

Black Love Matters

A Transgender Romance

Alexi Lane


Copyright © July 2, 2020 Alexi Lane

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7


Alan’s friend Amy is one of those I can’t wait to join a cause type of people. It’s not that Alan is necessarily against her causes, it's just that he’s never seen any results coming from all the bother of doing all that protesting and marching. Nothing ever really changes because of them, does it? He makes the mistake of telling that to Amy, and Amy challenges him on his beliefs by calling him too comfortable. He talks the talk, but doesn’t really walk the walk when it comes to his values. That strikes a nerve in him and he decides to go with her to the latest protest.

A series of unfortunate events on the way to the protest leads to Alan being separated from Amy and coming face to face with both the police and a beautiful new woman in need of rescuing. Alan’s comfortable values are about to be put to the test. Listening to Amy and joining the protest might be the best thing to ever happen to him.

Black Love Matters is a first-time transgender romance story.


Chapter 1

I arrived home from work at my usual time. As I had just put the key in my lock, when Amy opened the door to the apartment across the hall from me. She then bolted out to greet me as eager as ever. All five-foot five of her were flailing to get my attention as if I could miss noticing her.

I asked her, “Hey, Amy what is up?”

“I’m angry as hell and I'm not going to take it anymore,” yelled Amy at me.

Now I’m not sure what she was talking about or why she was angry, I was just hoping she wasn’t angry at me. Not that she had ever been before. No, it would be something else. Something she couldn’t control. People were always angry about stuff that was beyond their control. Here I was wishing she’d take her anger out on someone else’s tender ear. Amy was like that, though. She got angry easily and when she did it was usually me that got to hear all about it. That’s what friendly neighbors are for, I guess? She was one of those I can’t wait to join a cause-oriented women. She marched to save the whales, to save women’s rights, and on Earth Day to save Earth. Thus, I was pretty sure whatever matter had caused her to boil over in anger and heat up was something I had little power to fix. Still, I’d put in the neighborly effort to calm her down.

I rubbed my ear to stop it from ringing first and then asked her, “Calm down and tell me what you are angry about this time?”

“What am I angry about?”

That was the other thing about Amy, she never told you anything straight out. She had to make a production out of every little thing. Maybe that’s why she marched so often. It was like performance art to her. She liked to perform on the public stage and without any actual artistic talent, protesting was her chosen medium. She was an actress by trade. Which translated to meaning that she served burgers at a restaurant during the day, and trolled for acting parts during her spare time. You know, the life of a real actress without much talent in this town. She was pretty too so you’d think she’d land more parts, but then again, she never met a casting couch she was willing to lay upon. That much about her, I knew for sure.

Amy and I had lived across the hallway from each other for three years now. We hit it off right from the start. She had that fire and desire to burn down the world that I lacked, and I had the sensible ability to not start too many fires at once. Together we were sort of an odd pair, but odd pairs team up from time to time, but not in our case. We remained just oddball friends. There was just something about her that was lacking. I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

If only we had dated, then maybe I would have put my finger on it and a lot more by now. I did sort of have a thing for her at first, but I could never pull the trigger. Instead, I’d sort of slid into friends-zone. It was more like I was Amy’s big brother that she never had. Meanwhile, she sort of became like my little sister. I’d listen to her rant at the world, give her sound advice that I knew she’d never listen to, and that was that. That was our whole relationship and if it bugged me . . . Well, it sort of did bug me so that sentiment was misplaced. I should have wanted more from Amy. Any guy in his right mind would have dated Amy by now if they were in my shoes, but like I said, I never could pull the trigger. There was this thing lacking about her. I just didn’t know what it was. Love, it was a strange thing. You never knew what set it off and when it would happen. It just hadn’t happened to me yet. I’d been in this town five years now and just not found anyone that lit that fire inside me. Not even Amy. With her, it was totally a platonic relationship, and it was worrying me. Maybe I was non-sexual. Nah . . .

I immediately went into big brother mode. Being the big brother I naturally had to calm her down first. I put my hands on her shoulders. I said, “Relax, just tell me what it is that is wrong?”

She took a few deep breaths. She replied, “You don’t know?”

“Nope.”

“You really are out of the loop, huh?”

She knew that I was. She was home all day since work was scarce right now. She wasn’t an essential worker. That meant she was up to date on everything going on from watching countless hours of TV, YouTube, TikTok and God knows what else. Meanwhile I was essential, meaning I worked in the office five days a week. Technically I worked as a city organizer in the city planning office. I was totally non-essential. But the rules of the new normal had deemed me essential, nonetheless. That meant I worked long hours at the office while actually doing very little. And I got a pension as a bonus.

“I was working all day so fill me in,” I said in my calm voice.

She took me by the hand. She said, “You have just got to see this, just got to see this!” Then she kicked open the door to her place. I sighed and followed her inside.

She got out her laptop. She shouted at me, “Watch this, just watch it!”

I watched a YouTube video. There was a black man getting roughed up by police. It was a long and depressing video. They manhandled him pretty well and then the video ended.

“Disgusting isn’t it!” she said to me.

It was, but I’d seen this type of stuff before. It was all too common to see these days. “I’ve seen the cops do worse,” I replied. It was true too. That was obviously the wrong answer, though.

“You mean you condone it!”

I put up my hands. “No, no, no … I mean, I don’t even know the whole story.”

“He fucking died! The fucking cops killed him. That is the whole story, Alan! They would have gotten away with it too, if not for that video. They would not even have been arrested until the world saw it and complained. Oh, but those charges like the ones they have never stick. I’m sick of this shit. We have to do something!”

“Amy, it is terrible, yes, but what can we do about it?” I said as a matter of practical fact.

“Alan, you’re much too comfortable to be a real liberal.”

I didn’t like that remark. Maybe I wasn’t a liberal. You didn’t need to be liberal to dislike injustice. Plus, there wasn’t a racist bone in my body. Where did she get off thinking I was comfortable watching a man die. Anyway, it didn’t look like he had died. Given the man in the video was announced by the media as dead, I assume that he was. I just wasn’t sure what I could do about it is all. No one likes police brutality, but it wasn’t my personal job to police the police. Right? I tried to reason with her. “There isn’t much we can do about it. Perhaps, we can send money to the family. They probably have a fundraiser website.”

“We just send them a little money, and everything is fine! Oh, how comfortable of you, Alan. How can you think about money at a time like this? Black people are being harassed, beaten, and killed without need every fucking day in our society. Black lives matter. We can’t put up with people not accepting that fact. Not for a single second! It’s time we did something about social injustice.”

