities were never just and right—same with English Folklore. The monsters were, by and large, horrible and fought all the time.

Interestingly, another name for a boggart was an ogre. That made me grin a bit. Shrek was a favorite movie, and Shrek was a monster with a heart of gold. That resonated in my memories of my Bobby.

My Bobby... So I don’t get confused with Tori’s brother.

Tori’s brother is a nice thought.

He was totally out of my league, though. Tori would kill me.

Another associated lore introduced another name for a brùnaidh—a brownie—not the kind you eat. I giggled at the thought of my Bobby dressed up as a girl scout. None of my memories of him, which seemed to be getting more apparent as I continued to remember, featured Bobby dressed in a skirt.

A kilt, maybe, since brùnaidh is a Scottish word.

Men in kilts—that’s rather hot.

Would Bobby wear anything under a kilt?

Anyway. The lore around the brùnaidh (using the word brownie is making me hungry) was around faerie creatures that helped with domestic chores. Their pictures certainly looked nothing like the Bobby of my memories. Their ugly countenance, by and large, was meant to invoke fear. I knew, knew in my core, I was not afraid of my Bobby.

My eyes lifted from the page after I sensed a nearby shadow. I blushed as I focused on my mother, sitting across from me. She smiled softly with her chin resting on her hands, looking at me.

“I was wondering when you’d come up for air?”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” I shrugged and blushed, “You know how I get.”

“What are you reading?” She smiled and pushed the book up to read the cover, “English Folklore? Fairy tales? What brought this on?”

“I dunno,” I said, “I always loved fairy tales when I was a kid, and this seemed to be a good place to start on how stories developed. How did the lore grow into stories? You know, Mom, you remember reading me stories as a kid.”

“Yes, I do,” she smiled, “I was kinda sad when you learned to read because I lost that special time with you. You’ve become a much better reader than me, Belinda.”

“Mom,” I smiled and squeezed her hands, “All the voices in my head when I read sound like you. Thank you for making books so magical for me.”

I meant it. I loved that I loved books. I wasn’t going for some power job or something that brought me into the spotlight. I’d be thrilled to be a librarian or own a small bookstore. Maybe I’d become a writer, make my own stories, and write my tales. My mother blessed me when she read to me.

“Aw, thank you, dear,” she smiled. “We’d better get back. Your father wants to take us out to eat tonight.”

“That sounds great, Mom!”

We returned to Mom’s car, and I took time to think about my father. He was such a loving father. He never yelled at or punished me—his quiet voice when angry or cross was enough to keep me in line. I never wanted him to be disappointed in me. I knew he loved me, and I loved him back. My family was so dear to me. I didn’t have any brothers or sisters, so Mom and Dad were my only family.

I wriggled in the seat, my jeans were cold, and my crotch felt cold and clammy. I felt like I needed to take a shower and wash my hair. I wanted to look nice for my father. I wondered how “geographically restrained” Bobby was. Could he join me in the shower?

Would he want to take a shower with me? Are monsters allergic to water?

Why do I keep calling my Bobby a monster?

My jeans got a bit warmer, and my crotch felt less sticky thinking about showering with my monster.

We pulled into the driveway as the darkness of dusk was growing. Another pair of headlights swept across our car, and I grinned as I saw my Dad’s car. I waited impatiently for him to park alongside us in our little narrow driveway. As soon as it was safe, I got out and bounced on my toes outside of his door. He could barely stand before I threw my arms around him and hugged him tightly.

“Hey, baby girl,” my father said, kissing my cheek. “I’m so glad you’re home. How was your slumber party?”

“I missed you, Daddy.”

My little girl's name for my father bubbled from my lips without conscious thought. It often did. He reminded me of my childhood, where anything seemed possible.

“I enjoyed spending the night with my friends. I missed them too. I missed you the most.”

I turned to see Mom smiling at our reunion.

“You too, Mom,” I hugged her again, “I missed both of you the most.”

We carried our things into the house, and my Mom and Dad started discussing dinner plans. That took a while sometimes. I was okay with whatever, but getting them to agree was like trying to broker peace in the Middle East. I think that’s why my Mom defaulted to cooking more often than not. My father loved her cooking more than any restaurant, but he also liked to treat her to a night of no cooking and no cleaning.

I excused myself to shower while they negotiated, walked upstairs to my room, and closed the door.

“Bobby?” I asked aloud but in a whisper.

First stripping utterly naked before wrapping a towel around my breasts, I turned back to my bed. My eyes widened, seeing Bobby standing there. He was a bit darker and blurry like his shadow was returning. My brow creased a bit.

I wasn’t trying to forget him.

“I’m so glad you’re back,” Bobby said, then tilted his head at my concerned expression.

“Am I not doing this right?” I asked, “I’ve remembered you all day, and you look like you’re turning back into a shadow.”

“You’re doing it perfectly, Bee,” He smiled, “My form is a shadow. It takes me some time to get this right. I’m out of practice since you’ve been gone.”

Then he became brilliant and handsome again. I didn’t want to see him in clothes, but he took on the appearance of a young man wearing a tee shirt and jeans. His strong jaw was dark with stubble. His eyes sparkled as my appearance brought him back to life. He was incredibly handsome. I wished I could show him to all my friends.

“I’m going out to dinner with my parents, but I want to spend as much time with you before I leave.” I said, then asked, in what I hoped was a flirty voice, “Can you take a shower with me?”

“I can’t leave your room, Bee.”

He shrugged his shoulder. The way he spoke made the statement sound like that was as straightforward as the sky is blue.

“I wish you could,” I said, “I want to take you out. Take a long walk in the park. Read books in the library. I want to take you back with me to college.”

“I’ll be here always,” Bobby said, “I belong here, and here is where you’ll find me.”

“I’m going to find a way to free you,” I said.

“I am free, Bee.”

He always sounded cheerful, and I took a moment to hug him, and he kissed me in the exact way I wanted. I parted and fluttered my eyelashes. He made it hard for me even to want to take a shower.

“Just call my name when you’re back, Bee,” Bobby said, then collapsed into a shadow and disappeared under the bed.


CHAPTER 4
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The hot water streamed from the showerhead flowing through my hair and down my naked flesh. The effects of my flight back home, the lack of sleep, and the familiar yet odd reconnection with my Bobby made me weary. The steam and spray in the small shower revived me as my day's thoughts flowed through my brain.

The plane ride was mundane and ordinary. What happened at the slumber party with my best friends surprised and reminded me that we weren’t kids anymore. We were adults living away from home and learning how the strange world of adult life works. Underneath, we were still the same girls that liked romantic comedies, eating ice cream, and having fun.

I leaned back from the hot water stream, lifted my arms, and reached for the shampoo. While washing my hair, the hot spray hit my chest just above my breasts. My nipples were oddly sore. Going without a bra, the feeling of my breasts moving freely under my tee shirt and sweatshirt had been—interesting, arousing, and strange. Thinking of myself as a sexual person was foreign yet exciting. My memories of the last months of high school and through the summer felt incredibly mundane and distant.

The shampoo suds soaked into my hair follicles, and my hand found the soap. Working the soap lather into a washcloth, I stepped out of the spray and lathered up my flesh. My thoughts returned to how my dreams changed dramatically after I turned eighteen. It was like a switch in my head had been turned on.

High school boys weren’t focused on me, while my focus was on education, earning a scholarship, and gaining acceptance into a good school. I wanted to make scholarships to reduce the amount of money education costs. Earning a degree was the first step, then a higher degree, maybe a doctorate, and teaching at a University.

I didn’t focus my ambitions on the opposite. Instead, my focus was on academics, and it was all-encompassing. Childish things became unimportant, and the challenge of adulthood drew my attention. Somehow in doing that transition, I had forgotten my monster. I pushed my memory of Bobby aside, where it was associated with childhood fancy.

It seemed, however, that Bobby never forgot about me. He visited me in my dreams. In my dreams, I knew he loved me like adults loved each other.

Why couldn’t I remember the dreams when I woke up?

All I remembered was the mortification of my wet sheets.

Did I make up the bedwetting to cover up my sex dreams?

Since returning home, my thoughts kept returning to my dreams filled with sex. Their reality was evident and associated with the same scent and aroma as my sudden orgasm during my nap. My soaked sheets earlier in the year were always from orgasms, flooding my sheets, not pissing. My dreams of Bobby, filled with erotic fantasies and dirty entanglements, fueled countless orgasms. In my dreams was where we played. That’s where we took long walks in the woods. That’s where he fucked me, pressed up against a tree.

Dreams.

Today wasn’t a dream. Bobby wasn’t a figment of my imagination anymore. He was real. I touched him, and he felt me. It was physical. Bobby was real. It wasn’t just dreaming anymore. I wish I could remember better what it was like before. The memories around my troubling dreams all seemed distant and blurred. Maybe Bobby had always been real. Perhaps he and I played in reality when my orgasms ruined my sheets, covered in my spending, and smelled like sex.?

The suds from the soap had mostly streamed away. Turning my back to the spray allowed the water to sluice through my hair, the suds flowing over my back and down the drain. Another twist and the water flowed over my breasts and down my belly. My fingers ran along my flesh, chasing away the suds.

I liked my breasts. They were in the perfect proportion for my body. My belly had gotten leaner in the last months of high school. I wondered if Bobby had something to do with my more lithe shape. I thought weight loss from whatever condition I had caused the bedwetting.

It wasn’t bedwetting. It was orgasms.

I must have had a lot of sex in my dreams.

Or was it real, like after my dream this afternoon?

Could lots of sex help me lose weight?

The weight loss might have been just me finally getting mature. After the scare Mom thought could be diabetes, I reshaped my diet and severely limited sugar. I continued to lose weight slowly after that adjustment. I didn’t think I’d ever become as toned as Tori or shapely as Carla. I fit in somehow back when I was pleasantly plump. My new shape became more toned after fixing my diet. I was no longer the fat friend.

I felt a smile tighten my cheeks as I reassessed myself. The water ceased with a twist of the handle. I stood naked, letting the last of the flow drip into the tiled floor. The towels were warm in my fingers as one towel surrounded my hair, then another larger towel tightened around my breasts.

“We’re going to the steakhouse!” Dad called up the stairs as I walked across the wall to my room.

“Okay, Dad! Sounds great!” I called back. “I’ll be dressed in ten minutes. Do you want to meet me there? I can drive my car!”

“We can wait,” he shouted, “Just don’t daydream, kiddo.”

I smiled at his nickname and closed the door to my room.

“Bobby,” I called, “I want to see you before I leave.”

“I’m here, Bee.”

My attempt at catching him appearing from under the bed was unsuccessful. He appeared behind me—between me and the door. He wrapped his arms around me and undid the towel at my breast. His hands cupped my breasts with little prelude as if he owned them.

Fuck, his hands feel good.

“Oh, Bobby,” I sighed, “I missed your hands on me.”

I leaned my head against his shoulder and let myself indulge in feeling his touch again.

“We touched before, didn’t we?” I asked, “Or was it just in dreams?”

“Mostly dreams, some special times—when your parents were gone from their house.”

His voice was deep, a rumble in his tone. It made my insides clench hearing his voice in my ear. His hands milked my breast. His fingers pulled my nipples. I became molten.

“I don’t have time, Bobby.” I moaned, “I want this, but I need to wait till later.”

God, I wanted to feel him inside me.

I wanted to feel his weight on me.

I didn’t want a dream.

I wanted reality.

“I will be here when you are back,” Bobby said, turning me to face him, “It is hard to resist you. You’ve grown so much more beautiful since you left.”

He uncoiled the towel in my hair, my brown hair falling over my shoulders. The ends were making a damp sheet that stopped just at the rise of my breasts. He stepped back and took a long look at me. He didn’t undress me with his eyes. I was already naked. I felt his stare soak in every inch of me. I shivered at the feeling.

“Why did you leave me, Bee?”

“I had to go to college.”

“Where is that?”

“A town far away.”

“I wish I could see it. You smile when you think about it.”

“I hope you can, Bobby.” I grinned, “I’m going to find a way. Now that I remember you, I don’t want to leave you. I’m sorry I left you alone.”

“I’m used to it,” Bobby shrugged, “I’ve spent centuries alone in the shadows. You make me want to stay in the light.”

“I like seeing you in the light,” I grinned.

“BELINDA CLAIRE!!!!”

Even calling from downstairs, my mother’s voice sounded irritated. My mother invoked my middle name, and if she added my last name, I’d be in trouble.

I pulled on some panties and then my bra. I smiled at Bobby as he sat on my bed, watching me. His brilliant blue eyes were soaking in my every move. He’d removed his shirt or never had it on after he reappeared. His chest was broad and strong. The muscles of his abdominals are so richly defined. I wanted him to stand up so I could peel his jeans down and let my eyes devour him like he just did to me.

“BEE!” my Dad’s voice now.

I pulled on some yoga pants and a top, and then my sweatshirt emblazoned with the name of my university. I wrapped my wet hair into a ponytail and double-wrapped a scrunchy. Then I slipped on my tennis shoes.

“I’m not leaving this room until the morning after I get back,” I said and kissed Bobby thoroughly.

“I’m not leaving this room at all,” he smiled, but his voice didn’t have the same happiness.

I hurried down the stairs, and my parents were already out the door. I caught up to them and scrambled into the back seat.

“Sorry, sorry,” I said, “Being home is bringing back many memories.”

My mother and father shared a look, and then my mother looked back at me.

“Strap in, dear,” she said, then turned her head back to the front.

I desperately wanted to text Bobby. If he were a real...

He is real! He’s just not human.

If he were human, I’d be texting him all the time. I wanted to relearn everything about him. I wanted to make him part of my day. My thoughts always seemed to slip back to him. I checked my phone, and Tori had texted me a few times.

Tori:


So fun to be with you last night. We need to get together again




My brother is being weird.




I smiled and texted back.

Bee:


How so?




Tori: He keeps asking me questions about you.




Questions?




Weird stuff, like, “when did Bee get so hot?”




Psht, I’m like the opposite of hot.




Oh my god! Does Bobby think I’m hot??!

You’re beautiful, Bee. Just don’t hook up with my brother. Ew.




Dinner with my parents. TTYL




We parked and walked into the restaurant. My dad held up three fingers, and the hostess nodded and motioned for us to follow her. Seating at restaurants during the Christmas season was always dicey, but I was glad my scattered thoughts hadn’t put us in a 30-minute wait for a table.

My parents ordered cocktails, and I enjoyed a glass of ice water. At 19, I wasn’t old enough to drink yet. I’d tasted beer and wine at college, but didn’t understand why people made it such a big deal. I was in no rush to grow up so I could drink enough to have a horrible headache the next day.

My Dad flirted with my Mom, which made me smile. She was blushing and giggling. They still loved each other so deeply, which was a comforting feeling of home. I ordered a petite filet with some steamed broccoli. My folks had their usual.

Our conversation focused on the state of all my classes. Thanks to my study habits, finals had been easy. I was pretty sure I made all As, and the dean’s list was almost a sure thing. The core courses for my first semester in college felt like a review of high school rather than an acceleration to a higher level. My major was still undecided, leaning towards something in the liberal arts. My father worried about what that would mean for a career. We talked, but there wasn’t any urgency.

My hard work in high school earned me a full-ride, four-year scholarship. The only necessities were living expenses. My father had invested in my education since I was two. The scholarship meant the savings could be used for all the incidentals. It was nice that my father had planned so well. Like everything he did for my mother and me, it was how he loved us. I was lucky; I had many friends at school who had a rougher time financially and stacked up college loan debt like cordwood.

I was incredibly blessed.

The focus on my parents during dinner evaporated as my bottom slid into the back seat of Dad’s car. My nipples hardened under my top as memories of who was awaiting my return in my room. My core turned molten, and a flush rose through my torso. My lungs filled at the rush of arousal filling my senses.

My monster is waiting for me.

At some level, I understood that we might have never actually had a physical or sexual encounter. Our bodies might have never touched until this morning. My fingers never traced over Bobby’s throbbing erection in my hand.

These thoughts aren’t helping me stay calm.

I knew I was technically still a virgin, that all my memories were dreams. Dreams flooded my memories for much of the day. Dreams ruined my sheets for months as my monster treated me to erotic thoughts and devilish desires. My breathing shifted from relaxed and deep to shallow and breathless.

I shifted in my seat. I couldn’t stay still. The dark shadows of the back seat hid me from view. My parents were still chatting. I tuned them out.

My hand slid into my lap, between my thighs. My fingers pressed against my sex, feeling my arousal soaking my panties and seep into my yoga pants.

Now I know why Carla enjoys this feeling so much.

I flicked my eyes to the rearview mirror, then to my mother’s face staring ahead. They were still unaware of my rising desire. It was all-consuming, this sudden sexual need. I’d never felt this way. I felt alive.

My hand slid up, then under the waistband of my yoga pants. My fingers wormed beneath the elastic of my panties. I bit my lip as I felt my wet brown curls, then the humid heat of my dripping sex.

Don’t moan, Bee.

I moaned softly.

My fingertips danced over my clit. My thoughts flicked between the image of Bobby’s muscular torso and Carla’s explicit demonstration of masturbation. I tried to mimic how she touched herself. I let my fingers wander over my sex, feeling places whenever my arousal grew hotter. My eyes closed. My hips pressed into my fingers as if they had a mind of their own.

Don’t gasp, Bee.

I gasped.

“Are you alright back there?” My mother asked.

My eyes snapped open. My hand froze. My hips danced.

My mother was still looking forward but was beginning to twist in her seat.

“I need to go to the bathroom.” I managed.

Good, Bee, no moaning.

“Next time, use the Lady’s room before we leave.” My mother said, “Your father will get you home as quickly as possible.”

“Hold it, Bee,” My father said, accelerating.

I am holding it.

My fingers cupped my sex.

It feels so fucking good.

“Thanks, Dad,” I managed. My voice sounded impatient, almost needy, “Sorry, Mom.”

It took every ounce of self-control to slowly pull my fingers away from my sex. My hips seemed to have a mind of their own, pressing up into my retreating digits.

Don’t huff, Bee.

I huffed impatiently.

Have I lost control of my body?

What the fuck was happening to me?

“Just a couple more blocks, Bee,” Dad said.

“Okay, Dad,” I said, my voice turning up into a whine.

I sounded like Carla did just before I fled to the bathroom.

When did I turn into such a slut?

I sat with my forearms tightly pressed against my thighs. My fingers curled into the soft leather of the back seat. My nails threatened to penetrate the cool texture. My hips danced like they needed something—anything to press into my sex. My nipples were like rocks, and my hips' motion drew the stiff points over my tee shirt. My teeth dug into my lower lip, the bit of pain helping while at the same time feeding my growing need.

Awareness of anything outside the car had tightened into a tunnel vision directly outside the windshield. Dad’s headlights illuminated the alleyway. Ten houses until we were home. I closed my eyes and counted backward. I needed a plan, and I didn’t want to seem entirely out of control when I got to my room—the room where my monster waited.

He’d love seeing me so needy for him.

I want to be his slut, have him take me hard.

The foreign thoughts swam in my brain. My closed eyes missed the last turn. The lurch of the car's brakes tossed me forward and back in my seat. The door swung open before the car’s shocks stabilized and tried to slide out quickly. My seat belt held me trapped in the vehicle.

“Fuck!” I cursed.

Was that aloud?

“Belinda Claire!” My mother exclaimed, “For the last time—watch your mouth.”

“Sorry, Mom!” I said, trying to sound chastened, “I just really need...”

Don’t tell them what you need!

“... to pee.”

I disengaged the seatbelt and abandoned the car. I left my door open as I hurried through the garage. Stopping to yank open the door, then steered through the laundry room. I rushed up the stairs and flung open the bathroom door.

Fuck, I need to cum.

I thrilled at the feeling of cool air flowing over my naked sex. My yoga pants and panties tangled between my knees. I sat on the toilet seat. The cover was down. I didn’t care. My hand gripped my sex, not gentle cupping, but a needy grip. My other hand went under my top and grabbed my breast. My nipples were like rocks; I pulled on one tip.

Fuck.

I groaned at the feeling of my fingers twisting my nipple. I inhaled deeply as my fingers spread my pussy lips open. I moaned as my middle finger sunk inside of my needy cunt.

Cunt? Jesus Christ, Bee!

When did you become such a filthy-mouthed whore?

My monster made me this way. The way he likes me.

Why are you in the bathroom instead of in his arms?

I whined audibly as my finger churned inside of me. I had to add another to stretch my opening, curling inside as I trembled. My juices were leaking around my churning fingers. My hand slid down from under my top and dropped to press fingers into my clit. I gasped.

I’m so fucking close.

I need to cum so bad.

I tossed my head back, my thoughts a mess. Images of my Bobby and Tori’s brother competed with memories of Carla and Shelley masturbating. I groaned as my hips clenched, then my finger was gripped as my pussy contracted. I felt my flood of need flow from my cunt, streaming onto the closed lid of the toilet. My entire body vibrated as I bit my lip to not scream in ecstasy at my climax.

God. Fuck. Mmmmm Fuck.

“Everything okay?” My mother asked.

“Yeah.” I managed, my mind unable to generate any other words

My eyes opened, and I looked down. A puddle was on the floor, and my naked sex was exposed. My thighs were still quivering from the hard climax I had just forced from my loins.

“I kinda missed,” I said, realizing I hadn’t said anything, “I’ll clean it up. I’ll come to say good night in a bit, Mom. I’m sorry.”

“Oh dear,” My mother said, then paused, “Really, with your bladder—you need to use the facilities before...”

I ignored her voice as it faded downstairs; I’d heard it before. She didn’t know I was a needy slut, that gushed orgasmic fluids every night. She thought I had an overactive bladder. I pulled my fingers through my hair, feeling the dampness against my skull. My flesh flushed as I caught my breath.

I reached down, still seated in a puddle of my spending, and untangled my panties before standing up. My bottom was damp from the puddle as I pulled up my panties. I paused before I pulled up my yoga pants. I found a couple of towels and used them to soak up my puddles. My thighs were still quivering as I knelt and cleaned around the toilet.

It smells like sex, and I need to use some cleaner. How did my mother ever think this was urine?

Fuck.

I reached under the sink cabinet and pulled out some spray cleaner. I sprayed the seat and around the base of the toilet. I sat back on my heels. My bottom was wet, and my panties and yoga pants were soaked. I needed to change before I went downstairs to say good night to my parents. All I wanted was to strip and pull Bobby between my spread thighs.

You have no patience whatsoever.

I gritted my teeth and moped up the cleaning fluid. The bathroom now had the essence of pine forest. Forests in my dreams were a favorite place for cavorting with my monster. I blinked and tried to banish my fantasies. My mind was stuck on a replay of how the rough bark of a pine tree felt on my bare ass while Bobby was pounding...

Stop fantasizing, Bee!

Control, have some semblance of control.

I gathered up the paper towels and stuffed them in the bin. I gathered up the bath towels—they still smelled like me—and went into my room. I closed my eyes, stripped off all my clothes, and stood naked.

“Bee,” Bobby said.

I kept my eyes closed; if I acknowledged him, I’d never leave my room.

“I need to tell my parents good night and start a load of wash,” I said.

I didn’t want to sound short. He’d done nothing wrong. I sighed and then let my eyes open. His bare chest needed my fingers on it, tracing down his abs to his waist. I forced a smile.

“I’ll be right back, I promise.” I managed.

I pulled a nightgown over my bare flesh. It came down past my knees, and it didn’t feel at all sexy and alluring. Bobby’s eyes smiled as they rose to look into my eyes.

“I’ll be here, Bee,” he reminded me, “I’m not going to disappear.”

“Sorry,” I managed as I gathered my clothes and towels.

I hurried out of my bedroom.


CHAPTER 5
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Curses streamed under my breath as my feet hurried down the stairs.

Why am I apologizing?

I regretted leaving, but I should have said, “I’ll hurry,” or anything other than sorry.

Like, maybe, ‘I want your cock down my throat?

Do you think I could do that?

Jesus, who have I become?

It wasn’t just the cursing. My foul mouth didn’t bother me at all in college. I’d respect my Mom’s wishes, of course. I needed to nip that bad habit in the bud.

It was my thoughts that were different. A day ago, I fled to be alone in the bathroom while my three friends masturbated together. Just now, I had finished masturbating in my bathroom after almost climaxing in the backseat of my parent's car.

I still felt like a needy whore.

I shook my head. I needed to focus. I didn’t want to feel flustered when I told my parents good night. I didn’t want to worry them anymore. The past year had been filled with worry. They thought I had uncontrollable nocturnal incontinence when I was a needy slut with expressive dreams shared with an imaginary friend.

He’s not imaginary.

He’s real.

I didn’t want my parents to worry. Worried parents would come to check on me; worried parents would interrupt—whatever was going to happen. I needed to assure them I was okay.

I stuffed my laundry into the machine.

These smell like a whorehouse.

You don’t even know how a whorehouse smells.

I know this smell and can project.

I shook my head. My inner dialog had gone entirely off the rails. I added the detergent, set the dial, closed the lid, and pressed the start button. I rested my hands on the top of the washer and felt the vibration as the machine started to spin to balance the load.

Fuck, what would that feel like?

What? Sitting on the edge.

Oh my god, when did I become so greedy?

I pushed back from the machine, looking at it with shock and curiosity.

I slowly walked to my parent’s door and knocked.

My parents' room was downstairs on the opposite side of the house. My room was above the garage, and the bathroom was above the kitchen. I considered whether they’d be able to hear anything. I imagined the new noises that might come from my room. I felt my cheeks grow warm as I waited at the door.

The door opened a crack. My mother was in her nightgown, but it looked just thrown on. Her face was flushed, her eyes blinked, and her hair a bit messy.

“Belinda,” she said, almost out of breath, “Is everything okay, dear?”

Were Dad and her...

Ew!

I shook my head and smiled.

“No, I’m great. I just wanted to tell you good night.”

I never went to bed without telling them good night when I lived here.

“Oh, yes,” My mother smiled, “Thank you, Bee.”

She never calls me Bee.

“We’ve gotten used to an empty house, I’m afraid.”

“I love you guys,” I smiled back, “I’ll let you enjoy your night. Tell Daddy I love him.”

“Of course, sweetheart,” my mother smiled and looked over her shoulder at my father, her voice quieter as the door closed, “I’ll see you at breakfast.”

They had been flirting with each other all night. They had cocktails, and they shared secret smiles. I thought it was cute. My parents still had the hots for each other. I tried to keep my mind from thinking past that point. No child wants to fill their brains with images of their mother and father—screwing.

Stop. For fucks sake.

I willed my brain to think of practically anything else. Then I smiled as I realized my parents would never hear anything if they were preoccupied. I hurried back up the stairs, pulling my long pajamas up to my waist. By the time I reached my door, they were over my head. I opened the door and tossed my pajamas into the corner.

Bobby stood in front of me as completely naked as I was.

“You’re beautiful, Bee,” Bobby said with his handsome grin.

Two steps were all it took before my hands lifted to his jaw. My lips pressed into his, my breasts compressed into his muscular chest. He growled, then his tongue drove between my lips. My hand dropped down and gripped his ass. My thigh lifted, and I curled my heel behind his knee. The heat of his growing erection burned against my hip.

I parted the kiss and blinked. My eyes slowly opened to stare into Bobby’s brilliant eyes.

“I’ve wanted to do that all day,” I said softly.

My hand drew down his chest, ruffling through his chest hair. My other hand ran up his back, feeling his strong muscles as his arms held me close. I felt his hand grip my bare ass, and my hips pressed back into his grip, only to be pulled firmly against him.

“I love that you remember our dreams,” Bobby said, “Let me give you another memory.”

“You’re real, right?” I asked breathlessly, “You’re not a dream anymore. Tell me you’re not a dream.”

“I’m real, Bee,” he growled, kissing me to prove it, “I’m real because you remembered. You made me real.”

He twisted, and his arm reached behind my knee. He lifted me like I was a waif. The lightest I’d ever been was still sturdy, but it was like I was a feather in his grip. His strength made my belly clench. He had pulled back my sheets leaving only the bottom. He lowered me down onto a thick towel he’d spread on my bed.

“You thought ahead,” I grinned, my finger tracing his jaw. I pulled his mouth to mine, “That’s so sweet.”

He kissed me again and then knelt at the side of the bed. His mouth captured my neck and kissed down to my breasts. My fingers slid behind his head and tangled in his short curls, my other arm drawing down his back. His flesh was warm. My fingers traced the contours of his muscles, exploring his arms.

I tossed my head back and arched my chest, pressing my breast into his mouth as it covered my rigid nipple. I groaned at the feeling as he sucked deeply.

“Oh, Bobby,” I purred, “I love your mouth. I want more, baby, more.”

He pulled his mouth from my nipple and lifted his eyes to meet mine.

“More?” He growled his question, his voice deep with arousal.

He’s teasing me.

My thighs clenched together, then I forced them apart.

“Why aren’t you on my bed?” I asked.

“Why aren’t you between my legs?” I continued.

“Why are you not inside me?” I gasped.

“Oh, Bobby, I need you inside me,” I pleaded.

“As you wish,” my monster replied.

My pussy was clenching in molten need. It felt like my frantic masturbation to an explosive orgasm a few minutes ago never happened.

Bobby swung onto the bed, and my thighs parted and lifted. My feet ran up over his hips. He settled onto his knees, his hand between us. I looked down to watch him stroke his cock. His grip pulled his foreskin back, exposing his engorged glans.

His cock seemed to pulse in his grip in time with my clenches. We were so in sync.

“Why are you teasing me?” I complained.

“This is your first time, Bee,” Bobby explained.

He leaned forward, and his hot crown slid between my labia. I keened at the feeling, my heels digging into the small of his back.

“It’s going to hurt, Bee,” Bobby continued, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Please, Bobby, I need you so bad. Hurt me, Bobby. I need to feel you inside me more than I need breath.”

My eyes locked on his, my everything focused on this creature.

He pressed forward, expecting resistance. My heels drew him in as my hips lifted. He kept going, never hitting the expected barrier.

“I lost that bike riding,” I giggled, “Fuck me hard, my monster.”

The way his cock stretched me as it buried into my depths was exquisite. I recalled dreams where I loved having sex with him. This was more than a million times better—I don’t think they made numbers that high.

“Oh fuck, yes!” I moaned.

I wanted to curse. I wanted to scream. I wanted to chant and beg and plead. Bobby grinned knowingly and started to lift his hips and hammer forward.

“Harder,” I hissed, “I’m yours. Take me. Make me feel it.”

“So impatient,” he teased.

“I need you to fuck me hard,” I complained, “We have all night to make love.”

“As you wish,” Bobby said in a growl.

“I don’t want chivalry, you monster,” I grinned, “I want you to take possession of me. You're my monster. Now make me yours.”

Where the fuck did that come from?

Oh fuck, so fucking deep He’s so fucking intense.

His mouth took possession of my mouth. His cock consumed me from the inside out. His hands grabbed my breasts and pressed my back into the towel. His cock drove my hips into the absorbent cushion, hammering into my tight juicy cunt. I thrilled at his grip, his control.

“Fuck!” I managed, “Don’t fucking stop, not ever. Fuck me.”

I was babbling, and my only thoughts were of him. I pulled from his kiss, and my lips dropped to slide under his jaw. I wanted his taste on my tongue. My head swam, inhaling his unique scent like a forest or a meadow. I only wanted to breathe him.

“You’re mine, Bee,” He growled, “You have always been mine.”

He sounded angry, like he was offended that I ever believed I was not his.

I could only be his.

His strokes pounded hard into my cunt. My sheath contracted around his manhood. I squeezed using the muscles I’d toned to help with bladder control. He grunted, feeling me ripple around him. We locked eyes. Infinity behind his pupils exploded.

I bucked hard, my cunt clenching around him. I felt my copious juices flood around his cock, dripping down my thighs and ass, pooling in the towel.

Bobby grunted and thrust, his eyes widening. I felt the heat of him filling me, and it pushed me into another wave of bliss. My arms reached around his neck. He hovered as I felt his cock stiffen and pulse inside of me. He sunk against me, hips lips kissing under my neck.

“Stay here,” I whispered.

His weight pressed me down. My senses were full of him. His body and scent surrounded me. I was overwhelmed by everything about this creature, this monster I loved.

“Don’t move,” I sighed.

I felt tears well up. My breath caught in my throat. My fingers pulled at his hair. My lips were seeking a connection with his. He was real. My Bobby was real. I was his, and he was mine.

“Don’t leave me, Bee.” Bobby croaked. He pulled back to look into my eyes.

“Baby!” I gasped, “You’re crying.”

His tears broke my heart.

“Never, baby, I’m never leaving you.” I promised, “I’m going to find a way, lover. You belong with me, not only in my bedroom. You belong in my heart.”

“That’s impossible,” Bobby growled, “I’m a creature of shadows. As much as I may dream of being—real, I know it’s impossible. You have to stay with me—here.”

He slipped off of me and stood on the floor between my bed and the wall. His back was to me as he stared out the window. I rolled onto my feet and wrapped my arms around him. I only wanted to comfort him, remind him I was here. Now.

“Do you know how long I’ve dreamed of becoming real? To be someone that you could truly love?”

I couldn’t answer his question, I had countless dreams with him, but I barely knew him. I wanted to ask a thousand questions. I tried to console him. I wanted to understand how he was trapped and what the curse was. Surely we could find a loophole.

That was, basically, the entire point of fairytales, finding loopholes to make the impossible possible.

“True love,” I sighed in his ear, “True love always makes things right.”

“I don’t know how you can love me, truly.” Bobby sighed.

Then I was holding air. Bobby’s flesh shifted into shadows, and he slid under the bed.

What just happened? Why?

I’m right fucking here!

I sank to my knees and then flattened to the floor.

I need a taller bed.

“Bobby, come back,” I said, “I want to feel your arms around me. Don’t run from me. Please.”

Nothing.

“Bobby!” I started to weep, “Come back, baby. I’m here.”

I felt exhausted—physically and emotionally. I needed sleep.

I crawled onto my bed and curled to my side. I dropped my hand along the side of my bed. My fingers hovered just beneath the edge of the rail.

I used to do this all the time. My monster never scared me.

I always wanted his touch.

I wept quietly. I wanted Bobby’s arms around me.

His shadowy finger touched mine, and I pressed into it—the odd sense of feeling a shadow a small comfort for the moment.

“Meet you in our dreams, Bee.”

“I don’t want us to be a dream anymore,” I sighed quietly, the edge of my anger barely apparent.

“I’m always in your dreams, Bee.”

“I belong in your arms,” I pleaded quietly, trying not to sound impatient, “Come hold me.”

I felt his presence shift, then his body solidified. I moved back, and he slid onto the bed, wrapping me in his strong arms.

“I’m sorry, Bee,” He said, “I am here now.”

“Just hold me, baby,” I sighed, my fingers lifting to run behind his ears, “Just like this, let me sleep.”

I felt him pull my top covers over me. My hands rested on his chest, my cheek against his shoulders. I couldn’t feel his heart at first.

He wouldn’t have a heart. He’s not real.

He is real. I can touch him.

Suddenly I felt his heart begin to beat. I gasped, then pressed my ear to his chest, hearing the comforting thumps.

“You’re real,” I confessed quietly.

“You make me real,” I heard in my ear, then my eyes closed, and I slept.


CHAPTER 6
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The feel of Bobby behind me, his arm over mine, his weight slightly on my shoulder greeted me as my eyes fluttered open. I didn’t know how long I’d slept, but it was enough. He was still with me. It wasn’t a dream.

He stayed. He’s still here.

I softly moaned and pressed my bottom back into him. I was gentle; if he was sleeping, I didn’t want to disturb his rest.

Do monsters need sleep?

“You’re insatiable,” Bobby growled.

His hand moved to cup my breast. His firm, possessive grip made my pussy clench. I rolled my hips back, and he ground his hips into me.

He’s already rigid.

“You made me this way,” I sighed, “Needy, wanting, insatiable.”

He rolled me onto my back, then levered himself over me. My legs spread easily, eager for him to sink between them. He kissed me gently, the way I wanted in the mild drowsiness of awakening.

“Make love to me, Bobby?” I asked expectantly.

“As you wish,” He growled.

We were kissing then, lightly exploring each other’s lips. I tasted Bobby’s tongue as it slid over my lips. Our tongues pressed together in a slow-motion collision. I arched my back, offering my breasts. His mouth kissed my jaw as I levered my head back into my pillow.

My ankles ran up and down his thighs. His cock was hard, hot, and heavy against my mound. I wormed my hips, feeling my lips part. His shaft slid between my lips, and my need coated his hot flesh. My hips danced in circles, trying to find the angle where his crown could fit into my opening.

He was my oxygen, and I was his lungs. I longed for him to breathe me in, consume me. I wanted my lust to fill him.

“Please,” I whined—my hips worried along his shaft, “Baby, don’t tease me.”

