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		To my readers, always

		

	
		1

		

		“You can’t come in here, man!”

		

		Thom grunted and kept walking toward the bar with his head down, acting like he hadn’t heard. He’d spent all day delivering food on his bike and needed a drink. He couldn’t go back to his miserable studio apartment without shooting the shit with his favorite asshole bartender, Gene.

		

		Gene ran up to Thom and grabbed his shoulders, shaking the drunk from his trance.

		

		“Let go of me,” Thom hollered and jutted his shoulder.

		

		“No chance in hell, man. You’ve got to go,” Gene said and pushed Thom toward the door.

		

		Thom broke free from his grip and hopped to the side. He reached into his pocket to grab some money. He held up the cash. “Come on, Gene. Don’t get your panties in a bunch over that last time. I have some cash. I’ll pay extra.”

		

		Gene shook his head. He wasn’t about to let any cash buy his compassion. Thom had skipped out on his bill more than a few times, and the staff was fed up. They couldn’t have him sitting around the bar bitching about how he’d gotten fired from his carpenter job. They couldn’t listen to another word about how much he hated delivering food on his bike, especially if he wasn’t about to pay.

		

		“You’ve fooled us one too many times, Thom. Sorry,” Gene said and grabbed Thom’s wrist to pull him toward the door.

		

		Everyone in the pub was watching as Gene dragged Thom outside. Thom put up a fight until he saw all those eyes on him, drenching him in a downpour of pity. People didn’t used to look at him like that. They used to turn their heads when he walked into a room, especially women, but even men would size him up.

		

		Thom used to have definition in his muscles. He used to have clear, radiating skin. He used to look like a man people desired, but now he was nothing more than a washed-up drunk. It’d never been clearer than when he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the glass as the fresh air hit his face.

		

		“Don’t come back until you get your shit together,” Gene said and slammed the pub door shut in Thom’s face.

		

		Thom sighed and dug his hands into his pockets. He could go to another bar in town, but it wouldn’t be the same. The weather was a tad chilly but still felt comfortable, considering it was November. Thom continued down the street. He’d rather walk around in the dark than sit in his studio apartment.

		

		He found a bench on the edge of a pocket park at the end of a pedestrian street. There was nobody there because of the late hour, but Thom still felt those pitiful eyes on him. Those stares that’d been dripping judgement all over him like a leaking pipe.

		

		Thom kicked his feet, wondering where he’d gone wrong in life. He wondered how he’d lost all his friends and those girls who used to come over to spend the night when they got a little lonely. None of them contacted Thom. Not anymore.

		

		The person leaving Thom’s life who’d hurt more than any of them was Corey, his best friend. They’d met on a job since they were both carpenters. Corey still worked in the trade, but not Thom. Nobody would hire him after his last DUI, which he’d gotten while in Corey’s car.

		

		He didn’t remember too much from that fateful night. Just that he’d been at the bar, shooting the shit. There were grainy visions of him flying down the highway, but that was all he could recall before coming around in the backseat of a police car.

		

		Corey never talked to Thom again after the night that he totaled his best friend’s car, lost his job, and lost his license. It was easily the worst night of Thom’s life. Luckily, they’d only given him a week in jail and a probationary period where he couldn’t drive, but they hadn’t taken away his right to drink!

		

		Thom could ride his bike around town all day and buy drinks at night. It’d even been fun at first, but that was at the height of summer. That was when the nights were warm, and people were too busy to cook. Thom was delivering fewer and fewer orders now that the weather was turning. He was growing afraid that he wouldn’t be able to pay his rent.

		

		Thom stood from the bench and walked down the street. He kicked the few rocks that were in his way, looking for any way to release his aggression. Who was Gene to keep him from the bar? That man had some nerve! He had it in his mind to walk down to that bar and curse Gene out, but then something caught Thom’s eye.

		

		There was a glow coming from behind a bush right outside of a closed business. Thom hesitated and glanced over his shoulder to see if anyone else was there to witness what he was seeing. He then wondered if he was hallucinating. It certainly wouldn’t have been the first time, but the glow hadn’t disappeared when he turned back to it.

		

		Thom’s heart raced as he walked forward to the bush. He glanced around and looked right into a camera lens pointed in his direction, but Thom’s interest was too piqued to stop. He took a deep breath and stepped forward, hoping he wouldn’t hear sirens approach when he stuck his hand into that bush.

		

		Was it gold? A lost toy? A lamp? What in the world could glow so brightly in the dark?