“But we’re not black,” I reasoned.

“That’s your comfortable white privilege showing through.”

It hated that remark too. Probably because there was a hint of truth about it. I wasn’t black and neither was Amy. We would never be in a situation like the man in the video. We would never feel that suspicion and fear that the police weren’t out there to protect us, but out there to keep us in line.

I replied, “Well, maybe it is time to do something in sympathy for social justice. Not sure what we can do, though. Maybe write a stern letter to the newspaper or our representative. I think I voted for them, so they owe me something in return.”

“Stop feeling comfortable and let’s go join them in protest,” said Amy. She turned on the TV. Then she left the room. On the TV was a mass gathering. It was downtown. There weren’t just African Americans down on the street. There were Asians, Latinos, Caucasians, local politicians, reporters, and even cops. They were having what appeared to be a very peaceful demonstration. It felt like a lot of people were protesting the death of just one guy.

Amy came back with a cardboard box. “Are you ready to join me?”

“What is with the box?”

“I’m cutting it up to make signs.”

“I can’t believe the size of that crowd. All that for just one man.”

“No, this is for all the people not fortunate enough to have had a video rolling when they were oppressed. This is about the last straw. This is about change. Come on to the protest with me. It will be good for you to check your white privilege for once. You’ve been comfortable too long, Alan.”

It sounded noble, but I had my doubts. People did a lot of marching to change the world, but the world doesn’t always change. In fact, it has changed very little since I was born. For every inch forward, it seemed like it fought two inches back. The TV flashed to another group of protestors. The change was noticeable. These protestors were all white. They carried confederate flags and flashed white hate signs. They must be counter protestors. They looked just like me. I looked at Amy cutting up the box. Maybe it was time to make a stand. Maybe protesting would do nothing, but if I did nothing then I worried I was aiding the idea that people like me condoned these counter protestors. It was more than that, though. There was a fire in Amy that I lacked. There was a cold lack of passion inside me, and I wanted it warmed up. Maybe this was the way. I’d check my privileges and comfort at the door and take a stand with Amy. Maybe that’s why we never hit it off. Perhaps, I needed fire inside me to warm my own heart first.


Chapter 2

I was feeling good right about now. We had parked a few miles away from the main protest site with a solid plan to hike our way toward downtown. We immediately ran into a pack of people with our exact same plan before we got even close to downtown. The whole place around me was mobbed with a sea of humanity. There was a real sense of solidarity within this group. People were all chanting and carrying signs. Strangers would come up to you and shake your hand. I was feeling a little full of myself as Amy and I just slipped inside the pack and traveled with them.

“This is sort of fun,” I confessed to Amy.

“We’re not here for fun. We are here on a mission. We are about creating real change!” replied Amy.

“Right, real change.” I pumped my sign in the air and tried to look serious. I was around more black people right now than I could remember ever being among. It felt a little strange. They all treated me as one of them. Just like that. 

We approached a black man standing on top of a car. I hoped it was his own car. He shouted to us, “We are about to start marching toward the main protest scene. Who is coming with me?”

I had thought we already were. The crowd cheered back. I nudged Amy, “Got any idea who that guy is?”

“Just a guy taking charge. I love a man that takes charge. There’s something rather attractive about a guy willing to take charge,” she replied. I saw a hint of sexual attraction in her eyes.

Well, so much for me lighting a fire with Amy tonight. I could see my little fire was no match for this stranger standing on top of the car. I wanted to remind her that this protest march was a serious affair and the attractiveness of a spontaneous take charge organizer had nothing to do with things. I didn’t say anything of the sort, though. Really, Amy was white, and he was black so it wouldn’t work out. I mean, would she really date a black guy? Okay, it wasn’t 1950 anymore, but… I slapped myself in the forehead. In the middle of racial justice protest, was I really questioning interracial dating? I wasn’t serious, was I? I must be jealous. I couldn’t be that I was slightly racist. Not me. I had voted for Obama. No, I wasn’t racist at all. Then it must be jealousy.

I was, though, a bit racially naive. I’d never dated anyone that wasn’t considered white. I never really felt attracted to a non-white girl before. Here I was living in a diverse city and had limited myself to dating a small fraction of the population. Maybe that’s why I was still single. Still, I had my doubts someone without my background would share the same taste in music, or television shows or... Oh, but that was shallow, right? I wasn’t secretly racist, was I? I really needed this rally. Amy was right, I was too comfortable for far too long. That’s why I was single. I talked big and acted small.

I scanned the crowd. I was looking at the female protestors around me. I was searching for someone that brought out the lust in me like the organizer brought it out in Amy. Was there an attractive woman out there? I didn’t see one. Nothing that stirred my fire. I was worried. I had black co-workers that I got along with just great. But how many black friends did I actually have? How many black Facebook friends, even? I wasn’t liking my answers to these questions. As racially diverse as this city was, I had to admit, I led a racially segregated life. Coming here was the most racially diverse thing I’d done in ages. So, Amy had been right. Getting out here was going to be good for me. I could feel that now. After all, you can’t expect to change society without first finding a way to change yourself. I might not have racial hate in my heart, but I could find more ways to let universal brotherhood in all the same. All this noble thinking was making me feel better about myself, but what came next?

Amy tugged my hand. “Come on!”

“Where are we going?”

“I want to get out in front of the march. I want to get to know the man that was standing on the car. There is just something about leadership,” she said.

Me, marching out in front of a social justice march. If my friends back home could see that. I shrugged. I knew now it would be good for me in the end, so I was going with Amy.

“Let’s do it!” I exclaimed.


Chapter 3

The leader of our little march toward the main protest site was apparently named Derrick. Amy, being a good talker, had chatted him up as we walked. Derrick was head pastor of a community church. He also did youth intervention in high school. In addition, he taught reading and math on the weekends to high school students. He was working in the prisons with troubled teens as well. Here it was, I was a paid city organizer and seriously most of what I did was simply make sure the traffic lights worked correctly which they never did anyway, and I did less for the city than Derrick. I was feeling a little jealous of Derrick. Derrick sounded like a saint, and because I could see Amy was into him. I couldn’t blame her. If Derrick was a chick, I’d be into him.  I nodded my head and praised him as he talked on and on about himself. Amy mooned over him the whole time. Love, could it be found at a protest? I suppose that, in a way, weren’t we all here to find just that. The march was for universal love and the best way to have universal love was to find personal love. Now I was starting to sound a little pompous, but I kept these feelings to myself.