“Hold still,” Bobby laughed, “I’m not trying to tease you; you’re moving too much.”

“Oh,” I blushed, forcing my hips to stop and hold still.

His cock slid down between my lips. My breath was trapped in my chest, and my eyes closed. My body trembled, frozen, waiting for his cock to fill me. His hips pressed, and his cock head slid forward past my opening. My hips danced and followed his path like a trout swimming after a worm.

“Bee!” He growled.

“Sorry!” I said breathlessly.

He pushed up on one powerful arm. His other arm pressed just above my mound. His thumb danced over my clit, and I whined.

“That’s teasing you,” He grinned.

I grinned and held still again. Bobby’s weight pressed me down, holding me firmly under him. He drew back, his crown sliding through my slick lips. He paused, and my eyes seemed to widen as my muscles tensed, trying to hold still. His crown pressed into my opening. The first stretching sensation forced a moan from my lips, and my back arched rapturously.

“No patience at all,” Bobby growled, then lowered and kissed me deeply.

Now aligned, our hips danced in concert. Like an elaborate waltz, we’d memorized to mesh perfectly. My breasts compressed under Bobby’s powerful chest. His arms slid under my arms as my wrists crossed behind his head. He cradled my head in his hands, kissing me deeply.

He made love to me unhurriedly. The feeling of him stretching me as he fucked me was like an ancient feeling, a natural state. His cock driving in and out was more important than breathing and exhaling. He parted from our kiss and stared into my eyes.

“I’m so happy you’re real now,” I said, searching his eyes. “You are made for me.”

He didn’t have words. He nodded, and his strokes started to accelerate. The fire in my core grew as my gasps and moans filled my ears. Words escaped me as he drove deep inside me. My lungs couldn’t hold enough air.

I panted in need.

“Fuck, yes,” I chanted, “Fuck me! God, Bobby, never stop.”

“I want you to come,” he growled.

I looked at him, confused.

I’m right here. Where else do I need to be?

“Come for me, Bee!” I blinked, then nodded.

Fuck, he wants me to orgasm.

My hips pressed into him. My ankles curled into his back, pulling him into my hips. I felt a bolt of electricity settle at the base of my spine. It grew and then exploded like fireworks. My body arched, my thighs shook, and my insides clamped around him, contracting in waves.

“Yes, Bee,” He smiled.

He jammed his beautiful cock deep, and I felt his balls lifting, pumping his seed into my womb. Warmth exploded over me as my psyche shattered into a million pieces. I bit his shoulder to keep from screaming. I shuddered through another orgasm, ripping me apart at the feeling of his heat bathing my insides.

Can he get me pregnant?

I’d adore our babies.

I searched his eyes as I came back to earth. He stilled, still embedded deep inside of me. My heels crossed behind his back, trapping him against me. He smiled almost bashfully.

“I’m not going anywhere, Bee.” He laughed at how I clung to him.

I loved his laugh. Even when he was irritated with me, he laughed. How could he be so patient? He’s a monster. His passions should rule him.

“What are you passionate about?” I asked. The stream of thoughts slipped through my lips.

“You,” He smiled, “Only you. I’ve watched you all your life. I’ve guarded you all your life.”

“From what?” I asked, my eyes flickering. I felt sleep rising inside of me.

“From the dark.” He growled.

“Aren’t you...” I started, and the words stopped working, and blackness overcame me.

I fell asleep holding my monster.
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I woke hours later. Alone in my bed.

“The dark,” I said, and I had to think about which sentence I was completing.

The night felt like a dream.

I had to remember it was real. I had to keep remembering Bobby was real.

I made him real.

Where did he go?

I sat up, my legs cross-crossed in front of me. My fingers combed my hair behind my head, turning it into a loose tail and draping it over my shoulder.

“Bobby?” I asked into the nothingness of my bedroom.

I felt the bed depress behind me, and I leaned back, trusting my monster was there to catch me.

“I’m here, Bee.” He said, capturing me in his arms.

His hand wrapped around my abdomen and pulled me back. I turned and looked at him over my shoulder, holding my gaze to sear his face into my memory.

“You weren’t,” I said, “You left.”

“I didn’t want to startle you when you woke up,” Bobby said.

He looked into my eyes and pushed a curl of hair from my cheek. He lowered his mouth, and I rose to meet his lips. We kissed like lovers, naked in each other’s arms.

“I’m more startled when you’re not holding me,” I admitted once he drew from the kiss.

I turned in his arms, and my breasts flattened against his chest. I kissed above one nipple, then looked up at him.

“Where can you go if you’re always here?” I teased.

I felt his cock stiff against my chest. I pushed back and looked down. I licked my lips and lowered my mouth.

He growled.

I made space between us, then ran my tongue around the rim of his crown. I opened my lips and pressed a full kiss to the top of his cock. A bead of fluid shone from the edge of his foreskin. I sucked it into my mouth, savoring the sweet saltiness. My eyes closed as my mouth opened, and my lips pressed around his cock. I sucked deeply, drawing him into my warm cavern. His head pushed inside my mouth. My tongue lapped at the underside of his shaft.

“Fuck Bee,” He growled, “That feels...”

He didn’t have the words, but his thoughts flooded my brain. His words were still forming as I brought him to life. My mouth felt forbidden and, at the same time, heavenly. I grinned to myself as my head bobbed up and down. My hand gripped his shaft, my fingers just touching around his girth. I stroked, and he arched back.

I craned my neck and opened my eyes to stare at him. His blue eyes watched me in amazement. I pulled my mouth from his cock, and crawled forward. My legs straddled his hips, and one of my arms went around his back.

I felt so bold, taking charge. My hand dropped as my thighs spread, opening astride his hips. I guided his cock between my lips.

“You belong here.” I said, “You don’t ever need to leave.”

I sunk myself onto his erection. My opening stretched by his size. I groaned, my eyes watching his. I felt his hands at my waist, holding me. I rolled my hips and pressed up my thighs. I took him like I had been fucking him for months, years—for lifetimes. I lost myself in his eyes. His touch chased goose pimples over my flesh as he ran his hands over my flesh. I leaned into him, and he lowered against my headboard. I stretched, riding him as if he were a horse. His cock drove into me as I pressed back into him.

“You are my everything,” He growled.

“You are mine,” I echoed.

His arms pulled me close. Then he took control. He pulled my hips against him as he slid flat on the bed. My fingers tangled in his hair as my head tossed back. His hips cycled, driving his cock in rapid thrusts, filling me repeatedly.

“Fuck, yes....” I breathed.

His hand ran up my back, his fingers gripping my hair, tugging my head back. He lifted his head, enveloping my aching nipple, and sucked. His hips never stopped. I whined, wanting to press into his strokes. He sped up, and I was gone, my nerves erupting in bliss. I shivered as another orgasm ripped through me, followed by another.

He didn’t stop. He wasn’t going to stop. His eyes were firm—determined. He was going to fuck me until I crumbled into a million pieces. I was thrilled to let him. His desires were my desires.

My orgasms came in waves—one after another—a tsunami of lust. I lowered my mouth to his shoulder and screamed. His arms squeezed me and then tensed. His hips fired, and I felt that flood of heat paint my insides. My cunt was contracting, milking every drop of his essence into my core. I collapsed—draped over his torso.

I could only breathe. My mind was gone into oblivion. Warm, soft heavenly bliss filled every synapse.

“Belinda,” My mother said, with only a tint of irritation, “I’ve been calling you for breakfast.”

Bobby slid into the shadows, and I slumped naked on my belly onto my sheets. I pulled my covers over me just before the door opened.

At least she knocked this time.

I wasn’t sure of the time or how long I spent recovering from our last bout of sex. I peeked out of my covers and hoped I didn’t look flushed or red.

“Sorry, Mom,” I grinned, “I slept so deeply. Such an amazing dream.”

“Well, come. Tell me about it over breakfast, sweetheart,” She said.

Um, no. I’m not telling you about that dream.

“I’m glad you slept well.” Mom finished.

She closed the door again, and I tossed off my blanket. I rolled to the side of my bed, looking under the rail for Bobby. I felt a hand on my ass, then a spank.

“Looking for me?” He grinned.

I laughed and spun around and hugged him close. He seemed playful, more real. His smile was genuine and content. I wanted to ask him how he got dressed in that tiny space under my bed.

“I want to ask you so many questions,” I said instead, “I love the way you make me feel, but I want to know everything about you.”

“Go eat, Bee,” He smiled, “Your mother knows you need to eat.”

He cupped my jaw and kissed me. His eyes searched mine. I gazed into his eyes, trying to discern his thoughts.

“I’ll be here,” he said, “no need to rush. Enjoy breakfast with your mother.”


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]



Ipulled on some leggings and a new sweatshirt. I was forgoing a bra or even a tee shirt. I hurried down the stairs for breakfast. I realized I was more hungry than usual.

My mother looked radiant as she slid scrambled eggs and bacon onto my plate. She knew better than to make me toast but added a few avocado slices and some salsa and sour cream.

“Thanks, Mom,” I said, “This is perfect.”

“You must have gotten good sleep,” she smiled, “You have this glow about you.”

I looked at her and her cheery disposition. I recalled how she looked when I said good night. I think we both were enjoying post-coital bliss. I grinned and nibbled on a slice of bacon.

“I slept so hard I can’t remember any of my dreams,”

I remember everything else.

“That’s too bad,” She smiled, holding her coffee cup in both hands, leaning on her elbows, “I always enjoyed your dream stories when you were younger. I’m so glad you’re home.”

“My dream stories?” I asked curiously.

“Yes,” she smiled, “You were always off on some adventure with some daring rogue.”

“Oh,” I smiled, “Sounds scandalous.”

“Well, you were nine, dear,” She chuckled, “The only scandal was he often forgot to wear his armor, I think.”

“Was he strong?” I asked.

I already miss his arms around me.

“Yes, he must have been,” she smiled, “He was always slaying dragons and rescuing you from dangers.”

“I never thought I needed rescuing.” I said, “I always felt safe in this home.”

My mother just smiled and took a sip of her coffee.

“I don’t often eat breakfast,” I smiled, “You don’t have to wake me up to feed me every morning.”

“I don’t mind,” she smiled, “I like to keep you fed.”

“I know, mom,” I smiled, “I’ve gotten used to getting by on less, is all I’m saying. It’s Christmas vacation; sleeping until lunchtime is a thing on vacation.”

“It didn’t sound like you were sleeping.” She grinned enigmatically.

“You were eavesdropping?” I gasped.

I felt like I must have turned fifty shades of red.

“I used to be nineteen, honey,” She grinned, “I know what it’s like.”

You have no clue what this is like.

“I want to respect your privacy, dear.” She said and patted my hand.

“You could text me, maybe?” I said, “I’ll turn my phone off vibrate so I hear it.”

“A fair compromise,” she said.

I focused on chewing and examining the avocado's color—pretty much anything other than looking at her knowing eyes.

“What do you plan to do today?” she asked, thankfully changing the topic.

“I need to wrap the gifts I bought for my friends and then deliver them,” I said, “Do you know where my car keys are?”

“On the hook,” She smiled, “Your father had the oil changed and filled up your tank. It should be good to go.”

“Great,” I said, enjoying the last bite and excusing myself.

I put my dishes in the dishwasher and stopped by Mom’s craft room to grab some wrapping paper and tape. I headed back to my room to finish wrapping. I pulled out my cell phone and tapped a text to our chat group.
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Bee:


You guys want to meet for a gift exchange?
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I grabbed my bag of books and gifts from the bookstore, then began wrapping them one at a time. I didn’t want to disturb Bobby, but I wasn’t surprised that he hovered just behind me.

“Should I get a chair for you?” I asked, looking back at him with a grin.

“I can sit on your bed,” He said, but instead chose to lean against my door, “But I don’t like to sit a lot.”

“What do you like to do?” I asked, looking up at him, “Besides that...”

“Besides what?” Bobby grinned.

Why am I blushing??

“Besides making me orgasm,” I said steadily, “I think you wore me out in my dreams last spring. Are you going to do that for real now, too?”

“Would you like that?” He asked.

I’d love it.

“Of course,” I said with a tease of a shrug, “They are orgasms, after all.”

Do monsters flirt? Am I doing this right?

“Well, you seem blasé...” He chuckled.

“Blasé?” I asked, raising an eyebrow, “Your vocabulary is getting better.”

I stood up and put the bag of gifts and the wrapping paper on the floor. I looked at Bobby and pushed my leggings to my ankles by bending at the waist.

I like being fit enough to do that.

Then I sat on the edge of my desk and looked at him expectantly.

“I’m not blasé about you, Bobby,” I said, “What would you like to do with me.”

His eyes blazed into mine, and he sank to his knees.

“Give you another orgasm.”

“With your mouth?”

“Mmmhm.”

“You seem blasé.”

His mouth pressed against my flowered lips in a completely non-blasé manner. I leaned my head against my mirror and slid to the edge of the desk. My fingers combed through his hair as I felt his magnificent tongue slide over my clit. He growled in hunger, and I moaned in what I hoped was an increasingly non-blasé manner.

He continued to mouth my sex, his tongue dragging between my lips. The sounds he made, the growls, and the slurps betrayed his eagerness to please me. I moaned and gyrated my hips loving the way he consumed me. Every part of me was his. I draped my thighs over his shoulders, and my ankles crossed at his back.

My phone buzzed, and I looked down at it. The group chat could wait. I picked it up and tossed it onto my bed, then gripped the back of Bobby’s head and held him to my sex.

“Will you fuck me after you make me come?” I asked, “Will you pound my pussy right here?”

He pulled back and looked up at me.

“If you use your manners, maybe?”

“Maybe, huh?”

He nodded and returned to his task, eager to make me come on his tongue.

“Do you want to lick my cum from my pussy, baby?” I cooed, “Feel it cover your cheeks, fill your mouth.”

He nodded again, and I felt his fingers slide under his chin. I shifted closer, encouraging his motions. His finger sunk into my depths and curled to tap on the most beautiful spot.

“Oh Fuck, Yes. There ... right there...”

I’m going to spray, oh my god.

“Please, make me come, then please fuck me until I come again.”

His fingers found the spot, and it took only a few more taps and his tongue swiping over my clit before I clenched. I squirted a stream into his face, and he moved to capture the stream in his mouth. I writhed and bit my lip to keep from screaming.

“You’re very polite,” He growled, then stood.

His jeans were around his thighs, his cock like a spike. I looked into his eyes as he found the right angle and then drove his hips firmly. I grunted as my back arched, seeking every inch of his cock. He gripped my hips and hammered into me.

“Fuck, yes, hard baby,” I challenged him.

He pulled back, and I gasped, my eyes widening as I felt empty.

“On your bed, on your knees, face the window.”

“Are you going to ask nicely?”

Fuck, who am I?

“No.”

“Good.”

I slipped off the desk and hurried to my bed. I kept my knees on the edge of the mattress and held myself up on my arms. I looked back over my shoulder, watching my monster move behind me. Bobby grabbed my ass, and I pressed back. He spanked my ass.

*SWAT*

“OWW!”

Was that supposed to hurt or feel good? It’s kinda both.

“Hold still.”

“You make me not want to hold still.”

*SWAT*

Fuck, I kinda deserved that.

“Hold still.”

“Yes, sir.”

Did I call him sir?

“Better.”

He grabbed my hips again, and I steadied myself. He thrust into me, and I shuddered. He started fucking me, and I stretched my arms and lowered my breasts to the bed. He hammered into me harder, and I lifted my ass to meet each stroke.

“Fuck! You drive me mad, Bee.”

I groaned, and a grin spread over my lips.

“Make me come again, baby, please.”

“As you wish,” He growled.

Suddenly I was there, and my thighs quivered as he drove me into bliss. My thoughts evaporated as I shook in lust, passion filling my veins. I screamed into my mattress. He didn’t stop. He kept hammering. I felt him lean over me, his hand gripped a ball of my hair, and he twisted my head to the side. My eyes turned to look at him, firmly controlled in his grip.

“I like to see your eyes,” he growled.

“I love that you do,” I said breathlessly. Then I crashed into another peak.

My eyes widened, and I watched that echo in his expression. He slammed forward, his head tossing back, his back arching. I felt his cock blast inside me, that hot fluid bathing my scorching insides. I was aflame and shattered into another climax.

Then he stilled, and I slumped. He slid beside me, and I turned on my side. He pulled my back to his chest, and I whimpered.

“Take off my sweatshirt, please,” I said quietly, “It’s profane; I can’t feel your flesh.”

He pulled my sweatshirt free, and I pressed my back into his warm chest. His arms wrapped around me and held me until I could breathe again.

I felt something hard against my side and reached under me. I shifted and pulled my phone from under me. Five messages were waiting for me. I turned off the screen and dropped it on the mattress. I closed my eyes.

“Nothing I want to do but stay here,” I said.

“I’m always here,” Bobby said, kissing behind my ear.

I’m going to find a way to change that.

“I wish I could introduce you to my friends.”

That’s a fantasy.

“Why can’t you?” He asked.

“Because you're a monster that lives under my bed.”

“I’m feeling less like a monster, and I more enjoy the top of your bed.”

I smiled.

He kissed the top of my head.


CHAPTER 8
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After I rested, safe in the arms of my monster, I picked up my phone and flipped to my messages:

Bee:


You guys want to meet for a gift exchange?




Tori:


Coffee?




Shelley:


Eyes not working...




Carla: I’m down for coffee.




Shelley: Need caffeine...




Tori:


Bee?




Where did she go???




Shelley:


I was promised coffee.




Carla:


I got my phone. Text me when and where.




Tori:


Bee??




I frowned slightly. I had never missed a text. I always answered.

Bee:


Sorry!!!! I’m back.




Tori:


Where did you go?




I was busy fucking my monster.

Bee:


I had to find wrapping paper.




Shelley:


Coffee. Must have COFFEE




Bee:


15 minutes, the norm?




Tori:


I’ll be there.




Carla:


In.




Shelley:


About fucking time.




I had just enough time to wrap the gifts. I sprang up, and Bobby rolled to the side. I pulled my sweatshirt out from under his arm and pulled it back over my torso. I grinned at him, untangled my panties, and pulled them and my leggings back up.

“I need to get this wrapped and then meet my friends,” I said.

I was a professional wrapper, but this wrapping job was a hurried mess. Luckily I had bought books and quickly wrapped them. I wrote their names in marker on the paper and dismissed the bow. They’d be opening them in minutes; who cared about fancy wrapping?

Bobby was watching me from my bed. I looked back at him and smiled.

“I wish I could bring you with me,” I said, “Do you want me to bring you back coffee?”

“I don’t eat or drink, Bee.” He grinned.

“Well, you don’t eat or drink food,” I teased with a wink.

“Insatiable.” Bobby grinned, “You know where I’ll be. Enjoy time with your friends.”

I leaned over the bed and kissed him firmly. I combed my fingers through his hair and smiled into his eyes.

“I promise I won’t be long,” I said, then left my room.

Thoughts of my monster swam persistently in my mind. Letting go of them was honestly the furthest thing from my mind. Parts of me still thought of him as a figment of a dream, and my mind worked to purge those remnants, giving my psyche room to fill with his reality.

I drove on autopilot to the coffee shop. It was an independently owned shop with many comfy chairs, a warm atmosphere, and good coffee—our favorite place to hang out. The owners didn’t mind people hanging out, and we repaid the favor with tips and purchases of excessive amounts of caffeine.

Tori saw me first and waved, holding up two cups of coffee. I steered in that direction, avoiding the short line at the counter.

“Peppermint mocha, my dear,” Tori smiled as I took the offered cup.

I leaned and kissed her cheek, “Thank you, T; sorry I spaced earlier.”

“You look wonderful,” Tori said, “You’re practically glowing!”

Was it that apparent?

“Your hair’s a mess,” Shelley said, “but other than that...”

“Who’s the guy?” Carla interrupted, “I’ve seen the freshly fucked hair look before. In my mirror.”

My fingers combed through my hair, trying to smooth it. My cheeks warmed as my flesh flushed with embarrassment.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” I said.

“Bee lost her v-card?!” Shelley laughed joyously, “Oh, this is the best day ever.”

There was nowhere to hide. My only tactic was a distraction. I lowered my eyes to my handful of gifts, passing Tori hers, then held out two hands towards Shelley and Carla.

“Merry Christmas!” I tried just to ignore what was going to be the day’s topic.

“Oh, hell no,” Carla said, putting my gift aside, “You’re not getting off the hook.”

Tori rubbed my back and then handed out her gifts to all of us.

“Let’s open presents first,” I suggested.

I had no idea what to tell them. How do you tell your best friends that you’re in love with a shadowy creature that’s lived under your bed all of your life? I might be curious about some fun restraints, but a straightjacket in a mental hospital wasn’t the right way to experiment with bondage.

“Fine, Bee,” Shelley said, sensing my discomfort, “Presents first.”

Carla nodded, and we passed the rest of the packages around. I drank my coffee and watched Tori smile at me when she saw the book cover I had bought.

“Awww, thank you, Bee. I can’t wait to read this!”

“The moment I saw it on the shelf, I thought of you.”

I unwrapped a box from Shelley. It was a large coffee mug similar to the enormous cups in Friends. I loved to watch Friends endlessly, so it was perfect.

“Thanks, Shel. I shall use it regularly.”

“Coffee is life,” She smiled.

We went around, and everyone’s gifts were perfect. All of us shared effusive thanks for the gifts given. I had another feeling of thankfulness for my circle of friends that I considered family. We put away all of our new things and then resumed chatting. I hoped the spotlight wouldn’t return to my mussed hair and happy visage.

Blood in the water can never be ignored.

“So, Bee,” Shelley smiled a wolffish smile, “Do tell us about the lucky guy.”

“I don’t want to,” I said quietly, “It makes me feel he’ll evaporate and disappear.”

“There is a guy?” Carla said, “I thought maybe my show inspired you to play flick the bean.”

“Flick the bean?” I looked at her.

She dropped her hand and flicked her middle finger at the top of her crotch.

Ew!

“Oh my god,” I blushed, “Well, that’s a different story.”

Shelley looked at Tori, then snapped back at me.

“What??! You couldn’t get to the bathroom fast enough at the sleepover.”

“Well,” I blushed.

I was getting deeper into trouble.

“You don’t have to tell us,” Tori said, looking at Carla and Shelley, “We respect your privacy.”

That was sweet, but I was dying to tell them everything—every bit of what had happened since I returned home. Dismiss the bed-wetting, and tell the real story. I just didn’t know where to start.

“It’s not a good place to tell such stories,” I looked around at the mostly empty coffee shop.

I recalled the short conversation with Bobby just before I left.

“I wish I could introduce you to my friends.”

“Why can’t you?” He asked.

“Do you want to come over to my house?” I asked quietly, “It would be easier to show you than tell you.”

“What the fuck does that mean?” Carla cackled, “This doesn’t have to be show-and-tell.”

“I’d be more comfortable talking about it in my room. Mom will probably make cookies.” I looked around, “I’m not going to tell you anything here.”

“Mrs. Carlisle doesn’t make some pretty solid Christmas cookies,” Shelley said.

“You don’t have to tell us if you don’t want to,” Tori reminded me.

I blushed, “I kinda need to tell you, so I don’t think I’m going crazy,” I confessed, “I ... It’s ... It’s just a bit strange, is all.”

“I’m down,” Carla said, “Let’s get fresh cups and meet at the Bee’s house.”

I was suddenly very, very nervous.

Tori jumped into my car with me while Shelley rode with Carla.

“You can drop me off later,” Tori smiled, “Or I can get an Uber or something.”

“I don’t mind. I miss having our talks,” I smiled.

“You let me know, Bee,” she rubbed my shoulder, “I’ll tell both of them to leave you alone. But I can’t lie. I’m madly curious. You are just glowing and look so happy.”

“It’s...” I looked at her and shrugged, “Hard to explain. I feel like I’ve known him forever.”

“What’s his name?”

“Bobby.”

Tori leaned away from me, and her eyes widened in shock.

“No, no, my Bobby,” I corrected myself, “Not your brother!!”

I laughed, and she held her hand to her chest.

“Jesus, Bee,” she laughed.
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We all parked alongside my house. Then filed into our kitchen, and the loud voices brought my mother from her craft room. My mother welcomed my friends with hugs and smiles.

“Oh, let me make you girls some cookies!” she said, “I am so glad to see you. How’s college?”

We talked and caught Mom up on everything. We rehashed all of their bits and pieces from the first semester, many of which I remembered from our slumber party. Hearing the stories all over again was a happy distraction. I felt blessed that my friends and parents got along so well. Mom got busy making cookies while I led my friends up to my room.

I was a bundle of nerves, and I wondered how I would explain a man living in my bedroom. I hesitated, trying to think of why this was a bad idea. I also had a deep burning need to tell someone.

I’m going to end up in a straight jacket.

Rip off the bandaid, Bee. These are your friends.

I stood outside my door and turned back to my three best friends. I was trusting them with my life.

“Promise me you won’t freak out,” I said, “Please.”

They nodded, and Carla rolled her eyes.

“We’ve seen your room before, Bee,” She grinned, “We know you need a larger laundry basket.”

It was my turn to roll my eyes. I turned the knob behind my back, then pushed to open the door with my back turned to the room. I was watching my friends' eyes. They peered around me curiously, then walked past me.

“What is it?” Tori asked, “You made your bed?”

“I did?”

I turned, and my room was clean and tidy. Someone had made the bed. There was no sign of Bobby.

“I guess I did.”

I walked and sat on the edge of my bed. Carla sat in my chair, Tori sat in her comfortable yoga pose, and Shelley sat beside me.

“Did you think he was in your room?” Shelley asked, “I mean—I’m glad you cleaned up for us, but what’s the deal, Bee?”

Where are you? You’re supposed to be here!

“You must invite me to meet your friends, Bee,”

He spoke to me in my mind, and I nodded. I could at least set the stage before the big reveal.

“Uh, okay,” I started nervously, “You guys remember when I said I had a bedwetting issue, it wasn’t that. It was wet dreams. I didn’t realize because I never remember my dreams.”

“I thought that was a dude thing,” Carla said, not being sarcastic—for once.

“It’s not just a male thing,” I shrugged, “I came back home from the slumber party exhausted, so I came up here to take a nap. I had an erotic dream and woke up having an orgasm and soaked my sheets. I stood up to pull them off the mattress. That is when I saw him.”

“Him!?” Shelley asked, “Him who?”

“Let me finish, please,” I said, “He was just a shadow. His finger touched my ankle from under my bed. It was freaky, but I wasn’t scared. If anything, his weird shadow hand calmed me. I realized I had always been dreaming with him in my bed.”

“Sex dreams are awesome,” Carla nodded, “Not as good as the real thing, though.”

I nodded, and Carla’s eyes widened, and she grinned but bit her lip.

“Okay, don’t freak out, please.” I said, “Bobby can you join us, please? I want you to meet my friends.”

Carla’s eyes got big, and her mouth opened. I leaped to cover it before she could...

“AIIIGGHH!!!” Tori screamed.

“WHAT THE FUCK!?” Shelley yelled as she turned towards my window.

“SHHHHHHHH!” I hissed, my hand covering Carla’s mouth.

Tori and Shelley covered their mouths and quieted. They all were astonished at the sight of Bobby. He looked at me and smiled his handsome smile.

I smiled back.

At least he was dressed.

I looked at Carla, and she nodded and pulled my hand away.

“Um, girls, this is Bobby,” I said.

I walked to stand beside him and hold onto his arm like it was the most normal thing in the world to have a man appear out of nowhere.

“Bobby, this is Shelley, Tori, and Carla.” I smiled at him, “They’re my best friends.”

“A pleasure to meet you ladies,” He said in his deep baritone, “I know you all mean a lot to my Bee.”

My Bee!!

“Um, Hi Bobby,” Shelley said, looking at him and then at me, still confused.

“What the fuck is this,” Carla said.

Tori still had her hands over her mouth, but she lowered them and smiled at Bobby, then at me. Tori always had my back.

“Tell them what you are,” I said.

“I’m a boggart or a brùnaidh.”

I’s said it incorrectly in my head, his voice shifted into a brogue, and with the proper accent it sounded like broo-ne-ah.

“A whatawah?” Carla asked.

“It’s like a fairy, or more specifically, a brownie. It’s part of a whole host of fairy creatures that get twisted into a whole bunch of folklore, like the boogieman or a monster under the bed.” I summarized my brief research.

My friends looked at me strangely before they slowly nodded, accepting some of the truth.

“So you’re fucking the monster under the bed?” Carla said at last.

“It was only in my dreams until yesterday,” I confessed.

“How did you become not a dream, Bobby?” Tori asked curiously.

“Bee believed in me enough to help me become real,” He grinned at me, “I’m usually just a dark shadow, but Bee remembered her dreams and then believed in me. She gave me my heart, and it began to beat.”

“That’s so sweet,” Shelley smiled.

She reached out and touched his chest, and she nodded.

“Why doesn’t he breathe, though?” She asked.

“I don’t have any lungs,” Bobby said like he might have misplaced his car keys.

I noticed his chest wasn’t rising and falling for the first time. His breath never escaped his mouth. I thought I had felt his breath, but it couldn’t have been.

He wasn’t breathing.

How the fuck could he talk without air?

I touched his chest, and it was still.

“Breathe,” I thought to myself, and then I felt his chest rise under my fingers. I slid my hand over his mouth and felt the air escape his lips.

His flesh seemed to redden, and his eyes blinked. I realized that I was creating him piece by piece. I was making him more and more real.

What if I forgot something?

I wasn’t a biologist!

I turned and pressed myself against his chest. I rose on my toes to kiss his lips. My fingers curled through his authentic hair.

“You’re real,” I whispered in his ear, “Every part of you is just like a human. You have everything you need to live.”

It was like my words made him more animated, more real. His eyes became more expressive, and his breath caught in his throat. His hand tightened on my hip.

“Thank you,” He murmured, “I wanted to be real for you, and now I am.”

“What the actual fuck!” Carla exclaimed, “What are you, Bee? A sorceress??”

“I’m just a girl,” I said to her and turned back to Bobby, “That loves her monster.”

“The power of love,” Tori smiled, believing her eyes more than her brain.

“So to sum up,” Shelley began as if making closing arguments, “You aren’t a bed-wetter. You have expressive dreams and result in nocturnal emissions.”

“Wet dreams that ruin your sheets,” Carla drawled and then stared at Shelley in response to her steely expression.

“Stipulated, on the results and the sheets,” Shelley continued, “You then discovered the object of your desire in your dreams was a fairy creature, which you then breathed to life through your love.”

“Uh, yeah?” I said, “That’s a good summary, counselor.”

“It’s not exactly normal,” Tori smiled, “But it’s very romantic.”

“It does explain this happy glow you’re rocking,” Carla said, “And the underlying aroma of Eau de whorehouse in here.”

I blushed and held on to Bobby’s hand with both of mine.

“Have you ever been in a whorehouse?” Tori asked Carla in exasperation.

“I’ve been in my bedroom after Scott spent the night, potato-potahto,” Carla grinned.

“Do your parents know?” Tori asked, changing the topic.

“How could I tell them?” I asked, “Hey, Mom and Dad, I’m screwing my dream boyfriend, and he is living in my room.”

“I’m feeling a bit hungry,” Bobby said, “I think? I’ve never been hungry before.”

“Maybe you didn’t even have a stomach before?” Shelley explained, her mind thinking ahead like always.

“COOKIES ARE DONE!” My mother’s voice shouted from downstairs.

“On it,” Carla said, then paused, “Want a sandwich, Bobby?”

“Uh, sure,” he said, his hand lifting to scratch behind his head, “Um, sounds great. Thanks.”

Carla closed the door behind her, and I could hear her footsteps hurrying down the stairs.

“You have no idea what a sandwich is, do you, Bobby?" Tori asked, looking up at him.

“Not a clue,” he said, “I’m guessing it’s something that helps with hunger?”

I need to get a lot of snacks

This is getting harder to keep a secret

“So, you believe me?” I asked Tori and Shelley.

“It’s hard to disbelieve what just happened,” Tori smiled, “You look happy, and that’s all that matters.”

“What’s the problem?” Shelley asked, “Now that he’s real, he’s just a guy. A special guy, you just need a good story.”

“Well, he can’t leave my room,” I shrugged.

“Is that true?” Shelley looked at Bobby.

“This is where I live. I can’t leave,” Bobby said, talking as if explaining that the water was wet.

“Like not even to go to the bathroom?” Shelley asked.

Oh crap!

Not the best expression Bee.

I need to find a bucket or something.

“I don’t know what that means...” Bobby said with a confused expression.

Shelley’s eyes looked down. It was what she did when she was thinking through things.

Tori looked at me like I should explain everything. I didn’t want to discuss bodily fluids with Bobby at the moment.

“Maybe Bee could make it so you could?” Shelley said, “She made you real, gave you a physical form—can you go back to your shadow form still?”

Bobby shrank and slipped back under the bed.

“Ooh!” Tori said in surprise, then leaned and looked under the bed, “How does he even fit?!?”

Bobby sprang back up and sat beside Shelley and in front of Tori. I crawled over my mattress and sat beside him.

“Yes, that’s my nature,” he said, “I don’t think I can’t not be of the darkness.”

Shelley looked at me, then back at Bobby.

“Tell him he can go anywhere upstairs,” Shelley recommended, “Try and see if that helps. That should still keep him in the house. For now.”

I looked at Bobby and touched my finger to his jaw. I turned his face so that I could look into his eyes.

“My room is the entire upstairs, Bobby,” I said, trying to push that belief into reality, “You live here, not just inside my bedroom.”

“I do.” He smiled like an axiom, then walked to my door and opened it.

He smacked into Carla, carrying a tray of cookies and a giant sandwich.

“Watch out, hot stuff.” Carla smiled and turned to the side, looking up at him.

“I thought a whatsydid couldn’t leave your room?” Carla said, then looked back at us.

Bobby also turned to the side, then stepped out into the hall. Then both feet. Then turned around.

“Awesome!” Shelley said.

“Gimme a second, girls,” I walked out into the hallway and closed my door.

Bobby smiled down at me, and I rose on my toes to kiss him. I took his hand, walked down the hall to the bathroom, and opened the door.

“Go inside,” I said.

He did without any issues, and I followed and closed the door.

“Um, this is the bathroom, and that’s the toilet. The sink and the shower.” I gave him a visual tour pointing to each feature.

“Did we ever dream about bathrooms?” I asked.

“I don’t think so,” he said.

So I tried to explain how things worked. I turned on the faucets, and Bobby held his hand under the stream. He cupped his hand, brought the water to his mouth, and then swallowed.

“I need more,” he said and took another handful.

“That’s because you’re thirsty,” I explained, “Now that you are real and have human parts, you’ll feel hungry and thirsty. You might even need to pee or poop?”

“What is that?” He asked curiously.

“You tell me if you feel, um—full—down there.” I gestured at his groin, “I’ll take you in here and show you what you need to do.”

Explaining bathroom behavior was an odd conversation with a grown man, and I wondered if there was a better way. I took his hand, walked back to my room, and closed the door behind us.

“Have a cookie, Bobby,’ Shelley said.

“Turkey sandwich, too,” Carla added, passing him a plate.

I stopped and turned his eyes back to mine, remembering how I felt telling him his new boundaries.

“You know everything you need to know to be a real human,” I said, looking into his eyes, “I don’t need to explain how to live like a real man.”

“You’re right,” he smiled, “I know everything now.”

Phew, I didn’t want to potty-train my monster.

He sat back on the edge of my bed and started eating the sandwich. His eyes rolled back a bit.

“This is amazing,” Bobby said, between bites, “Thank you, Carla.”

“Mrs. Carlisle made it,” Carla smiled, “I'm just your delivery girl,” and she winked at me.

“How long have you lived in this room?” Tori asked.

“I can’t remember anything before Bee started sleeping in this bed.” Bobby shrugged, “I don’t remember her as a baby, but we played a lot in this room as a child.”

“He was my best friend,” I tried to explain, “We played children’s games. Princes and princesses, you know.”

“When did you start getting freaky?” Carla grinned.

“Last year, after my birthday,” I shrugged, “It was only dreams. The first time I physically touched Bobby was the afternoon after our slumber party.”

“This is the weirdest relationship ever!” Shelley said, “I can tell you’re making it work, Bee. You look happy.”

“I am,” I smiled, “I still don’t know how I’m going to explain this to my parents.”

“Hell, Bee,” Carla grinned, “My folks don’t know I’m screwing my boyfriend. You don’t have to overshare with your parents.”

“To be fair, Carla,” Shelley added, “Your boy-toy doesn’t live under your bed, in your parents' house.”

“I think you don’t have to tell them right away,” Tori said, “You will have to eventually. I feel you don’t want to walk away from whatever this is, neither of you.”

I leaned against Bobby, who was still savoring his first-ever sandwich. He wrapped his free arm around me and kissed my temple.