		

		Thom took a deep breath and looked into the camera once more as he reached into the bush. His heart leapt when he pulled out a bottle. It glowed even more brightly as he held it up to his face. He looked around to see if anyone was watching. Nobody was there except the camera, and there was no telling if anyone would watch the recording, or if it was even recording at all.

		

		Thom tucked the glowing bottle into his jacket and ran down the street toward his studio apartment.
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		Thom felt like he’d snorted coke or took some other type of upper as he stepped into his apartment and closed the door behind him. He turned and looked into the peephole to make sure nobody had followed him. Whatever he was carrying felt warm to the touch. Too warm for a plain bottle, as though it had a life of its own.

		

		Thom opened his jacket to retrieve the bottle. He set it on his small kitchen table. It was one of the few pieces of furniture in the place. Thom couldn’t do much since he only had one big room. There was a bed and a loveseat couch next to a tiny coffee table, but that was about it.

		

		The bottle was still glowing as Thom stared at it from the couch drinking a beer. He was still nervous that someone would come banging on the door, but his nerves calmed as the minutes passed, and his curiosity grew more intense. Thom had to know what was inside the bottle. He had to know why it glowed.

		

		Thom finished his beer and crushed the can. He tossed it to the side and stood from the couch, walking over to the glowing bottle. He twisted open the top. He placed his nose to the rim and took a whiff. Whatever was inside smelled incredibly alcoholic and warm and delicious. Definitely a dark spirit.

		

		Thom grabbed a tumbler glass from his cabinet. He went over to the bottle and poured until his glass was half full. The dark liquid smoked, filling the room with its rich aroma. Thom knew it wasn’t smart, but he couldn’t resist. He grabbed the glass and pressed it to his lips. Thom took a gulp. Then a second. The alcohol burned, but it was also incredibly smooth. Thom had never had anything like it.

		

		He couldn’t stop drinking. Thom took sip after sip, feeling his body loosen as the booze’s effects took hold. He spun in circles and sang songs without any background music. He went out to his tiny balcony and threw his hands into the air. The parking lot had become an ocean in his mind, and his balcony had turned into a ship.

		

		Thom screamed and picked up the glowing bottle, tossing back the rest of it. He was sad that it was his last sip, but he felt like he was drunk again for the first time. He felt like he could conquer the world, even though part of him knew he’d just have a terrible hangover in the morning.

		

		Thom didn’t care, though. He turned on his radio and danced like nobody was watching, even though more than a few neighbors saw him losing his mind through the window. Thom spun in circles and sang and kept hollering until he couldn’t go another second.

		

		He bent over and clutched his stomach, wondering if that was his sign to stop, but he didn’t have an urge to rush to the toilet. Something else was happening.

		

		“Argh,” Thom hollered when his stomach doubled again. He collapsed to the floor and clutched his stomach, wondering if he’d drunk a bottle of poison. He thought of the stories they’d write in local online newspapers.

		

		Town Drunk Found Dead in Apartment

		

		Thom caught his breath and told himself that it’d all be okay, even though he wasn’t sure of anything at that moment. He wasn’t sure if he’d drunk the best alcohol he’d ever tasted or slurped down a bottle of poison that would kill him. All he knew was that his stomach hurt like flames on skin, and that if he was going to die tonight, he wanted to cum one last time.

		

		Thom sucked up the pain and went to his bedroom. He pushed down his pants. The pain had subsided some since moving around, so he was able to ignore it as he wrapped his fingers around his thickened manhood.

		

		Thom moaned as he stroked his member, wishing one of his former girlfriends were there to put her lips around his cock. He missed how they’d suck his dick and then ride it with their wet, dripping pussies. Thom closed his eyes as he remembered his latest conquest, Carolyn.

		

		He could still see her tits bouncing around as she rode his dick. He could still hear her screaming out at the top of her lungs when she came. Thom beat his cock as he imagined flipping Carolyn to her back and ramming his cock deep into her pussy. He’d cup her breasts in his hands. He’d lick her nipple. Flick it with his tongue and suck on it as he fucked her deep.

		

		Carolyn would yell his name and beg for Thom to fuck her harder, and Thom would give her what she wanted. He’d lift her legs into the air and plow her pussy. He’d fuck her until she couldn’t handle another second of his dick.

		

		Thom beat his cock, ignoring the fact that it’d been over a year since Carolyn came over to visit. Ignoring the fact that he’d put on thirty pounds and lost his job since then. Thom knew he was in a rut but didn’t know how to navigate his way out the misery. He could see a light in the distance but kept getting lost in the darkness.