“Isn’t Derrick just the most?” Amy said to me.

I hated being put on the spot, and I couldn’t cock block Derrick, particularly because Derrick sounded even to me to actually be like the most. Still, deep down inside it bothered me. I’d been friends with Amy for so long now and never did her voice sound that way when talking about me. I was never the most to her. Derrick was the most and all he did was talk about himself. I wasn’t the most and I had listened to Amy day after day for years. It didn’t feel fair. Okay, yes, I was jealous.

I replied, “He is a heck of a guy, our Derrick.” Then I shook his hand. He took it. Then he put his arm around Amy, and we kept marching.

I shrugged. Once you’re a girl’s big brother figure, I suppose you will always be the big brother figure. The gathering was at least making a fun time of it, so I shouldn’t take losing out on Amy so hard. We chanted, we sang songs, we stamped, and clapped. Really, it was like being at a ball game.

We rounded a corner, and ideas of blooming love quickly left my mind. The next street greeted us with the sight of a lineup of police officers dressed in their riot gear. They were packed together shoulder to shoulder with their face shields down and their batons out. Didn’t they get the memo about this being a peaceful protest?

Derrick halted our group. “It looks like they plan on preventing more people from joining the mass protest downtown.” The crowd behind us groaned in agitation. Clearly, they were determined to get to the main protest. I had the feeling that peace and violence hung in the air.

As the groaning died down, I blurted out, “It’s sort of funny, isn’t it?”

Derrick turned to me and asked, “In what way?”

“I just saw the cops participating with the marchers on TV an hour ago.”

“The wind changes fast during a protest. A peaceful protest can turn violent in seconds. I’ve seen it happen before. The powers that be know that too. They like to show solidarity on camera, but they also like to poke the bear," replied Derrick. I wasn’t sure what he meant, but I had a feeling the bear was close to being poked. And here I was standing in the middle of the bear’s den. I planned on being peaceful. I had a sign, not a weapon.

A cop shouted into a megaphone, “The mayor has imposed a ten o’clock curfew. You are all out past curfew. Please, head home or we will act!”

I muttered, “Curfew?” I’d never heard of such a thing. What are we all, children away at camp?

Amy sneered. She said, “Looks like the marching in solidarity part of the day is over. It’s just like the man. When the politicians all go home after getting their photos, the riot squad comes out to send us home like we were kids.”

Derrick said, “We still have our constitutional right to protest.”

Amy grabbed his hand. She joined him. “Fuck yeah, we do!”

I took a gander at those cops. They looked like they meant business. Maybe I was swept up in the moment, but I raised my sign high and shouted, “I won’t be heading home.” I felt sort of proud to have done it.

The crowd we had marched with seemed agitated. Derrick explained to me, “I’ve been in this situation before. They blocked off access to downtown so the crowd can’t grow. We need to break through. They have no real right to stop us. Might does not ever make right.”

“We won’t let them do it to us,” agreed Amy.

“But how do we do that?” I asked naively.

“We stand our ground!” said Derrick.

The crowd apparently was agreeing with him. I was a little more talk than action. I have to confess to that. Then members of the crowd started taunting the police. They would not let them create a B.S. curfew just to suppress us. I was getting a little worried. I have to confess that I was such a sucker for the rules my whole life. I never went too fast driving my car, I never rolled a stop sign, or violated any rule or law. Heck, I didn’t even dare tear that tag on my mattress. This was literally my first time standing up to society. I was feeling a bit empowered and scared at the same time. Amy was right. Marching today was good for me. Now a police beating, it felt less good for me. Maybe we were going too far. But the police wouldn’t storm us just for standing here taunting. And no one was doing anything physical or criminal, so I felt safe. Yes, as long as we all stayed legal the cops would understand.

The head cop shouted into his megaphone again, “This is your last warning!”

I laughed. Last warning or what? They were bluffing. They had to be. They weren’t going to storm a crowd of peaceful marchers. I smiled and smugly said, “Last warning? They must think we’re idiots. Do they think we believe their bluff about thrashing us?”

Amy replied, “They’re not bluffing.”

I rolled my eyes. I was sure it was just Amy being dramatic again. The police don’t storm peaceful protesters. So long as we didn’t rush them, and I certainly had no plans to, they wouldn’t rush us. Then I heard the siren. After the siren wailed, a canister flew through the air. It landed behind me. The canister erupted with a cloud of smoke.

“Tear gas!” Derrick shouted.

Tear gas? He had to be kidding me. The crowd I came with started to scatter. Some ran away. Most, though, held their ground fighting back the tears. My eyes started to burn a little. For the first time, I had my doubts about marching today.

“What are they doing?” I said covering my mouth and nose with my shirt.

“The cops want to scare us,” said Derrick. He had the look of a man that was hard to scare. I was envious because I was scared shitless. I had to confess that I scare easily when attacked by tear gas and riot police.

“Let’s put the fear into them,” said Amy.

Derrick nodded. “If you don’t stand up for yourself and others in this world, then they’ll walk all over you.”

“They want a fight and we’re going to give them one!” shouted Amy.

“I’m not much of a fighter,” I replied. It just sort of slipped out. I felt like the total failure. But I wasn’t about to storm a solid wall of equipped police officers.

“Go on, you leave too, Amy, your friend here is too soft and comfortable to stand up for what is right,” said Derrick to Amy. I was annoyed. I was anything, but soft. I worked out at a gym. I biked, I snowboarded, heck, I was even a pretty mean paddleball player, I’d have him know!

Amy said to me, “He’s right about you, Alan. You’re not cut out for this stuff.”

Amy grabbed Derrick’s hand and in solidarity they stormed the cop barricade. They were shouting at the top of their lungs and waving their signs. I thought of Gallipoli as the two idiots ran off storming the riot police. The crowd behind me pushed past me. Many were joining the suicide run toward the police line.

I stood in the middle of the road watching them march double time straight toward the police line. The police stormed back into the protestors. I saw more tear gas heading my way. The police were swinging and pinning protestors. I saw a seventy-year-old black woman standing tall and proud. She held a sign that read, equality now. She took a baton to the head. She went down like a sack of potatoes.

That sight pissed me off. That little old lady should be treated with respect. How dare those cops beat her! Something inside me snapped. I found my feet moving. I stormed the line. I must have been swept up in the moment. I just grabbed two of the nearest protestors and arm and arm we ran at the police together. This was probably the dumbest bravest least me thing I had ever done in my life.