“I’m not planning on going anywhere,” he said after swallowing.

“I don’t want you to.” I said to him quietly, “You belong to me.”

“Okay, sweetness, alert!!” Carla crowed, but I could tell she was happy for me, “You two are too cute, even if this is as unreal as alien abduction!”

I took a cookie off the platter and savored a bit of the sugary goodness. Cookies weren't on my diet plan, but one wouldn’t hurt me. Bobby looked at me, then grabbed one of his own. Another bite and another eye roll of delight made me smile.

“Why didn’t you tell me about food before?” He asked.

“Well, apparently, you didn’t have the stomach for it.” I laughed.

All my friends enjoyed a chuckle, and the conversation drifted naturally to different topics. My friends didn’t make a big deal of my magical, previously imaginary friend-slash-lover. They accepted him and accepted our non-traditional relationship. I had another sensation of being blessed with good friends. My fears grew less. Only the hurdle of telling my parents seemed daunting.
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Ifelt a sense of relief and peace as I walked my friends out. I was so glad they weren’t judgemental or immediately tried to call the mental hospital. Bobby smiled after he hugged them each at the door to my room. It turned out he liked the food a lot. I’ll have to figure out how to sneak him up some things to eat without Mom asking many questions. I hugged each of my friends, and they assured me they were happy for me. Each of them said they were available at any time to talk.

“I can give you some tips on the whole fellatio thing, babe,” Carla whispered with a wink.

“Thanks! I knew I could count on you!” I laughed.

I hope she never changed. Carla's off-the-cuff inappropriate comments used to frustrate me, but I finally felt I could relate to her better. It turns out I was the freaky one of the bunch.

Who knew?!

I waved to Carla and Shelley as Tori hopped into my car. I slipped in and returned to the coffee shop so Tori could get her car.

“I’m thrilled we got to spend time today,” Tori said, “I can tell you’re happy, and I’m happy for you! I wish I could spend the whole break with you, but my parents are taking us on vacation to the Bahamas from Christmas Eve through New Year’s Day.”

“Aww, Tori!” I said, “I’m going to miss you. We always share New Year's Eve.”

“I’ll be back after, though.” She smiled, “We’ll have a few more weeks to have fun before we get back to school.”

“I’m looking forward to it, T!” I said, “I hope you meet a handsome guy in the Bahamas.”

“Yeah,” she smiled shyly, “Well, I do have a boyfriend back at school, I think.”

“You think?” I asked, looking at her curiously.

“It’s a weird thing we’re going through,” Tori explained, “He had a long-distance thing at the start of school with a girl back home. This break is the first time he’s been back home. He hasn’t been texting me much.”

Tori sighed, “Then I’m going to be out of the country for the next week, and who knows when I’ll talk to him again.”

“Oh, Tori,” I said, “I’m sure everything will work out.”

“You’re doing good, right?” I asked, her posture a little glum, “You’re acing school, love your major, what’s up?”

“I’m thinking of moving back home. I’m not always happy at school. I can transfer back here without too much trouble. I think Ray is just going to ghost me.” Tori shrugged.

“I’m sure that’s not true, T,” I said, “You’ll figure it out, I’m positive.”

“I don’t want you to think I’m not happy for you.” She said, “I’m just in a weird place, things aren’t settled, and I’m anxious. Going to the Bahamas is supposed to be relaxing, but I would rather say here.”

I pulled into the coffee shop and parked. I turned to Tori and looked at her until she looked up at me and smiled softly.

“Can I tell you something, Bee,” Tori said, “Not about my issues. I need to talk about what’s going on with you. I can see you’re happy, but—I don’t want you to think I’m not happy for you.”

“You can tell me anything, Tori,” I said, “You’ve always had my back. I’m on cloud nine and might not be objective about everything right now. Your opinions mean a lot to me.”

“He’s not real, Bee.” She said, “I know, I know. I watched everything today. He’s becoming real, I can tell. But he’s not really real.”

“Okay,” I nodded, “What do you mean? What is really real?”

“He’s a monster.”

My mouth must have opened in shock because she immediately held her hand out.

“Not a pejorative Bee. I don’t have a word to describe him. I’m using what you said. He’s your monster under the bed.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I breathed.

“It’s awesome and magical. I love that you can feel what love feels like. I do. But Bobby isn’t a human. Love isn’t a fairytale. Love is dirty and messy and all sorts of odd things. It’s never perfect. Both people have to struggle. Bee, I love you—you know that. But, Bobby as he is now, what you feel, it is not love.”

“I see,” I said, and paused, “I hear you, T. Thank you for being honest with me. I see what you’re saying. I’m in la-la land, afraid it will crash and pop. I’ll be more lonely than ever.”

I huffed and looked back at her.

“It isn’t like I just met him,” I said, “I’ve known him all my life. I have memories of him. He was different. He was like my imaginary friend, and yet he was never imaginary. I grew up, and I—forgot about him. I think it broke whatever he had like a heart when I forgot about him.”

Tori turned towards me, lifted her knee, and hugged it to her chest. She listened to me patiently.

I love that she lets me talk, and she listens.

“He told me, when he was only a dark shadow yesterday, that I had to remember. I had to believe. He never left, even when I left for college and ghosted him. He waited for me. As soon as I returned, he watched over me.”

“He met you in your dreams and made mad passionate love to you,” She smiled tenderly, “It is very romantic, but it also seems almost stalker-like to me.”

“Yeah, I can see that. I had to research what he said he was. He has nowhere else to go. He’s stuck with me, or at least my room. I can’t imagine how lonely he was while I was at school.”

“He’s not like you, Bee,” Tori said, “You don’t even know if he feels lonely. He’s a different type of creature. He seems amazing, but I’ve seen him for like two hours.”

She trailed off and looked out the window, then back at me.

“I just want you to be careful.” She smiled, then leaned and hugged me. “I’m going to be praying for you and Bobby.”

She means that. Tori has faith in prayers.

“I think you will need prayers, hope, and faith. I know you both have love. That is plain as day.”

“Thank you, Tori,” I said, hugging her close, “I love you so much for everything you always do.”

“I love you too, Bee,” she kissed my cheek, “Forever and always. No matter what.”

She slid out of the car and waved. I put the car in reverse and turned to drive back home. I stopped at a corner grocery and bought some snacks for Bobby. I got a bunch of fruit and some junk food. I bought a large cup for Bobby to hold water, a tube of toothpaste, and a toothbrush.

I don’t know what I’m doing! What does a monster need?

I ended up getting two bags of things, then headed back home. As I was coming into the house, my mother was running out.

“I’ll be back soon, sweetheart,” She smiled, “I need something from the store. Oh, what did you get?”

“Just some snacks for my room,” I smiled, “I feel a reading binge coming on.”

“Oh, I guess that makes sense. I need a few things.”

“Bye, Mom, just call me when dinner is ready.”

I hustled through the kitchen and up the stairs. I smiled as I saw Bobby on my bed and settled next to him, dropping my bags on the floor and hugging him tightly.

“Did you miss me?” I asked.

“I always miss you when you’re not here, Bee.”

“I never try to be away for very long, Bobby,” I kissed his cheek.

“It’s never a bother,” Bobby’s blue eyes turned and looked into mine, “I’m used to being alone, and you need your time with your friends and family. Please don’t worry if I’m lonely.”

“I know,” I said, “I am so happy that I can talk to my friends about you. You don’t know how much that means to me. It makes us more real.”

I pressed him down and straddled his hips. I unbuttoned his shirt, using my lips to kiss each inch of his exposed chest. He took a deep breath, his hands lifting to comb through my hair. I nuzzled into his chest. My nose tickled from his dark brown chest hair. His scent was like the forest. I lowered and kissed down, feeling the ripples of his abs. He levered himself up, resting on his elbow, and looked down at me, his lips curled into a grin.

“I love just watching you,” he said.

I kissed his belly button and teased inside with my tongue. My hands unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. He liked to dress in jeans. He smelled like he was exploring the forests and wading through creeks. I imagined him as a lumberjack, or a gardener, enjoying nature. It was hard to reconcile with his history of being trapped in the shadows of my bed for so long.

I looked back at him, hooked my fingers in the waistband of his jeans, and pulled them down. He lifted his hips, and I pulled his pants past his firm ass. He pulled his knees towards him as I stripped him of his jeans. He sat up and finished removing his shirt.

“I think you will like what I’m about to do to you,” I purred.

“You’re overdressed,” He growled.

I giggled, then pulled off my sweatshirt and pressed the hem tight against my breasts. I pulled my sweatshirt and felt my breasts drop free with a soft bounce. I giggled again as I watched Bobby’s eyes follow my breasts. I hooked my thumbs in my leggings and pressed them down. I stretched until my fingers were at my toes, my legs straight and bent at the waist. I stepped out of my leggings and turned to let his eyes devour my bare flesh.

“Is that better?”

He only growled deep in his chest and nodded his head. I crawled back onto the bed and straddled his knees. One hand cupped his heavy balls while the other encircled his growing erection. I looked at his eyes as my lips kissed the tip of his phallus.

“Now, what do you like.”

“You.”

Awwww.

I stroked my fingers up, then peeled his foreskin back, my lips kissing the slit of his crown. I tasted the salty-sweet tang of his pre-come. I pressed my lips tightly around his tip, then lowered my head and drew him deep into my mouth. My tongue lapped along the underside of his shaft.

He growled, and I felt him shiver. I started to move my head up and down slowly.

I want to take all of him.

I pulled back and looked at him. He lifted his hand and brushed my hair from my eyes. I reached and pushed his hand into the top of my scalp, then lowered my mouth again. I felt the pressure of his hand increase as I closed my eyes and swallowed. I groaned as I felt his thick knob press into the back of my throat. I willed myself not to cough and tried to swallow again. I groaned, feeling his cock drive deeper.

My eyes lifted as my mouth was full of his manhood. His eyes held mine, his bright blue eyes like infinity. I closed my eyes and pressed back down. My lips opened, and I craned, needing more of his cock in my mouth, down my throat. My senses were overwhelmed by his scent, taste, touch, and heat. I shuddered in desire.

I felt his hand, and his fingers tightened in my hair. He pulled, and I lifted my mouth from his cock with a wet pop. His other arm reached for my arm and pulled me towards his enchanting eyes. He kissed me as my knees spread over his hips. My sex slid over his stiff cock. My arousal combined with my saliva as I ground myself onto his steely shaft.

“Tell me what you want,” I said, looking at him.

“I want to be inside of you.”

“Why aren’t you?”

“You’re teasing me.”

I lifted my hips, my hand dropping to grip his cock and press his head into my humid lips. I groaned as I felt him stretch my opening. I pushed back, and his hips lifted. I dropped down until he filled me.

“You are inside,” I grinned and kissed him, keeping still while I was stuffed with his cock, “now what?”

“Fuck me, Bee,” he growled.

I rose, sitting on him, and gyrated as I pressed up with my thighs. My hands pressed into his broad chest to steady myself as my hips lifted and dropped. Bobby’s hands raised and cupped my pert breasts, then squeezed until my flesh ballooned between his fingers.

“Fuck,” I purred, “You fill me, you fit me. You are made to fill me.”

He nodded his agreement and milked his fingers from the base of my breasts to my nipples, tugging them firmly. A delicious bite of pain shot through my nerves and exploded in my clit. His touch made my entire body an erogenous zone. It was like fire and ice, heat and electricity. I got lost in his eyes as I rose and fell. He lifted his hips, meeting my drop with a firm stroke that pushed me to the apex, then I ground down to feel him fill me again.

I slunk forward as his hand dropped from my breasts, down my sides, then gripped my ass. I pressed my breasts into his chest and kissed where his shoulder curved into his muscular neck. I moaned as I felt him take the initiative. I held on as he took over, his hips pounding into me. I tried to press back into his strokes, but he was too fast. His cock drove in hard short strokes and pushed me to the edge, and then I crashed over.

I shrieked, then bit his shoulder to muffle my scream. He growled, and his hands wrapped around the small of my back, holding my hips firmly as his cock continued to drive into me. My orgasms came in waves, each one more intense. I wrapped my arms around his neck and held on.

“Now, fuck me, baby, shoot your cum inside me,” I panted in his ear.

“Fuck Bee!” Bobby growled, then arched.

I tripped into bliss, overcome yet again by my monster. I kissed him breathlessly. His breath filled my lungs, and I wanted to hold my breath. I tried to keep all of him inside me.

I exhaled, then kissed him. Our bodies slowed and then stilled. I slumped against him. My bare breasts compressed against his firm chest. His hands were running along my naked back from my ass to my shoulders.

I closed my eyes and inhaled his scent. The aroma of our coupling filled my senses. I rested in bliss, not wanting to move. Neither of us stirred, and I felt tired and complete. Comfortable with my monster under me.
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Ilost track of time, resting after our afternoon tryst. My eyes opened, and I raised my eyes to look into the bright blue eyes of my monster.

“Do you ever sleep?” I asked quietly.

My fingers ran along his chest. My cheek rested on his pectoral muscle, slowly rising and falling as he breathed. I listened to his heart. It quickened when he smiled into my eyes.

“I don’t sleep.” Bobby said, “At least I never have before. I need to learn to do that too.”

He squirmed slightly.

“What’s the matter? Am I too heavy?”

While I rested, I felt his cock had slid free, and now it was poking my bottom lightly.

“I think I need to pee.” He chuckled.

“Oh,” I slid off him and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Do you know what to do?” I asked.

“I think so. I’ve never done it before.” Bobby shrugged, “You want to come to make sure I do it right.”

“I can if you’d like.” I shrugged back.

“Let me see if I can figure it out.”

He rose and left the room, naked. I heard him cross the hall. For a moment, I worried about him being caught. I remembered my mother promised to text more, as she rarely came upstairs since it was only my room and the bathroom. Even if she looked up the stairs, the doors were down the hall and not visible.

I got dressed while I waited. I pulled my panties and leggings back on. I found a bra and a tee shirt. Then pulled over a different sweatshirt. When Bobby returned, he smiled and found his jeans, plaid button-down, and dressed.

“Everything okay?” I asked, “How did it go? That took a long time.”

“I’m not a very good aim,” He shrugged with a cute smile, “I had to clean up a puddle or two. I promise I’ll get better.”

“I need to get you more clothes,” I smiled.

I stepped up and hugged him, my arms wrapping around his waist and my hands lifted to his shoulders. He pulled me into his arms and held me close.

“I don’t need much if I never leave,” Bobby said, “It was easier a shadow, though.”

Was that what he wanted?

Have I made him into something he doesn’t like?

“I’m sorry.’ I said quietly, not trusting my words.

“Nothing to apologize for, Bee.” He said, “I never expected not to be a shadow. It’s getting harder to slip under your bed.”

“Really?” I asked, looking up at him.

I felt him—shift or try to. Nothing happened. His flesh darkened for a moment then returned to the ruddy look he’d taken on from my dreams of him.

“You can’t disappear?”

“Apparently not.”

“I don’t want you to.”

“Then I won’t.”

I realized as I looked at him that I hadn’t shared the snacks. While I grabbed them, Bobby quickly straightened the bedsheets and tried to tidy up my room some. I sat on the edge of the bed and started taking out the boxes and the food.

“You need to eat, I guess.”

“Yeah, I’m learning what hunger means.”

He looked at a red apple I was holding, and I passed it to him. He sat beside me and looked at it, then took a sizable crunchy bite, and his eyes rolled back like they did when he first tasted a sandwich.

“I think I’m going to enjoy eating.” Bobby smiled.

*knock knock*

Before the sound registered in my ear, my door opened, and my Dad’s smiling face appeared.

Then his expression froze.

Then his face turned red.

I stood up and outstretched my hand, stepping between my father and my monster.

“Dad, wait, let me...”

“Who the hell are you?” My father was yelling.

He’s never yelled at me before.

“What the hell are you doing in my house, my daughter’s room!?”

I’d never experienced my father’s rage. It frightened me. His eyes snapped to mine.

“How long has this been going on?! Bee, tell me you don’t have a boy in your room.”

Okay, I’m not sixteen.

“Dad, please calm down. I’m not a child. I’m nineteen years old. I want to intro...”

He didn’t let me finish as his eyes fixed on mine. I’d never seen him this upset.

“My house, Bee. Mine, not yours. When you are living alone, you can invite over whoever you want. In my house, I expect to be introduced to guests.”

“I’m Bobby, sir.”

“I’m not fucking talking to you!”

My father never swears—I’ve never heard him say fuck.

Not even when he hits his thumb with a hammer.

“Dad, please.”

“You need to get out of my house,”

He was looking directly at Bobby. I looked at Bobby, and his face reddened. I stood between them, both my arms outstretched. It was like I wasn’t there. They both fumed at each other. Something my father said offended Bobby. Bobby’s presence had made my father crazy.

“What is happening?!” I cried, “Please, Dad, Bobby, calm down!”

“I mean it. You’re not welcome here!”

“Dad!!!”

I looked at Bobby, and his face darkened, then he stared at my father.

“Fine,” he growled, “Thank you.”

Bobby walked past me and twisted to walk past my father and then out my door. He turned to go down the stairs.

He can’t go downstairs. He can’t leave.

I pushed my father aside and rushed after Bobby. He was halfway down the stairs when I saw the back of his head. I heard my mother shriek as I started down the steps. He was past her and at the door when I hit the landing. The door slammed as I rushed past my mother.

I was out the door in a flash. Bobby was walking through our grass. It was cold. A drizzle had started, and the grass was bright with dew. It felt like it was going to snow. I rushed to him and then around him. My hands pressed to his chest.

“Bobby, stop. You don’t even know where you’re going.”

“I can’t stay here, Bee,” he said like he was telling me the grass was green.

“Just wait,” I said, “Wait here. I need to get my shoes and a coat.”

He doesn’t have shoes.

He doesn’t have a coat.

“I’ll grab my keys and my phone. I’ll be right back. Just stay here.”

“I can’t,” Bobby said.

He walked past me off the grass onto the hard blacktop of the street, then turned back to me.

“I’ll wait here.”

I nodded and shook my head. I was a bit frustrated with the monster-under-the-bed logic. I stormed back into the house. I was angry now. My mother was literally clutching her pearls, cowering against the refrigerator.

“Bee, what’s going on?? Who was that man.”

“Bobby,” I said and hurried up the stairs to my room.

My father was there, sitting on my bed. He looked lost—angry and upset. He looked up at me and ran his fingers through his hair.

“Bee, we need to...”

“No, Dad, I can’t talk to you right now.”

Who am I?? I could always talk to my father.

I turned and pressed my feet into my sneakers, pulled my jacket off the hook, and grabbed my phone and keys.

“I need to be with Bobby,” I said, “You don’t understand, you invaded my privacy, and you didn’t even wait to ask.”

I paused and realized that I didn’t want to hear his answer. I turned and left him on the bed, a red apple with a bite taken out of it starkly resting on my floor.

I rushed outside, afraid I’d been away from Bobby too long. He was still right where he promised he would be. I grabbed his hand and clicked my key fob to unlock my car. I opened the passenger side and pushed him into the passenger seat.

He didn’t fit.

“Fuck!”

I pulled him back, reached under the seat and pulled the lever, and slid the seat back as far as it would go. By then, Bobby knew what to do and slid into the seat. I hurried to my side, slid into the driver's seat, and started the car.

It was starting to snow. My father was walking toward me. He looked white as a sheet, worried now, not angry.

I was angry, and I couldn’t talk to him. My mother hurried out behind him, stopping as my father stood like a statue, watching me back away.

I pushed my hair out of my eyes and shifted into drive. Focused on the road ahead, I drove away from my parents' home—my home.

I reached and grabbed Bobby’s hand. I needed the comfort of my monster.

What am I going to do?


PART II
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Ipulled into the parking lot at the coffee shop. I was on autopilot. I needed to get away, distance myself from my father, and figure out what had just happened.

“What just happened?” I asked Bobby as I reached for my phone.

“I’m not welcome in your father’s house.”

“You live in my room.”

“Which is in your father’s house.”

“I want you in my room.”

“I can’t go where I’m unwelcome.”

I shook my head. This wasn’t helping.

I typed out a text to Tori.

Bee:


T - I need you, I need help.




I held the phone in my hands, waiting to feel the vibration of a new message. I couldn’t stand to watch the repeating dots. Tori would be there. She was always there.

Please be there, Tori.

My phone buzzed, and I looked at her text.

Tori:


What happened?




Can I come over?




Of course. What happened?




I’m bringing Bobby.




He’s out of your house? Bee!




I will be there in five.




I dropped my phone into my pocket and reversed. I turned the wheel and drove out of the parking lot. Bobby was looking around but quiet. His face had returned to normal. He wasn’t angry anymore.

I drove through town into the upscale neighborhood of Tori’s house. We lived different lives, but she was never one to flaunt her family’s wealth. She was just a typical teenager like me. I think she sometimes wanted to live in a small house like mine.

“Where are you taking me?”

“To Tori’s, you remember her?”

Bobby smiled. “Yes, I liked her. Because she cares so much about you.”

“She does,” I said.

I didn’t know how to talk right now. A million questions had risen to the surface. Bobby had only the shirt and the pair of jeans he was wearing. He had no underwear, socks, shoes, or coat. It was snowing.

It was freezing, and he had no shoes.

He had no money. He had no job. He wasn’t working. He couldn’t support himself, let alone help me.

What the hell was I thinking? I made him real, but he’s not real.

Tori was right.

I pulled into Tori’s driveway, and she was standing outside waiting. It was snowing lightly, and she had a coat and rain boots. I waved at her, and she smiled as she waved back. I turned off the car and leaned over to open Bobby’s door. He got out as I got out and rushed to hug Tori.

“Bee, what happened.”

“My father surprised us and then told Bobby he wasn’t welcome in his home.”

Tori looked at Bobby. Bobby was standing in his bare feet on the cold cement of the driveway. He stood still but looked cold.

“Bobby, where are your shoes?” Tori asked.

Bobby shrugged and shivered.

“Come on, inside,” Tori said, then continued as Bobby stood quietly, “Bobby, you’re welcome here. Come inside.”

“Okay,” Bobby said and followed us inside.

Tori’s house was warm, and she ushered us into the cozy room where Tori’s brother watched the game the night of the sleepover. There was a fire in the fireplace. The cozy nook felt smaller than it was, and I sat in the middle of the couch. Tori sat on one side of me, and Bobby lowered down on my other.

“Start at the beginning,” Tori said.

“We were just talking. I gave Bobby an apple to eat. Then suddenly my father knocked and just opened the door. He saw Bobby and went crazy mad. I’ve never seen my father angry, and he was furious.”

“He was probably scared,” Tori said, “Then worried for you. Bobby is a handsome man. He appears older than you. Your father had no idea he’d be in your room.”

“I know, I get that.” I sighed, “But when my Dad said, ‘you’re not welcome in my house.’ Bobby left with hardly another word.”

“I said, ‘thank you,’” Bobby said.

“Yeah, you did,” I said, then looked at him, “Why did you say that?”

“It was polite, and it allowed me to leave. I couldn’t leave before. Now I can, and I can start to live.”

Tori looked at me and then back to Bobby.

“Is that what you want?” Tori asked.

“Yes, I want to live. I want to be with Bee.”

Aww.

“Can we stay here,” I asked, “Until I find a way to explain to my folks?”

“I’m leaving in the morning, Bee,” Tori said, “To the Bahamas, remember.”

“Right.”

Fuck

“Let me call my mother, see if you can house sit while we’re gone. I won’t tell her about Bobby.”

“Won’t tell her about me; what?” Tori’s brother leaned over the couch, “Hi Bee, who’s this?”

I startled, then laughed nervously.

“Bobby, meet, uh...Bobby.”

My Bobby stood up and turned to look at the other Bobby.

“Nice to meet you. You’re Tori’s brother,” Bobby said like it was a fact, not a question.

“That’s me, and who are you?”

“He’s my boyfriend,” I interjected, “He just came into town.”

Tori’s brother Bobby looked at me, his eyes widening, then looked back at Bobby.

“I see, um, nice to meet you, Bobby.”

“I’m going to go call my mom,” Tori said and retreated to the hallway.

“Where did you meet?”

“Uh...”

“I lived under her bed,” my monster said.

I need a better story than that.

“Yeah, he did,” I said.

Rip off the bandaid.

“He doesn’t anymore, though. My father kicked him out.”

Bobby’s expression of confusion made me laugh. He sat down beside me and rested his hand on my knee.

“I’m going to need a bit more than that, Bee.”

I smiled, then leaned back against my Bobby. His arm wrapped around my waist, almost protectively. I trusted Tori’s brother. He saw me more like a sister than his sister’s weird friend. So I told him everything. Bobby listened. He asked questions. He looked over my shoulder and evaluated my monster. He wasn’t judgmental, more accepting.

“Are you happy, Bee?” he asked when my story finished.

“Aside from not having a place to sleep tonight, yes. Very happy.”

“Good,” Bobby smiled, “You look happy.”

“You need to keep her that way, man,” he said to my monster.

“Of course,” my monster replied, “That is why I breathe.”

“Whoa, man, this ain’t football.” Bobby laughed.

I looked at Bobby, then at my monster, then back at Tori’s brother. They had many of the same characteristics and were about the same size.

“Bobby, this is going to sound weird,” I started, “But my Bobby doesn’t have any clothes. Nor shoes, nor a winter coat.”

“Ah, yes,” Bobby grinned, “Not much room for suitcases under a bed is there. Come on. I was cleaning out my closet before Christmas gifts filled it up again. My mom likes to buy me clothes. I can give you some hand-me-downs if you’d like.”

“You’re going to give me clothes?” My monster said, he sounded incredulous and a bit offended.

“You need more clothes, Bobby,” I said, “It’s cold, and you only have what you’re wearing.”

Bobby looked at me, his eyes shifting like he was doing unique physics in his head. Then he nodded and smiled.

“You’re right, Bee.”

He stood up, and the two Bobby people walked upstairs to Tori’s brother’s room. Tori came back in and sat beside me.

“Mom said you could stay as long as you like. I didn’t tell her you had company, though.” Tori said with a soft smile.

I let out a breath. I hadn’t realized I wasn’t breathing. I smiled and hugged Tori around the neck.

“Thank you,” I said, “We just need to figure things out. I…”

I never thought about my monster being outside of my bedroom.

“I didn’t realize bringing a monster to life had so many things to it.”

“I’m going to call you Bee Frankenstein now.” Tori laughed.

I smiled, but I don’t think it reached my eyes because Tori’s smile softened, and she leaned to hug me. I didn’t realize I was crying until she started rubbing my back.

“Shhhh, Bee,” she said, “It’s okay, let it out. Just breathe.”

I wept, and I didn’t know why. Two hours ago, I was on cloud ten because nine wasn’t nearly perfect enough. Now I was kicked out of my home. My parents were angry and disappointed in me. My monster was becoming more real. Life was getting complicated and scary.

Tori straightened and looked at me.

“Remember what I said in the car,” Tori said, “He’s becoming real, and real is messy and strange. Bobby isn’t going to be a fairytale anymore. He is going to have to learn what it means to live. He is going to have to learn what it means to love. You have to learn all of that too.”

I wiped my fingers along the bottom of my eyes and blinked rapidly.

“You’re going to have fights. Bobby is going to make you angry and frustrated,” Tori continued, “You’re going to upset him. You need to keep talking, and not just those three special words. You have to love him with your heart and with your actions.”

“What if he starts to live and then... decides that I’m not enough for him?”

“You don’t know if that will ever happen, and it might be exactly what happens,” Tori said, “You can’t fear tomorrow, Bee. You have to live today. Today is pretty rough, no doubt. But you’re still swimming. You got this.”

“Where did he go, anyway?” Tori asked, looking around.

“Your brother is giving him some clothes and shoes.” I said, “It was so strange. He was like offended by your brother giving him clothes.”

“Monsters,” Tori shrugged, “Who knows what they're thinking!?”

We laughed and then put our heads together. I needed to get some food for us. I had a bit of money, but not a lot. I had money in the bank, but it was for school. I hadn’t budgeted for this or a real boyfriend. I might need to get a job or ask my parents for money.

I don’t think I can do that. I broke their hearts.

They’ll never understand. I can’t make them understand.

“You need to talk to your parents, Bee.” Tori said, “Soon.”

“I’ll call my Dad.” I said, crossing my heart, “He will listen. I don’t think my mother understands what happened.”

“Text him, tell him your safe.” Tori said, “Then promise to talk in the morning.”

“Okay.”

“I’m going to order some pizza,” Tori said, “I’ll be right back.”

I pulled out my phone and stared at it. The last thing I wanted to do was open a line of communication with my parents. There had been zero phone calls. No voice mails were waiting—no text alerts. Hell, even the group text with my friends had zero notifications.

I sighed and leaned my head back against the cushion of the sofa. Maybe I was delusional. The thrill of illicit unlimited secret sex with a powerful, handsome man was a dream, a fantasy. I thought it was real or that it could be real.

How could it be real if he couldn’t leave your room

He is not in my room anymore. He can’t even be in my house.

So it can be real. That’s fucking terrifying.

I did care about Bobby, my monster Bobby, that is. I basically breathed life into him. He was my creation. I didn’t even realize what I was doing. I just wanted more of the fantasy, more of my dreams. Now that I remembered the months of sex dreams, featuring the monster who was now living and breathing, upstairs trying on my best friend’s brother’s clothes.

I did have a crush on the real Bobby. My monster kinda looked like real Bobby.

Your Bobby is real now too. Fuck.

I was confused, sad, tired, happy, and thrilled. I felt like the whiplash of emotions was going to tear me apart. I couldn’t even put into words what I wanted.

Did I love my monster? Is it just lust or a silly teenage girl crush?

You’re almost twenty, Bee—It’s time to grow up.

I lowered my head and pressed on my messaging app. I typed out a quick text to my father.

Bee:


Dad. I’m safe. I’m staying at Tori’s house. I need to get my mind straight before I talk to you.




I read it twice. Then a third time. I pressed send and turned off the screen. I closed my eyes and slumped back against the cushions. I just wanted to breathe. I felt like I had run a race. I slowed my breathing, exhaling longer than I inhaled. The short meditation did calm me. It felt like my pulse slowed a bit.

My phone buzzed. I didn’t want to look at it. I took another three long, slow breaths, then counted to five.

Hagrid:


Okay, Bee, thank you for letting us know. Your mother is worried and frightened. We love you no matter what. I’m sorry I didn’t listen.




I smiled. I grinned at the nickname I had on my phone for my Dad. Hagrid was the big huge giant in Harry Potter with a heart of gold and protected all the young wizards as best he could. That was my Dad in spades.

Tell Mom I love her. I’m sorry too.




I turned off the screen again, then flipped it back on. I reread my Dad’s text, then one more time. It was comforting. He wasn’t angry any longer, but I could feel his disappointment in me. I was even disappointed in myself. I should have come to them sooner. I should have explained the crazy—unexplainable.

Fuck! I still don’t know how to tell them.

Quite the potty mouth you’re sporting, Bee.

I thought about my parents, and my stomach felt like lead. I didn’t feel like eating, not after this afternoon. I had to have my parents in my life, and Bobby didn’t fight for me. He just basically shrugged and walked away.

Would he do that to me? If we fought, would he shrug and retreat?

I needed someone that would fight for me, for us. Did Bobby even know how to do that? He’d spent his eternity hiding in shadows. He only came out to fulfill some selfish desire.

Was I his selfish desire? Was Bobby mine?

Did I really think I could love a monster?

The doorbell rang, and I stood up and slid my phone into my pocket. I met Tori at the door and helped bring in the pizza and sodas. Together we set things out on the kitchen counter and waited for the guys to return from sharing clothes.

Isn’t that a girl thing?


CHAPTER 12
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Bee’s Monster

Idon’t understand clothes. Admittedly I’ve only been wearing them in the real world for little more than a day. Before Bee brought me to life, I only dressed in shadows.

I also don’t understand words all that well. Communication for me when I was a dark shadow was the communication of thoughts, images, and impressions. Words limit me, and I don’t know a lot of them. I feel like my—vocabulary is growing, by some magic, when Bee made me real.

It isn’t growing fast enough. I never asked to be real.

I just wanted her to come back and remember me.

I loved meeting her in her dreams when she grew up and became an adult. That was enough for me, or I thought it would be enough. I thought she liked having me in her dreams.

Then Bee went away and left her room. No one was there, and don’t ask me for how long because there was no sunrise in the shadows. It’s only darkness. Darkness comforts me.

Why is he throwing clothes at me?

Bobby smiled at me in a friendly fashion.

Right, I need more clothes.

I tried to smile back.

I hoped baring your teeth wasn’t a sign of aggression.

This Bobby seemed to be upset. Was he upset with me?

“Are you going to try anything on?” Bobby asked me, “Or sit there looking broody?

“I’m kinda new to this being a real thing,” I shrugged, “Clothes have a bad connotation to monsters like me.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “A long time ago when a human threw clothes at someone like me, they were granting us freedom. They didn't want us around anymore. Clothing released me from the geographical limitations of my kind.”

“But you’re free now, right?”

“I’m—without a home. I’m not welcome anymore.” I said, “I am not free. I’m still bound to Bee. She hasn’t given me any clothes. I don’t want her to grant me my freedom. But since you aren’t Bee.”

Loophole! Why am I talking so much?

Bobby gave me a strange look. I realized the clothes Bobby offered me would not interrupt my bond with Bee. I started to try some of the clothes. Shoes were a bizarre concept. I’d never worn shoes or seen Bee wear them, but she was human. I wasn’t, but now I was. I guess I needed to look the part.

Bobby was helpful, but I didn’t always understand what he was asking. Our conversation was mostly one-sided. A stack of jeans and shirts, a couple of coats, and a few pairs of shoes were soon piled up beside me.

“So you and Bee?” Bobby asked, “How is that going to work?”

“Work?” I shrugged, “I stay with her, whatever it takes.”

“Are you going to take care of her? Provide for her?” Bobby asked, and his face changed. He looked displeased, “Do you have any skills? Can you get a job? Do you have any money? Can you drive a car?”

“I don’t know much about any of that,” I said.

My mind was a whirl of confusion. I had been real for such a short time. I had no idea it was so complicated. What was money? I knew what a car was, but I didn’t need one. Bee had hers.

“What is a job? A skill?” I asked.

“What can you do besides sit in the dark?” Bobby’s voice sounded weird, irritated, “I mean, that’s a bit strange, hiding in the dark in a girl’s room. Did she even know? Did you take advantage of her by invading her dreams?”

He was getting worked up, and his face now looked angry. I was not too fond of this. I didn’t know all of the answers to his questions.

“You’re making me a bit uncomfortable.”

Bobby stepped close to me and looked in my eye. I stared back because I had no idea what to do.

“Maybe you should feel uncomfortable,” Bobby said, “I’ve known Bee for years. She is my sister’s best friend. She’s been over to my house countless times. She is tender and unique. She loves her friends and her family. Now, she’s known you—what a day! She’s left her family and has brought you here. Why? She wouldn’t walk away from her father.”

“I didn’t ask her to,” I said, looking directly back at him, “Her father asked me to leave, and I did. I didn’t get in a fight with him.”

“You were in her room!” Bobby’s voice was booming, “You were a stranger in his little girl’s room!”

“Bee isn’t a little girl anymore,” I said.

“To her father, she damn well is.” Bobby stared at me, then turned and walked away.

“I promised Bee I’d help you find clothes. There they are. I’m done.’

He walked out of his room.

I didn’t understand. I needed to talk to Bee. I needed to understand. I felt like a child, or worse. I picked up the pile of clothes. Bee wanted me to have these; I should take them for her.

I left Bobby’s room, not feeling better than when I entered. I felt worse.

Things were simpler as a brùnaidh. I just wasn’t any good at being real. Not good enough for Bee, that was becoming obvious.

I felt my stomach growl, and I followed the sense of smell to find Bee and Tori smiling. Bee smiled at the other Bobby as she ate a slice of whatever smelled so good.

“What is that called?” I asked, putting my pile of clothes on a side table.

“Pizza!” Bee smiled at me.

I forgot what I was worried about whenever she smiled at me.

“Here, have a slice,” she handed me a slice on a paper plate.

“It’s hot, be careful,” she blew at me over the top of the steamy slice. It just made my mouth water more.

I took a careful bite. It was heaven.

“I love that look you get when you taste something for the first time,” Bee giggled, “I don’t even eat pizza that much, but you make it seem like the best thing you’ve ever tasted.”

“It’s so good!”

Tori and Bobby laughed too, and smiles returned. I enjoyed the pizza and smiled with them. My mind kept tripping at the fact that I was a stranger here. I couldn’t possibly be good enough for Bee.


CHAPTER 13
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Bee

After enjoying pizza with Tori and her brother Bobby, I felt better about things. I was still a bit subdued, but I felt better with Bobby near again. I was kind of afraid that he’d just up and vanish. He wasn’t tied to my room or my home anymore. Tori welcoming him inside her house didn’t seem to imply permanent residence standing.