		

		Carolyn returned to Thom’s visions. In his fantasy, he reached down to play with the tip of her pussy as he held his cock deep inside her. He was moving around gently, working Carolyn to her orgasm since he was seconds from releasing his.

		

		“Cum with me,” Thom would say to her.

		

		Carolyn would push Thom’s hand out of the way and touch herself how she knew she needed as he fucked her slowly. They would hold each other and cum together, screaming and grunting as their bodies passed through a continuum of mutual pleasure.

		

		Thom came all over himself and passed out with visions of Carolyn in his mind, wildly unprepared for the morning to come.
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		Thom groaned as he awoke. It wasn’t his worse hangover, but he could feel the alcohol from the previous night still coursing through his body. He rolled over in bed, feeling strange, but he was still out of it. Thom threw his feet over the bed and rubbed his eyes with the back of his hand.

		

		His body felt different.

		

		Thom whined as he stood and went to the bathroom, wanting to do anything other than ride his stupid bike around town. He hated delivering food and groceries and whatever else people were too lazy to leave their homes to get.

		

		He wanted his old job back. He wanted to work in the privacy of a construction site, but nobody would hire him. Not after the DUI. Gossip traveled fast around town, and Thom was a nobody now.

		

		It wasn’t until Thom stood in front of the toilet and tried to whip his cock out to pee that he realized it wasn’t there. His dick had vanished, replaced with a pretty pink pussy. It was puffy and soft like his dick, but it wasn’t his dick!

		

		He’d turned into a woman!

		

		Thom forgot all about peeing and jumped in front of the mirror. He screamed when he saw himself. His balding brown hair had turned thick and hung down to his shoulders, which seemed to make his blue eyes shine brighter. His waist had shrunk several sizes while his chest had grown. His hips were thicker, like he was destined to push out several babies.

		

		“What. The. Fuck!” Thom screamed and pinched himself, convinced he was in a dream. Convinced that someone was playing a trick on him, but it didn’t take long before he realized this was no hoax. His transformation was real.

		

		Thom loved women, but he never wanted to be one! He missed his dick. He missed his hairy chest. Now he was all small and petite. People would walk all over him! They wouldn’t respect a word he had to say. Thom dropped to his knees and lifted his clasped hands toward the ceiling, praying to the skies above.

		

		“Give me my body back! Please, I’ll do anything! I can’t be a tiny little woman!”

		

		Thom’s heart sank lower when he registered the sounds coming from his mouth. His voice wasn’t his voice. It was womanly and sweet and matched his petite body perfectly. Thom swallowed as he stood to look at himself in the mirror again. He still had on his men’s clothing from the previous night, which was vastly oversized now that he’d become a woman.

		

		Thom lifted the shirt off his body, revealing his chest. His breasts were beautiful. He looked about ten years younger than his thirty-five. All the blemishes from his days of drinking alcohol had faded. All the extra fat he’d put on had melted off overnight. Thom knew men would stare at him if he wore the right clothes. He knew he could turn more than a few heads, but that wasn’t what he wanted!

		

		Was it?

		

		Thom panicked when his body warmed thinking about a man’s touch. He’d never wanted a man before! The very idea was preposterous! Thom loved women, and he always had. That wasn’t about to change just because he had a pussy between his legs, but then another vision passed through his mind.

		

		There was a man standing behind Thom’s womanly body. He had him bent over the bathroom counter and pushed into his wet pussy lips from behind. Thom screamed out as his body thrashed with desire. Thom reached into his oversized pants and pressed his hand firmly against his dripping pussy.

		

		Thom’s mind went wild imagining a man fucking him from behind, stretching his pussy lips to the max, and it was surprisingly sexy. It was strangely everything Thom wanted. Everything he needed. Thom fingered his pussy lips as the fantasy continued playing out in his mind. The pressure in his center was growing too intense, like it would burst at any second.

		

		Thom added a third finger to his opening as he stretched his pussy, wishing so desperately that his fingers were a dick or a dildo or something that would go deeper than his fingers, but they were enough for now.

		

		An ear-shattering scream left Thom’s lips as the pressure in his center reached a boiling point. He held his hand deep within himself as he came all over his fingers. Cumming as a woman was as euphoric as it was strange.

		

		Thom’s body finally relaxed, and he pulled his fingers from his pussy, wondering where he could find a dick. He wondered how long he would stay like this and what he would do. He didn’t have any IDs. There was nobody to help him. He went out to the living room after he washed his hands and saw the bottle that’d once glowed strewn about on the floor.