Chapter 4

It had been an hour or so since I’d last seen Amy or Derrick. There was a brief moment when I saw them pinned face down by cops as I stormed by them on a foolish charge. Funny enough, I was still a free man and roaming the streets well-passed the curfew. Roaming was a bold word for hiding behind a dumpster more than a touch scared. The sun had long since set and the streetlights were now on. I did know exactly where I was other than I was lost somewhere downtown. I could hear the protests chanting away somewhere off in the distance, but the echoing maze of the city streets made them hard to pinpoint. I knew I would never make it to the main mass of people. I also knew most of the people I charged the cops with were headed downtown via a police van. In other words, I was alone and likely wanted by the police. How did I ever let Amy get me in this situation?

No, it wasn’t her fault. I was all about personal growth and I knew it. I had let myself get in this situation. Now I was screwed. I was too scared to take out my cell phone for fear it might make a noise and tip off a cop as to where I was cowering in fear. Yup, I sure cast a dashing figure here hiding behind a dumpster.  I reflected on how I ended up alone hiding from the man. It was a quick story. After we charged the police line, I managed to slip by the barricade by simple luck. As I charged at them with the rest of the mob, the police went for the fellows on either side of me. They were black. I hate to say it, but it was very likely my white privilege showing up once again. The idiot white guy was the least threatening of the mob in the police’s view. Thus, I’d dodged those two police officers and found myself within a small gap in their line. There were too many of us for them to handle all at once.  I knew they couldn’t nab us all, so I had the time to make a break for it. A lot of people around me were doing the same thing. I left the barricade behind and then slid across a patrol car hood butt first. After that, it was a matter of heading down a side alley, another alley, and when I looked back, I was a free man. I hadn’t bothered to keep up with anyone else. I just started making my way down the streets with no clear aim other than to stay out of the searchlights from the helicopters overhead. Now I was alone. The rush of adrenalin that had taken over me was gone now. Now I worried a little about what was to come next. Amy didn’t tell me what I was supposed to do now?

I thought of Derrick and Amy. They probably were heading off to jail handcuffed together in love. Well, Amy would probably like it that way. It was just my luck that the woman I took to the protest to impress, ended up cuffed to another guy. This might be the only time the guy not arrested was the unlucky fellow. She was never really into me anyway. I wished Derrick luck and moved onto what was really important, my immediate future. That’s the way life went for me. I was unlucky in ways Amy didn’t understand. Although she was correct that I was lucky to be white particularly right at this moment as I could probably wait it out and then just appear unassuming and casually walk away. Yeah, a lone white guy looking scared would probably get a helping hand from the cops. I felt slightly guilty about thinking that way.

As I was sitting behind my dumpster contemplating my next move, a group of people came onto my side street. They appeared to be mostly a youngish crowd. Yup, teenagers. I looked at them with disdain because I was so sophisticated in my mid-twenties. They were moving with determination. Maybe just waiting it out wasn’t such a good idea. There was safety in numbers. As they passed my position, I stood up and joined the crowd. I wasn’t sure where we were heading, but the feel of determination within the group gave me confidence.

There was no singing in this group. No one chatted or held signs. Some of them carried baseball bats instead. They moved swiftly across a few blocks. Police sirens could be heard off in the distance. The sirens didn’t seem to bother this crowd. Suddenly I knew where we were. We were in the shopping district. This was the high-end side of town. Only the richest of the rich shopped here. I’d never bothered to come here before. I couldn’t afford to buy even a pair of socks at these places.

The pack stopped moving. A few in the group eyed a pile of bricks on a street corner. One by one the members of the group picked up the bricks. I found myself grabbing one too. I wasn’t sure what good a brick was going to do me, but when in Rome. They didn’t hold onto their bricks for too long. They started hurting them at the shop fronts. It seemed wrong. These shops didn’t have anything to do with the police. We should continue moving toward the main protestors or away to escape.

“Fuck you!” screamed a rioter. I assume he meant to fuck you the whole world. Then he tossed his brick at a store front window.

Another shouted, “Minimum wage slave owners!” and tossed a brick.

I was coming around to understand their anger more. These stores weren’t the problem, but they were a symptom of it. While countless Americans toiled for little pay and no benefits, the people that shopped here only could do so because so many worked hard for hopes of getting offered just the scraps.

Amy knew I was a sort of comfortable liberal. I tossed money at charities, tried to promote equality, and the rest. But really, society cared nothing for my feel-good self-opinions. The exploitation of the weakest of society went on and on everyday despite my opinions. It occurred to me that Amy had been right all along. This wasn’t about just what happened to one man, it was about us all. No matter the race, we were all part of this corrupt system. We churned at each other while the rich made off like kings and queens. I must confess that I was feeling pretty high hatted at this moment. In reality, I probably should have stayed hidden behind the dumpster.

I’d had enough! I tossed my brick. It bounced off a glass storefront. I felt better for having done it. They say that if you want real change in the world, marching and singing will never bring it. Real change only comes when you make the people in power so scared they crap in their comfortable pants. You had to make them fear that if they didn’t give you what you wanted, you’d behead them all. I wanted to be part of the real change.

At that moment, the storefront caved in. Suddenly the mob rushed inside. It occurred to me not everyone in the crowd was perhaps as noble in their purpose as I had just been. It would appear their main objective was looting the crap out of the stores. Oops, I was aiding a bunch of looters! But the anarchy of the moment swept me inside the store too. I jumped through the storefront with them.

The store was being picked clean. I wasn’t doing any picking. There wasn’t anything I needed inside this place. More to the point, I could afford anything I needed. I was only inside because I got caught up in the thrill of it. I thought now of the store owner. The mess we were leaving their place. Sure, somewhere the powers that might be shaking in their designer boots at our anarchy, but it was likely another person not so different than me that owned this store that was paying the real price for our civil disobedience.

I now felt ashamed to be among the looters. But in a way that feeling was silly too. In anarchy, right and wrong fail to exist. That’s why they call it anarchy! If people wanted a polite society of fellow citizens obeying the rules and regulations all the time, then they should bloody well treat each other like they expected to be treated to prevent anarchy from breaking out. For the rules and regulations were as Plato first wrote, just a big lie. They were all logical constructs. My momentary lapse into anarchy had passed, though. I was going to get out of here. I didn’t need this protest anymore. I had grown as a person or perhaps not. Perhaps I just came here to get laid by Amy and now that was never going to happen. Yeah, maybe I wasn’t noble at all. I was just another guy trying to get laid.