Tori’s brother was acting very strange. Something happened while they were upstairs. My Bobby seemed on edge too, but this had to be a peculiar experience. Tori’s brother kept watching me, then looking at my Bobby. It made me feel uncomfortable, making the whole thing worse.

“Okay, Bobby,” I said, looking at Tori’s brother, “What is the matter?”

“It’s nothing,” he said.

“You don’t lie very well.”

“Yeah, Bobby,” Tori said, “Something is off. It’s better to get it off your chest. Otherwise, you won’t sleep. We have an early flight in the morning.”

“I just think it’s weird, is all.”

“What’s weird,” I asked.

“Your Bobby, no offense, Bee.,” he stated, “I don’t know the whole story. But it’s not like you. You don’t get in fights with your folks. How did Bobby get in your room anyway? How did he get stuck there? Seems just—weird.”

My Bobby looked uncomfortable, but he looked at Bobby and shrugged.

“I don’t like that Bee and her parents fought because of me,” my monster stated calmly, “I am supposed to look out for Bee, protect her, care for her. That’s why I was in her room. That is how we knew each other.” My monster stopped talking and looked at me. “You belong with your parents, Bee. I can still look after you from afar.”

“But that’s not what I want,” I said, shaking my head, “Not at all.”

“What do you want?” Tori asked, “It seems everyone wants what’s best for you, but what do you want?

I was quiet for a long moment. “I wish my father never opened my door.” I sighed, “I know that’s like a cop-out, but I’m still trying to figure out what any of this means. I ...”

I looked at Tori’s brother.

“You need to understand, Bobby. I don’t remember when my Bobby wasn’t part of my life. He was a friend when I was a kid. Bobby was my confidant when I grew older. It’s not clear why he became part of my dreams, but I welcomed the dreams. When I went to college and left home, I forgot my dreams. Maybe I never remembered them. But I remember them now. I wasn’t forced. What we did in my dreams was consensual. I don’t know how else to explain it.”

I looked at my Bobby and then at Tori.

“I think, for tonight, we need to take a deep breath. I need some rest. I want to talk to Tori, and I want you to find someplace you’re comfortable here.” I told my monster.

“So you’re...”

“Hey, Bobby.” Tori’s brother said, “I’m sorry about earlier. I apologize to you too, Bee. I got a bit protective. Just because you’re almost like my other little sister.”

He put out his hand, “Let’s start over. I’m Bobby.”

“Um, I’m Bobby,” Bobby said and took the offered hand.

“Let’s give the girls some space for a bit,” Tori’s brother said, “Have you ever played video games.”

“No, but I think I should learn.” Bobby managed a genuine smile.

“C’mon, I have a sweet rig in the media room,” then looked at his sister, “I’m all packed and ready for the morning, Tori,” he said, “do you need any help.”

“No, I’m good. Bee and I will be in my room,” Tori smiled, “We’ll come down later.”

Tori took my hand, and it comforted me. She and I often held hands going up to her room. We always had an intuitive connection. She often protected me from Shelley and Carla’s pointed barbs and jests. But she looked to me for advice and comfort too. She had several boyfriends and breakups, and I was always the first to show up with a quart of ice cream and two spoons.

This wasn’t a breakup, though, right?

It’s not a breakup. I am just figuring stuff out.

We got to her room, and she started undressing. I realized I had no other clothes than what I was wearing. My monster had more clothes now than I did.

“You can borrow some pajamas or one of my sleeping tees, if you want,” Tori started, “I think this calls for comfy clothes, lots of pillows, and maybe some tissues.”

I smiled softly and also undressed. I stripped to my bra and panties, then searched for an oversized baggy tee shirt. I pulled one over my head, and it came down to mid-thigh. I reached under and removed my bra, pulling it out of the armholes.

“That was one of Bobby’s tee shirts,” Tori said, “He got it at some athletic camp he went to. Can you believe that it was too small for him?”

“Really,” I giggled, “It’s so soft, though!”

“I know! That’s why I repatriated it.”

She wore an oversized maroon tee shirt, while mine was a faded yellow. We both climbed up on her bed, and I gathered an arm full of soft pillows and a few stuffed animals. She made a similar nest, and soon we were leaning against her headboard side by side.

This was precisely what I needed.

“I’m here for you, Bee,” Tori said, “I don’t know what you’re going through, but I’ve had my share of boy troubles. But we don’t have to talk about anything. I want you to know I care.”

“I texted my Dad,” I started, “He texted back and apologized. I think we’ll be alright. I hope so.”

“Your parents love you so much,” Tori nodded, “They are on your side. They only want what’s best for you.”

I nodded and stayed quiet. I focused on my fingers, twisting them together as I rolled my hands quietly.

“I don’t know if I know what’s best for me anymore?” I sighed, “I just don’t know.”

“This morning, you were sure it was Bobby,” Tori said, reaching and taking one of my hands.

I looked at her fingers and gripped her hand.

“This morning, I was a freak,” I sighed and looked up at the ceiling, then met her eyes.

“I ... he...” I stammered, not knowing where to start.

“Sex can feel overwhelming,” Tori said, “It creates such a ... I dunno ... a bond. Like...”

She looked up past my head and then back at me.

“You remember Sam?” she asked.

“Yeah, you two were cute together,”

“I loved him or thought I did.” Tori said, “I always wanted my first time to be special, with someone I loved. I thought it would be Sam. I thought we were in love. I thought we’d get married. I thought we’d never be apart.”

“You had sex with him?” I said, “You never told me that.”

She blinked her eyes rapidly, then looked at the ceiling. She pulled her hand back and used her fingers to collect the tears from her eyes. Then she looked back at me and grabbed my hand again.

“He was my first time,” Tori confessed, “Then he ghosted me. I was nothing to him. I was heartbroken.”

“Tori!” I gasped, “How did I not know this?!”

“I was so ashamed. I felt like I had betrayed all of my principles. I loved Sam. His touch was ... but he didn’t love me. I was crushed and embarrassed. I felt guilty. I thought it was my fault he just stopped—everything. I didn’t tell anyone. You’re the first to know.”

“What a jerk, you must hate him now.” I reasoned.

She shook her head and shrugged.

“I’m apathetic, but I could never hate him. For that moment, that time—it felt special and right and good. He’s a jerk, and I’m rather glad he’s not a factor anymore. But I’ll always remember him. I gave him part of me, and I have part of him. That’s the bond that sex creates.”

I knew Tori had other boyfriends. I knew she was intimate with her current boyfriend, Ray, back in college.

“Every time?” I asked, “Each person?”

Tori laughed, and her eyes sparkled.

“You make me sound like a slut, Bee!” she giggled, “But yeah, every time. I’ve had sex with three people. The next two didn’t treat me like Sam, but the bond felt the same. Tom and I broke up. We both had different priorities, so ending it before college was the right decision. Ray, my boyfriend back at school, we text and call all the time. Or we did until we went on holiday break. I don't know, Bee. He might be the one. We have more to figure out.”

“From what you told me about Ray, he sounds like a special guy.” I smiled.

I took a deep breath and combed a disobedient lock of hair behind my ear.

“So, you’re saying that Bobby, my Bobby—gosh, I need to give him a different name.”

We both giggled.

“He is your Bobby, so I get it now. Bobby is his name. I can see you have a special bond. I know it’s just not sex. I’m just saying sex makes it hard to figure out—everything.”

“Yeah,” I nodded, “I got caught up in how it felt. I feel like I’ve known him forever. I realize I hardly know him at all. I want to know him more, especially now that he’s real. I don’t even know how that happened.”

Tori smiled, “I do. It was your love, Bee, your light.”

“I don’t even know what love is,”

Tori thought for a moment, then looked back at me.

“Think about your parents...”

“Ew!”

She laughed, “No, not about them having sex. Just think about how they are. They are so in love, even after twenty years of marriage. I’ve seen them look at each other. They would both sacrifice so much to make each other happy. Your parents are special, Bee. They have the whole thing figured out. For them, it’s not about money, job, or status. For them, it is about each other.”

I silently nodded and knew she was right. My father worked, but work wasn’t his life. He worked so he could provide. He worked so he could come home to his family. I took advantage of that love, and I hurt him deeply.

“I am so messed up right now.” I said, “I hurt my father. I hurt my mother. They didn’t deserve this. I, somehow, took a figment of my imagination, a part of my dreams, and made him into a real boy. I mean, I don’t even know how that happened. I can’t push him back into my imagination. He’s downstairs playing video games with your brother.”

“I hear you, Bee,” Tori smiled, “But life is kinda like that, right? Making your dreams into reality?”

“I’m not sure that is supposed to mean taking your hot erotic dream man and bringing him to life.”

“Why couldn’t it?” Tori asked, “Making your dreams real is hard work. Like, my dream is to be a yoga instructor, to impact people’s lives for good. I have to work at that every day. It’s not like I dreamed it, and—snap—Everyone is tuning into my YouTube channel. Making dreams real involves things we didn’t know about when they were only a dream.”

She wasn’t wrong. There was something to what she was saying. My head was tired and emotional, and I just wanted to let go of my worry. I wanted Bobby to wrap me in his arms, just for a while, and help me forget the world.

I leaned into Tori and hugged her close. She pressed against me, and I snuggled.

“Thank you, Tori,” I said, “You are such a good friend. I’m glad you’re here to help me. I have no idea what I’m doing. But I’m going to work at it and take the next step. I’m scared.”

‘That’s why we’re friends, Bee,” Tori said and kissed the top of my head, “I’m going to walk with you through our whole lives. We’ll take scary steps together, okay?”

I nodded and closed my eyes. I took deep breaths, forcing myself to relax. I willed the cycling thoughts that made me so anxious to fade away. Slowly I faded, too, into my dreams.
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Bee’s Dream

Isaw him standing at the edge of a meadow, looking towards a range of mountains. They were distant, massive, snow-capped peaks atop tortuous cliffs. The field we were standing in was on a downward slope. Between us and the mountains was a valley. Winding through the valley was a wide river, blocking the mountain path. On the other side, the gentle slopes grew higher, and the landscape became hilly before the mountains’ slopes rose to frightening heights.

It was a dazzling view. The air was clear, and the sky blue. There were clouds in the distance, but they were not threatening. I walked behind my monster and pressed myself into his back. I wrapped my arms around him and lifted onto my toes to rest my chin on his shoulder.

“What do you see?” I asked.

“Our future,” he said.

I turned and kissed the base of his neck, where it met his strong shoulder. I felt him sigh pleasantly, his chest expanding as he breathed. I lifted my hand to the center of his chest, feeling his heartbeat. I rose on my toes, pressed my mouth under his ear, and kissed him tenderly.

“It looks wonderful and scary at the same time,” I said softly.

“It does,” he said.

“I’m sorry if you didn’t want to become real,” I bit my lip, “I didn’t ask your permission.”

“I’m not.” he said, “I’m not sorry, I’m real. I’m sorry, I’m not enough.”

“What do you mean?” I asked and shifted around to look up at his eyes, “You’re everything.”

“I’m real now,” he said, “But I don’t know how your world works. I don’t know the next step. I want to make ...”

His eyes lifted to the incredible horizon, the twists and turns of grasses and trees, rivers and streams, and hills and mountains.

“I want to make all of this easy for you.” he finished.

“Why would I want it to be easy?” I said, “I want to experience life with you, and life isn’t easy.”

“When I see pain or hurt in your eyes, Bee,” he said tenderly, “My heart stops beating. It hurts so much to see you in pain.”

“Baby,” I said, “You can’t keep the pain out of my life. Just walk with me and hold my hand. I know things will be alright if I have you beside me.”

He stopped talking, and I leaned up and kissed the base of his neck. I lifted my hands behind his head and pulled his face down. I kissed him softly, and he kissed me back tenderly. I felt his hands wrap around my lower back as he pulled me into his embrace. I parted from the kiss and smiled into his eyes.

“I like this,” I said, “You holding me makes me feel safe and secure.”

“I’m frightened, Bee.”

“Me too.”
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My eyes blinked open. Tori was asleep beside me.

My monster is frightened.

I carefully slid back and off the bed. I paused, making sure Tori was still asleep. I exhaled softly, quietly left Tori’s room, and walked softly down the hall and downstairs.

Her house was dark and quiet, except for the Christmas lights on the front entranceway tree. I walked past the large sofa. It was empty. I walked past the empty kitchen; someone had put away all the pizza boxes, plates, and glasses. I walked down the hall and opened the door to the media room. It was dark.

I pushed the door open, and the lights from the tree spilled into the doom. I stepped into the shadow so more light could come in. My eyes adjusted, and I quietly listened. Just the hum of electronics, no one was here. The seats were all empty.

Where was my monster?

I knew Tori’s house. Bobby and Tori’s rooms were on opposite wings of the upstairs. There were two empty guest rooms on each side.

I quietly walked back up the stairs and turned towards Bobby’s room. I walked past it and then pushed the door to the guest room open as quietly as possible.

My monster was there. Bobby was on his side. I could hear his even breathing. He didn’t stir.

Did I leave him alone in my dream?

I paced to the side of the bed and crawled up beside him. He stirred and woke, his eyes blinking.

“I’m frightened, Bee.”

“Me too.”

I pressed up against him, my cheek against his heart. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into the heat of his warm body. I closed my eyes, my hands on his chest.

“I like this,” I whispered, “You holding me makes me feel safe and secure.”

He nodded, and then we both relaxed. I faded back into our dreams.
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Iwoke up. Someone was shaking me. My eyes blinked, and I smiled as I watched Bobby’s chest rise and fall in front of my eyes.

“Bee!” Tori whispered, “I need to go. Our Uber is here.”

I turned and slid out from Bobby’s arms. He stirred but didn’t awaken. Tori hugged me tightly.

“You looked so peaceful,” Tori said, “I didn’t want to wake you. I need to show you something downstairs before I go.”

I nodded, and I followed her downstairs.

“Here is a house key, and I wrote down the code for the home alarm.” Tori said, “There is some food in the refrigerator. We were supposed to throw it out before we left so it wouldn’t spoil. So do that if you end up back home.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Oh, and the password for the security company is ‘Purple Rain.’”

“Really?”

“My Mom loved Prince,” she said with a shrug, “It was my parents' song when they were dating. My parents are weird.”

“They are just as romantic as my folks.”

“We’re lucky to have them,” Tori smiled.

A horn honked outside, and Tori looked back at me.

“I’ve got to go,” she said, “I have my phone. Keep me in the loop. I’ll be horribly bored.”

“Yeah, going to a tropical island is the worst.”

“Being away from my friends is the worst.”

I hugged her and kissed her cheek.

“Thank you for everything, Tori,” I said, squeezing her hands, “Go have fun and enjoy the sun and surf!”

“I’m praying for you, Bee,” she smiled and waved, “for you and Bobby.”

I smiled and waved.

The door closed behind her, and the house suddenly felt empty.

I walked back to her room and retrieved my phone from my clothes. The battery was getting low, and there was one message from my father. I kept the phone off and walked to where Bobby was sleeping. I needed to be near him, even if I was still afraid of what would happen to us. It just seemed impossible every time I thought about it.

I swiped, and my phone unlocked. I clicked on the message notification to read my father’s text.
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Hagrid:


Bee, call me when you’re up. Please. I love you.




There was so much I needed to tell my father, and his words seemed to leave so much unsaid. I felt my eyes well up, and I blinked hard. A tear ran down my cheek. I pressed the icon to call him back.

“Bee!” He said.

“Daddy, I’m sorry.”

“We’re on speaker, honey.”

“Belinda?” my mother’s voice sounded worried, “Are you okay, sweetheart?”

“I’m fine, Mom. I’m at Tori’s.”

“I figured,” and I could sense she smiled a little, “She was always your safety net.”

“I want to come home...”

“I know,” my father’s voice was calm and collected, “We want you back home. We want to meet your...”

“Bobby, Daddy. His name is Bobby.”

“Tori’s...”

“No, not Tori’s brother,” I sighed, “Tori and her brother left to go on vacation with her family. So hopefully, it won’t be as confusing for a while.”

My father chuckled, and I heard my mother giggle softly.

“Yeah, I can see how that might have been confusing.”

“How do you want to do this?” I asked.

Rip off the bandaid, Bee.

“Your mother and I are going to come to pick you up and take you and Bobby to breakfast. Our favorite place.”

“The pancake house?”

“Yeah,” My father said, “We are getting ready and should be by to pick you up in an hour. Will that be enough time?”

I lowered my phone and looked at the time. It was almost 8 AM.

“Yeah,” I said, putting it back to my ear, “We’ll be ready by nine.”

“Perfect,” my Dad said, “I want to meet the boy protecting my daughter’s heart.”

“He wants to meet you too, Daddy.” I swallowed a lump in my throat.

“I’m sorry, Daddy, I love you so much. Mommy, I love you so so much.”

“We love you too,” they said in unison, “See you in a bit.”

The phone clicked, and I lowered it and looked at the face of my phone. I swiped to find my father’s contact card. I smiled at his face in the icon. I couldn’t express how much I loved him. I loved the way he talked about meeting Bobby.

The boy that is protecting... Not stealing, or stolen...

Protecting my daughter’s heart.

I felt tears spill out of my eyes and run down my cheeks. I inhaled unsteadily. I was happy, frightened, thrilled, and nervous.

“Are you okay, Bee?”

His voice sounded deep and caring. It was different and more natural. His words are more human, less creepypasta monster.

“Yeah,” I said, then turned and kissed him, “Good morning.”

“Sounds like we’re going somewhere.”

“My parents are taking us to breakfast. We need to get ready.”

“That’s great, Bee. I like your parents. They love you so much. I’m sorry I didn’t make our meeting better.”

I smiled and nodded.

“It wasn’t your fault. It just happened. They sound like they want to meet you.”

It was an answered prayer, and I said a quiet thanks to Tori for her blessings.

“What do we need to do?”

“Well, I haven’t gotten to show you about showers yet. We should do that.”

He smiled and leaned to kiss me.

“An hour might not be enough time.”

“Do you even know how long an hour is?”

“Doesn’t sound like long enough to enjoy a shower with you.”

I smiled and stood up.

“Then we should make the most of our time.”

I pressed down my panties and pulled Tori’s brother’s tee shirt off. Bobby stripped off his shorts and tee shirt. His manhood was growing, and my nipples were hardening. I loved that I had that effect on him, and his influence over my body was dizzying.

I showed him how to shower, and he paid attention to detail to ensure every part of me was clean. It helped physically connect to him, even though it was short and rushed. I wondered if I was using sex as intimacy. For the moment, I didn’t care. I needed him like I needed air. He filled me and made me forget my troubles for a while.
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10:17 AM

I stared at the face of my phone.

My parents were never late.

If anything, they were annoyingly early.

Why does my stomach feel like lead?

“This hour thing doesn’t seem like it means what you said it means,” Bobby said with a grin.

He was trying to get me to stop worrying because I was pacing. Then I sat beside him. Then I stood up and walked again.

“Somethings not right, Bobby,” I said, looking at my blank phone screen again.

The phone lit up. I didn’t recognize the number.

My heart stopped as I pressed the green circle to accept the call.

“Hello?”

“Is this... Belinda Claire Carlisle?”

Fuck, my last name! All three names!

Never a good sign.

“Yes, this is she.”

“Please hold.”

What the fuck!?

“Ms. Carlisle, this is Officer Thomas. I’m afraid I have some bad news.”

“What hospital?”

“Um...”

“Tell me where they are, officer,” I wanted to reach through the phone and grab him by the collar, “Which fucking hospital?!”

“Community General, ma’am.”

“I’m on my way.”

I hung up, and Bobby was looking at me. I forgot where I put my keys.

Where did I put my fucking keys?!

“We need to go, Bobby,” I said, then swiped my keys off the counter next to Tori’s instructions. “We need to go right now.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Something happened to my parents.”

Things went into a blur. I sped to the hospital and raced into the entrance. Bobby tried to keep pace with me, but I left him behind. I twisted in the emergency room lobby, tears flowing from my cheeks.

“Peter Carlisle! Where are you!?” I shouted my father’s name.

Please answer, please be okay.

An orderly rushed to my side, “Belinda Carlisle?” she asked, “Belinda Claire Carlisle?”

Oh, fucking Jesus! Does everyone know my middle name??!

“Yes, where are my parents, Peter and Linda.”

“They’re still in surgery. Let me take you to the waiting room.” She said, “Family members only,”

She looked at Bobby. “He’s my fiancé,” I lied, “Please, he’s got to come with me.”

She nodded, “Okay, I need to check your temperatures and get you both some masks.”

It felt like I was vibrating as we followed the protocol. Then the orderly ushered us back to a small room with lines of chairs. A couple looked worried on the far side. I sat quickly, and Bobby sat beside me and took my hand.

“The doctor will come out after the surgery is over.”

“Will they be okay?”

“I don’t know, dear. We’re doing everything we can.”

I closed my eyes, and my knees were shaking. I pulled my hand free from Bobby’s and my phone from my pocket. My battery was red, under ten percent. I didn’t have a charger. I opened our group chat.

Bee:


I need help. My parents were in an accident. They’re in surgery.




Shelley:


Where?




Community General ER




Coming now




Carla:


Me too




I blinked through tears, waiting for Tori’s text. I shook my head. She was in the air. She wouldn’t know till she landed.

Tori:


OMG, Bee! I’m going to fly back as soon as I land.




Fuck! I’m so sorry, babe!




Bee:


How?




In-flight Wi-fi




Hold on.




I’m scared, T




I need to text my parents. They’ll know what to do.




I’m so scared.




I held my head in my hands and let myself cry. Five seconds, just five seconds. My phone buzzed.

Shelley:


Here. Where are you?




Bee:


Stupid waiting room - family only.




The door burst open, and Shelley stormed past the orderly,

“You can’t be back here!” the orderly pressed a red button on the wall.

Shelley ignored her and wrapped me in her arms. I stood helpless and cried. I cried for a lot more than five seconds.

“Back the fuck up,” Shelley growled at the orderly, “Give us a moment. Her parents are hurt. Don’t you fucking care?”

My phone buzzed and buzzed. I ignored it. Bobby stood helplessly, hands in his pockets. A group of men in black surrounded us. I closed my eyes. Shelley just gripped tighter and held me.

I felt her look at me.

“Are you okay?”

“No.”

“Let’s go out to the public waiting room,” Shelley said, “Carla’s here. My folks are on their way. We can’t do anything back here until your folks are out of surgery.”

Why didn’t she say they were going to be okay?

No one was saying they were going to be okay!!

I nodded and sobbed. I reached for Bobby, and he gripped my hand. Shelley led us out past the guards and orderlies.

“Don’t you fucking touch her,” Shelley growled, “We’re going. Tell the doctor or whoever needs to know she’ll be waiting with her family.”

Everything was a blur. I felt Carla hugging me. Her lips kissed my cheek.

“Everything will be okay, Bee.”

“You don’t know that.”

“We’ll be here with you until it is.”

“What if it never is.”

“Then you’d better get used to us being right beside you.”

I curled into a ball in a chair and just cried.
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“Ms. Carlisle,” a voice said

That’s my mother’s name.

“Ms. Carlisle, I ...”

I looked up into the tired eyes of an older man. He was wearing scrubs and a white lab coat. There was blood on his scrubs.

My parent’s blood.

“Ms. Carlisle, I’m sorry. Both your parents are in a medically induced coma.”

“What does that even mean?”

“They have DNRs on file with the hospital.”

“DNR?” I said, confused.

“Do Not Resuscitate,” Bee, “Shelley said, and her hands squeezed mine.

“What does that even mean!?” I looked at the doctor in confusion.

“It means they are being kept alive, for now, by machines. We patched them up as best we could, but they haven’t woken up. They will remain in a medical coma until we review their advance directive.”

I just looked blankly at the doctor—none of this made sense.

“Can she see them?” Shelley asked, “She is alone. They were her only family.”

The doctor was quiet. His eyes looked around like he was considering options, then he turned to the nurse beside him.

“She can take one friend back with her. The friends can cycle in and out, but only one at a time.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Carlisle, we did everything we could.”

Past tense.

Shelley took my hand and stood up.

“Come on, Bee,” she said, her voice even like she was about to present a closing argument, “I’m right beside you.”

“Bobby...”

“Carla will watch him,” Shelley said, “You can trust us.”

I bit my lip and just followed Shelley. Nothing was making sense. I was going to have pancakes with my parents. We were going to be okay. Everything was going to be okay.

My parents were both in a small room. Machines all around them, beeps and lights. A cacophony of little noises that seemed to infect my brain. I knelt between them. My parents were severely hurt. Blood still dripped from cuts on their arms and faces. Tubes down their throats. Their chests rose and fell steadily but artificially.

I realized it was just their bodies on the beds. They weren’t here anymore.

They are dead. All that’s left is just flesh and bones

I am alone.

I collapsed on the floor. I cried. Shelley’s hand rubbed my back. I tried to stop crying. I could be strong. That only made me cry again.

“I need to get out of this room.” I whispered, “My parents aren’t here anymore.”

“Where do you want to go, Bee?” Shelley said, “I’ll take you.”

“Bobby.”

Bobby is all I have left. Just my monster.

And those terrible mountains.

“Of course,” Shelley said, “C’mon.”

“Bobby and Carla, You and Tori,” I said.

“We’re not going anywhere,” Shelley said as we walked out of the room with the lights and the constant beeps.

[image: ]


My phone had stopped beeping. I was sure the battery had died. Carla and Shelley would tell everyone. Their parents helped too. I just sat, almost as unconscious as my parents' empty bodies. I leaned against Bobby’s side. His arm was around my shoulders. No one knew who he even was. He had no ID—no Driver’s License. He only existed because of me. I felt like I was only breathing because of him.

A man in a suit came in and talked to Shelley’s father. They both came over, and Shelley squeezed my hand.

She squeezes when I should pay attention.

I looked up, held my breath, counted to five, and then slowly breathed.

“Miss Carlisle, my name is Jeremy Banner. I’m the lead counsel for the hospital. I need to talk to you about your parent’s advance directive.”

“That’s a living will, Bee,” Shelley said.

I stopped listening and just sat numbly. My parents were gone. I was alone. They were everything I had, everything real.

Eventually, Jeremy stopped talking.

“Okay,” I said, even though nothing was okay. “What do you need from me?” I asked.

“Can you give us some time,” Shelley looked at her father, “She needs some time, Dad.”

“Mr. Banner,” Shelley’s father said, “We will come to get you when she’s ready.”

“After midnight, we won’t have any choice. I’m sorry.” Jeremy said, then walked away.

“Midnight?” I asked, “What time is it? My phone is dead.”

“It’s 7 PM, Bee.”

“We missed breakfast,” I looked at Bobby, “You must be hungry.”

“Bee focus,” Shelley said, “Is there someplace we can go, Dad?”

“I’ll find someplace. Come on.” Shelley’s father was walking down the hall, looking inside doors.

I stood up.

Carla stood beside me and whispered, “I’ll take Bobby to get something to eat, Bee. You need to focus, okay, hun?”

“Okay.”

It’s not okay. It will never be okay again.

I followed Shelley as she followed her father. We went into a room. It was quiet, with no beeping.

“Bee,” Shelley began, “Your parents had a living will. They didn’t want to be kept alive by machines.”

“I know. They are already dead. Those machines aren’t doing anything.”

“They need to turn off the machines before midnight, Bee,” Shelley said.

“They should. My parents aren’t there anymore.”

“Do you want to tell them goodbye?” Shelley asked.

“I said goodbye to them on the phone. I told them I loved them, and they loved me.”

“The lawyer needs you to sign some forms.” She finished.

“Bee, I’m so sorry,” Shelley’s father said, “I wish I could do more. We will help you through this.”

He slid over a blue folder. I opened the folder. It had a stack of forms filled with boilerplate and signature lines. They had little yellow tape arrows. I looked for a pen.

“Wait,” Shelley said, “Mr. Banner needs to witness this, I think.”

“I’ll be right back,” Shelley’s father said, “Just a minute.”

Shelley’s dad left, and I looked at the pages. Words didn’t register. It was like the pages were written in some foreign language, some indecipherable glyphs.

“I just want to go home,” I sighed.

“I know, Bee. Me too.” Shelley squeezed my hand.

“Will you stay with me?”

“Of course. Duh.” She pushed a smile on her face.

I tried to smile back. I must have failed because Shelley’s smile faded.

Mr. Banner came back in. He gave me a pen and said lots of words. Mr. Banner pointed, and I signed my name. He spoke more words, and I signed again.

How many fucking words did it take!?

Belinda Claire, watch your language.

I signed the last line and put down the pen.

“I’m sorry, Miss Carlisle. Someone from the funeral home will be in touch.”

“Okay.”

It’s not.

Shelley helped me stand up. The waiting room was quiet, filled with familiar faces. I stood, and I didn’t know what to say.

“I’m sorry, I...”

Was I supposed to say something?

“I want to go home.”

Everyone started moving again, and the quiet evaporated. Everyone was doing something and telling me things. I held Shelley’s hand, and she guided me out the door.

Where did I park?

”I don’t know where my keys are,” I said.

“I’ve got them and your phone.” Shelley said, “My father’s going to drive us home. We’ll take care of your car. The only thing you need to do is breathe, Bee. I’ve got you.”

“Bobby?”

“Carla will bring him home too, don’t worry.”

“I’m all he has.”

“I know. We’re going to figure that out too.”

I closed my eyes in the back seat of Shelley’s father’s car.

How did I get inside the car?

I slumped into my bed.

How did I get upstairs?

Shelley rested beside me. Then Bobby was there. He slept on my other side, with his arm around me.

I breathed.
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Tori was asleep next to me when I opened my eyes. I felt Bobby’s warmth behind me. My comfortable mattress was overcrowded, but that was okay.

I pushed my tangled brown hair off my face and breathed.

“I’m sorry I took away your island vacation,” I said softly as Tori’s eyes fluttered open.

‘What?” she blinked in confusion, then rolled her eyes, “Don’t be silly, Bee. What happened wasn’t your fault. Why are you apologizing?”

“Because that’s what I do.” I smiled, “I don’t know what happened. All I know is they are gone.”

“Let’s have some coffee, and I’ll fill you in.” Tori nodded, “Good morning Bobby.”

“Hi, Tori,” Bobby yawned.

His voice was his. Everything about him was real. Except he didn’t exist in the world, I didn’t know how to make him real to everyone and everything he needed to be. I pushed that trouble aside and sat up. I was still wearing the clothes I would eat breakfast in yesterday. I wore the same clothes the last time I saw my parents alive.

I’m going to burn these.

I don’t want to remember yesterday whenever I wear these again.

I stripped and found new underwear, a bra, leggings, and a sweatshirt. Tori waited, then took my hand. Bobby followed us down my stairs and into the kitchen.

I sat at the counter, and Tori started making coffee.

I’ll never eat my mother’s cooking again.

The last memories of my mother were around this counter with my friends, talking and laughing while she made cookies. There was a glass container of them right in front of me. I pulled it over and took off the lid. I passed Bobby a cookie, then two more. One for Tori and one for myself.

Tori took hers and broke it in half. Everything seemed normal.

“Your parents were hit by a truck.”

Rip off the band-aid.

“The driver had gone over his safety hours and was trying to get back to his destination. He dozed off and went through the light. Your parents' car was crushed against the guardrail of the overpass. It took an hour to get them free from the wreckage. They were still breathing when they got to the hospital, but they’d lost a lot of blood.”

I stared blankly, numb. Tori continued because she knew I needed to know. It felt surreal, like a news reporter reading from a teleprompter. Her voice was steady, but her eyes welled up with tears as she talked.

“The ER doctor took them into surgery and started transfusions. I won’t list all their injuries, but they were unconscious. The doctor didn’t know about their advance directive. He was trying to do everything to save their lives. They ended up in medically induced comas and never woke up.

I nodded.

“I saw them,” I said, “Well, I saw their bodies. They were gone.”

“Shelley told me,” Tori said, “I’m so sorry.”

For the first time, she sobbed. She shook her head and wiped her eyes. She took a slow breath, then focused back on me.

“They were coming to pick up Bobby and me to take us to breakfast.” I said, “This is all my fault.”

“None of this is your fault, Bee.” she gasped.

“If I ... I should have come home. I shouldn’t have stayed the night. I ...”

I couldn’t breathe.

“Bee, stop it.” Tori said, “It happened. You didn’t cause it to happen. You didn’t do anything.”

I inhaled slightly, then started crying while I spoke.

“They said they loved me on the phone. My parents said they wanted to meet Bobby. Everything was going to be alright!”

Tori reached over the counter and held my hand. She let me cry and just held my hand until I stopped.

“May I have another cookie?” I asked.

“Of course,” Tori said and passed around another round.

I picked up my coffee cup and looked at Bobby. His eyes rolled back at the taste of the cookie, and I giggled.

“Watching you eat will be the thing I will always enjoy.” I tried to grin.

“Everything tastes so good.” He grinned.

I took a deep breath.

“So what’s next?” I asked Tori.

“Shelley has been handling a lot of the details. Her father is a lawyer. You need to sign something for him, a power of attorney. It allows him to handle your legal needs easier.” Tori was back to just filling me in, steady as a rock.

“He’s filing a wrongful death suit against the trucking company. Shelley contacted the funeral home, and she found your parent’s will. She is going to reach their attorney so that we can start that process.

I must have looked dazed because she stopped talking.

“When did you get back?” I asked.

“A couple of hours ago, I came directly here.”

“How do you know all this?”

“Extravagantly expensive in-flight wi-fi and a few external batteries.” She wagged her phone.

“Carla has been keeping everyone up to date.” Tori continued, “She started a fund-me site, a memorial page. Everyone is taking care of everything. You’re going to be okay. All you need to do is breathe.”

“What about Bobby?”

“Shelley told her father. Of course, he didn’t believe her,” Tori shrugged, “Eventually, he came around. He has some resources. We can get him set up with an ID. We just need to figure out his name.

“About that,” I attempted a smile and looked at my monster, “Why is your name Bobby?”

“That is what you called me back when you were just a kid.”

“Why did I call you that?”

“I told you I was a brùnaidh, and you couldn’t pronounce it, so you said, ‘I’m going to call you Bobby.’”

Tori laughed.

“So, how do you feel about Rob?” I asked.

“Rob?” my monster asked, looking confused.

“Bobby is a short name for a longer name Robert,” Tori explained, “My brother’s real name is Robert. We just call him Bobby. Rob is another short name for Robert.”

“It’s endlessly confusing for you both to be called Bobby,” I smiled.

“What does Robert mean?” my monster asked.

“Oh, I dunno?” Tori said and pulled out her phone, “Let me check.”

She read for a bit, then laughed and looked at me.

“You’re going to love this, Bee. Robert is an old Germanic name that combined two words. One means fame or glory. The other means bright or shining.”

“Perfect,” I said, “I’m going to call you Rob now.”

“My name is Rob,” my monster agreed with an enigmatic grin.

“You’re my glory bright,” I smiled, “You’re not from the darkness anymore.”

I let myself enjoy a smile for the count of five. I leaned and kissed him.

I miss his lips.

Then I tried to check back into the life I had before it was ripped away.

“What day is it?

“Merry Christmas, Bee,” Tori said, trying to make it sound cheery.

“Jesus.” I groaned as I rubbed my face.

“Yeah, Happy Birthday, Jesus!” Tori tried to sound cheery in a different way.

“Oh, Tori, I’m sorry. I ruined your family’s Christmas.” I said.

“Belinda Claire,” Tori said, eyes flaring, “You. Did. Not. Ruin. Anything.”

She looked at me firmly, like my mother would if I slipped and said the f-word in her presence. It cowed me, and I shook my head.

“I know, I know,” I muttered, “Still. Oh, this just sucks—my parents died on Christmas Eve.”

I looked at Tori just as my eyes sprung leaks again. I hurried around the counter and hugged Tori tight. I didn’t stop until I felt like I could breathe. She rubbed my back and kissed my cheek.

“Not the best time for things like this to happen,” she said, “But fate doesn’t ask us. We just have to work through it. I didn’t want to go away to the Bahamas. That was my parents' idea. They are happy to be back, I think. They are hard to read sometimes.”

“I don’t understand.”

I took her hand and dragged her into the living room. We plopped on the sofa. I wanted her beside me, not across the counter. Bobby—Rob, looking a little like a lost puppy, followed and sat behind me.

“I don’t know,” Tori said, “I was so absorbed with my phone and trying to keep everything straight, thinking and praying for you. My brother helped me. My parents were across the row from us and kept looking at us. They talked more than I remember ever talking before. They’d always kinda lived parallel lives, going in the same direction, but different lanes.”

“My parents were always in the same car,” I said with a sigh.

“Exactly,” Tori said, “I think they realized that and decided that was what they wanted too. At least, I hope so. They were, of course, sad about your tragedy. It may have—I don’t know. Maybe it’s like A Wonderful Life or A Christmas Carol. They saw their future and decided to change their path.”

“I hope so,” I said, “that would be a Christmas miracle.”

“They aren’t that bad,” Tori grinned.

“I’m just trying to find the silver lining.”

“I know,” Tori said, “So that’s part of why things are moving a bit slower. Everyone is taking the day to observe Christmas. You get to take a nice big breath. The next steps don’t start until tomorrow. Okay.”

“You should go be with your folks.” I said, “I can manage myself, Bobby... I mean, Rob is here.”

“I’m staying,” Tori said, “I’m not leaving you alone on Christmas. I spent enough time with my family in the last 24 hours at airports and on planes. I think we’re all a little sick of each other.”

I looked at our tree, and the lights weren’t on. It was like a shadow. The gifts were stacked in the darkness. I got up and tapped the footswitch, and the tree lit up. The darkness evaporated, and the brightness cheered me a bit. I wasn’t going to open any presents. That seemed to be too surreal.

I sat beside Tori on the couch, and Rob put his arm around me. We sat and just looked at the tree for a long time.

We turned on the TV, found some cheesy Christmas romance movies on a streaming channel, and just chilled. The television enthralled Rob. Whenever he got up to get a drink or another snack, he’d look behind the TV, trying to figure out how it worked.

People stopped by, offering condolences and bringing food over. I had more food than I could fit in the fridge. Tori took over, and if people dropped off food, she thanked them. Then she tossed their food in the trash, washed the dish, and labeled it to return later. I decided that everyone was weird. I wasn’t going to get better by eating tuna casserole.

“People feel helpless,” Tori said, “We can give them the impression they’ve helped.”

“By lying to them.”

“It’s a nice kind of lie, though.” Tori shrugged.

Shelley came by after dinner. Tori hugged me and kissed both my cheeks.

“I’ll be back in the morning, Bee.” She said, “Boxing Day Hallmark Marathon!”

“It’s a date,” I tried to smile and got about halfway there.

Shelley came and cuddled with me on the couch. Rob said he was going for a walk around the block. He assured me he knew the way. I wanted him to take my phone, just in case. He said he didn’t know how to use it.

“I just need some fresh air,” he said.

“You don’t know what fresh air feels like,” I said with irritation.

“I can’t just sit here, Bee,” Rob sighed, “I feel helpless. I don’t like seeing you sad. I can’t fix this.”

He left and closed the door. It felt like a slam, but Shelley assured me it wasn’t.

“He needs space too, Bee.” Shelley said, “All this is new, and he doesn’t know the pain you’re feeling. He might think this is his fault.”

“How could it possibly be his fault?”

“What if your father didn’t catch him in your room?” Shelley said.

“That’s my fault if it’s anyone. Tori said that wasn’t anyone’s fault.” I said, also feeling helpless.

“She’s right,” Shelley said, “But Rob doesn’t understand. Have you talked about anything?”

“He’s hardly said a word,” I sighed, “He is here. It’s a comfort, but he doesn’t talk. His emotions... I don’t know what to call it.”

“He’s different,” Shelley said, “He’s growing into being real, and his emotional quotient is maturing.”

“Thank you! Emotional quotient, that’s the word. God, I think I’m losing my mind!”

“You’ve had a hard week, Bee,” Shelley smiled, “Cut yourself some slack.”

“You’re right. Rob and I need to talk. I haven’t felt like it. I just feel numb.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t force it?”

“I think if I don’t talk to him one-on-one, he will retreat into himself. He’s like the biggest introvert.”

“Well, you should know,” Shelley teased, “I imagine there weren’t many friends to keep him company under your bed.”

I laughed, and it felt like a real laugh.

“I needed that,” I said, then frowned, “I miss my dad’s dumb jokes.”

“Oh, Bee, come here.” She hugged me and rubbed my arm. I cried softly, not feeling as numb.

“Are you staying over?” I asked.

“Yep, that’s the plan.”

“Can you help me clear off my parent’s bed? My bed is too small for three.”

Shelley took a deep breath and looked at me carefully.

“That’s a big step, Bee.” Shelley said, “I don’t mind sleeping with both of you, but I can also just sleep on the couch. I just want to be here for you. Going through your parent’s stuff is going to be hard. We should do that on a new day and have everyone here.”

“You’re probably right,” I shrugged, “I kinda want everything to be done. I love my parents. I miss them. We were in a good place. We got to say, ‘I love you.’ I know it takes time, and grief is hard. I don’t like to do hard things.”

“You need to work on that, Bee,” Shelley said thoughtfully, “Life doesn’t work if you avoid hard things. Life works when you lean into hard things. There are lessons to learn.”

I thought for a bit, then nodded.

“You’re right,” I attempted a smile, “I’m glad you’re here and thank you for being there for me at the hospital.”

“Bee, I love you,” Shelley said, “I’ve always got your back. I’m always going to be here. You’ll be there for me when it’s my turn.”

“I hope you never have to take this turn,” I said, “It kinda sucks.”

Rob came back inside. He smiled at me, then nodded at Shelley.

“Air feels pretty good,” he shrugged.

“I’m going to change for bed,” Shelley said, “Then I’m going to watch my show. Why don’t you two go up and talk and have some time? I’ll text you in a while.”

“Thank you, Shel,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

I took Rob’s hand and led him back up the stairs into my room.
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Ifelt nervous going up to my room. I slept there last night but didn’t remember anything other than falling into bed. Now Rob and I were going up alone. No one would try to keep us apart. I found that thrilling, and yet I was filled with anxiety. Shelley was right, we needed to talk, but I also wanted not to talk.

Lean into the hurt.

Right.

I sat on my bed and tapped the mattress beside me. Rob came and sat beside me. I smiled, cupped his jaw, and kissed him lightly. He smelled good. The fresh air made his scent even better. His eyes watched mine until I closed them. I deepened the kiss, and he did too. I pressed my hand to his chest.

God, I just want to keep kissing him.

I parted from the kiss and blinked. My hand stayed on his chest, feeling his heartbeat.

“I love the way you kiss me, Rob.” I said, “How do you like being called Rob.”

“I like it,” he said, “It helps to remind me I’m not who I used to be.”

Does that mean he doesn’t want to be here?

Is he still my monster?

I was confused in my thoughts, and I took a deep breath. I didn’t need to worry. His kiss was real.

“Tell me what you are feeling,” I said.

I immediately regretted how I worded the question, but I didn’t know what to ask.

“I mean,” I sighed, “What did you feel when you found out my parents were killed.”

“I felt sad.” Rob said, “You were beyond my reach. I wanted to carry you away from the hurt. Take you someplace else, anywhere else. I couldn’t stand to see you so sad.”

“Okay, so you felt sad for me,” I said. I didn’t know how to start this conversation. “I want to know what you felt for you.”

“I don’t understand,” Rob said.

I sighed.

Rip off the bandaid.

“You know none of this was your fault, right?”

“Of course not. I wasn’t driving the truck,” Rob said.

“But you don’t think ...” I didn’t want to infect his thoughts with my guilt.

“You think I may have caused this?” Rob growled.

“No, I know you didn’t cause this.”

“You think if your father hadn’t kicked us out, we wouldn’t have stayed at Tori’s house? We would have been here, and your parents wouldn’t have gotten into their car.”

Wow, it’s like he reads my thoughts.

“I didn’t say that!”

You kind of thought it, Bee.

“You felt it,” he said.

Rob was right. Now he was irritated.

“I felt it, but I’m not thinking straight now, Rob.” I sighed, “Tori already got on me for thinking like that. I don’t want you to think like that.”

“I wasn’t.” Rob said, “Not until you got me thinking about it.”

“It wouldn’t have mattered.” I said, “It just happened. My parents were going to meet both of us. They were going to make everything okay.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I heard my father’s voice. He said he wanted to meet the guy that protected his daughter’s heart. He knows you protect me. Ugh... Knew you protect me.”

I hated talking about my father in the past tense.

Rob’s eyes softened, “He said that, your Dad?”

I nodded, “verbatim,” I leaned and kissed him lightly.

“You are my protector now, only you,” I said.

“And Tori, Shelley, and Carla,” he grinned, “They are fiercely protective of you too. You’re not alone.”

“I know I’m not when I’m with you.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him into my lips. I kissed him deeply, and it grew deeper. I leaned back, pulling him with me. Rob’s powerful body was pressing me into the mattress. I inhaled his scent, fresh from his walk. I should have taken that walk with him.

He kissed me tenderly. His touches were tender, but I didn’t want tender. I didn’t want to make love. I wanted not to feel numb. I wanted to feel his control and power. I wanted his grip to bruise my flesh. I wanted him to fuck me.

I pressed my fingers into his hair, raking my nails into his scalp. I drove my tongue between his lips. I wanted to feel his strength, not his protection.

“I want you,” I growled into his mouth, “I want you to fuck me hard. I want my monster. I want my beast.”

I was panting. My flesh felt alive. My core clenched tight. Rob’s eyes widened, and he looked at me in shock. He pushed his hands to either side of my shoulders and lifted them from my body.

“I don’t think this is good...” Rob began.

I didn’t realize I’d slapped him until the sting in my palm reached my brain. His head twisted to the side. Then he slowly turned to stare at me. His eyes were dark, lidded. His face reddened from my slap, then flushed with anger.

“What the hell was that?”

“I told you what I want,” I growled.

Who am I? What am I doing?

“I need to feel something!” I was near tears, “I need to feel your grip.”

He shook his head, like shaking out of a trance, and I slapped him again with my other hand.

What was I doing?

“You’re out of your mind,” he growled, “You don’t know what you want.”

“I do. I told you.” My eyes were narrow. I scowled, “I want you to take me, possess me, use me. I want to feel your passion, your lust. I’m fucking tired of not feeling your hard cock inside of me.”

“You’re...this isn’t you.”

Another slap, then I punched his chest as hard as I could. His eyes darkened, then he grabbed my throat and pressed me down.

Yes!

His other hand gripped my sweatshirt, and he pulled hard. The thick material started to rip, then tear. He relaxed and then tugged hard, tearing it from my body.

My beast! Yes!

“Fuck me, take me, just ... why aren’t you inside me?” I was growling, my hands dropping to his waist, pulling at his belt, pressing at the waistband.

He glowered at me, then pressed back onto his haunches. He grabbed my waist and lifted me like I was nothing. His arms twisted me in the air, then dropped me onto my stomach. I turned my head, craning to look over my shoulder at him. I was thrilled by his strength. I felt like nothing in his hands. My cunt was liquified heat. I pressed up on my knees and wriggled, trying to entice this monster in my bed.

His hand connected with my round ass. I yelped, but my yoga pants blunted the blow. His fingers dug into the waistband, his nails raking my flesh. I bit on my pillow so I didn’t scream. I didn’t want this to stop.

He yanked hard again, and my pants tore, then another hard tug, and they parted, and I was bare. Bare and ready for my monster. I was keening in need. I wasn’t feeling any fear, just lust. I felt hot and on fire.

Then he spanked me.

God, why did that make me so hot?

I felt it in my core.

“Did you feel that?” his growl infected my brain.

My bottom flared in pain, but his blow rippled into my core. One spank followed another. His blows were hard, one cheek then the other. I pressed my hips back, seeking the pain, wanting to feel the bite of the pain. Anything was better than the numb fog I was stuck in.

“More, please, MORE!”

I didn’t want him to stop.

His hand smacked between my cheeks, and I bucked. His fingers sunk into my folds, and I felt how wet I was. I was crying from the pain and needed more. I was pleading for more.

“Fuck me, make me your bitch. I want to be your whore. Fuck me, slam it into me.”

His hand gripped my hips, his fingers dug into my flesh, and I groaned deeply. I tried to hold still, but I needed to have him inside me. I needed to be still so he could slam his cock in deep. I panted and mewled, my thighs wanting to clench together and part simultaneously.

I was a fire of need, and his cock was the only thing that could quench the flames. I tossed my head back and twisted, my breasts bare, my nipples like rocks. I stared at him, and his eyes locked on mine. His expression was unreadable and dark.

God, I was putty in his hands

Anything he needed, he could take from me.

I barely felt his cock press between my lips before thrusting deep, stabbing into me. I arched and screamed. I felt him lean over me, his shadow hovering over my flesh. I felt deliciously small as his cock bottomed out in my cunt.

His fingers fouled in my hair, pressing me into the sheets. He held me down. I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move. He was fucking me so hard. I needed to feel that rush. I needed to feel him fill me. I grunted and tried to press my hips back.

He slapped my ass hard, then pressed me down. My knees slipped under me, and Rob drove firmly until his balls pressed against my sex. I felt him shift, his thighs outside my own, his cock lodged in my pussy.

Trapped!

I was trapped under my beast.

His hand pulled from my hair, then gripped my wrists. He was hammering into me as he lifted my wrists above my head. My limbs stretched to their limits—I ached in need, and my cunt wormed. I tried to find some purchase to press into his thrusts, but I was at his mercy.

It was violent and raw. Rob was like a spark. His touch set my flesh afire. I closed my eyes and just indulged in the feeling of something other than nothing. I was in the hands of my monster, no place I’d rather be.

I felt his mouth on my neck, his hot breath behind my ear.

“You are mine, Bee. You belong in my grip.”

“Yes, Yes, more... fuck!”

I clenched around him, my thighs squeezed, and I felt my clenching cunt flood between my thighs and soak my sheets. It wasn’t enough.

“More, fuck, don’t stop, please, again.”

He wasn’t stopping, and I was thrilled to be in his grip, another wave, and gush. I was melting—liquified fire. He consumed me, and I turned my head, my cheek on the cool sheet. I swiveled my eyes, trying to find his eyes as he growled in my ear. His blue eyes opened, and he thrust once more, then his heat filled my core—a flood of fire in my inferno. I bucked, my eyes closed, and I stilled. My mind shattered—no thoughts, silence.

I breathed.

“Mine.” He growled, holding my wrists tightly, his lips pressed behind my ear.

“Don’t move,” I said quietly, “Stay there, please. I need to feel you on me.”

He did just that, and we managed to catch our breath. I felt my thighs trembling, wet in the cooling puddle under my hips. I was going to soak the mattress.

My mom is going to...

I cried and sobbed. My mom was never going to do anything again. She didn’t have to worry about my perverted puddles staining my mattress. She didn’t need to worry about me ever again.

I lay still under my monster and wept.

I felt his fingers shift through my hair and his hips drew back. He rose and left me empty, like a shell. I was ashes, burnt. It felt glorious and terrifying. His fingers combed through my hair, and his blue eyes found my eyes.

Home, he was my home now.

“I love you, Rob,” I said, feeling small in his arms, tears flowing down my cheeks, “Please don’t leave.”

“I can’t leave,” his voice was low, like the rumble of a distant avalanche, “you are my home.”
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In the aftermath of the hurricane, I finally turned and rolled onto my side. I swiveled onto my bottom and crossed my ankles. I smiled at Rob, who looked a bit shell-shocked. My smile soothed his worry, and he leaned into me and kissed me.

“You ripped my clothes off, you animal,” I giggled.

“It’s a good thing you have plenty of sweatshirts.” He grinned.

“Did you just make a joke?” I smiled, “You don’t like my wardrobe?”

“No, I like...”

I didn’t let him finish.

“I’m teasing you, babe.”

“Bee, are you okay?”

“Yeah, baby, I’m fine.”

“I didn’t hurt you?”

“Nothing could be further from the truth,” I said, “Even in the chaos, I always feel safe with you. You are my storm and the thunder. You are the peace at the end of the storm.”

“Poetic,” he drawled, “but are you okay?”

“I’m still numb,” I admitted, “But I’m fine physically. Really. I needed you exactly like that. Are you okay?”

He nodded and smiled shyly, “Yeah, that was kinda hot.”

I giggled, then slid off the bed to find a pair of panties and a sleeping tee shirt.

“We’d better go check on Shelley,” I grinned.

Rob pulled on his jeans without any underwear. I realized he didn’t have much to wear. Bobby’s hand-me-downs mainly were jeans and shirts. He needed something comfortable for bed and just lounging. I took his hand and walked downstairs. The television volume was deafening.

I touched Shelley’s shoulder, and she jumped. She saw me and smiled, then turned down the television. She swiveled on her knees on the sofa and leaned over the back to hug me.

“Gawd, Bee. I kinda want to be you right now.” She whispered in my ear. She pulled back, looked me in the eye, and mouthed the word, “WOW.”

I shook my head, swung around the sofa, and settled beside her. Rob came from the kitchen and handed me a glass of water. I didn’t realize I was parched.

“Do you need something to drink, Shelley,” Rob asked.

“Oh no, thank you.” Shelley said and just waved her fingers next to her cheek, “I’m just a bit warm, is all.”

I admit to feeling a bit floaty as I relaxed next to Shelley. Rob sat on my other side, kissed my temple, and rested his arm on my shoulder. Shelley was watching some courtroom drama, and I didn’t want to ask any questions. I just leaned into her shoulder and closed my eyes.
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I blinked my eyes, seeing the lights of the Christmas tree. I was lying on the sofa, alone. I sat up and looked around. Shelley and Rob were in the kitchen. I stood up and walked toward them. They smiled as I approached.

“We didn’t want to disturb you, Bee,” Shelley said, “You were out like a light. We just wanted to talk.”

“Talk about what?”

“Well, I was asking Rob if he knew of any other monsters around here,” she winked at me.

“Is there?” I looked at Rob.

“Did you know there is a picture of you in the dictionary next to the word, ‘gullible?’” Shelley giggled.

I rolled my eyes and punched her shoulder, only a little bit hard.

“No, I just wanted to talk to Rob,” Shelley said, “See what he likes. He was telling me about his walk.”

“That’s cool. What did you see on your walk?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“I noticed all the yards and the trees and bushes,” Rob said, “I liked being around the trees and the grass. Shelley says many people hire workers to keep their yards looking good. I could do better.”

“You do seem to like being outdoors.” I nodded.

“I thought we could take him by the nursery,” Shelley said, “They always have a help wanted sign.”

“Isn’t a nursery for like babies?” Rob asked.

“It’s also a word for a garden shop, where they grow small plants. They sell the plants or seedlings, and people use them to grow bigger plants.” Shelley explained

“That sounds cool.” I said, then looked at Rob, “You could get a job. Would you like that? Make some money?”

“I guess,” he said, “I want to be productive. I want to learn what I need to do to support you, Bee. I want to take care of you.”

“I can take care of myself,” I said softly.

Why did I say that? It’s sweet he wants to care for me.

“I want you to have something you like,” I continued, “It’s good to have a vocation. I want to work in a library or a bookstore because I love books. Shelley wants to study law and become a lawyer like the show she was watching.”

Rob nodded, “I see. I still want to take care of you, though.”

“I know,” I said, smiling softly, “That’s sweet, and I love your sweet side.”

“Changing the topic,” Shelley said, “Did you get any desserts from the well-wishers? Or just casseroles.”

“We got a couple of trays of cookies, I think,” I said.

We started hunting around the kitchen. Stacks of gifts and donations weren’t organized. Shelley decided that we could have cookies as a reward for sorting through things and making things tidy. It didn’t take long, and it made me feel better to see Mom’s kitchen clean and tidy. She always kept it that way. It was the nexus of our home. I noticed Rob was helping and also watching with interest.

We settled back into the sofa with a platter of cookies, and Rob made cute little noises when he ate cookies. I smiled, and for once, I didn’t have to tell myself to breathe. Everything would be okay. After cookies, I pulled Shelley with me upstairs. I pulled her into the bedroom, forgetting about our earlier mess.

“Ummm,” Shelley said, “Where do you keep the fresh sheets? Should I bring back some towels too?”

I cringed a bit, but Shelley looked wide-eyed and shook her head like she was happy for me. I stripped the bed and then picked up all my torn clothes. I tossed the clothes in the trash and took the sheets downstairs to the laundry to start a wash load.

I came back up, and Shelley was smoothing the blanket over the sheets. My bed was just big enough for the three of us, with a little room to spare. I crawled into the middle. Shelley smiled and laid on her back beside me. I rolled onto my side, and Rob pressed against me from behind. He wore his jeans, but his warm chest pressed into my back. I combed my fingers through Shelley’s red hair, twisting a curl in my fingers.

“Thank you for being here,” I said.

“Shh, Bee,” Shelley smiled, “Close your eyes and breathe.

It didn’t take long for us to all fall asleep. I smiled in the dark, listening to their steady breaths. I closed my eyes, feeling safe and cozy instead of cold and alone.
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Iwoke up in my bed alone. I blinked and pushed a bunch of my hair out of my face. I took a deep breath. I was disoriented. I inhaled, trying to remember everything that had happened. I smelled bacon.

Mom was frying bacon!

No, Bee, Mom is dead.

I sighed and felt my brow crease. I pushed myself up, swiveled, and sat up. I left through my open door and headed down the stairs.

Someone was cooking bacon.

Why were they laughing?

I stepped slowly, hearing voices. Rob was laughing, and I recognized the giggles of my friends. I padded down the stairs until I could see them all while staying in the shadows. Carla was the bacon chef, and she’d found the flat griddle. She had the bacon lined up, simmering in fat. Rob was on a stool across from her, grinning at her.

Was he flirting with my friend?

Tori was pulling things out of the fridge and putting them on the counter, including eggs and butter. Tori said something to Rob and winked at him.

What the actual fuck?

I looked at Rob and noticed Shelley sitting beside him on the far side. Her head looked like it was leaning on his shoulder, her hand resting on his neck.

“I’m glad you all are getting so cozy,” I said, making my grand entrance.

“Bee!” Tori said, hurrying to hug me close. “We didn’t want to wake you.”

“Maybe you should have,” I growled, “What’s going on?”

Carla kept flipping bacon, but she smiled at me, “Hallmark movie marathon!”

She laughed her incredible laugh, and I couldn’t stay mad at her, “We’re going to make loverboy here understand romance!”

Shelley walked to me and hugged me, kissing my cheek.

“I’m glad you got some rest, Bee.” She smiled, “We were teasing your boyfriend. He’s fiercely loyal to you. We couldn’t crack him.”

Rob had walked behind Shelley and then pulled me into his arms. He lifted me like I was a feather and spun me around. I felt a bit dizzy and chagrined that I thought everyone was betraying me.

I looked up at Rob, and he was looking at me. He lowered and kissed me and held me loose. “Good morning, Bee.” He said, “I like your friends, but I love you.”

Does he love me? I hope he does.

“Do you even know what love is?” I asked him quietly.

“They said that’s the lesson for the day.” He shrugged, “When they grilled me with all these questions, I realized it was true.

“Mmhm,” I said.

My mind wasn’t working right. I should be thrilled. I should tell Rob the same thing. I did love him. Something about the whole scene felt off, and I looked at all of them as they watched me.

“I think I need some coffee,” I mumbled.

“I’ll get you a cup,” Tori said, “cream and sugar?”

“Just cream, please, thanks.” I slipped into the stool beside Rob and leaned against him.

Rob’s arm automatically wrapped around me. My head felt full of cotton, and my thoughts felt slow and dull. My friends were all bright and happy. They were all much more beautiful than me. I could see why they were making Rob smile. I was just dull and mundane compared to them.

I rested my elbows on the counter and my chin in my hands. I closed my eyes and willed my mind to reset and start over. I was overreacting. I was depressed. My parents were gone. Christmas would always suck.

I sighed.

“Here, Bee,” Carla said, leaning down to look into my eyes, “Have some bacon.”

She slid a plate over with three steaming slices. My mouth instantly watered. Tori poured me some coffee in my super large cup that Shelley got me as a gift. I smiled.

“Thank you, guys,” I said, “I’m sorry I’m such a downer.”

I warmed my hands around the coffee cup and looked at the bacon to select the best piece. Carla served up some more bacon on plates to my friends. Tori was cracking eggs into a bowl. Soon, scrambled eggs and cheese were cooking on the grill.

Food should help.

I looked at Rob. His eyes were rolling back at the taste of bacon. That made me giggle, and I put down my cup, selected the juiciest slice on my plate, and bit off the end.

“Carla!” I said, “This is delicious bacon.”

“There is no such thing as mediocre bacon,” Carla assured me.

“I think bacon is better than cookies,” Rob said.

Soon my mood brightened. My friends and my monster we’re making me happy. They all got along great. I didn’t deserve any of them, but I did feel blessed that they were here. We all enjoyed talking and enjoyed the food Carla had expertly cooked.

As breakfast wound down, Tori quietly took the lead. She took a moment to look at us individually until each person quieted. There were still smiles, and no one took offense. There was work to do, which was the message she was communicating.

“Before we start the Hallmark Movie Marathon,” she smiled, “Which—I am so looking forward to watching! We need to do some shuffling, and there are things you need to do, Bee.”

I nodded. I knew Tori was right, and I couldn’t stay in a cocoon of denial forever.

“Do you want us with you when your lawyer reads your parent’s will?” Shelley asked, “Their lawyer can read the will openly; your parents just updated it a couple of months ago. They had an annual review of their wishes for the longest time.”

“Can you be there?” I asked, “You know how this works better than me. I don’t think everyone needs to be there.”

“I was hoping you’d say that,” Shelley smiled, “Just you and me then. Let me double-check with the lawyers. Nothing is holding up the execution of the will...”

She started sounding like Charlie Brown’s teacher, and I nodded until she excused herself to call the lawyers.

“The rest of us will start boxing up your parents' room,” Tori said. I must have frowned because she reached across the table and took my hand. “We will preserve everything,” Tori said, “Packed up in neat containers, sorted for you to go through when you’re not so raw.”

Tori paused, looked at me, and then at Rob, “Practically—however, you need a bigger space than your childhood bedroom. We need to start this process, Bee.”

I took a big breath, held it for a slow count of five, and then exhaled. She was right. My little bed was getting cramped. Two people were too many, and lately, it was three. This house wasn’t big enough to avoid what needed to happen.

“Okay,” I managed, and my fingers lifted and wiped under my eyes, “You’re right. What do you need from me.”

“I’m going to take Rob with me,” Carla said, taking my hand, “I’m going to get some good sturdy bins and other packing supplies. I know what we need. Remember my folks moved to a new home last year? We had to pack the whole house. I’m a packing rock star.”

I nodded. Carla had been good with Rob while I was distraught at the hospital. She might help him acclimate to real-world things. Going shopping would be good for him.

“He needs some... things,” I said, “He doesn’t have any underwear or pajamas.”

“I’ll take care of it, Bee,” Carla said with a nod.

“Bee,” Tori interrupted, “While everyone else is gone, I’m going to stay here and sort through your parents' room. My grandmother died last year, and we had to empty her house for the estate sale. She had many old memories that should be cherished, but there were also surprises in the stacks. I don’t want something they forgot to throw out to mar your memory of your parents.

I must have looked confused because she squeezed my hand.

“I don’t think I’ll find anything shocking or weird, Bee,” She smiled, “I’m just very cautious. You’ve always had a tender heart, and it’s even more so now.”

I nodded and took another long, cleansing breath.

“I trust you, Tori,” I said, “This is all just ... it seems too much too fast. I know these things need to happen here.” I pointed to my head, “But my heart isn’t there yet.”

“I get that, Bee,” she smiled, “I do. We’re going to put things away for when your heart catches up. Okay?”

I nodded and looked at my friends' faces, and Rob’s eyes watched me with concern. Shelley was coming back into the room, and I stood up.

“You guys are so awesome,” I said, looking at each of them, “I don’t know what I do without you. Right now, I need a hug.”

“Group hug!” Shelley said, “I love group hugs.”

I pressed myself into Rob’s chest as he stood. Then my friends wrapped me in their arms, it was warm, and I sunk into a feeling of comfort and protection. I listened to my monster’s heart beating and the sound of his breath. I squeezed him tight and stepped back.

“I also need tissues!” I laughed, wiping my eyes, “My eyes just won’t stop leaking.”

I rose on my toes and kissed Rob. He pressed his forehead against mine. His brilliant blue eyes searched mine as his hands ran up and down my back.

I didn’t have the words to tell him how I felt. My brain rewound to the dark jealous thoughts I had coming down the stairs. I had to chase them back into the corners of my mind. How could I think thoughts like that when his eyes held mine so profoundly?

The moment evaporated, and all of us went up to my room. My friends started cleaning. Carla stripped my sheets from my bed. Shelley pulled out my clothes and stacked them on the bare mattress. Tori began to collect some trash, and then she looked at the pile of my torn clothes from the previous afternoon.

“Do I want to know how this happened?” She asked, looking at me.

“Oh,” was all that I could say.

“You kinda do,” Shelley grinned, “Better it be a story for later, though,” and she winked at me.

Tori’s forehead creased in concern, then she allowed herself to smile and shook her head.

“You need to get dressed,” Shelley said, “Something nice is probably best. Reading your parent’s will is probably a meeting you’ll want to forget. If you remember it, you should have a pleasant memory.”

“A dress?” I asked.

Shelley took my hand, and we went through my closet. I’d been in college mode. My clothes were the same day after day. I didn’t go to school parties and wasn’t social. I was at school to study. Shelley flipped through clothes I hadn’t worn since High School. All my dresses looked too large and frumpy. She picked out a couple and then shook her head.

“You’ve changed so much,” she said quietly, “C’mon, I’m taking you shopping. We have time before the meeting.”

I pulled on the standard uniform of my daily comfort clothes. Shelley told Tori where she was taking me. We all shared another group hug with kisses on our cheeks before we left. I shared a long, lingering kiss with my monster. Then it was downstairs and into Shelley’s car, driving away from my parent’s home.

My home.

I looked out her window. Things seemed to be accelerating and rushing by so quickly. I just didn’t want to get lost and left behind.
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After a couple of days of feeling numb and being stuck in neutral, things accelerated. It was still painful to deal with loss, but it was also refreshing to know my life wouldn’t grind to a halt. I was an adult, and it was time to become an adult. It was time to put away my childhood and lean into the future.

Shelley helped me with the legalities of my parent’s death, their estate, and other legal concerns. She leaned on her father to help her, who became my official lawyer. The will was read, and my father's planning for his savings, investments, and everything made this disaster a reasonably smooth process. He approached these issues carefully, in the same manner as he made his investment in my education. The suddenness of his untimely death, and my mother's, was eased by his careful attention to detail.

He appointed an executor, a trusted business partner. My parents were only children, and their parents passed away years ago. We were the only family we had, so their estate passed into my hands. It was generous, and my father had pushed what was passed on to him when my grandparents died into long-term investments. He continued to live like his salary was the only source of income. He invested in life insurance responsibly. He invested in his retirement funds for when he would be able to stop working.

I loved how my Dad thought about life and the effects his death may have on me. I wished I had more time, so he could teach me the lessons he learned and how he managed his life, family, and wealth. I hadn’t understood he was wealthy because he lived so humbly. I hoped I wouldn’t spoil his plans with my decisions.

After hearing the will read, I understood the bottom line—money wasn’t an issue. I had a home that I now owned outright. I had zero debt; his death plan included debt forgiveness, not that he had much debt. He taught me how to save to make big purchases and not get behind on credit cards for convenience.

I loved my Dad. I hope I can live up to his expectations.

I feel horrible that I betrayed his trust.

There were questions I needed to answer.

Did I want to keep my home?— of course.

Did I want to change my father’s investment plan?—not really. I didn’t know enough.

So many of the questions didn’t have immediate answers. I was nineteen years old and suddenly wealthy. I didn’t feel rich and was afraid I would just piss everything away.

Shelley’s father recommended that the executor establish a Trust, following my father’s complicated will guidelines. My father’s will didn’t mandate a Trust but allowed the executor to use discretion. It made sense to be frugal until I was 21.

Shelley’s father recommended the Trust be structured to allocate an annual salary. The funds would be allocated to my accounts every quarter. Expenses outside of the determined salary would need approval by a board. I asked Shelley’s dad to create the board and invited my friend’s parents to manage my financial stability.

In the back of my mind, I wanted to buy a boat, an island, and disappear with Rob. I knew I needed help because as things got complicated, there was a strong temptation to escape. I sat down with my girlfriends’ fathers. I told my board about Rob and the incredible way he had become real. Thanks to Shelley’s father’s connections, Robert Townsend was now his legal name. I told the board I needed assurance that Rob would be taken care of, even if we broke up.

How could we break up? He’s real now. Real things happen.

I want to be Mrs. Robert Townsend

So much better than an 80s pop singer.

My board was frank with me, and they didn’t think giving him unfettered access to my accounts was a good idea. I reminded them that I didn’t want unfettered access to my accounts. They did agree to help him find a good steady job, and they would work to set up a similar Trust in his name—but separate from mine. Everything else would be in long-term investments.

I wanted to be self-sufficient. I wanted to finish school and find my career. Having wealth meant I had options. I could be anything I wanted to be. I could own a bookshop—horrible investment was the guidance. I could become a writer—a challenging business to be successful. I could stay in academia and then become a professor—prestige but not lucrative.

Thankfully I didn’t care about lucrative things, and I understood life was more than money. I thanked my parents and their choices that they made money matters the least of my worries.

While all that was going on, Tori practically lived at my house. She took charge of cleaning up my parent’s room. Tori carefully sorted and removed things that were just odd or unimportant. She sorted through their keepsakes and stowed them in the tubs that Carla purchased, and then the tubs were stacked neatly in Mom’s craft room. Tori labeled everything to help me with memories of my parents. She packed away their clothes and other parts of their room that I would need to use. When she was done purging, my parent’s room didn’t seem like theirs anymore.

Frankly, I broke down crying when I saw the results. I wasn’t angry, just sad—so completely sad. Then from that depth of remorse, there was a seedling of renewal. My parent’s house was my home now, and this would become my room. I had a fresh start and didn’t need to live as I did in high school. I hugged her and thanked her. We talked because she worried she overdid it, purging everything so abruptly.

Rip off the bandaid.

I assured her what she did was right. I thanked her for her forward thinking. The only thing I wanted to replace was my parents' bed. It was comfortable, but I needed something to call my own. We spent a few hours looking at the latest and most durable options. She laughed when I made that a requirement. Apparently, Shelley had told Tori the steamy story of the night she slept over.

Carla helped too. She was like a sexy, sassy Marie Kondo regarding simplifying households. Carla pulled out everything from my mother’s kitchen. My mother had Tupperware from the 80s and a mishmash of appliances she’d collected over the years. Carla walked me through them and pointed to things that were still worth keeping. A Kitchen-Aide mixer for baking. A high-end food processor, there were newer ones, but Dad had bought Mom a high-quality one that was still considered top of the line.

Carla enjoyed cooking and made it her mission to take over my mother’s role in feeding me good food. She practically lived in my house. She enjoyed flirting with Rob, and he would just shake his head. If I even looked jealous, Rob would pull me in for a hug and banish my odd thoughts.

By the end of the week, my house was different. No ghosts of the past remained to haunt me, and I had a foundation to start making this house my own. Time kept moving, and returning to school was looming in the distance. Heading back to school was something I looked forward to and feared. Rob would be alone again. I didn’t know how he’d handle it. We ended up avoiding the topic, my monster and I. Tori would push me to discuss it, and I kept procrastinating addressing it.

I had my scholarship to consider.

You don’t need a scholarship.

You could go to school locally or stay home and take a semester off.

My train of thought on the topic was confusing. I left school with the intent to not think about school, have a good break, catch my breath, and return recharged. Everything since the time I walked into my mother’s kitchen had been the opposite of what I had planned. I fell in love with a monster, made him real, got kicked out of my house, and watched my parents die. How do you even plan for something like that?

“I think I just need to take the spring semester off,” I said quietly, stirring my peppermint mocha at our favorite coffee shop.

“It kinda makes sense, Bee.” she smiled and reached for my hand, “Lots of people are doing that more and more. Getting a degree in four years isn’t the norm anymore. Life comes first.”

“I used to think education was my life,” I sighed, “I know better. I wish that weren’t such a hard lesson.”

“Not returning to school doesn’t mean you can’t keep taking classes.” She said, sipping her latte, “Your school might have some remote study programs. We can look into it.”

“I just don’t think I want to leave Rob alone. He’s growing up so fast.”

We laughed at that. Rob was changing. He was growing up but was always a man. He did a few shifts at the nursery and enjoyed gardening. They asked him to continue part-time after the new year. He didn’t shy away from hard work, and I enjoyed watching him stretch and wash the dirt off his body when we shared the shower.

It was more than just that; I felt like something was changing between Rob and me. He kept looking at my friends and smiling, laughing. I was glad that the five of us had become close. He was one of the gang.

Watching them recycled my old feelings of not fitting in. The lies I believed: I wasn’t as beautiful, I wasn’t as outgoing, I was the nerdy introvert watching my dynamic friends live.

Rob had trouble understanding how I could think thoughts like that. He saw me as the most beautiful, engaging, and interesting of all his new friends. I had difficulty telling him his bias blinded him to the apparent facts.