It was then I realized I’d been much too interested in analyzing my situation. I was nearly alone inside the store. The looters had mostly run off. The rest were making their leave, as I turned to head out as well. That’s when the cops busted into the storefront.

Now being arrested for a peace march like Amy and Derrick likely had, that might be seen as a badge of honor. Being arrested for looting during a riot, that sounded not so good. If my boss heard about it, and he would if I was caught, then I’d be up shits creek without a paddle. I felt small. The raging anarchist of a moment ago would have sneered at the comfortable liberal of convenience that was back sliding into.


Chapter 5

The cop had his high-powered flashlight beaming right at me. I tried to think of a lie. What was I going to say? I had no right to be inside here. I had been caught red handed. I wasn’t looting, but I was being incredibly stupid.

“Put your hands up,” shouted the cop. More officers started streaming inside. I could see they’d caught a few more looters outside the broken storefront.

The one cop with the light moved toward me. I just stood there ready to accept fate. I knew enough to know to keep my hands up and my mouth shut tight. Anything I said would be used against me, so it was better to say nothing to the cops.

The light moved off me and shone into the corner of the store. The cop shouted, “You there, hold it right there!”

I tried to see who was in the corner where the light was focused. I was relieved I wasn’t the only idiot still inside the store. Amateur looters, the both of us were.

“I work here, officer,” said a female voice.

The cop moved past me and headed toward that corner. The cop barked out, “Any proof?”

“Can’t you see my store name tag I’m wearing. I was in the back doing inventory when the mob burst in. I was really scared. I’m so glad you guys are here.”

The cop barked, “There’s a curfew, you know?”

“I wasn’t outside, was I!” she replied. This woman had spunk. She was frustrating the cop. It was sort of funny to watch.

Another cop joined the first. He said, “Don’t talk to them, just cuff them, and drag them out to the street, Barny!”

Barny the cop replied, “She says that she works here.”

“Who gives a fuck?” replied the second cop.

The first cop said, “I don’t want to risk more negative headlines. Fuck it. She’s got a store name tag, so she can go.”

The second cop flashed his light on me. He asked, “And what about this peckerwood?”

“He works here too!” She had said that. My ears perked right up. Now I tried to see the woman in the corner again. Was it Amy? If not, who else would lie on my behalf? I couldn’t tell. She was obscured from view.

The cop asked her, “Where’s his name tag then?”

“I don’t know; you ask him,” she replied.

The cop put his light on me. “Okay fellah, where’s your name tag!”

I was fast in my thinking. I replied, “Stolen. Some fucker ripped it right off my chest. Can you believe that?”

The cops looked at each other. One shrugged. The other said, “Fuck it there’s plenty more assholes to catch, let’s go catch them.”

The first cop shouted at me, “There’s a curfew. You two better stay put for the night or you’re likely to get arrested if you try to make it home.”

Then they left. I mean they actually left without me. I was stunned. This woman in the corner had saved my ass. I waded through the fallen inventory that littered the floor heading for the corner. I had to thank her.

The light switch went on. I saw her. She was a five-foot eight black woman dressed in a short black skirt, black blouse, and black high heels that made her tower over me. She had black cornrows that changed color to lavender near the ends. She was young, athletic, and wore black stockings that ran up her long-toned legs. I followed those legs all the way up to their source. She had a bubble butt that popped. My heart skipped a beat. I remembered not too long ago thinking I wasn’t attracted to anyone at the protest. Well, I had been wrong.

She turned around. She wore a name tag that read, Passion. She had exotic eyes. Those almond eyes roped me in. I knew I was attracted to her. She asked me, “Is your stupid white ass still here?”

“You’re … You’re… Black.” That’s what I said to her. It sounded as stupid as it was. Of course she was black. Did I think she didn’t know that? When you’re stunned by beauty your mind sometimes comes up with the dumbest things to say.

She burst out laughing. She replied, “My father was from Jamaica, my mother was from Cambodia. You can label me whatever your racist white ass wishes. I’m still me no matter what you say.” She clicked her high heel over to me.

“I … I didn’t mean to offend.”

“What’s your cardboard sign say?” she asked.

Sign? I’d forgotten all about my sign. It was lying on the ground at my feet. I dropped it when the cop told me to put my hands up. I bent over and picked it up. I showed it to her. It read, equality.

“And you believe that?” she asked me.

“Enough to go marching today for it,” I tried to sound noble. Really, though, I had a feeling I was trying to impress this woman as much as I had tried to impress Amy. Trying to impress women hadn’t really worked out today for me. If I were a smart man, maybe I would have stopped trying. Only she was the kind of beautiful that made a real man think hard about trying. If you didn’t try with a woman like that, who would you try for?

She asked, “Then why did you loot my store instead of marching?” She had me there. I was ashamed. I couldn’t tell her about how I got swept up in the adrenaline of the moment. I couldn’t explain it at all mostly because it was stupid thinking that one thinks in the moment. It doesn’t sound good once your passions are eased. Although, given her name my passion was still around. I turned beat red from embarrassment. She laughed at me again. She had a nice laugh. She said, “I like boys like you. You’re easy to read. Don’t be embarrassed to be called out.”

“I … I wasn’t looting. I was just taken by the moment. My hands are empty. I haven’t taken a thing from your place.”

“I sort of figured you weren’t looting; it is a women’s apparel store so unless you have a girlfriend,” she paused. I shook my head no. She smiled wide and continued, “Then you have no reason to loot any of my lingerie.”

“Lingerie?” The riot looted women’s lingerie?

“It comes straight from Paris to comfort some rich bitch’s silicone injected asses in this city,” she replied. Then she turned around. She rode her skirt up until it revealed a lavender lace trimmed cheekster of a panty. I swallowed hard. It was quite the view. She asked, “I have a good product line, right?”

“It is very nice,” I replied while my voice cracked.

“My panty collection or my butt?”

“Both, I suppose.”

She dropped her skirt and spun around once again. She then walked up to me. She said, “You’re such an honest person and honest person with no girlfriend. I saw your cute white ass inside my store looking like a fish out of water and I thought, I just have got to save him. Save the Whitie, yup, I’m a sucker for a cause.” She cupped my chin. “I’m so glad I did, though, my cutie pie.”

Cute! She thought I was cute. I was, well, in a panic. I’d never thought of dating a black woman before and here I was face to face with Passion and all I could think about was how much I liked her face too. I was so happy that she thought I was cute. I replied, “Thank you. You’re not bad looking yourself.”

“Am I cute?”

“Like a kitten.”