He was a figment of my imagination. Until I made him real

He’d eventually resent that I pushed him into reality.

Wasn’t that what happened? The lesson of Dr. Frankenstein. The monster never wanted to become alive. The creator did; I did.

“Where are you, Bee?” Tori squeezed my hand, “You faded off.”

“Sorry,” I said, focusing on the last of my mocha.

“You keep saying that, but you don’t have anything to apologize for, Bee.” She smiled and squeezed my hand again.

“I do, though,” I said, “I didn’t ask Rob if he wanted to be real. I didn’t know he’d get stuck here. I didn’t ...”

“I don’t think he’d want it any other way, Bee.” She said, her brow creasing as she concentrated, “He is—different than he was when we first met him in your room. He’s more complex than when I first met him, and I think he likes being real. I know he loves you.”

“He’s a monster,” I mumbled, barely audible, “He doesn’t know love. He’s fascinated with me. He still sees me as the girl in my dreams.”

“That’s not true.”

“It is, though,” I said, “I’m going to go away to school, and he’s going to start to forget me. He will look around and see so many better options than me. So many vibrant and sexy women. How could he fall in love with a book nerd like me?”

“Bee, stop it.” Tori sounded angry, “I don’t know where you come up with these thoughts.”

She sounds like my mother.

I’m surprised she didn’t invoke my middle name.

She reached and grabbed both my hands. I frowned and stared at the table.

“Belinda Claire.”

Ah, fuck!

“Look at me,” she said softly, not wanting to draw attention to our more intense conversation.

I lifted my eyes and could already feel the tears welling.

“See, I can’t even talk about this without crying.”

“Bee, shhh.”

“Don’t shush me, Tori. I’m not a child.”

That was a bit loud, Bee.

I stood up and walked out the door. I didn’t want to talk about it. I just wanted to dwell in my pity party. I knew Tori, and she was my biggest cheerleader. I just knew she was as biased as Rob. She and I were the closest of all my friends, and we’d shared all the secrets. Everything was plain.

She’d tell me I was beautiful. I’m not

You are!

She’d tell me I’m attractive. I’m boring.

Oh Bee, stop

I was beginning to sound like my mother.

I walked down along the small shopping strip where our coffee shop was and stopped at the corner. I leaned against the fake bricks and crossed my arms across my chest. I counted to five slowly. I took cleansing breaths. I closed my eyes and willed the tears back into my ducts.

I felt her before I heard her. She didn’t touch me. She just leaned against the wall alongside me. She didn’t deserve my inner hate. She was always in my corner. I sighed.

“I’m sorry, T,” I said in what I hoped was a normal voice, “I don’t know what I’m thinking anymore.”

“Apology accepted,” Tori said, and I heard her smile in her voice.

I looked at her and saw the smile in her eyes.

“I’m sorry too,” she said, “That was unfair of me to talk to you like that.”

“Forgiven, of course,” I said.

I hugged her tightly around the neck. She squeezed me around my shoulders, leaned back, and lifted me off the ground.

“Don’t hurt your back,” I grinned.

“Oh, Bee, you weigh the same as me now.”

“I do?”

“Yes, you do,” Tori said.

She was taller than me by a few inches, making her seem skinnier than me. I knew I wasn’t the same as in high school, but my brain still plastered the pleasantly plump label on my reflection in the mirror.

“I wish you could see yourself in my eyes, Bee,” she smiled, “I know I’m horribly biased because I’ve been blessed to be your friend for so long. You are the most beautiful of any of us.”

“Now I know you’re bullshitting me.”

“I’m not.”

“I dunno.”

“I hope you see it someday,” Tori said, “Rob can’t stop looking at you. He laughs and jokes with us. But when it’s quiet, he only looks at you.”

“What happens when he stops?” I asked, feeling a panic deep in my core.

“I don’t think he could if he wanted to,” Tori said.

Isn’t that the problem? I chose him.

He is stuck with me.

“Do you think he would choose me?” I asked, “It seems he didn’t get a choice of rooms... you know?”

“I think he did choose you,” Tori said, “I’ve read your books on folklore. The brùnaidh of the stories are nothing like Rob, even when we first met him. From what I know, he wasn’t just the helpful yet irritable sprite most stories describe. He doesn’t show much of a temper—except when your dad kicked him out. Bobby told me he was irritated when he threw his clothes towards him.”

“That’s weird,” I said.

“Well, tossing clothes at a brownie frees them. At least in the folklore, kind of like giving a sock to Dobby.”

“Really?”

Tori nodded.

“I don’t think he wants to be free of you. So you might be careful and not toss your bra at him when you do a striptease.”

I flushed red but laughed.

“I don’t think catching my bra would be offensive to Rob.” I mused.

We stood there quietly in the cold air. I shivered, and Tori leaned to her side, looking at me.

“Are you okay, Bee?”

“Yeah, let’s go home.”

“Good,” Tori said, “Tomorrow is New Year’s Eve. We need to have a party.”
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That night around the dinner Carla made for us, we discussed New Year’s Eve plans. I was tired of being around my house and wanted to do something different. Tori’s parents hadn’t planned their annual NYE Bash, so that wasn’t an option. We had been so isolated and didn’t know anyone else’s plans from high school. Tori and Shelley had boyfriends back at school, and Carla wasn’t dating anyone regularly. She often told us about some steamy bad boy she hooked up, but she’d been a homebody like all of us since my life blew up in flames.

“We need to get out,” Shelley agreed, “Cut loose, sing, dance.”

“Ooh! Karaoke!” Tori suggested, “Or not,” her face fell when Shelley looked unpleased.

“I mean,” Shelley said, “I can’t sing a lick.”

“You get much better after a few shots,” Carla said with a grin.”

“Who doesn’t??!” Tori smiled and winked at me.

“Um, hate to be the spoilsport,” I said, “We are not old enough to go out and drink.”

“Pooh.” Carla said, “We’ll pre-game here, take an Uber or get a limo and go have a great time.”

“Will they even let us in a bar?” I asked, mainly because this was outrageous to me.

“Okay, okay,” Shelley cut in, “Here is the start of a plan. Dinner at a Japanese steak house— we can find one with a karaoke club. Then we pre-game a bit before we go. Try to slide by without getting carded. We’ll go with the limo idea, and Uber will be too busy. If it is a bust, we come back here, raid what’s left of Bee’s parents' liquor stash, and holler until the ball falls.”

“The ball falls at 11 here,” Carla reminded us, “So we can have one chance to practice.”

I shrugged, leaned into Rob, and looked into his eyes, “What do you think?”

“I think I’ll be wherever you are.” He kissed my forehead and ran his fingers through my hair.

“You don’t even know what we’re talking about.”

“Well, I do, kinda,” Rob smiled his unique smile, “We’re going to eat food, sing some songs, drink something called liquor, and then shout a lot.”

“That’s pretty close.” I smiled, “Look at you, Mr. Real Boy!”

“Count me in,” Rob smiled back and then kissed me.

I felt my insides clench as his kisses always seemed to start a spark inside of me. I lifted my hand and combed his hair behind his ear. His hair has grown and curled slightly. I gripped his curls tightly and pulled him closer. He wrapped an arm around me, then grabbed my ass through my jeans. I moaned softly, arching to press my breast against his chest. He growled, which set off another spark, and parted from the kiss.

I blinked and looked around. It had gotten hushed. My three girlfriends were all looking at us. I blushed and sat up straight.

“Get a room!” Tori teased.

“No, no,” Carla said, leaning back in her chair, “Proceed, please. I don’t mind watching.”

Shelley punched Carla, but her eyes flicked at mine. Her expression reminded me of how she looked at me her first night staying over.

“Ummm.”

I didn’t know what to do or say. After Rob’s growl, my thoughts were scrambled.

Shelley got up and grabbed my hand, then grabbed Rob’s.

“Come on, you two,” She said and dragged me towards my new bedroom, “Go get it out of your system.”

She stood with her hands on her hip, pointing into the bedroom. Then Shelley looked back at my other two friends, "WE,” she said sternly, “Are going to get some coffee and work the plans for tomorrow.”

“We will give you two a night on your own.” She smiled at winked at me, “We are just a text away if you need us, Bee.”

Tori quickly gathered her things, and Shelley did likewise. Carla just sat there with a smile.

“Oh, you were serious?” She said to Shelley after another punch, “Did we install the webcams?”

“You’re impossible, Carla!” Shelley laughed.

“I’ll just make sure we turned them off.” Carla winked at me.

“Bee, there are zero webcams,” Tori said, shaking her head. “Enjoy your night. I’ll be here in the morning with bagels. You don’t get to come early for breakfast tomorrow, Carla.”

“Damn,” Carla said, “Guess I’m grounded,” then winked and waved, then the three were gone, and we were alone.

Just my monster and me.

I trembled, and a shiver raced through me. We hadn’t been alone since my need was so raw on the first night after my parents’ death. He would hold me—we always slept close. We often kissed and hugged a lot. But sex had been on the back burner. I was exhausted physically and emotionally most nights. Tonight was a welcome breather.

“We uh,” I smiled, looking up at him, “We can watch a movie, just you and me. We don’t have to rush right to bed.”

I searched Rob’s eyes. He was staring at me intently. I was still a bit embarrassed by the whole thing. I missed his kisses, but the frank discussion and the open knowledge of what was about to happen had doused the flames. I hugged him tightly and kissed him under his jaw. He growled again but nodded. The intensity of his eyes cooled.

“Okay, Bee,” He smiled and took my hand, “A movie sounds fun.”

Did I disappoint him?

God, I want him. I always want him.

We have all night.

Rob went into the kitchen and made a bowl of popcorn. He was learning from Carla’s kitchen clues too. I flipped through the streaming apps but didn’t find anything new that looked interesting. I selected a movie I enjoyed, even though I’d seen it many times. I was hoping that I might get distracted in the middle of it by something else.

The last time Rob and I had sex. It had been raw and primal. I had been numb, and I wanted to feel something. I wanted him to control me, almost force me. It was thrilling and fulfilled something in me I hadn’t realized was there. It made me feel wanted—like he couldn’t get enough of me. I felt like he wanted to consume me, make me his. I had never experienced a boy that wanted me.

I mean, I had friends that were boys, but none of them looked at me and thought of romance. None of them focused on me alone, not if my friends were around. So I was an observer. I watched. Sparks never flew; it was like I wasn’t there.

My initials are BCC, which in email means to copy a message to a recipient blindly. They could read the email sent to someone else, and the recipient never knew they were there. The sender sent it, and the BCC could reply to the sender. The intended recipient couldn’t even respond to the BCC. That was the perfect analogy for my friends and me through high school. They included me, and I never felt left out. But outside of my friends, I didn’t get involved with others often. I felt invisible.

I pulled a pillow into my lap and hugged it. Rob settled beside me and against the arm of the sofa, and I leaned against his side. I tossed the pillow aside and pulled his arm over my shoulder. I reached for some popcorn that he held in his lap, which was warm and slightly greasy because he had added some butter. I tasted it and felt my eyes roll back in my head.

“You’ve become a popcorn master!” I said, “This is so good.”

“Thanks,” he said, then went quiet.

I looked up at him, but he was already looking at me. We were ignoring the movie. His eyes had become more and more expressive. Brilliant and blue, piercing almost, as if he could see past my invisibility cloak and saw the real me.

“Why did you pick me?” I asked, helping myself to more popcorn.

“It wasn’t a conscious choice,” Rob said.

He combed a bundle of hair behind my ear and shoulder. His fingers slid along my jaw, and I felt myself tremble. His touch always made me melt a little. He was solid and powerful, I’d felt that side of him, and it thrilled me. He was also gentle and caring. That’s what I needed tonight.

“Why?” I finally got around to responding to him.

“My memories of the dark aren’t powerful anymore. I was in the shadows for a very long time. I was there before you and your bed. Others lived in your room. I never did much with them. I never protected them.”

“So what made you change with me?”

“With you, I saw something, a spark. You smiled when you read books. You laughed when your father tickled you. You were enchanted when your mother read to you. You seemed happiest when you were dreaming. That drew me to you and then into your dreams.”

“I never really felt like I was exceptional,” I said.

I turned and pressed my cheek against his chest. I unbuttoned a button of his shirt, then another. He had a tee shirt underneath. I leaned against him and inhaled. His scent always brought me back to my dreams.

“Tell me a dream you remember,” I said softly, almost childlike.

“It was a few years ago,” Rob began, “Before we became lovers when we were only friends. You wanted to show me something—to leave our meadow where we always played. You took me to a path that led into some trees. The sky disappeared, and shadows from the trees surrounded us. I thought you’d be frightened. Mostly I thought all real people were afraid of the dark.”

“I never was afraid of the dark,” I said, my voice soft and tender, “My folks bought me a night light, I remember. It was always so bright. The shadow that it cast on the wall was scarier. It looked like a big giant, and it moved whenever I did. Once I figured out it was my shadow, I pulled the nightlight out of the socket and hid it in my drawer. I sleep better in the dark.”

“The forest was getting darker. The scent of pine surrounded us, the forest floor littered with pine needles,” Rob continued the story from my dreams, “You kept walking until the meadow was just a glint of light at the end of the path. The path was straight. It didn’t wind. It took us directly into the deepest of the dark.”

“I remember that dream,” I smiled, “Tell me the next part.”

“You took my hand and turned me to face you. Then you took my other hand. It was hard to see your face, but your eyes were big and expressive. I smiled and asked, ‘Why did you bring me here, Bee?’ You grinned and said, ‘For this, my monster,’ then you kissed me.”

“I was just a brazen hussy as a child.” I giggled.

“You still are, a little,” Rob said.

He lowered his hand to his chin and tilted my gaze until our eyes met.

“Your eyes still enthrall me, and you’re my brazen hussy.”

“And you’re my monster.”

He kissed me precisely the way I wanted. His lips captured mine softly, then deepened as I pressed myself up, rising into his kiss.

“Take me to bed, please,” I asked, “Make love to me, without rush or hurry.”

“As you wish,” he said with a smile.

On TV, Westley was saying goodbye to Buttercup, and their adventure was about to begin. That is what I thought as my monster lifted me like I was nothing and carried me to our bed.

He slid me onto the bed, and I started to pull my shirt off, but he stopped me. I looked at him curiously as his hands lowered to the hem of my shirt.

“Lift your arms,” he said.

I lifted them slowly as if his voice hypnotized me, and I was compelled to obey. He lifted my shirt and exposed my belly. I shivered, though I was anything but cold. He tossed my shirt aside and then unclasped my bra. The cups shifted slightly as the elastic released, then his fingers slid under the straps, and I lowered my arms so he could pull my bra off me.

I chased away the impulse to cover my breasts with my hand and looked into his eyes.

“Lie back,” His voice was low but hushed like we were in a sacred space.

I lowered back and slid myself down. Rob’s fingers slid along my thighs, then hooked inside the waist of my leggings and slowly pulled. I exhaled as my back arched and lifted my bottom from the mattress. His fingers pulled my leggings and panties together, past my thighs, and then off. I was naked before my monster, and I shivered; I was captivated. I wet my lips with my tongue.

“I want to watch you,” I said, my eyes lifted to his, then down to his hands.

He grinned almost bashfully, then lowered his brows to look at me intently. His gaze was even arousing. He focused on me as he shrugged off his button-down. He pulled his tee shirt up and exposed his ripped abs. My eyes followed his torso, down the path of muscles and light dark hairs that led to his crotch. I lifted my eyes and drank in his bare chest, his pectoral muscles broad and robust. His shoulders and arms were perfect. Working had filled him out.

I gasped as I realized that his initial shape was from my dreams. My ideal man was a composite of many different people. Now, a week after I made him real, he was different. He had grown into something better than even I could imagine. His strength rippled off his form as his fingers undid his buckle, button, and zipper. He shifted his jeans and boxers down in one motion. His manhood rose, his arousal growing as it lifted off his thigh.

“You are glorious,” I said softly.

“You are beautiful, Bee,” he said as he crawled onto our bed.

His hand combed my hair behind my shoulder, then pressed behind my head. He lowered to kiss me as his hand pulled me into the kiss. He took my breath away, and I inhaled his exhalation. He growled as our lips pressed together. I felt his tongue move, and my mouth opened to accept it willingly. He tasted so good as our tongues shifted against each other.

I arched as he lowered to deepen the kiss, My hard nipples pressed into his chest as my breasts compressed against his warm flesh. I shifted, my thighs parting, inviting him to slip between them. His fingers curled and tugged as his lips escaped mine, sealed along my jaw and down my neck.

I shuddered, feeling his tongue and teeth graze the tender point between my neck and shoulder. My hands lifted, and my fingers curled through his hair. I watched him move lower, exhaling as his breath warmly bathed my breast. I groaned as his lips surrounded my puffy nipple and whined when he suckled it, his tongue flicking over the tip.

My pussy was liquid fire, molten, and impatient for his touch. His knee lifted over my thigh, and my other thigh lifted, and I hooked my heel over his waist. One of his hands cupped and kneaded my other breast as he continued to suck and lick my nipple.

“I’m ready,” I said, “I want to feel you inside me; you already have me ready for you.”

I was squirming, and he rose. His hands lifted and gripped my wrists as he looked down at me. He pressed my wrists into the mattress on either side of my head.

“You’re incredibly impatient.” He growled with a grin.

“You make me this way,” I said, “It’s hard to be still when you look at me like that.”

He lifted his other thigh, and I spread my other thigh, spreading and lifting my heel behind his lower back. I dug my heels into his flesh.

“Don’t tease me,” I pleaded, “Don’t make me beg.”

“This sounds a little like begging.”

His hips pressed, and I groaned, feeling his rigid shaft push into my open lips. My hips moved instinctively, worming—to coat his manhood with my arousal. I was smoldering coal, just waiting for the kindling to set fire to my flesh. His knob slid down, and I whimpered.

“How can you move so slowly,” I complained, not complaining.

I felt him press, and then my opening stretched to accept him. I needed him deeper. I pressed my hips up, and his hips danced back.

“Hold still,” he grinned.

“This feels like teasing,” I simpered.

“I never said I wouldn’t tease you,”

I groaned as I was treated to another cycle of his hard cock sliding along my lips, aligning, pressing into me. I held still this time and then moaned as he filled me. He took his time, thrusting slowly until I felt his heavy balls press against my ass.

“Yes,” I sighed, “God—you fill me completely.”

“You made me this way,” he growled.

Then we kissed as he cycled his hips. His pace was still slow and sensual. Our breaths mingled, and I inhaled as he growled into my mouth. I exhaled a sigh, and his lungs filled with my need. His hands held my wrists, and I tried to push free; I needed to pull him against me. I wanted to feel his muscles ripple under my fingertips. I craved to rake my nails into his flesh, to drive him harder to fill my building need.

His lips left mine as he pressed my wrists deeper into the sheets. His control of me was intuitive, his pace pushing my need higher. I squeezed my thighs, pressing my heels into his firm ass, clutching him with my legs. He hovered over me, watching my eyes. I was breathless, watching his blue eyes. I couldn’t catch my breath as I panted between moans.

“Please,” I said, “Don’t stop, no more teasing. I need you.”

He knew what I needed better than I could express, and he met that need with every move. His scent was everywhere, and I thrilled at his touch. His control was unwavering as he pressed me to the heights of passion.

I got lost in his eyes. Time slowed, even as my heart raced. The world had shrunk; it was just us—my monster and me. He pressed harder, faster, making every nerve in my body strain seeking the delicious release to come. He was in charge, and it would happen when he allowed it. I was lost in the anticipation until it crested, and I shattered into bliss.

My body shuddered, my hips driving into his thrusts. My core clenched, urging him to his peak. His eyes locked on mine; no words were possible as I watched him shiver, then drive deeply into my clutching cunt. His fire filled me. Warmth enveloped me, and I crested again at the feeling of his cum bathing my womb. His hands released my wrists to comb his fingers behind my head.

Our lips crushed together as my arms finally lifted to wrap around his muscular back and clutch his hot flesh against mine. His weight pressed me into the mattress as his hips stilled. I felt his cock pulse, and his body twitched as he came down from his peak.

“Stay still,” I said into his lips, “Stay still, my monster.”

“As you wish, Bee.” He growled in a contented breath.


CHAPTER 25
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Iwoke up, and my eyes blinked, trying to find focus. The sheet and comforter covered my naked flesh; someone had covered me. I couldn’t feel Rob behind me, and I didn’t see him in front of me. I twisted and sat up quickly. Laughter was coming from outside my bedroom.

I crisscrossed my ankles and frowned. Why did Rob always wake up and leave me alone? Why was he still laughing with my friends while I slept?

What is he hiding? Probably nothing, Bee.

Then why is he leaving me alone?

I slipped out of bed, pulled on my tee shirt from the night before, and pulled on a new pair of panties. I opened my door and looked towards the kitchen.

Rob was sitting on a stool, and Tori was smiling at him, spreading a smear of cream cheese on a bagel. Carla was sitting next to Rob and had a piece of a bagel with a massive blob of cream cheese on it and was pushing it towards Rob’s mouth. Rob was leaning away but smiling at Carla.

“Good morning!” I said and plastered a fake smile on my face.

I strode towards Rob, wrapped an arm around him, and pulled his face towards mine. I started kissing him and got an ear full of cream cheese.

“What the hell!!?” I cursed, glowering at Carla.

She looked shocked and then embarrassed. Shelley and Tori broke into laughter.

“Bee! I’m sorry!” Carla said, “Jesus, I’m sorry. I was all wound up, and you just stepped in front of me.”

My cheeks were hot, and I’m sure my angry, confused, and jealous emotions didn’t help my glare of indignation. Carla looked down and grabbed some paper towels, leaning to help clean the cream cheese from my ear canal.

“Don’t fucking touch me,” I growled.

I was a mess, and I looked wildly at everyone. I was confused and jealous. I twisted away from Rob and ran back to my room, slamming the door.

I slumped against the door, then slid until I was sitting. My eyes filled with tears of frustration. I knew it was harmless fun, but I grew increasingly jealous of Rob’s smiles at my friends. My friends were happy, exuberant, flirty, and fun.

I would never be like them, not now. Not after this past week and the grief I felt over the loss of my parents. I was going to be more introverted, more boring, plainer. I’d probably just mope around and get fatter.

“Bee,” Rob said, “Can I come in?”

“No.”

“Please, Bee,” He said, “I’m sorry.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” I huffed, “You did what everyone does.”

“What’s that?”

“Forget that I exist. I’m just a blind carbon copy.”

“Bee,” Tori’s voice sounded next to Rob, “Bee let me in. Open the door, beautiful.”

“I’m not that at all.” I huffed.

I retreated and flopped on the bed on my belly. I pressed my face into my pillow and bit the cover so I wouldn’t scream. My emotions were ragged. Last night I fell asleep in the perfect arms of my monster, and I woke up feeling abandoned and alone.

Two weights fell onto the bed beside me. Rob’s arm ran along my back. I stayed still and tried to find my breath. His touch did comfort me.

“Bee, look at me,” Tori said from the other side of me, “I’m sorry.”

“What do you have to be sorry for? Did you get a bad bunch of bagels?” I twisted and looked at her and gave her a soft smile. “This is just me having a complete and utter mental breakdown,” I sighed.

She combed my hair from my eyes, then leaned and kissed my forehead.

“I think that is allowed and maybe even expected.” Tori lay on her side to look at me.

“You were sleeping and so at peace. I told Bobby to let you rest. I should have come back and stayed with you until you awoke.”

“I... you don’t have to do that.” I said, “Thanks for letting me sleep a bit. I’ve been so tired.”

“I’m sorry too, Bee,” Rob said, “I could have woken you to see if you were hungry or let you know where I was.”

“Just tell me I’m beautiful,” I said softly, looking at Tori but talking to Rob, “You don’t even have to mean it.”

I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at Tori’s frown. I turned my head back to my pillow and cried quietly.

I felt Rob’s arms slide under my chest and my abdomen. He easily lifted and rolled me until I looked into his blue eyes. He pulled me to his chest and gazed at me.

“You’re beautiful, my Bee.” He said, and meant every word, “You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. You will always be.”

“Well, you’ve only really seen four girls,” I said, trying to smile.

“Well, you outshine them, babe.” He grinned.

Tori leaned and kissed my cheek and pressed her forehead against my temple.

“You are beautiful, Bee, outside and in.” She whispered in my ear, “I need to keep telling you that until you believe it.”

“Stop. I’ll start crying again.” I said and grinned, “Are the bagels any good? I’m hungry.”

“Let’s go eat then,” Tori said, “I think they’re outstanding.”

Rob put me back on my feet and took my hand. I walked in, then rushed to Carla and hugged her.

“I’m sorry, Carla,” I said, “I know it was an accident, and I’m just a horrible friend. Please forgive me.”

“Babe,” Carla said, hugging me back, “I’m sorry, too. I flirt too much sometimes. I need to remember to tone it down sometimes.”

Shelley passed around some bagels. I took half a bagel but doubled up on the cream cheese. They were good bagels, and the cream cheese was just right. We started chatting about the rest of the day, and we all forgot my breakdown.

“Bobby is coming over,” Tori said, “I’ve convinced him to come with us for our plans tonight. He’s going to bring his girlfriend, Jill, along. He said he’d take Rob shopping for a suit and real man clothes. We’ll take Bee shopping to get her beautiful woman clothes.”

“I like my comfy wardrobe,” I said with a blush.

“You need to get something other than white granny panties,” Carla said, “You’ve got a monster you need to seduce nightly!”

I blushed again.

“I wouldn’t know even where to start,” I said.

“That’s what friends are for!” Shelley sang and did a little dance, “We’re going shopping!!”

I grabbed Rob’s hand and wrapped it around my waist, “If we’re going shopping, I need to take a shower.”

I leaned back and looked up at him and enjoyed his grin.

“I’m certain we won’t be too long,” I winked at my friends.

“We’re going for coffee!!” Shelley said, “Meet us there when you’re nice and clean!”

“She means after you get dirty,” Carla winked and nudged me.

“I’d better call Bobby and have him meet us at the coffee shop, too,” Tori said as they walked out the door, “I hear they can be quite loud.”

Tori winked at me while I blushed hard. It was embarrassing, but it also felt like I fit in with my fabulous friends just a bit more. I smiled, grabbed Rob by hand, and headed to the shower.
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I thought we were quick when we arrived at the coffee shop a little under an hour later. It probably helped that we spent the getting dirty time in the shower, so we had less transition time to the clean part.

Both parts were exquisite; in the end, the getting clean and getting dirty blended.

I made sure that I checked my hair before we left. I didn’t want to be sporting wild sex hair when I walked into the coffee shop. I wanted to make a good impression on Bobby’s girlfriend, Jill. I also examined my eyes in the mirror and allowed myself to look at my appearance and try to see what Tori said she saw when she looked at me.

Maybe a glimmer? She’s biased; she said so.

But I don’t look too bad. I’m different than I was.

Jill was a delight when we showed up at the coffee shop. I introduced myself, and she smiled and looked at me like I wasn’t invisible. She introduced herself to Rob and smiled. Quickly her eyes returned to Bobby. It seemed her eyes were always following Bobby.

Did I look at Rob like that? I wanted to.

It seemed he was always looking at me when I checked.

My stream of thought made me smile. I had a moment of regret that my nagging self-doubt had been so acute this morning.

I watched Bobby and Rob. They seemed to have become friends, with different names not nearly as confusing. They talked. I had no idea what they were discussing, but both were engaged in the discussion. I enjoyed that thought while realizing I drifted away from conversations too often with my friends. I should also be involved in listening.

Once we’d finished our coffees and had discussions, the seven of us split up. Bobby and Jill drove Rob to get a nice outfit for our celebration. Shelley drove Tori, Carla, and me to one of the newer malls, with a selection of different shops.

I felt a bit nervous. Shelley had bought me a nice enough dress to wear to the reading of my parent’s will. She told me I needed something fun for tonight, not something that would remind me of my parents’ deaths. Tori and Carla, however, were excited to help me find some seductive lingerie to entice Rob.

Thinking of that was a mix of excitement and dread. I enjoyed sleeping in oversized tee shirts and panties. I was pretty sure Rob enjoyed the ease of just removing a tee shirt rather than some elaborate lacy thing. I was pretty sure I wouldn’t like anything they selected. Maybe new panties wouldn’t be so bad. I did agree that mine was dated and frumpy.

Dress shopping was fun because Tori took me to this elaborate boutique. She arranged for a private dressing room, and then my hostess helped us pick out an appropriate dress. I had no idea what even to say or what to ask when it came to dresses. As they often did, Tori and Shelley led the way and started talking about our plans, and the hostess listened. Then she wanted to take some measurements and get me the correct size.

Is this really necessary?

I dreaded the ordeal. I was in deep denial about my appearance from years of just not having the right body shape. I didn’t want to face the brutal honesty of the measuring tape.

“Looks like she’s a 5, maybe a 6.” Jane, our hostess, said.

“That can’t be right,” I grumbled, “I’m a 12 to 14, I’m pretty sure.”

Jane looked at me oddly, then remeasured, letting me see the measurements myself.

“It’s always good to double-check, and at the very most, you are a 6, but for these dresses, we’re going to try a five first.”

“I told you, Bee,” Tori smiled, “You’ve changed a lot in the last year. When was the last time you bought a nice outfit? Don’t tell me I know—it was early our Senior year.”

I took a deep breath and tried to look at myself with fresh eyes in the mirror. I wanted to see how Tori or my monster saw me. There were many dresses, and each one helped me in the process of seeing myself differently. The woman in the mirror still didn’t seem like me, but the eyes and the reflection’s smile were mine. Each new dress helped me erase some memories of terrible shopping experiences.

We settled on a deep forest green dress with an A-line skirt. The blouse was conservative, with short sleeves, and had a cute bow for a belt. I thought it would make my monster smile. I hoped it did and saw myself smiling while looking at my mirror reflection. It felt like a dress a princess would wear on a night out in town.

I caught the image of my friends looking at me from behind me. They all looked excited and happy for me. I had a glimmer of an inkling of a thought that maybe I could fit in with them someday.

You do fit in with them, Bee

Maybe at the coffee shop.

You’re ridiculous.

The next shop was even more challenging—lingerie.

Again my friends surrounded me and helped me with styles and designs that fit my personality. Romantic, alluring, and teasing were the words that fit my personality. They also got an array of panties and bras that I would never think to try and were absent from Walmart racks.

When we were all finished, I had a lovely dress for tonight (it was a size 5!), something nice to wear under it, and even a new pair of pumps with a small heel that went with my dress. Bobby dropped Rob off just a few minutes after I got home. My friends all went to get ready at their places, which gave Rob and me some time alone before the limousine arrived.

“Let’s surprise each other,” I said, “Would you like to dress in our room downstairs or my old room?”

“Um, why?” Rob said with a grin, “I like to watch you dress.”

“Who’s the insatiable one now?” I teased back.

“We have time.” he grinned.

He fixed me with a sexy eyebrow raise, making me want to give in immediately. I took a deep breath and looked at him with a smile.

“Rob, the next time you see me naked will be next year,” I tried to act stern, put my hands on my hips, and gave a little stomp.

“Okay, okay,” Rob grinned, taking his shopping bags, “I’ll go to your old room. It won’t take me long.”

“Are you going to shower? Are you going to shave?” I asked.

“I guess you’ll have to find out,” Rob winked.

I gathered my bags and started laying out the new things. Tonight was going to be all green. Green made me think of Rob and the forests we enjoyed in my dreams. I also selected a lacy green bra and a green thong. I wasn’t sure about wearing a thong, but Carla convinced me it was the only choice, which made me doubt it even more. I showered and washed my hair, then put on my underwear while I styled my hair and added minimal makeup. I kept my hair down and enjoyed how the curls bounced. I pulled on the dress, but I needed Rob to finish pulling up the zipper. Even without zipping, the dress fit me well.

I looked like a grown-up woman, and I smiled to myself in the mirror. I slipped on my green pumps, then opened my door to see if Rob was ready.

Rob was standing in the living room looking out the front window when I came out of my room. He didn’t notice me at first, and I took a long moment to examine him and how he had changed.

Rob was taller than me by six inches. He shaved; the evidence was a small cut on his jaw. He was looking outside in profile. His attempt at combing his hair didn’t work well. The effect was the mass of wild wavy curls, which needed my fingers to make just right. His physique had changed since he first transformed from the shadows. He had a powerful torso with solid arms. He wore black slacks and a tailored white button-down. The shirt fit snugly, and my eyes drew to his slim waist. When I looked back up, I noticed a green bow tie clipped around the collar.

“Why did you choose green?” I asked.

He turned, finally realizing I was there, then his eyes grew wide, and his mouth hung open. Then he smiled first in his eyes before his lips caught up and curled into a broad smile. He stepped closer and hugged me tightly.

“Bee, you look beautiful in green,” he said, “I hoped you’d pick the same color.”

“You can help by zipping me up,” I smiled, turned my back to him, and pulled my hair to the side.

His fingers found the tab and pulled gently. The dress snugged tighter. Then I turned around and hugged him, lifting my arms to grip his shoulders. He looked down at me, then lowered to kiss me sweetly.

“Are you excited?” I asked, “A night out on a real date, you and me?”

“And all your friends,” he drawled, “It will be fun, but soon we need to have an alone date.”

“I agree, my monster.”

The limo pulled up outside the window, and I grabbed Rob’s hand, and we left to join the party together. The chauffeur opened the door for us, Rob stood to the side, and I stepped inside. I slid next to Tori in the back seat. There was just enough room for Rob to sit beside me. I smiled at the faces of my friends. Everyone looked happy, and I leaned forward to hug Shelley and then Carla.

“This feels like a prom,” I confessed, “I never got to go to the prom in high school.”

“You would have been the belle of the ball,” Tori smiled, “If any of the asshole boys in high school would have looked at you a little closer.”

“Thank you, T,” I smiled, “It’s understandable that I was overlooked when I was always around you three stunning ladies.”

“I wish you could see yourself the way I see you,” Tori said and squeezed my hand.
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The restaurant was near, so the limo ride was short. The limo came to a stop, and the chauffeur opened the door. Rob got out, offered me his hand, and gracefully helped me out of the limo. I stood by his side as he helped all of my friends out of the limo. Bobby emerged, then helped Jill out. The seven of us were ready to enjoy the evening.

Shelley spoke to the limo driver, whom we paid for the night. He’d stay in the parking lot and be available should we need to go elsewhere. Tori took the lead heading into the Japanese steakhouse, and the seven of us filled one of the booths. The oversized stainless steel grill was heating up, and I reminded Rob not to touch it.

Why do you treat him like a child? He’s so new to the world.

Rob sat in the middle of the rectangular table. I sat on his right, and Carla settled on Rob’s left side. Just past the corner beside me, Tori made herself comfortable, with Shelley sitting beside her. Jill sat beside Carla, facing Tori, while Bobby took the last seat.

That was the best seat because the chef would always start there and give that person the little bits of extra food first. Conversations were comfortable and relaxed as we waited for our chef to come. Rob kept his palm over the table, feeling the heat, then looked at me curiously.

“This is hot. Why?”

“The chef is going to cook our food right before us.” I smiled, “It’s delicious food.”

We all decided on the same thing, and the host wrote down our orders to give to the chef. The prep cook would place the food on a cart, the chef would push it to our table, and then the show would begin.

Rob seemed a bit skeptical, but I was excited. I loved the heat of the cooking surface, the flashing of knives, and the blast of hot air from a plume of oil, which was always captivating.

Tori looked relaxed, and I leaned in and hugged her around the neck.

“You deserve a fun night,” I said, “You’ve done so much to help me this past week. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I looked at Shelley, “You too. I don’t want to think about what this week would have been like without my friends.”

“Dinner’s on me!” I called out, “The least I can do for all your support this past week.”

I hugged the guests, even Jill, whom I barely knew. I saw how she looked at Bobby, and I hoped I had the same expression on my face when I looked at Rob. Hugs and pecks on the cheek were returned. I hoped that tonight we’d turn a corner.

I knew I still had a long road of grief ahead of me. One doesn’t get over the death of your parents in a few days. For the first time, though, I felt hopeful. I still had some decisions to make about school and Rob. For tonight, I pushed the thoughts from my mind and concentrated on just enjoying a night out with friends.

The chef was excellent; he made us laugh, and the food was superb. We didn’t drink or pre-game, and the restaurant didn’t serve alcohol to minors. We’d gotten so excited about dressing up. We forgot the plan. Everyone was happy with smiles and sparkling eyes. We didn’t rush through the dinner, but it was over too soon. I felt great, and I leaned into Rob, welcoming his comforting hug.

I was ready to sing some songs with my friends. After I settled the check, which was more than I expected, but worth it in how well the night went, we filed into the adjoining karaoke bar. They checked our ID, and we all got a wristband showing we were underage. Bobby was old enough, but he wasn’t going to drink.

I was ready to have more fun, singing songs and maybe a little dancing. The smaller space was dimly lit, but flashy fluorescent lights highlighted parts of the room. The small stage had a few spotlights to highlight the performers trying to mimic the sounds of their favorite songs.

Of course, Rob had no memory of his favorite songs. While he was curious, anytime one of my friends urged him to come up and sing a duet, his singing was monotone and almost robotic. He didn’t have much rhythm, but he gave it his best shot. I enjoyed watching my friends sing and have fun. There was no way I was going to be on the stage.

“Next up, Bee and Rob singing ‘You’re the One that I Want’ from Grease, come on up!”

I shook my head vigorously, “No way! Uh uh,”

Carla took my hand, pulled me up, and grabbed Rob’s hand.

“Come ON, Bee, Carla said, “I picked this one. I’ll help y’all. It’ll be fun.”

If mortifying is fun, then yeah!

I swallowed my fear and focused on Rob. Carla stood between us and leaned to either side to help the other sing the unforgettable lyrics. Rob had no idea of the lyrics, so he would stare at the TV and read the lines. Carla would lean and try to give his wooden delivery more life.

She was brilliant and dynamic, like she always was. Carla was always fun and flirty, with smiles and laughter. I decided I’d give it my best shot. I remember my parents loved the movie Grease when they were dating. I knew the lyrics, so I didn’t need to rely too much on the screen. I focused on Rob and tried my best to channel my inner Olivia Newton-John.

Rob’s first stanza was horrible, but he was close enough to get the song going. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to feel the beat.

I sang the first stanza by heart, having sung it many times into a hairbrush in my room. I looked at Rob as I sang about how I needed a man.

Carla nodded brightly, then nudged Rob, and they sang the next part. He didn’t know the beat and blushed. He kept having to look at the monitor, but he quickly turned to look back at me.

We joined in for the next part, and Rob’s grin was magical. The refrain was repetitive enough that Rob started singing with more confidence. His pace and rhythm were off, but I loved watching him try to sing along.

The song was magical, and the lyrics seemed to fit where we were. Carla was there, and I kept smiling at her, too. She was so radiant. Her smile made me feel warm. We traded lyrics back and forth as the song played on. I danced and tried my best to strut as Sandy did in the final school carnival scene. I imagined getting into Greased Lightning and roaring into the sky with my monster.

We both grinned as the room faded—we sang the final refrain. You’re the one that I want!” and locked eyes with each other.

The song ended, and we bowed. My friends were giving us a standing ovation. I blushed with embarrassment, but I hugged Rob tightly and whispered in his ear.

“You are the one that I want, my monster.”

“I’d better shape up then,” He grinned.

I pressed up on my toes, and our lips met. My eyes sparkled as we returned to our seats.

“You two need to practice that,” Shelley said, “The sparks between the two of you are magical. But you need to work on the singing parts.”

“That was great, Bee!” Tori said and hugged me close, “You had us all captivated.”

She looked around the room, not just at our table, and my eyes followed hers. People were looking at us with smiles and raised their glasses. I was never comfortable being the center of attention. Out of the spotlight, I tended to shrink back in the comfort of the shadows. I smiled and nodded and gripped Rob’s hand for comfort.

Carla squeezed in between Rob and me and hugged us tightly.

“Thank you, Bee!” Carla said and kissed my cheek, “That was so much fun. You looked like you had fun too!”

“I did,” I grinned and kissed Carla’s cheek, “Thank you, Carla. Sometimes I need a little push to do something uncomfortable.”

“I tend to shove sometimes,” Carla admitted with a shrug.

“That was a great song choice,” I admitted, “My parents used to sing that to each other all the time. So many happy memories of how they flirted with each other. Thank you. I mean it.”

Some regulars performed the following few songs and were much more polished. I leaned into Rob, and he rested his arm over my shoulder. He watched and listened as different performers sang love songs from many different genres. I listened to the lyrics and allowed myself to think some of the words were meant for Rob and me.

A few performers led the audience in rowdy renditions of popular songs, but more often, it felt like this evening was retro. Many of the songs were from the 80s, which I recognized because my mother loved the pieces of her youth. One blonde woman sang a song by my namesake, ‘Heaven is a Place On Earth.’ I grinned, and it was like my mother was there. She admitted I got my name from the pop star she enjoyed as a teenager.

It felt like my mother was speaking to me. Like she was praying for Rob and me. I tried to swallow a lump in my throat and slowly closed my eyes to not spill any tears. I ran my hand over Rob’s chest as the song’s last chords faded.

He looked at me, and his gaze softened. I could sense his confusion. He had no memories except for me. He didn’t know that these songs reminded me of my parents. For me, this was becoming part of my healing, being able to remember and honor my parents and their enduring love.

I knew there would be more rough days ahead. There was a memorial service my mother’s best friend was planning. She was a sweet lady, but not part of my life. She wanted me to say a few words to honor my parents.

My parents wished for their remains to be cremated and their organs donated. Part of my memory in the hospital was signing the consent for organ donation. I hoped whoever was the recipient of their organs was blessed in the process. I didn’t visit their bodies before they were cremated. I wanted to remember them alive and smiling. I forced myself to remember the dinner at the steakhouse, the last time the three of us were happy in the same space.

The music and the memories affected me, and I grew quieter. It was getting later. We wanted to be back at my house before it was midnight on the East Coast to ring in the new year. Tori called our driver, and we left the restaurant while the crowd grew lively.

I entered the limousine first and slid towards the front. Rob joined behind me, sat on my right side, and pulled me close. He could sense my somber mood. Tori was behind Rob and sat beside me on my left side. She took my hand and squeezed it softly.

“Are you okay, Bee?” Tori asked, “You seemed to get a bit quieter.

“It was a wonderful idea,” I said, “I enjoyed this very much, but the songs all started to remind me of my parents. So I got lost in memories as the night went on. I’m okay, though. It was a good way to remember them.”

“Yeah,” Tori said, “I can understand that. It did seem like a retro night. Do you want to talk about it?”

The limousine was full, and the door shut, and the driver started us moving. The first stop was Tori’s house to drop off Bobby and Jill. Then the rest of us would return to my house. The girls had all packed overnight bags, excited for a sleepover.

“No,” I said, “Not right now, as I said—I got caught in happy memories, but now I want to focus on putting this year behind and looking to the New Year.”

I smiled and squeezed her hand, “Thank you for asking, though. I always appreciate how you can sense my moods.”

Tori turned and started talking to Shelley, and I snuggled against Rob’s chest. He looked down at me and squeezed my shoulder. He pressed his lips to my forehead, and I pressed my hand against his chest.

“That was fun,” Rob said, “We should listen to music more. I like to listen to the words.”

“I love the lyrics too,” I said, “Songs hold such memories for me, especially songs my parents listened to when they were my age. They always smiled when they heard songs from falling in love.”

“Is that why you look sad?” Rob asked, “Thinking about your parents?”

I nodded softly, then lifted my lips to kiss his chin. He lowered, and our lips met, and I felt the thrill I always felt with his kiss. I closed my eyes and rested against him until it was time to leave the limousine.

The five of us climbed out of the limousine, and Tori thanked the driver for his service, then we went inside. Carla found the channel on the TV for the celebration, and we had about thirty minutes until the countdown to the new year began. We decided to stay in our night-out clothes for the first celebration. Then we’d change into more comfortable slumber party clothes before the actual new year celebration for our time zone.

Shelley found where my parents kept their alcohol. They never drank much, but they did have some wine and other spirits. Carla had slipped in a bottle of champagne earlier in the week. Where did she get it? I don’t know. She pulled it out of the refrigerator while Tori found some wine glasses. Carla showed Rob how to uncork the bottle, and soon we were ready for a toast to new beginnings.

The official toast still was ten minutes away. Carla poured some vodka into an assortment of shot glasses my parents had collected from places they visited when they were first married. Then on the count of ten, we all took a shot of vodka. I felt the liquor burn as it flowed down my throat. The heat dissipated quickly as Carla refilled the glasses.

Rob’s eyes were closed as he grimaced at his first taste of alcohol. But he shook his head and smiled. Carla made another toast, and we downed a second shot. The time was closing in, so we filled the wine glasses with some champagne and watched the countdown.

As the countdown ended, we toasted our glasses and downed the bubbly. Then I threw my arms around Rob’s neck and pulled him down for a New Year’s kiss. He smiled and hugged me tightly. Then I hugged each of my friends, and Rob hugged them, too. I smiled as Rob gently kissed each of my friends with a friendly peck.

Then Shelley started singing Auld Lang Syne loudly, and we all joined in for a chorus—I don’t think any of us knew the words, be we did the best we could. Then we split off to change into more comfortable clothes for the next celebration. Rob and I entered our room while my friends headed upstairs to my old room.

Rob had gotten a new pair of flannel pajama bottoms and a white T-shirt. Even though I had bought a few nice lingerie outfits, I went with the classic—one of Rob’s T-shirts and a pair of panties. Not my old white cotton, but a forest-green boyshort-style pair of panties. That was my friends’ standard uniform: oversized T-shirts and panties or comfy gym shorts.

Another round of vodka shots, and I was feeling a bit fuzzy. I giggled and leaned into Rob as we swayed in front of the TV, watching the acts play music wherever the next celebration was being primed for another countdown.

“Didn’t we just do this?” Rob asked with a grin.

Shelley grinned and tried to explain the concept of time zones, but she was starting to slur some and often got confused. Tori stepped in to help explain, but Rob held up a hand.

“It doesn’t matter,” He grinned, “another round of hugs and kisses sounds like fun.”

I laughed because I wasn’t angry or jealous. We were all friends, and I felt very close to Rob tonight. I was feeling good about the effect of the alcohol, so I smiled and waited for the countdown. I decided I was going to share kisses with all my friends, too. Wouldn’t that be different? Show them I can be bold!

You’re feeling no pain, Bee.

It’ll be fun!

Carla refilled the wine glasses with another round of champagne from the chilled bottle in the refrigerator. One more round of shots and the vodka bottle was empty. I felt warm and relaxed as we started the countdown to the actual new year.

We all shouted another “Happy New Year,” and I kissed Rob thoroughly, then deepened it, pressing myself against him. I blinked up at him with what I hoped was a seductive smile. Then I turned to hug Carla. We smiled at each other, then I leaned and kissed her on the lips.

She returned the kiss, deepening it as her fingers slid to my waist to pull me closer. Her soft lips left me breathless, and I pulled back and smiled.

Then I felt twisted, and Shelley hugged me tight, “Happy New Year, Bee!” she said, then we kissed deeply on the lips. She slid her tongue across my lips and giggled. We both swayed and held onto each other.

I turned and saw Tori, and my heart raced a bit. She looked at me intently, then strode towards me and hugged me tightly. I looked at her and our brown eyes locked. Our kiss was the deepest I’d ever shared with a girl. My hands slid down to her hips, then pulled her into me. I pressed my fingers into her bottom. She sighed as we parted the kiss.

I looked around. Rob was between Shelley and Carla and was kissing Carla deeply. Shelley was kissing along his neck as his arm lowered to her ass. I was shocked but not upset. I turned back to Tori and kissed her again. My tongue slid along her lips, then pressed inside. She moaned, and her hands lifted to cup my breasts through my t-shirt.

I felt dizzy as my hands dropped to the hem of her shirt and lifted. Her hands raised, and I pulled her tee shirt off. She looked at me with wide eyes as I crossed my arms, then pulled my top off. We couldn’t kiss fast enough. Our warm flesh pressed against each other.

I looked at Rob and my other two friends. They were looking back at us. We all left the room with the TV playing loudly in a flash and met in the bedroom. Tori slid near Rob, and her hands pulled his mouth to hers. I hugged Carla and helped her remove her tee shirt.

I was breathless in arousal as we all fell into my bed. Rob leaned over me as I reclined, looking into my eyes. A mix of arousal and confusion. I reached up and kissed him, then whispered in his ear.

“Are you okay, my monster?

“Are you?” He asked, “I don’t know if this is okay...”

The mix of happiness and alcohol was loosening my resistance. The feel of my friends' kisses and caresses left me wanting to experience more. I looked around, and it was like everyone was looking at me for the next cue. Their faces reflected the same mix of arousal and excitement that intoxicated me. That fed my feelings, and I nodded slowly.

“It’s okay, Rob,” I said, “If all of you are okay?”

There was a long moment as the five of us hesitated on the point of no return. Then I looked at Carla and pulled her towards me. I kissed her, then turned to look at Rob. I turned Carla towards him, and she looked at me in surprise. I cupped her breasts boldly, then offered them to my monster.

The look in his eyes was a mixture of confusion and lust. His blue eyes broke their connection with mine and dropped to Carla’s full breasts I was offering. His mouth followed his eyes, and I looked down to watch Carla’s eyes close and her back arch. Her moan at the feeling of Rob’s mouth was pure sex, and it made my pussy clench.

I felt warmth against my shoulder and turned to find Shelley pressing her breasts against my side. I leaned toward her, and she kissed me deeply. Her fingers tangled in my air and gave a tug. I breathlessly parted from the kiss to look into her deep green eyes.

Green

“Bee, are you okay?”

Why is everyone asking me that?

Because Rob belongs to you. I feel like sharing. I think

“I’m wonderful,” I said.

I turned towards her and pressed Shelley down on her back. I felt Carla slide onto her back behind me and caught a glimpse of her thighs open to accept Rob between them. I pressed my knees between Shelley’s thighs and ground my sex into hers. She growled as her hips lifted. I focused on kissing her, our breasts pressed together.

“You’re a good kisser, Bee,” she moaned.

I parted the kiss and then mouthed my way down her neck. My hands lifted to cup her breasts holding them as my mouth lowered to Shelley’s rigid nipples. She arched as I suckled. I felt fingers comb through my hair and another hand rubbing my ass. I pressed back into the fingers as I pulled from a hard nipple.

The fingers in my hair tightened and twisted my head. I fluttered my eyes, and Tori’s brown eyes filled my gaze. Wordlessly I kissed her, feeling her fingers slide press between my thighs. I groaned as her fingers made contact with my heated sex. I pulled from the kiss and continued kissing down Shelley’s flat abdomen.

Tori slid beside me and took my place at Shelley’s breast, her fingers still cupping my sex. My hands slid along Shelley’s thighs as she parted them. Her hips lifted and circled. I inhaled her musky scent as my lips lowered to her naked sex. She moaned, only to be quieted. I peeked up to see Tori and Shelley kissing deeply and went back to mouthing Shelley’s dripping lips.

I lost track of bodies and positions after that. The five of us moved as our desires took us. I kissed Rob while feeling his hips move into one of my friends. I moaned around Tori’s breast as I felt Rob’s cock drive into my heated sex. It was the most powerful experience I ever felt. I was in the middle of the most beautiful women and desired by all of them and my monster.

I lost track of how many orgasms I had or even time itself. I fell into a dreamy state of darkness, surrounded by the warm bare flesh of my friends. I slipped into my dreams, but they were empty. I slept deeply.


CHAPTER 27
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The Fort Worth Weather Station has issued a Winter Storm Warning for the Metroplex. Freezing rain will continue through the day, with accumulations of over an inch expected.


My head throbbed. I kept my eyes closed. The noise of the TV was like a spike in my ear. I groaned and lifted my head. I looked and saw Carla lying on her side, facing me. Rob had draped his arm over her waist. Carla’s eyes fluttered open, and she saw me. Her eyes opened wide as she looked down her naked body at Rob’s arm.

She blushed and looked at me, pushing Rob’s arm off her, then rolling him onto his back. He started snoring but didn’t awaken. I closed my eyes, and emotions tumbled through my psyche.

What is happening? Why is Rob holding Carla?

Who has their hand on my waist?

I looked down and saw Tori’s fingers resting on my abdomen. Her breath was heating the flesh of my shoulder. I turned and shifted, sliding from under her arm. She rolled softly onto her belly in the absence of my body, still asleep.

I looked back at Carla, my eyes slitted from the pain in my head. She lifted a finger to her lips to indicate quiet. She slid off my bed and waved me to follow. I groaned softly, not wanting to wake anyone else. I stood up and looked back at the bed. Shelley was tucked beside Tori, looking content as she slept. Rob was snoring on his back, completely naked. I pulled a cover over his waist, then looked to see where Carla had gone.

I left the room, and the TV volume started to lessen. Carla held the remote with both hands pointing it at the television as she mashed the volume button. She was as naked as I was, and I felt the chill in the air. I went back to my room and picked up our tee shirts. I handed Carla hers and pulled mine over my head.

That’s better. I’m not cut out to be an exhibitionist.

“Go wait on the sofa, Bee,” Carla said, pulling her T-shirt over her breasts and stretching it past her bare bottom, “You and I both need some water.”

I didn’t know what else to do, so I did what Carla asked. I pulled a throw blanket from a pile near the sofa and curled against one arm. I blinked, still trying to knit together the remnants of last night with the results of the morning.

Carla returned and held out a cold bottle of water. I took it, and she slid beside me, pulling my blanket around us. We both opened our water bottles and took a long sip of water.

“Hangovers suck,” Carla said, “Need to rehydrate. We destroyed a bottle of vodka, a bottle of Champagne, and a good part of a bottle of tequila.”

“I don’t remember the tequila,” I said, looking at her, confused.

“I don’t either,” Carla smiled.

She nodded towards the counter, where a half-empty tequila bottle sat still open.

“A little hair of the dog helps a hangover.” She suggested.

“I’m never drinking alcohol again,” I groaned, taking another swig of the cool water.

“Until the next time,” Carla laughed.

I still loved her laugh, and I smiled at her. Then my eyes dropped down, and I looked at the water bottle in my hand.

“What happened?” I asked, “How did you end up with Rob.”

“You don’t remember, do you?” Carla asked and combed my brown hair from my downcast eyes, “You encouraged it when it started. You enjoyed being in the middle of all of us. This morning is just where everyone finished and fell asleep.”

I looked at her. She had a smile of concern for my feelings, which made me feel slightly better. I leaned closer to her, and she met me halfway. Our lips met, then our tongues. It felt good and familiar. She parted and smiled at me as she took another drink of water.

“I’m not sure we’ll ever be the same,” I said, “I feel closer to all of you, but I feel more distant from Rob.”

I closed my eyes, willing my tears not to flood as I processed the mixed emotions I was experiencing. Carla finished off her bottle, then pulled me into her arms. I shifted onto my side, my head resting comfortably on her chest. She pulled the blanket over us.

“Just rest, Bee,” she said, “We will all need to talk about this. For now, just rest.”
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I felt my hair pushed back, and I blinked my eyes open. The television was still flashing the latest on the winter storm, but my focus found Tori smiling into my eyes.

“Good morning, Bee,” she said and kissed my forehead, “How’s your head?”

“Still achy,” I admitted.

I rose from Carla’s chest, and Tori slid beside me on my other side. I hugged her tight. She had put on her tee shirt too. Shelley walked out, pulling her red hair from the shirt collar. She smiled at Tori and me and sat next to Tori.

“Well, that was unexpected,” Shelley said.

“I’m still unsure what happened,” I said, “Is Rob still snoring?”

“Yeah,” Tori said, “He’s out like a light.”

Carla stretched on my other side, then her eyes blinked. She smiled at all of us and then pushed herself to her feet.

“More water?” She asked.

“Yes!” We answered in chorus.

“Looks like we are stuck here for a while,” Shelley said, looking at the screen.

I looked out the window, and the effects of the ice storm were apparent. It was technically a wintery mix, so we had some snow accumulation, then a combination of ice layers. The signpost looked like it had a glass coating, and the branches of trees and bushes appeared similar.

“How long will it be freezing?” I asked.

“For the next 24-36 hours,” Shelley said, absorbed in the scrawl at the bottom of the screen.

Carla passed out four more water bottles, picked up the remote, and turned the volume up to where we could hear it. The four of us snuggled together under warm fleece blankets. Being stuck together wasn’t horrible. They hadn’t planned for it, but each had their sleeping shirts and a set of clothes.

“If we need to go anywhere,” Tori mused, “I can call Bobby; his truck was made for driving in this muck.”

“We’re set for food,” Carla said, “So long as the electricity stays on, we can just have an extended sleepover.”

“You guys will be sick of me soon,” I managed.

My thoughts were still reeling from the surprising intimacy we shared last night. I barely remembered how it started, but I remember telling Rob it was okay. After that, my memories got fuzzy.

“We won’t,” Tori said, “We’ve practically lived with you for a week. I’d enjoy a few more days.”

“This is a tiny house,” I said, “My parents loved it this way. They said it made us talk about problems instead of hiding from them.”

“That’s probably good then,” Tori said, “I think we’ll need to talk about last night a few times.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

“Why?” Tori asked, “I’m not. I just want to make sure we are all on the same page. I also had a reason to seek intimacy with my besties.”

“Why?” I asked, “Is something wrong?”

“Ray,” she said with a shrug, “I haven’t heard from him since I returned home. He hasn’t been responding to my texts the last few days. Then I saw this on Facebook.”

She flipped to a picture on her phone. Her boyfriend’s status had changed. It had him marked as “in a relationship with Phoebe.”

“Who’s Phoebe?” Carla asked, leaning over me to look at the page.

“His ex back home,” Tori said, “I guess she’s no longer his ex.”

I turned and hugged Tori, unsure of what to say. She wrapped her arms around my waist and lowered her head to my shoulder. I rubbed her back, and she didn’t say anything.

“He’s a jerk,” I said because the silence was killing me.

“Yeah,” Tori said. She sat up straight and ran her middle fingers along the bottom of her eyes. She blinked and forced a smile. “I missed all the signs. I should have seen this coming.”

“I’m sorry, Tori,” Shelley said, “I know how that feels. With all that’s happened since Christmas Eve, my boyfriend is frustrated with me too. We haven’t texted in three days. Part of me doesn’t want to deal with the drama.”

“I feel like I’ve completely absorbed your attention,” I said, “I don’t know what to say. What can I do for you guys?”

“Well, you are a good kisser,” Carla said with a flirtatious giggle, “we can start with that...”

I shook my head with a smile. Carla had a way of lightening any mood.

“No, seriously, you are,” Carla said, “I’m not in a relationship. Last night I enjoyed myself. I enjoyed all of you. I don’t regret crossing a line. I know that’s a little simplistic, but sex isn’t anything to feel bad about. Unless it’s bad sex, and last night was not bad sex.”

“I feel like I’m using sex to cope or avoid my issues,” I said, “I...”

At that moment, the door to my room opened, and Rob stood looking at us one by one before finding me. He had dressed in jeans, a sweater, and boots. His winter coat was around his shoulders.

“I’m going for a walk,” he said simply and walked towards the front door.

“Rob, it’s freezing out!” I said, “It’s slippery too! Now isn’t the time to go for a walk!”

“I need to clear my head, Bee,” he said, looking at me, “I’m confused about everything. I know I need to talk to you, but I don’t even know what I’m thinking.”

I slid to my feet out of the warm blankets, walked over to him, and hugged him. He stood by the door and then slowly hugged me back. He kissed the top of my head. He felt distant and lonely.

“I have a headache,” he said, “The cold air will clear my head. I’ll be back. I’m not going anywhere.”

“Take some water, Rob,” Carla said, tossing him a bottle she had gotten from the kitchen, “You’re probably dehydrated like the rest of us.”

“Thanks, Carla,” Rob said as he caught the bottle.

He looked back down at me, then lowered and kissed me tenderly.

“I promise I’ll be back,” Rob said, his eyes fixed on mine, “We can all talk then.”

I wanted to force him to stay, to throw a little tantrum. My internal issues always revolved around him leaving and finding someone better. His walking out after whatever happened last night was pressing every one of my panic buttons. Looking into his clear eyes and feeling his strong arms helped me to settle my nerves. I kissed him back.

“You need to take one of our phones,” I said, “You could slip and fall. Please take my phone with you.”

“Show me what to do,” Rob said without sighing.

I showed him how to unlock the phone and told him my code. I demonstrated to him how to call by pressing the Phone button and Tori’s name. Then Tori called my phone, and I showed him how to answer a call.

“Okay, Bee,” he said and kissed my forehead, “I promise I’ll be careful, and I won’t be long. About an hour.”

That’s what my Dad said.

I nodded and squeezed him tightly. Then he walked out the door into the cold and freezing rain.

I stood at the window, watching him walk carefully down the sidewalk. His boots were solid work boots he wore at the nursery. The snow and ice made the sidewalks rough, but there were slippery patches. He maneuvered and found his stride, then turned and was out of sight.

I hugged myself and walked back to my place. I settled beside and leaned against Tori. Carla leaned on my shoulder, and Shelly leaned and squeezed my hand.

“What happened last night?” I asked, “Did I make a mistake? Am I chasing him away?”

No one spoke. Then everyone spoke. I was confused. All of my friends were confused in some way. I enjoyed the sensual lovemaking, but without the alcohol, I’d never have thought such a thing could happen. I reflected on how we all interacted in the flashes of memory that I could knit together. I didn’t regret growing closer to my friends. If anything, I felt more integrated with my glamorous friends.

They all seemed to agree when it came to sharing physical love between all of us. We had all admitted some bi-sexual attraction through many conversations in our past. Crossing the line by kissing each other and continuing to engage in more overtly sexual acts seemed a natural extension of our friendships. We enjoyed last night.

The issue seemed to be the line where Rob entered the picture. Carla admitted she enjoyed intercourse with my monster. Shelley confessed she gave Rob head until he came in her mouth. Tori gave Rob a handjob until he ejaculated on her belly. I knew he had intercourse with me at least twice.

The whole night was a drunken mess, but it was consensual.

“Rob wouldn’t have done anything,” Tori said, “Until you said it was okay with you. Once that fuse was lit, Bee. Things just happened.”

“Maybe I’m not the one Rob’s supposed to be with” I shrugged

“Bee,” Shelley said, “You know that’s not true. He enjoys sex like the rest of us, sure. But Rob loves you.”

“I don’t even know what love is,” I sighed, “How can he love me?”

They were speechless in their initial response to my question, and I felt uncomfortable.

“None of us know what love is,” Carla admitted, “But none of us have had as special of a relationship as you and Rob, Bee.”

“I agree with Carla,” Shelley said, “You guys aren’t perfect, but you are so committed to each other, it’s hard to hear you say that he doesn’t love you.”

I sighed and nodded. “I hate feeling so back and forth on this,” I admitted, “I spent years thinking I didn’t fit into our friendship. I sometimes felt like you guys tolerated my presence. Tori keeps on me about seeing myself in her eyes. Last night, the whole night, I felt like I did fit in. Even before we all fell into the same bed.”

I looked at Tori and smiled. “I am trying to see myself as you see me,” I said, “Buying a dress in size 5? That’s crazy to me. I enjoyed all of last night so much. Including drunken sex. Well, maybe I do regret the alcohol hangover.”

“I think we all feel that,” Carla laughed.

Carla leaned over me, putting her hands on my shoulders. She lowered down to the same level as me and kissed me thoroughly on the mouth. Then she pushed back to look me in the eyes.

“I love you, Bee,” Carla said, “You are one of my best friends. I love that we can joke about everything. I don’t want to steal your boyfriend. I think about sex differently than you. I don’t see the act of sex requiring a commitment or a relationship.”

“I know that, Carla,” I said, “I don’t think you did anything to hurt me or break up my relationship.”

“Good,” she smiled, “I’m going to fix us some breakfast because we need food in our systems besides alcohol. I look forward to more closeness later if that’s what everyone is down for.”

Carla looked at Tori and Shelley. “You guys are the most important people in my life,” Carla said in a serious tone that I hadn’t heard from her before, “I’m sticking with all of you until I have a house full of cats.” She winked, and we all laughed.

I took a deep breath while Shelley slipped around Tori to squeeze next to me. They hugged me tightly.

“You don’t see it, Bee,” Shelley said, “You are our rock, our center. If it weren’t for you, the four of us wouldn’t be close friends.”

“I think it’s all of us,” I said, “We all complement each other. I didn’t see it before, but I complement each of you. Together we are better because of each other.”

“That’s right, Bee,” Tori said, “You also complement your monster. Rob has changed you and influenced you. Your confidence in yourself is growing.”

“He does make me feel beautiful, the way he focuses on me,” I said, “I feel like I have confused him, though. Last night was just strange.”

“Yeah, strangely mind-blowing,” Shelley said, “I’m still processing what it means. We can take it one day at a time. I value our friendship more than anything else. I’d have no regrets if last night were a one-time thing.”

“I’m in a weird place,” Tori said, “Maybe because of Ray, but I don’t want last night to be a one-time thing.”

She looked at me for a long moment, and I returned the look.

I love her. Tori is my person.

I don’t know what I would do without her.

“I don’t think I do either,” I said softly, holding her gaze, “I just don’t know how Rob will react. He seems a bit off this morning.”

“He fell asleep with a bed full of women,” Shelley giggled, “Then woke up alone, and we were all talking about him. Men’s egos are just as fragile as ours can be.”

“Bee,” Tori said, “It shows maturity for Rob to want to take a walk. Most men wade in with their emotions on their sleeves. He is different and understands emotions more than we give him credit for.”

I smiled and allowed silence to settle between us. I reached for Tori and Shelley’s hands and entwined our fingers. I lifted each and kissed the back of their hands. It wasn’t an awkward silence but comfortable silence. They leaned against me, and it felt like I was centered. If I focused on my fractured memories of our surprising night, that was what it felt like too. I hoped they all felt the same way.
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Rob returned just as we sat down to eat breakfast around the table. I excused myself and hurried to wrap my arms around him. His jacket was cold and damp, and I impatiently unzipped it so I could wrap my arms inside and feel his warmth.

“Maybe I should take off my jacket first,” His voice betrayed his smile.

“Just be patient,” I said, resting my cheek against his chest, “I want to listen to your heartbeat.”

His heartbeat was rapid, and his posture stiff, although his voice felt kind. His tone was light, but there was something under the surface. I looked up at him to find his eyes. I could always find solace in his blue eyes.

Something is off. He’s angry or disappointed.

“We need to talk, Bee,” he said, burying his hands in the pockets of his jeans.

“Here, or?” I asked.

“Come outside?”

“Let me put on clothes.” I stepped back from him, holding his steely gaze.

I was suddenly nervous while he remained placidly calm. It unnerved me, and there was something unspoken. I changed quickly in my room, removing the nightshirt and pulling down a snug tee, a sweater—jeans and socks, then sneakers. Finally, with a coat in my hand, I returned, shrugging it over my shoulder and pulling my hair from the collar.

Rob wordlessly opened the door.

“We’ll be right back,” I said to my friends.

I couldn’t look at them. This whole scene felt awkward and foreign. I disliked feeling awkward, not after coming to terms with a newer relationship with my friends. I refused to feel uncomfortable about loving my friends.

Rob took my hand, and we walked around the side of the house. There was a path between the neighbor's fence and a hedge along the side of my house. He stopped at our driveway, hidden in the alleyway. The rest of the homes in this neighborhood had the same design. The alley was for storing trash before the city services collected the refuse and recycling—the sanitation business hidden from pristine neat front yards.

Kind of like we’re hiding this conversation from my friends.

“This isn’t right, Bee,” Rob said, “I went along with what you wanted last night, I know. I didn’t want to ruin your night.”

“You didn’t ruin my night,” I said, “you’re beginning to worry me.”

“I want you. I love you.” Rob said, “I like your friends. I don’t want to have sex with them.”

“What if I do?” I asked. The question slipped out quickly from my lips.

His eyes seemed to widen, and his hand combed through the short curls in the back of his head. He looked at me and tilted his head like he was considering options.

“You don’t want me anymore?” He said.

“That’s not what I said.”

“It’s what you mean.”

“No, I don’t think I’m locked into a monogamous sexual relationship. We don’t live in a storybook. Life is more complicated than that.” I didn’t particularly appreciate having to explain this to him. I felt myself drawing back to protect myself, protect my developing feelings for my friends. Especially Tori.

“You don’t think I know that?” Rob was offended, “I’ve changed everything about me to be with you, Bee. I can’t go back.”

“I don’t want you to go back,” I reminded him, trying to keep my voice calm, “I want you with me, and I want my friends with me. I ...” I lost my train of thought. It was too much to work through. “It’s more than just you and me now, Rob.”

“That’s the issue, Bee,” Rob said, “You’ve never been happy with just me. You left me alone and got on with your life.”

I blinked and took a step back, confusion lighting up my thoughts. What was he talking about? I’d never left him. Not since he became real, but then it dawned on me.

“When I went to college?!? Rob, I thought you were a dream! You were a dream!”

“I’m more than a dream now, can’t you see that? You made me real.”

“I know. I didn’t know.”

I didn’t know I could make you real.

I barely understood what you were.

He leaned closer, his eyes a color I didn’t recognize. His cheeks were flush not from the frigid cold but from heat. He was angry, and it made me angry and defensive.

“You think I’m still a figment of your imagination. If you think you can dismiss me, call me when you need me. I’m not at your beck and call.” His lower voice was almost a growl, raw and primal. I responded, feeling defensive.

“You’re ridiculous. I don’t know how to tell you how much I need you. But you just see things through your eyes, not mine. I spent my life thinking I didn’t fit in with my friends. That I’d never be like them. You brought me to life. Now I believe that I do fit in with them. And NOW?! You want to pull me away from them!??”

Fuck you!

My words flowed like a gutter during a thunderstorm—rushing out and streaming through the filth of dried dust and crumpled leaves, spilling without thought or remorse.

My eyes focused on his, and I felt my brows crease in anger. I didn’t want to be angry. I took a breath and counted to five.

He stared at me like he didn’t recognize me. I focused on his blue eyes until they blurred by my tears of frustration. I wanted to pull on his collar until our lips met. I wanted to shove him away if he tried to comfort me. The tension between us was palpable. I felt betrayed, and also that I betrayed him.

The actions of the previous night were out of character. In the back of my mind, I knew that. The steps I took in the aftermath of making Bobby real were also foreign and out of character.

I fucking masturbated in my parents' car! Karma had to take them from me to purge that sin!

All so I could go home and have some half-real monster claim my virginity?

Get a grip, Bee. You’re unreasonable.

My eyes dropped, and I let the tears fall—the frigid wind made them feel like the ice coating my hair’s top. It was freezing, and I was shouting at my make-believe boyfriend.

“I’m going back inside. It’s too cold to talk to you like this. I don’t want to fight.” My voice was cold, distant.

I wanted to be warmer, to de-escalate. Rob misread it, and I could see his emotions practically ripping through his features. Rob twisted and turned his back, spinning like he was looking for an escape. To distance himself from me, looking at me like I was a stranger. It felt like he was trying to rewind the past few minutes by some cosmic rotation of his body. Finally, he steadied and walked towards the alley, turning to head down between the rows of houses.

I opened the gate to our backyard and walked back inside from the patio. I passed my friends and headed upstairs to my room. When I opened the door to the stark walls and stripped bed was the moment I realized the bedroom upstairs wasn’t my room anymore.

Feeling lost, I closed the door and then sat on the edge of the bed. I cried until my tears warmed my cold cheeks. My hands pressed into my face, unable to do any more. I leaned onto my side on the bare mattress.

I heard my door open and squeezed my eyes shut.

“I don’t want company,” I managed to say, “Just. Please.”

“We’re not going anywhere,” Tori said softly.

We?

I blinked to see Tori, Shelley, and Carla in the doorway. Still in slumber party attire. Still with hair a bit mussed and uncombed. They looked tired and unsettled. I reasoned they all looked better than I did, just like always. I exhaled and pressed myself back to a sitting position.

They came in and, by unspoken agreement, changed into their spare outfits. We all shifted away from the memories of our night of intimacy and passion. It was like a slowly burning ember finally snuffed out with a last puff of smoke. I frowned and pulled off my jacket because it was getting too warm.

Tori came and sat beside me and took my hand in hers. Her fingers were warm, and mine—cold from being outside. Shelley sat on my other side and put her arm around my shoulder.

“Where’s Rob?” Shelley asked.

“We fought. He stormed down the alley. I don’t know where he is.”

“I can go get him,” Carla offered, “He’s been in the cold too long already.”

I shrugged. “Do what you think is best,” I sighed, “Because I don’t know anymore.”

I offered my winter jacket to her, and she took it.

“I’ll just check around the block. It’s freezing, and Rob doesn’t know any better.” Carla said as she left and disappeared down the hall.

“What did you fight about,” Tori asked.

“I don’t even know. It doesn’t make any sense.” I looked at her and tried to reknit the heated conversation.

“He thought I didn’t want him anymore because I invited you into my bed,” I shrugged, “I got defensive.”

Tori moved her hand to brush my hair over my shoulder. Her foot lifted to the edge of the bed, and she hugged her thigh to her chest, watching me.

“I felt like last night I finally belonged with you guys.” I continued, “Like I was part of the group. His reaction felt like he wanted me to stay the way I’d always been. Alone. In the shadows. Unseen.”