“Didn’t your mother ever teach you that actions speak louder than words?”

Actions? I could kick myself. Of course, actions. Amy liked a take charge sort of man. All women like a take charge sort of man. Tonight, I sort of was a take charge type of man. I had been using my take charge energy perhaps incorrectly. But now here was a real chance to help race relations. She wanted me to kiss her. I knew that she did. Kissing, it was in the air. She closed her eyes and rocked her head back just a bit. I closed the last inches between us. I needed to kiss her. It would be a medical emergency if I didn’t. I stood on my tiptoes to close the height gap. We kissed. I’d meant it to be a quick kiss, but she immediately grabbed me and reel me in until our bodies meshed. She was strong and a great kisser. Her tongue fought through my lips. Soon our tongues explored each other.

She pulled me away. She asked, “What is your name, looter?”

“Alan,” I replied.

“Well, Alan, we shouldn’t stay here in this mess. My place is just a short walk from here. I suggest we start heading there.”

“But the cops told us to stay.”

“What type of a looting asshole for human equality are you if you listen to the cops?”

She had a point. She was asking me to go home with her. I’d be one dumbass guy not to go. I was the one that laughed this time.

“You win,” I replied.


Chapter 6

Here it was, I’d been thinking that I couldn’t ever be attracted to a black woman just hours earlier and it turns out all it took for it to happen was to find one that found me attractive. It can happen that fast. Love that is. I was probably getting ahead of myself. We’d just met, right?

Passion and I walked hand in hand through the darkened streets. There was a quiet confidence gained by holding her hand. I enjoyed the feel of her touch. The sirens and far off noise from the crowd didn’t register with me as long as she was with me. The stars shone brightly above our heads. All I could think about was what we’d do together when we got to her place. Was it to be a one-night stand with us or … I squeezed her hand, it would be nice to fall in that fairytale kind of love. Sure, most fairytales didn’t include riots, looted stores, and the police, but perhaps they should. I was at that age where you thought if not now, maybe never. Maybe she was the one. Romances have started under stranger beginnings.

“Just a few more blocks,” she said.

“Thanks for letting me stay the night.”

“How else can I make sure you’ll be around in the morning to help clean up my store?” she replied.

“I’ll be there.”

She squeezed my hand. “I know.”

A pair of headlights started down the street. We moved over to the sidewalk to let the car pass by. That didn’t satisfy the driver. The familiar red and blue lights flashed on the top of the vehicle. Then the patrol car started to accelerate. At the rate they were moving, I expected them to fly right by us heading to find more looters. Instead, the patrol car slammed on its breaks and stopped right next to us. A floodlight went on and it illuminated us. Suddenly I regretted not listening to the cops about not going out after curfew. They couldn’t blame two innocent people for heading home from a looted store, right?

The window rolled down, and I remember I wasn’t exactly innocent. A burly white cop said, “You two hold it right there. You’re both under arrest for being out past curfew.” Shit, to be cock blocked by the police had to be the ultimate fucking payback fate for storming their line. Didn’t this dickhead understand I was in love. Okay, maybe it was too early for love. I was in clear fascination or lust. I was in love with the prospect of being in love with Passion. I looked over at her. She was angry. I knew her store name tag wouldn’t save us this time. At least I knew where her store was. If we should get separated during the arrest, then I’d be able to find her again. I would do whatever it takes to get to know her better.

She whispered to me, “Fucking bastards.”

At least I knew we felt the same way. Two burly cops got out of the patrol car, leaving their doors wide open. They walked up to us with their guns drawn like a lingerie shop owner and a city planner were the most hardened criminals on the streets tonight.

“What do we have here?” asked one cop to the other.

“A couple of love birds holding hands, I think,” the other cop replied.

“Love is hardly a crime,” said Passion.

“Crime is crime,” said a cop. They both laughed. Then he pointed his gun at us, “Hands in the air. If you want to kiss something tonight, then I suggest you turn around and kiss that brick wall behind you. And I mean kiss it good, with feeling.”

They shoved their guns away in their holsters and moved toward us. I put my hands up and started to turn. I noticed Passion wasn’t doing the same. She stood there in defiance.

One cop pointed his nightstick at her. “What's the matter, missy? You got bad hearing or something?”

“You have no right to harass us. We were just heading home from work. The curfew allows people to travel to and from home and work. Haven’t you read the mayor’s orders,” said Passion.

The cop tapped his badge with his nightstick and replied, “This here gives me all the rights I need to do anything I want.”

He came at her with his stick in hand. He twisted her arms behind her back. Then he shoved her up against the wall. She struggled which seemed to make the cop even happier. He enjoyed roughing her up. I was pissed. What kind of a man roughs up a lady? It got my Victorian principals in a knot. I said, “She’s a proper lady, there’s no need for violence.”

The second cop pushed me. He said, “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll run away. You will run along home to your safe little suburban life and let us take care of her our way. Run away, and never look back. You know what I mean?” He gave me one of those white guys to white guys winks. He was letting me go because I was white. I was never so ashamed to be white. The curfew gave them the convenience to do this. They were taking out their own frustrations of the afternoon and night out on her. Me, being privileged to be white, could go home. I was just supposed to just accept the offer made between a white cop and me. The silent unspoken privilege between us. I was disgusted at the two of them. I said, “What if I don’t leave?”

The cop pushed me again. He asked, “Tough guy, huh?”

“No, leave us. No sense in both of us being beaten and arrested,” said Passion, as the other cop pinned her to a brick wall and started to search her.

"She’s pretty, I’m going to enjoy searching her every crevice,” he said to me. He was taunting me. The fucker.

I couldn’t just leave her to that pig. To get roughed up, felt up, and arrested for a curfew violation that wasn’t even a violation was pointless. It was an injustice. The very thing I came here to fight again. It was then I spied a lighter on the ground. A plan jumped into my brain. I knew what I had to do. I shook my head at the cop shoving me. I said, “Okay, you win. I’m leaving.”

Passion looked at me with disappointment in her eyes. Even though her words had told me to flee, it had been a loyalty test. She didn’t know the truth. I couldn’t even hint at it for it to work. The cop sneered at me as I turned to go. I bent over and picked up the lighter. I shook it. Plenty of butane left. My little brick throwing incident was just the taste of the anarchy that I had needed for this moment. Perhaps looting was wasteful and pointless, but there are times anarchy is needed to stand up for injustice. The badge wrongly used to harass a woman just because of her race wasn’t justice. I’d give them a little taste of social unrest.

I walked half a block and turned around. The two cops were having fun toying with their victim. I didn’t like what I saw one bit. They weren’t going to get away with doing that to my Passion.

I flicked the lighter. I jammed a small stone into the button to keep it lit. Then I moved fast down the opposite sidewalk. The cops never noticed me returning. I tossed the lighter into the open door of the patrol car. Then I legged it down the block. I hide behind a staircase to a five story walk up. It didn’t take long for the car to get going. Once a car starts to burn, there’s not much they’d be able to do to stop it. The flames were starting to illuminate the night. There’s no way they’d not notice it soon.

“Shit! Our fucking car!” shouted one cop. He let go of Passion.

“Mother fucker!” shouted the other cop.

They were arguing with each other about what to do as the whole interior of the patrol car burst into flames. The windows busted up due to the heat. Black smoke was billowing out into the black of the night sky as the two idiot cops blamed each other for starting the fire.

“You shithead, I told you not to drink hot coffee!”

“How does coffee start a fire!”

I waved to Passion. She saw me. She made a break for it. The cops were too worried about the car to notice her absence. They’d been so busy enjoying roughing her up, they didn’t get around to cuffing her. She was free.

She reached me. She said, “Quick down this alley. My place is really close by.”

We darted off leaving the two officers to deal with their burning patrol car.


Chapter 7

She poured a glass of wine for me. She didn’t pour one for herself. “You look a bit shaken,” she said to me while handing me the glass.

“My first torching of a patrol car,” I replied.

“First looting my store and then torching a police car. My, you are a wild one.”

“And a nervous one.”

“Well, drink this to calm down.”

“You’re the one that got roughed up. Not me. I should be serving you.”

“That was not my first time dealing with city cops. They’re reputation is well deserved, I’m afraid. You wait here, I’m going to change.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Nonsense. Relax, my little pyromaniac.”

She guided me over to her couch. Then she left me in the living room alone. She had a nice place. Much better decorated than my own. Her lingerie store must be doing a steady business. Well, until I helped loot it. I was feeling a touch worse about that fact. Sometimes when sticking it to the man, you stuck it to the wrong man or woman. It was my first riot; I’d do better next time. I giggled. Next time, I hoped there wouldn’t be one of those. My riot days were hopefully over.

I brought the glass to my lips; my hands were shaking. I was indeed nervous. I’d been in a woman’s place before, but I’d never been inside the place of a woman whom I’d torched a cop car to free her from the clutches of two cops before. I felt a touch on the wild side right about now. I was really up for anything. It was that idea that was making me nervous.

I sat down on her leather couch. I pulled my cell phone out. I looked to see if Amy had called me. She hadn’t. Amy, what would she say when I told her what happened tonight? Her little protest idea had made a monster out of me. I’d have to thank her for it. I guess I could start thanking her in the morning by calling my friend, who was a lawyer, to help her and Derrick get out of jail.

“Do you think your phone is more interesting than me?” asked Passion.

I looked up from my phone. She had changed all right. She was dressed in a pink barbie doll nightie. It showed off her long brown legs. She had a pair of white laced stockings that went thigh high. Her almond eyes blinked. Then she did a twirl for me. She raised the hem of the barbie doll to reveal her panties. She had on a white pair of silken thongs. I nearly dropped my phone in the wine glass.

“Do you like my outfit? It’s part of my fall collection.”

“They look great … I mean, you look great, really, really great.” I was looking for a word to describe perfection and falling well short of the needed word. I couldn’t really blame my brain for the failure. I had my blood supply storming toward other more vital locations at the moment.

“Thanks,” she replied. She walked over to a cupboard. She took out a pillow and blanket. She tossed them at my feet. “You’re free to use the couch tonight to sleep on.”

“The hell I will,” I replied.

“Oh, going home then despite the curfew?” I stood up. Her eyes moved toward my package. I knew she knew that I was excited. There was no point hiding it. I shook my head.

She said to me, “I see, you plan on doing a little more looting and pillaging.”

“It’s no fun looting and pillaging alone,” I replied.

She pulled the top of her nightie down. Her two golden brown orbs popped out. They were firm and more than a mouthful. She squeezed them together. She said, “I don’t know myself sometimes. The things I let a cute guy talk me into.” She waved a finger at me and then turned and headed into her bedroom.

I placed my cell phone down next to the wine glass and moved toward her bedroom door. I couldn’t resist her a second longer. I walked through her bedroom door and the room was empty. The fuck, I thought.

She was a clever girl. She had hidden behind the door. She came up behind me and grabbed me. She twisted my arm behind my back. “Did you like watching those two cops manhandle me?”

I squirmed in her grip. I replied, “No.”

I could feel her hot breath on the back of my neck. “Liar, you wished it was you feeling me all over instead of them.” I could feel her hands rubbing on my trousers. My fly went down. She played inside my jockeys. I was fully ready to be played with.

I said, “I admit, I’d like to handle you a bit.”

She spun me around. She was still taller than me even without the heels on. My eyes looked up at her ample breasts. I reached out for them, but she shoved me onto the bed.

I was sitting on her satin red sheets, and she went down to her knees. She took my member out of my jockeys. She handled it like a pro. Just a few happy strokes then she looked up at me with her almond eyes and her tongue planted in her cheek. I nodded my head.

She opened her mouth and took it in. Her mouth was warm and wet. She took it all inside her oral cavity right down to my balls. I’d never been deep-throated before. She worked up a lot of warm sticky saliva then let it trickle down to my balls. She was good, but I wasn’t really satisfied. I want to hold her. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to feel her body all over. The only thing I felt of her was her exotic hair gently whipping me as she bobbed it up and down. Pumping my love stick with her oral hole.

She released me. “Having a good curfew tonight?” she asked, while giving me a seductive wink.

“Best one yet,” I replied.

She stood up. She spread my legs apart and slid between them. Finally, I got to touch her. I placed a hand on each of her ass cheeks. I pulled them apart then released them. Her popping ass sprang back into place. I liked what I felt so far. I rode her nightie up. She had flat hard abs. I ran my tongue up them heading for those brown orbs on her chest. I latched onto one. I loved a woman with no silicone in her. She was all real. I played with her nipple with my tongue. I made little circles around her areola.

“I love finding a man that likes to suck. Would you like to run your tongue over more?” she asked.

An offer to eat her out was not going to be denied by me. Still, I had hoped she was already as turned on as I was. I mean I was ready to plant one fast. That one wasn’t my tongue. Never let it be said I was a man that would let his woman down. I’d give her what she wanted. I grinned wide and nodded my head.