“I’m sorry if I ever made it feel that way,” Shelley said, “I can’t imagine you not being friends with us. Maybe it’s just so natural I take you for granted.”

“It’s my issue. I don’t like to talk about it, but I should. You guys seem like supermodels to me. I feel like the book nerd frumpy friend that walks in your shadows. Even if that’s not true, that is my self-image. Until last night.”

The words tumbled unencumbered by tact or reason. I finally pressed my lips together. I looked cautiously up at both of them, expecting a similar reaction to my word vomit as Rob did. They looked at me differently than Rob’s look of disbelief. They seemed to respond with empathy instead of disdain. I wilted and relaxed.

“This whole week has been just surreal, frightening, and strange. The only solid thing is you guys—my friends. I feel like a stranger walking around. I wasn’t me when I made Rob real...”

I paused. My facial expression felt like a maze of confusion. “How did that even happen? How can I make a dream into a reality?”

And the words just started flying out of my mouth again, “What made me into a sex-starved slut? Was it Rob? Did he change me? I felt like I couldn’t get enough. Even my parents' death wasn’t enough to staunch my perverted needs. I crossed so many lines so quickly, without thinking. Did I ruin our friendship? Did I ...”

I finally stopped. My face fell limp into my hands, and the world dissolved into tears. I waited for my friends to step away and save themselves from the sinkhole I was in. They just stayed and remained silent. I was lost. I didn’t know if that helped or made it worse.

“You didn’t ruin our friendship, Bee.” Tori said, “You enhanced it. At least, that is how I see it. I can’t imagine a world where we aren’t friends.”

“One hundred percent.” Shelley said, “Always and forever.”

“I know...” I said.

I didn’t know what else to say; that was the truth. We were bound together as friends, if not soul mates.

“Sex makes everything a bit weird, Bee,” Tori reminded me, “We talked about this when you introduced Rob. What’s happening with us is also a bit weird, just the nature of sex.”

“I remember after my first time,” Shelley said, “I couldn’t wait to do it again and again. So I can relate to what you’re saying after Rob became real. He’s handsome, attractive, and—good in bed.”

She laughed, trying to lighten the mood. Shelley had heard us before, and now she had carnal knowledge of Rob. I still had no regrets about all of us being intimate. I was irritated that Rob seemed to think it was wrong.

I attempted a smile at the exact moment the front door closed heavily. It wasn’t a slam. The door was always loud when it closed. Then a single pair of feet moved up the stairs. I waited for the door to open. My heart tightened.

“I couldn’t find him,” Carla said, “It’s too fucking cold.”

“He shouldn’t be outside this long,” I said, “Fuck, he had my phone. Tori, can you call him?”

I was starting to get anxious when the door closed heavily again. Then the house was silent. He wasn’t coming upstairs. He didn’t know we were upstairs. I stood up and hurried down the stairs. He wasn’t in the kitchen or on the couch. I went into my bedroom.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

It was apparent; that he was packing clothes into a duffel bag. “Packing.”

“Why?”

“I need not to be here.”

“What? Why?”

“I don’t know!” Rob turned and looked at me, and I stepped toward him. He lifted his hand—palm out, and I felt like he thrust a knife through my heart.

“Don’t.” He said.

“Rob, please.” I said, “Just calm down. Where can you go? It’s an ice storm.”

“I have enough money for a hotel room,” Rob said, “I know I can’t stay outside. I know it’s too cold. I just need space, Bee. I...”

“Take my bedroom,” I said, interrupting him, “Your room. I want you to stay here.”

I was barely holding it together. “If you leave, I don’t know what I’ll do.”

Rob exhaled a long sigh. “Okay, Bee.”

He didn’t say anything else, and I stepped toward him again. I hugged him as he stood there, and he slowly returned the hug. My eyes leaked, and I squeezed him hard. I was so torn and confused. Maybe a night apart would bring perspective.

I wiped my eyes and looked up at him. “Let me go get them to move their stuff,” I said, “Come up when you have the things you need.”

He closed his eyes, but I could see his eyes roll back. He didn’t like what I said, but I’d already irritated him. We needed to talk, and he wasn’t ready. I nodded at his silence, then walked out and back upstairs.

“Can you guys take your stuff downstairs?” I said, “Rob wants a room for himself. You can sleep with me.”

“Bee...”

“Just. Tori. Please,” I said, my voice shaking.

I bit my lip and crossed my arms, looking at the floor. If I made contact right now, I’d unravel. My friends were moving, and then they passed me. I stood waiting for Rob.

Alone.

Tired.

Frustrated.

Story of my fucking life.

Rob came in. Plopped his bag on the bed.

My bed. Our bed.

His bed, he lived under it.

“Do you know where the sheets and blankets are?” I said to the floor.

“Yes, Bee.”

“Do you want to eat dinner with us?”

The red apple was right there.

“I’ll come down, yes.”

“I’m here when you want to talk about it.”

I turned and left the room, leaving the door open. I wasn’t going to apologize.

I always say I’m sorry. I’m not sorry

I’m not going to say something I don’t mean.

I walked back down the stairs, entered my room, and shut the door. I fell onto my bed. Then I unraveled and let myself cry.
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Idon’t know how long I cried alone. The whole day didn’t seem real. Time wasn’t working right. The light from the windows was oddly dim during the ongoing winter storm. The icy weather seemed to seep under the doors and seams, and it was harder to stay warm without a blanket.

I rose and went to wash my face. My reflection in the mirror looked drawn, and my eyes were bloodshot from crying. I looked ragged and very different than the quiet confidence I enjoyed seeing in my eyes before the party.

That was last night? It feels like weeks ago.

A bit dramatic, Bee.

My sigh disturbed my fragile emotions, and I felt defeated. Last night everything felt entirely right, and now everything felt wrong.

My friends were setting out plates for dinner. Carla was at the stove, pulling out a container of lasagna. Tori saw me and hurried to wrap me in a hug, then Shelley hugged us both.

“We thought you would need some space,” Tori said, “We are ready to listen if you need to talk.”

“After dinner,” I said, “Shel, can you see if Rob wants to eat.”

“Certainly,” she kissed my cheek, then went upstairs.

Carla had already set out small plates of salad. I smiled as she made this seem so easy and never complained once. The salad was good—a typical Italian dressing, tomatoes, and cheese.

“Thank you again, Carla,” I said, “You’ve been so helpful. I’m sure your family misses you.”

“I am glad to help, Bee,” Carla said, “College has changed things at home. Everyone is just passing through. It’s nice to be somewhere with people I care about.”

“You don’t care about your family?”

She slid my plate of lasagna in front of me. Then passed Tori her plate.

“It’s complicated.” Carla said, “I love my family, but my folks are fighting. I think they realize now that the nest is empty. They have nothing in common. It’s like walking on thin ice all the time.”

“Well,” I sighed, “I’m sorry if today feels like home.”

As if on cue, Rob arrived from upstairs with Shelley behind him. He lowered his eyes and found a seat across from me. Shelley slid into the seat beside me. I hung my head and bit my lip.

He doesn’t want to sit beside me?!

I’m not going to let him see my cry.

The table quieted as we all just ate. I found the courage not to fall apart. Tori kept rubbing my knee or squeezing my hand. I knew she meant it as a comfort, but it was becoming bothersome. I wasn’t weak, not anymore. I felt like I was stronger. I saw my reflection in the mirror and liked it. I did bold things like singing karaoke and kissing girls.

Fuck it

“I think once it is warm enough, you should find a new place to stay,” I said.

I put down my fork and folded up my napkin. I bit the inside of my lip and looked steadily at Rob. I felt, more than I saw, that my friends looked at me like I was crazy.

“I thought that myself,” Rob said, “I need to find out who I am.”

“What does that mean?” I snapped back.

I was curious, but what came out of my mouth sounded wrong. Accusatory.

Smooth Bee.

“I just have forgotten who I am,” Rob said, “I’m real, but I don’t know—I don’t remember who I am. Before your dreams. Before our dreams.”

“You were a shadow. That’s who you were,” I said.

Why do I sound so angry?

“You’re right,” Rob said, stabbing a piece of pasta with his fork.

I bit my lip and didn’t say anything else. Rob finished eating and rose to his feet.

“Thank you for dinner, Carla,” he said, then looked at me.

“Can I borrow your laptop? I want to do some research.”

“Research on what?”

“Boggarts, monsters, or whatever term is used today. I’m beginning to remember a place in the woods or mountains. It hazy.”

“Okay, whatever. It’s on the shelf there.” I was at a loss.

It was as if the last few weeks could just be tossed in the dumpster. I felt empty, and Rob’s distance was only growing. I didn’t know how to close the gap, and I was too emotionally raw to try. I felt torn in two. I was still fragile after the sudden loss of my parents.

I wanted to say I was sorry. I wanted to make it right. I wanted to scream and tell Rob he needed to figure it out. I wanted to kiss Tori and feel her hands on me. I wanted to feel Rob's arms wrap around me and his voice telling me everything would be okay.

Instead, I said nothing, chewed my lip meekly, and became invisible. I was comfortable with being invisible. It was who I was. If Rob was a shadow, maybe I was a ghost. I felt more than heard Rob stand up and walk back upstairs.

I stood and started gathering the dishes.

“Bee, I’ll do that.”

“No, Carla, thank you.” I said, soft and strained, “You’ve done so much. Let me take care of the cleanup.”

I looked at my friends and forced one of my patented fake smiles. “You’ve all been so helpful. Please start the next movie. I’ll be in when finished.”

They all looked at me, speechless, then returned my fake smile.

“Sure, Bee,” Shelley said, “There is a new Christmas-themed one about a time-traveling knight. Do you want to watch that one?”

“You choose,” I said absently, focusing on collecting all the dishes.

I kept my head down and worked. I hadn’t had to do anything but breathe since Christmas Eve. The work felt good and helped me forget some of the thoughts buzzing through my brain. Then after a bit, I started to get angry.

Why does he want to leave?

Because you made him real without his permission.

Why didn’t he stop me!?

I bit my lip. Self-recrimination wouldn’t help, and it made no sense. I didn’t regret making Rob real, and I didn’t regret kissing my friends.

It was more than kissing Bee. You know what I mean!

I missed my parents, why did they have to leave too?! Why was everyone abandoning me?!

Your friends are here.

Because it’s an ice storm, and they don’t have a car.

They’d be fleeing if it wasn’t snowmageddon.

Another view would argue a different side for every thought that usually made sense. There was no clarity, no consensus. I was lost.

Before I knew it, the kitchen was spotless. I pulled up the full trash bag and headed outside on my bare feet to put it into the garbage can. The door slammed behind me. I stalked to the can, slipped on the ice, and fell on my ass.

Ow!

“Motherfucker!” I shouted and scrambled back to my feet.

I slipped again. The ice was cold. More than an inch had accumulated. It would take forever to thaw. The frozen white balls that weren’t solid ice had blown into little piles and then covered them with ice. After falling twice more, I finally tossed the bag into the trash. I was freezing in just a light top. My jeans were cold and wet, my feet frozen. I screamed in frustration and tried not to slip in the ten feet back to the kitchen door.

I made it, just barely.

“Fuck!” I cursed under my breath.

“I’m taking a shower,” I said absently to my friends and walked into my room.

Your parents' room.

I don’t have parents anymore.

I made it to the bathroom before I started crying. The water took a while to get hot, and I turned it as hot as possible. Peeling off my damp clothes, I stepped into the shower and let the scalding water pelt into my flesh. I slowly dialed the heat back to something more bearable, then closed my eyes and rinsed my hair.

The shower door opened, and I turned my back to it. I felt Tori’s hand on my shoulder, and then she hugged herself against my back.

“I’m going to wash your hair, Bee.” Tori’s gentle voice broke me, and I nodded and started crying.

She poured the shampoo into her hand and massaged the gel into my tresses. I rolled my head back, letting the shower spray hit my face and wash away my tears. I was still angry and sad—confused and frustrated.

Tori started humming softly, and her fingers lightly working the suds into my hair soothed me.

“You’re not alone, Bee,” she said, reflecting on my earlier thoughts, “I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.”

“I know, Tori.”

“Turn and rinse.”

I moved obediently, turning to face her and rolling my head back into the spray. I looked up into her soft brown eyes and attempted a genuine smile.

“I love you, Bee,” Tori said, “You’re my best friend. We can eat ice cream and watch movies. Anything. Or nothing. Most of all, I want to do this.”

She leaned and kissed me. I kissed her back because that was also what I wanted to do—most of all. My breath caught, and I deepened the kiss.

“Let me wash your hair,” I whispered.

She smiled and turned around, and I started the same ritual. Her hair was straighter than mine, but our color was very similar. If there was any difference, it was by small degrees. I worked in the suds as she leaned, her hair hanging down her back. Her body, shaped by her yoga routines, was alluring, all curves but also held by an understated strength.

I finished with her hair, got a bar of soap, and started washing her bare flesh. She moaned lightly, then turned towards me. We shared the soap as we washed each other. Breasts. Belly. Back. Buttocks. Our hands and fingers slid over each other’s flesh. It was intimate and arousing, unhurried and natural.

I kissed her, unable to resist. She kissed back and then pressed me against the tile under the spraying water. Her hand dropped to my sex, and I parted my thigh as my breath caught.

“Please, Tori.” I said, “Don’t stop.”

“I won’t, Bee.”

Her fingers touched me differently than Rob’s. Her touch was feather-light, but sure. She knew exactly where to touch me as my arousal rose. Her thumb traced over my clit in gentle circles opposite Rob’s more insistent presses. Her fingers slipped into me, and I instantly lost my breath.

“Fuck.” I moaned.

Tori giggled, and I felt her mouth press against my lips. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, and our tongues tangled. She added a second finger inside me, and I moaned into her mouth.

“Oh fuck.”

“God. I love when you curse, Bee.”

“You fingers fucking feel like heaven.”

“You’re so tight, wet.”

I laughed and then caught my breath feeling my insides clench.

“We’re in the shower.... fuck I’m going to cum.”

Tori’s lips were sealed to mine as she pushed me over my edge. My legs trembled and clenched around her hand. She didn’t stop, and I lost my breath as waves of bliss shot through my nerves. I unraveled, and that made me cry.

“Shh, Bee.” Tori whispered, “Shh... it’s okay.”

I quieted, and she turned off the water. She pulled towels out and handed me one. I looked at her with a smile as we dried off.

“I’m not done with you,” Tori smiled.

“Where are Shelley and Carla?” I asked.

“Watching the movie.”

Tori’s eyes hesitated for a moment, like she had to think of something to say.

I was silent for a beat. Then I pushed Tori slowly backward. She dropped her towel as I pushed her onto the side of my bed. She fell back, and I draped my body over here, my legs between hers. My flesh pressed into hers, and I kissed down between her breasts.

She huffed at the feel of my lips descending, and I smiled. Kissing and teasing her aroused me too. I knelt on the floor and kissed her mound gently. She had light tufts of pubic hair. My nose pressed into the delicate bush as my lips made contact with the top of her lips, and my tongue pressed in until I made her groan.

Her fingers combed through my hair. My mouth followed her light touch as my tongue delved. I groaned as her arousal coated my tongue, licking deeper. I couldn’t get enough.

“I need to taste you, Bee.” She said, sounding anxious and excited.

I pulled back, and Tori shifted and twisted to lie extended along the side. I smiled down at her and traced my fingers lightly over her breasts, her nipples rigid with desire.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said.

I lifted my leg and straddled her angelic face, and lowered my mouth back to her sex. We lingered slowly, enjoying the feel of our bodies, fingers, and tongues. I wanted it to last longer than it did, but soon we pushed each other to a shuddering peak. I loved the feel of her juices flowing over my tongue. She tasted divine.

We realigned and pulled the covers over us. Tori spooned me from behind, her arms around me. She kissed my cheek, her hands soothing my still trembling flesh.

“Shhh, Bee,” she said, “Close your eyes, slip into your dreams.”

It was so easy just to follow her words, and my eyes closed, and my body relaxed into a nest of warmth. My mind followed into the darkness of my dreams.

I breathed.
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Rob - Bee’s bedroom

Fuck, this whole day was frustrating.

From the moment I woke up on my back. I’m sure I was snoring as I awoke with a start. Getting used to the need for oxygen was a bit of a journey. The bed was empty after being filled with Bee and her friends.

That was a fucking fantastic night. They're all so sexy and beautiful.

Fuck, don’t get hard.

In the solitude of Bee’s room, which was now my room, I tried to review everything that had happened to me since Bee returned. I just wanted to continue our dreams. The way we were in her dreams was something I’d never experienced before. When she left, I didn’t know why. The shadows were comfortable, and I thought it was just a bright point in an eternity of darkness.

When she returned, I couldn’t help myself. I had to reconnect, and when she remembered, I was happier than ever. Happy isn’t an emotion a monster knows well. More often, it’s rage, jealousy, or frustration.

Fuck, that’s all the shit going through my mind.

Monstrous thoughts

So I touched her. She remembered her dreams, remembered me. Suddenly my form wasn’t a shadow. That freaked me out. In her dreams, my form would shift as Bee dreamed. One day blonde hair, another dark brown. Green eyes, blue eyes, hazel—my form constantly changed. Then I became this form, and it kept growing more real.

I’d never had a heart, and then I did. A pulse is a bizarre thing.

I’d never had lungs, then I did and had to breathe—continuously.

So many things changed so rapidly. Frankly, I was just happy to be back with Bee. Becoming real wasn’t something I wanted, but then I didn’t know that I didn’t want to be real. Being real meant a lot to Bee, so it was important to me.

I’m being led by the nose by a girl. You love her.

I’m not sure what love is. She made you real with love.

I growled to myself. I think I lost my way. Seeing Bee be so utterly distraught by the loss of her parents made me feel helpless. Being real didn’t help me help her. I just followed her lead, like in the dreams.

She didn’t need a puppy. She needed a man—a leader.

That’s why this happened. Why I’m suddenly fucking Bee’s friends instead of just her? She was the only one I wanted when it was just the two of us. Not once did I think of even kissing her friends. I like them. They were attractive. They made my heart beat a bit faster with smiles and flirting.

But they weren’t Bee.

I thought back to our argument in the driveway. I’d never seen Bee’s eyes filled with anger. Sadness, regret, or desire, but never anger. I couldn’t get over that she had abandoned me to go to college, leaving me alone, ignoring her dreams.

You weren’t real. She didn’t even know you were a shadow.

I blinked slowly, hearing her words again.

“I know, I didn’t know.”

She never said what that meant, and it meant everything. Did it mean she didn’t know what she was doing? Did she think making me real was a mistake? Would she want to take it back?

I needed more clarity, but talking to her seemed to stir up more emotions. I hated how angry I’d gotten because it shut her down. I hated seeing her mad because I probably missed something important. I couldn’t spin back through the day and undo it. We’d both gone too far.

I picked up Bee’s laptop and sat at Bee’s desk. I turned it on and entered her password. Everyone had helped me learn how to talk, read and write. It was like Bee’s words cast a spell when she said, “I don’t need to explain how to live like a real man,” Everything I needed to know I learned quickly. I may only be two weeks old, but I was as knowledgeable as the age I appeared.

I spent some time running searches. The lore of modern-day monsters was different than the book Bee had studied. The old names had no meaning anymore. Nothing was named boggart or brùnaidh. The monsters of this age were different but ultimately the same regarding their nature.

I hit some sites talking about shadows—living shadows. Those sites lead to a trail of sites and threads to new sites. I followed them until I found a place that seemed familiar. I pulled up a mapping site, and the location was about fifty miles away.

Too far to walk in subzero temperatures.

“Why do you want to find out who you were?” I looked up to see Shelley leaning against the doorframe. “Shouldn’t you find out who you are? You’re not what you were anymore.”

Her red hair fell along her shoulder. She was wearing the T-shirt nightie. All of the girls were wearing the same thing, like a uniform. Her green eyes held mine, unafraid of confronting me.

“I am afraid I don’t fit in your world,”

“There is only this world. You can’t go back.” Shelley countered.

“I haven’t tried.”

“Why would you want to? Bee loves you. She loved you so much, and by some miracle, you became alive. She loved you so much that she breathed you to life. Now you’re going to turn your back on her?”

Her eyes flared. She was angry.

“Why would she want to love someone else then?” I asked.

“You mean us? Her friends? The ones who fully supported her in this room when she proudly introduced you to us? The ones that didn’t leave her side when her entire world collapsed? Yeah, that’s a good question. Why does she want to love three girls that love her so very fucking much?!”

I had no response. Shelley’s argument spun in my head, and I could only hang my head.

“Stop being an asshole. Don’t hang your head! Fucking monster up.”

My head came up slowly. “You said I wasn’t a monster anymore.”

“No, I said you couldn’t return to what you were,” Shelley replied.

“Is there a difference?”

“Yes, you’re blind if you don’t see it,” Shelley said.

“What kind of monster am I? I can’t turn into a shadow!”

“You’re the kind of monster Bee needs.”

She took a step toward me and closed the door. My head swam, and I felt an odd feeling of something seeping into my thoughts. A familiar feeling, it felt like Bee, and I felt her peaceful presence soothing me.

“What kind of monster does she need?”

“You’re the kind of monster we all need.” Shelley looked at me.

Then Shelley slid slowly to her knees. Her head bowed, her eyes lifted to look at me, her green eyes sparkling.

“We need a monster strong enough to take the lead. To fight for us. To love us savagely. To treat us tenderly. No mere human is up to that. You’ve heard us talk about our fucked up human so-called boyfriends. We tear them apart. Boys aren’t strong enough. We need a monster.”

“But Bee...”

“Bee is what glues us together. Can’t you see that? She’s the center. She links us together. She connects you to us. You need to fucking grab onto her, and if you do, you can have all of us. You have to see what’s in front of your eyes.”

The door opened, Carla walked in, and Tori walked in behind her. They walked to either side of Shelley and slid to their knees in odd synchronicity. It was arousing, and the essence of Bee swam through my thoughts in my psyche. I could feel her excitement like she was looking through my eyes at her friends.

“Where is Bee.”

“Dreaming, can’t you tell?” Tori said, “She’s dreaming of you. Again.”

“She is dreaming for you,” Carla added.

“She dreams for all of us. For something we don’t have the guts to dream about.” Shelley finished.

They stopped moving, and their heads bowed in the same odd pattern, like puppets on the same string. They breathed evenly and steadily. Asleep but awake. Conscious yet dreaming.

I felt the odd swimming feeling in my thoughts again, as if Bee were right behind my eyes. My head hung, and my eyes closed.

I breathed.


CHAPTER 31
[image: ]



Bee’s Dream

The skies were clear as I walked along the meadow. The mountains seemed nearer. The winding river had disappeared. The dangers seemed closer and even more unmanageable.

I wondered where Rob was. He was supposed to protect me in my dreams. I wouldn’t make it past the mountains without him.

He wasn’t here.

I spun slowly around, my feet warm—working in a circle in the soft soil. The golden stalks of the grasses brushed along my calves. The air was still, only a light breeze. I searched the horizon for Rob, for anyone.

A shape appeared walking towards me, and as it approached, I saw it was Tori. I picked up my skirts and ran towards her.

Maybe she’ll protect me now. She’s always protected you.

Maybe it’s time you protected her?

I ran to her and threw my arms around her, and she laughed and hugged me back.

“I was alone,” I said.

“Bee, you’re never alone.”

Tori took my hand and steered me back the way she came. I walked alongside her. Her hand was warm, and it felt so right in mine. She didn’t squeeze or pull. It was just comfortable to hold each other's hands. We walked away from the frightening mountains.

“We need to be going forward, not back,” I said, glancing over my shoulder.

“You forgot something, Bee,” Tori said, “You forgot that you need a family.”

“My family is dead, remember.” I said, “You packed them all away in plastic bins.”

“Your family is with you, just ahead,” Tori said, “Don’t you see?”

I looked, and I saw Rob standing ahead. Another form, haloed in red hair, was kneeling before him. He looked strong. His head bowed, watching the girl at his feet.

Shelley?

“You need to help him,” Tori said, “You’ve always had the power of your dreams. You’ve forgotten that.”

“Help him with what?”

“Help him remember that love magnifies and multiplies. It never subtracts and divides.”

“I don’t understand.”

Tori stopped and turned towards me, and took both of my hands. “You do. You only need to remember.”

“Remember what??!”

I looked back towards Rob, and Carla had joined Shelley. Her blonde hair was loose, hanging over her shoulders as her head bowed. I walked closer slowly as Tori passed me with purpose. I slowed more to watch as Tori knelt beside Shelley and bowed her head. Rob was like a statue. His head bowed as well. They were motionless, like statues. No one moved. Not even myself.

My head swirled, and I sank to my knees right where I stood. My head bowed, and I closed my eyes.

I breathed.

I FLEW!

I looked back, and my form was kneeling in the grasses of the meadow. I left myself behind and rose into the air, and looked at the four members of my family.

My family!

They were waiting, but they needed to remember.

Something...

I swooped down and twisted in the air. I fell into Rob, and then I was in his thoughts.

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Bee.” Rob echoed.

“I need you to be strong, my love.”

“I don’t know how to be what you need me to be,” Rob said.

“You’re my monster. You’re our monster.”

“I...”

“Look at them.” I interrupted his thoughts, “They need you as much as I do. I need you to be strong for me, them, and all of us. I need you to be strong to lead us through the mountains. We need you, my monster.”

My thoughts turned his head, and he looked at the mountains. The peaks seemed even higher. Darker. Ominous.

“We have to travel that together. We are family.” I said into his thoughts.

“I don’t have a family.”

“You’re my family. They’re your family. We are a family,” I reminded him.

“I love you, Bee. How can I possibly love another or even all of them?”

“Who do you think I loved more, my mother or father? Do you think you only have enough love for only me? I forgot to teach you about love. I was hurt and broken, but I should have taught you about love. I thought you knew.”

“You’re speaking in riddles, Bee.”

“I love you so much, Rob,” I said, trying to find a way to show him, “I love you so much I couldn’t keep you in my dreams. I love you so much I can’t describe it. Is that love real?”

“Yes, I know it’s real, Bee.”

“Is it limited, or has it grown?” I lead him deeper.

“I love you so much. I can’t bear to see you hurt. In pain.”

“I love you more because of the pain, my monster. It hurt to say goodbye to my parents. It’s that pain that has allowed me to grow. To see and love myself. To love me like I never did before. Because of my pain, my love for my friends grew. It’s more than just sex, Rob. I love you, and I love them. I can’t stop love from growing! I have to accept it. Can you?”

My mind pushed on Rob’s shoulder, lowering him to his knees. He looked up, and I saw through his eyes. My three friends—my lovers—my family were kneeling. They lifted their eyes to him, to mine. The five of us connected, and I felt the quickening of love growing.

Rob trembled, “I didn’t know...” Rob sighed.

“Just let love flow... Don’t resist it, reflect it...”

“This is wonderful...” I felt Rob smile.

“It’s endless. You recycle it. We love you, and you turn that love back to us. It’s infinity. For it to work, we need you, my monster. You need to shape the love we give you. You need to understand our needs and work to fill them. You don’t need to do anything special or have a powerful job. You only need to reflect our love. You are the nexus. You are our monster.”

“And all of you are mine?”

“Yes, and we’ll never leave you. I’ll never leave you. I need you. I need you to be strong, my monster. We need you to lead and direct. We want to follow you.”

“What if I’m not strong enough?”

“That is fear, don’t listen to fear. Fear will try to pull you away. Come closer to us, stay near to us. Together our love will push away fear.”

“I’ll try, Bee.”

“I will too.”

I felt my consciousness soar away from him and looked down at him again. His head rose, and he looked at my friends kneeling in front of him. My consciousness swooped back and filled my form. My body rose, from kneeling away from my family to standing, walking, then running to be with them.

The eyes of my friends rose and turned to watch me run. Their eyes and lips were smiling. Rob watched me, too, with one of his big grins. I rushed to them as they rose, and I wrapped my arms around all of them.
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Bee awakes in her bedroom.

Iwoke up. The warmth of Tori’s body was absent. For once, though, I didn’t feel like I was alone and abandoned. My family was here. I just had to find them.

I swept off the covers, still nude from our shared shower. I didn’t know how long I’d slept. It didn’t matter. I knew where they were. I rushed through the house and up the stairs, hurrying to my room. My friends knelt in their nightshirts at the feet of my monster as I ran into the room.

“Bee!” Rob looked up as he sat at my desk. His eyes were still slightly dull from his dream. “Bee, I’m...”

My finger to his lips stopped him, then my lips pressed against his.

“I’m sorry,” I said as I parted the kiss, “I got lost, and I forgot to believe. I believe in you, and I believe in us. Do you, now?”

Rob nodded, “Yes, you’re very persuasive in your dreams.”

My friends started to stir, and I looked over my shoulder at them. They noticed I was naked and smiled before pulling their T-shirts off. They looked at Rob, then they stood and embraced us—our monster and me. I loved feeling everyone’s hands. It wasn’t blurry and drunken like the night before. Our connections felt whole and proper, and natural.

The window outside was dark. I had no idea what time it was. I grabbed Rob’s hand and Tori’s hand. They each grabbed the hands of Shelley and Carla. Our physical bodies clicked together like our minds in my dream. I looked at Rob and smiled.

“Rob, will you come to bed with us?”

“Of course.”

“Then show us the way, my monster.”

I let him take the lead. That was what he needed to do. I wasn’t going to pull him or push him. I wanted to follow him. The rest of us trailed behind. Tori and I held hands. I felt her squeeze it lightly.

“I knew you needed to dream again,” Tori whispered.

“What do you mean?”

“We talked, and Shelley reminded me that your dreams were the key to this.”

“Mmmhm…” I intoned, wanting to understand.

“So we had an intervention. While you focused on cleaning, we came up with a plan. My job was to get you to sleep peacefully. Shelley confronted Rob with what he needed from her. Then Carla and I joined Shelly in your room, kneeling. Exactly like in your dream. We had believed in your magic, and we all slipped into your dream.”

When Tori and I entered the room, Carla and Shelley were helping Rob undress. I pulled Tori onto the bed, feeling confident for the first time since the karaoke bar. I kissed her as we knelt on the mattress, our breasts touching. I shivered and smiled into her eyes.

“I’d never done that in a dream before,” I whispered, “I don’t know how it works, but I’m elated that it did.”

Tori paused and said, “I love you, Bee.”

“I love you too, Tori, so much,” my eyes lowered. I needed to ask her, “Did you love me before I dreamt it?”

“I’ve always loved you,” Tori smiled and lifted my chin, “Just never thought it could work.”

We kissed again, then parted. Rob had climbed up on the bed, and I wrapped myself around him. I kissed him deeply, and his strong arms enveloped me. I sighed in delight. He made me feel small.

“I need you, my monster. I don’t know how to tell you how much. Without you, without my friends, I’m nothing. It means so much to me that you see that now.”

He lowered me down, and I wrapped my thighs around his hips. I stared into his eyes, and his hand lowered to my breast. I arched, aching for his touch. I felt my friends lying around us, but my focus was like a tunnel on my monster. I was his, his toy, his lover. I wasn’t jealous of my friends. I knew we all felt the same. We all had an irresistible attraction to our monster.

I moaned as he pressed himself inside me. I was already so aroused from my dream that he slid in easily, and I trembled. I sensed a curtain of red block my view of Rob but smiled as Shelley’s lips met mine and our tongues entwined. My hand lifted to her breast and tweaked a firm nipple. My hips lifted, and I whined in her mouth.

“I want to taste you,” I whispered after I broke the kiss.

A smile and Shelley lifted, spread her thighs, and crawled over my head. I ran my hands down her firm thighs and inhaled her scent. I eagerly pressed my tongue inside of her and moaned at her taste. I felt her lean and felt Rob’s posture shift. In my mind's eye, I saw them kiss as he fucked me, and I licked her.

The night went on; bodies shifted and swayed. The feelings mirrored the previous night’s drunken exploration with sober intensity. The faint memories from the alcohol-fueled tryst were replaced with clarity. We built our emotional connections on a solid foundation rather than half-remembered memories. When sleep retook us, we remained close, bodies touching warmly.

We rested our physical bodies and renewed our emotional connection. Then we woke and enjoyed our touches again in the dawn—no struggles, jealousy, or strife.

A new day had begun.
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Rob

It had been a long semester. The girls all went back to school three weeks after the ice storm. We were trapped in the house for two additional days after the tumultuous first day. They called it the New Year Storm, which completely shut down the metroplex. There were car wrecks on the freeways. Electricity outages were everywhere. We were lucky we weren’t affected. We spent the time talking. I learned about each of them, taking time alone with each so I could focus.

Bee was right in her dream. I needed to lead. They wanted their freedom but also needed my strength to guide them. For us, it started as a storm and ended like a new day. We’d never go back to five separate people. We were a healthy family.

Before the girls left, each of them introduced me to their parents. I thought it was best, to be honest, and look them in the eye. Not all of them understood. Not all of them agreed. In the end, I didn’t need their permission or blessing.

Polygamous arrangements are more common, and there isn’t any pattern. To keep things simple, Bee and I were married a week before she left for college. It was a small civil ceremony, and all of the girls' families were in attendance, even Carla’s. She was happy because they had stopped fighting. Carla thought it was because of me. I assured her it was because of love.

After they left, I made arrangements to sell Bee’s house. We’d talked about it, and I put all of her parent’s things in storage. We kept their ashes in beautiful urns. Bee and I like to think they are watching over us.

Bee’s estate established Trusts for Bee and me, which made our finances reasonably comfortable, I didn’t need to work, but I picked up shifts at the nursery. I made enough to keep me fed without dipping into the funds. I rented a small apartment while Bee’s house sold and used some of the cooking tips Carla gave me to keep from eating nothing but fast food.

I started looking for a new home and roamed away from the bustle of the city and suburbs. North into the country, looking at many types of places. Small neighborhoods and recent developments. I wasn’t rushing. I wanted to find the exact spot for us.

I found it—the perfect place. It was an older ranch house on a few acres of land. It was isolated and near a lake. It was tucked between two forks of the lake and elevated on a hill. The hill was like the meadow in Bee’s dream but looked down over stands of live oak instead of a rugged river. There wasn’t a mountain in sight.

The house had a simple pool, which would be nice when summer heat hit. Our neighbors were a mile away on either side. A small village was a few miles away, and a larger city was less than an hour away. The land and house were less than the profits from Bee’s parent’s house sale.

Being apart for the semester wasn’t as hard as when Bee left the first time. We called each other often. Bee taught me the magic of cell phones and video calls. It made it easier to hear their voices. Shelley even figured out how we could video conference altogether. Tori said it was like the Brady Bunch—she confuses me often, but I love that.

We also shared dreams. Bee was becoming better at dreaming and pulling us towards her across the distance. It wasn’t every night, but regular enough to make time move less slowly. We all grew closer even as we were far apart.

I drove our new SUV to the airport to pick them up. By a freak of nature, their flights from different campuses arrived at the same time. The airport had parking spaces right near the terminal, and I parked and leaned against the SUV waiting for them to arrive.

Bee was first and loved how her voice squealed when she saw me. She raced towards me, and I picked her up and swung her around. I kissed her deeply as her eyes danced, looking into mine. She had to check out our new car, so we explored after I tossed her bags in the back.

Shelley and Carla came together, and Bee ran excitedly to meet them. Their group hug was beautiful, and I wrapped my arms around all of them. I shared a kiss, and Carla bit my lip a bit hard. Her eyes sparkled as I growled at her. We had found we liked some of the edgier games.

Tori’s shriek tore my eyes from Carla’s blue eyes. She was so excited to see Bee and the rest of us. Bee hugged Tori tight, and her eyes were bright with tears. The love those two shared was exceptional, and I was proud to be able to witness it. I loaded their bags into the back as they all talked and caught up.

I laughed a little bit. We’d had a two-hour phone call last night. We had communicated so well there wasn’t anything new to report except how horrible the airplane food was. Finally, we got into the car. Bee sat up front. Tori sat in the middle between Carla and Shelley. The SUV was the largest model and fit perfectly with the other metroplex traffic.

I drove north and felt myself relax as we left the city behind, and rolling hills appeared. Bee held my hand and kept smiling at me. The four friends talked about everything. Then a hush came over them as I pulled into our driveway. I parked in front of our house, but no one wanted to go inside.

Bee walked out and gasped. Taking my hand, she walked down the slight slope into the meadow. Her three friends followed, holding hands as we walked through the knee-high prairie grass. Bee turned to me and lifted on her toes to kiss me.

“This is just like a dream!”
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books.macklandry.com
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HANK DOLWORTH COLLECTION SERIES

Includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Freeuse Caribbean Cruise 

	Study Buddies with Benefits 

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom 

	Thirsty For His Friends 

	Dallas Hotwife Club 

	Freeuse Summer Vacation 

	Feisty Felicia 




read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection


ABOUT HANK DOLWORTH



Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy—Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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