She stepped away. She latched a finger around each side of her expensive French imported panties. Then she tugged them down. As her panties hit the floor, her rock-hard black cock popped up.

I was as floored as those panties of hers. I blinked. I blinked again. Her magnificent black beauty of a cock was still there standing loud and proud. Jeepers, hers was bigger than mine. I’d never gone … I mean, I’d never even thought of going there with a trans-woman. But to look at her, she was a woman. There was no difference in my feelings. She was a woman that I’d set a police car on fire for, so it seemed silly of me to let a small thing like a huge penis and some shaved smooth balls come between us.

She said, “Usually this is when guys reconsider their choice.”

“Then they’re fools,” I replied, bravely.

“You should get on your knees then and let me know how much black lives matter to you,” she ordered.

I was soft and comfortable my whole life. I talked the talk but never put my ass on the line until today. The same thing that went for race went for gender as well. I stuck my neck out for race issues today. To be with a woman like Passion, I’d have to put my ass on the line to support gender too. My ass felt very willing at the moment to be on that line. I wanted a beautiful woman to be into me and here was my chance. Indeed, she’d be at least ten solid inches into me. That idea couldn’t be ignored. Once I did this, there was no going back. Never did I want to try something new in my life.

I dropped to my knees. She said, “Open your mouth.”

I did. I closed my eyes first. I felt like a kid. What you can’t see, won’t hurt you, right? I felt it bouncing around my lips. Then it pressed against my tongue tip. I’d never touched anyone else’s dick before. To have a woman’s member inside my mouth suddenly excited me. To know she was that aroused by me, it was such a turn on. I licked it with my tongue. Then I inched it inside.

“There you go. Not too bad, is it? She likes a cute boy. The minute I saw you fumbling around in my panty shop, I knew she was going to like getting to know you better. She pressed it in and then slid it out. I closed my lips around it. My first blow job. I hoped it was a good one.

She pulled it out. “Something the matter?” I asked.

“I don’t want to drop a load inside you yet.” She pulled me to my feet. She sandwiched our cocks together. Then she jerked them together.  “How much more can you handle?”

“I don’t know. I’m sort of new at this.”

“First time with a black woman?”

“That too,” I replied.

“I could finish us off right now,” She tugged harder, faster now.

“Or else?” I asked.

She stopped tugging. She bent down and kissed me again. Then she spun me around. She planted my pants on the floor. I stepped out of them. She guided me over to the bed. “Or else I pegged you.”

“Pegged me?”

“I know you will like it. Bend over and place your palms on the bed.” I did as I was told. “I bet your pink ass had never felt such pleasure.”

“It’s not going to hurt, is it?” I asked.

“Your ass has one looted store worth of pain to come out of it.” I knew she was right. I owed her. She owned my ass now. I was willing to let her take it. Any amount of pain I felt would be deserved on my part. She squeezed cold lube on my hole. She worked it in. Then I felt penetration. I winced.

“Ouch, it’s too big.” I said, feeling like a bit of a wimp. Well, you’d have said it too if it was your first time.

“Honey, that’s just my finger.” Then I felt really shamed. But also, interested. If that was just how a finger felt . . . The real thing must be incredible to feel inside me. She gyrated her hips working her proud staff into me. I didn’t yield my goodies so quickly. It was so much to take in for a first timer that it was going to take time to gape me properly. She was better equipped than me. She held my shoulders to get leveraged. Finally, I felt myself yielding down below. My erection tingled as her womanhood slid inside me. My balls started to ache. This was something new. It felt good to be taken by my woman. She touched a place inside me I didn’t know could be touched. It was a secret pleasure place and mine was revealing its secrets one inch at a time.

“Oh, I didn’t know it felt so good,” I said.

“Men never know how good anal is until they experience it. It’s the best kept sexual secret in the world,” she said to me. It was true. It was so true. No man could be a real man that experience pure sexual pleasure until they’d taken it in the ass by their woman. No truer words could ever be spoken.

“Fuck me,” I said.

She did. She slapped her thighs against me. Our balls met. Then she pulled out and quickly thrust back in. Soon she was working up a good rhythm. She kept such a great rhythm. I was envious of her skill. I was more than envious. I was so excited. She no longer needed the leverage of holding my shoulders because my ass was hers. She used her free hand to reach around me. She started tugging me again. I didn’t need much tugging. I erupted all over her satin sheets. The compression on my prostate amplified the ejaculation. It was such a new experience that it was like I’d never cum before. In that moment, I knew I became hers.

She must have felt my muscles constricting as I came. She pulled out of me. The cold night air rushed into my anal gape. “Turn around,” she ordered. Fuck, I’d do anything she said right about now. It had felt so good. I turned. She was stroking that magnificent female cock. It had just made me feel so good. “Where do you want it?”

I got on my knees. I opened my mouth. She slid that black beauty inside me. I could taste my own anal taint. It didn’t disgust me. It turned me on more. Then I tasted something more. It came in one large burst. Then two or more aftershocks. I started to gag. I’d taken my first facial and it was hard on me.

“Let me get you some water.”

She left but returned with a glass. It felt awkward to have to sip a glass of water. It sort of broke the mood.

She played with my hair. “You want to try me?”

Apparently, her mood wasn’t broken. I replied, “I’ve never done anal before either way.”

“I know.”

“I liked it.”

“I know.”

She sat me down on the edge of the bed. She took the glass from my hand. She then tugged at me again. I rubbed her breasts. Then we kissed. I was alive again. Once she was satisfied, she turned around. She removed a stainless-steel anal plug. She kept herself stretched. I’d never dated anyone that used one. I had a feeling I’d never date anyone that didn’t use one ever again.

She eased onto my lap. I held myself firm. It eased inside her glory hole. Then she rode me, reverse cowboy. She did all the work, I just stayed excited. She rode me hard. I love watching her hair bobbed up and down. I left my seed deep inside her. She rode me until the last drop drained out. Then she got off me.

She started to leave the bedroom. “Where are you going?”

“To get your pillow and blanket from the couch. I’ve got a feeling we’re sharing the bed together tonight.”

“And every night from now on,” I replied.

“Oh,” she exclaimed.

“I think I’m in love.”

She smiled at me in satisfaction. Then she left me for the moment. I longed for her return. I wanted to hold her for the rest of the night. I was feeling rather comfortable with myself. This was a type of comfort that I wasn’t ashamed about. My attempt at social change had changed me forever. Hopefully Passion was going to be a permanent part of that change.
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