		

		Thom lifted the bottle, still naked from his bathroom fun. He wondered how the bottle had been gold at night because now it was just an ugly brown color, opaque and nowhere near as magical looking as it’d been. Then the idea clicked. Thom snapped his fingers as he held the bottle higher, deciding that the liquid inside was what had transformed him into a woman. It wasn’t all bad, though.

		

		Not after that mind-blowing orgasm.

		

		Thom shrugged and twisted open the bottle. He tilted it back, putting the rim to his lips, but there wasn’t a drop left. Thom tossed the bottle to the side and went over to his fridge. He only had eggs, lunch meat, and booze. He grabbed a bottle of vodka, twisted it open, and pressed it to his lips. Thom hadn’t even had a glass of water.

		

		The cold vodka went down smoothly. Thom didn’t even think twice about the fact that he was ruining his fresh, feminine body. He craved the booze more than youth, so he kept chugging until the bottle was a quarter gone. Thom smacked his lips and let out a long, satisfied sigh, setting the bottle back in the fridge.

		

		His stomach turned as he stood in the kitchen. Booze had never made him sick before, but there was an unsettling feeling in the back of his throat. He ran over to the sink, making it just in time. He clutched the side of the sink and spat up every drop of alcohol. His throat burned, but that didn’t stop Thom from grabbing the bottle of vodka and trying again.

		

		Thom couldn’t keep the vodka down, no matter how hard he tried. He finally settled for a glass of water, which went down easily. When the feeling of sobriety came down strong, Thom grabbed another a bottle of whiskey, but he couldn’t keep that down either. Nothing alcoholic he tried to drink stayed down, which was when Thom decided he had a real problem.

		

		Thom didn’t know who he could turn to since there were so few people in his life. There were even fewer people that he trusted, but Thom needed help. His credit cards were maxed out, and there weren’t more than a few dollars in his bank account until he got paid. There was still the cash from his pocket, but that wasn’t enough to cover a visit to the doctor.

		

		Thom needed to figure out why he couldn’t keep down booze. He couldn’t stand being sober. It was worse than waking up as a woman, a million times over. Thom grabbed his wallet and was about to head out the door to walk to Corey’s, but that was when he saw it.

		

		There was a new ID in his wallet. The name read Ida Alexander. The picture was of his new face. Thom had no idea how it was possible, but he’d been given a new identity overnight. He had a new body. A chance to start over. Maybe the no drinking was a punishment from the glowing bottle of booze. Maybe it’d given him one last hurrah before he had to get his life together.

		

		Thom grabbed his wallet, but he had a new goal as he stepped out the door. He wanted to make up for his past actions. He wanted to regain Corey’s trust and somehow repay him for the damage he’d caused to Corey’s car, which wasn’t covered by insurance when they found out Thom was driving while drunk.

		

		Thom didn’t know how Corey would react to Ida showing up at his door, but he needed help and didn’t know who else could be there for him. His old conquests wouldn’t care about him, and all his old carpenter friends had written him off long ago. Corey was the only one to give him sixteen hundred different chances until Thom did the unforgiveable by wrecking Corey’s car.

		

		There was no taking back the past, but Thom could look toward the future. He had no idea how long he’d be Ida. He had no idea how the glowing bottle had transformed him, but Thom planned to make the best of it. He lived by the philosophy that everything happened for a reason, including his painful inability to hold down alcohol.
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		Ida held her hands together as she stood outside Corey’s door. She hadn’t been outside of his home until that morning after she’d been released from jail. She’d come by and begged Corey for forgiveness, but he had none to give. He closed the door in her face, and they hadn’t spoken since.

		

		Ida lifted her fist to knock on the door. Corey’s car was sitting in the driveway, so he was most likely home, even though part of Ida wished he weren’t there. She’d come up with a fake story about what brought her to Corey’s door. She only hoped it was convincing enough for Corey to believe her because she could already hear footsteps heading her way.

		

		Corey opened the door seconds later. Ida exhaled, letting her lips fold into a smile. She was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt since those were the only things she found in the closet that wouldn’t fall off her petite body. She looked like she was probably there to solicit something from Corey.

		

		Corey let his eyes glide up and down Ida’s petite body. Ida felt even smaller as Corey’s jaw flexed. His nostrils flared. “Can I help you, miss?”

		

		“I’m sorry, Mr. Corey. You see, my cousin Thom sent me.”

		

		Corey grunted and snarled his top lip. “What does that drunk want?”

		

		It hurt Ida to hear how Corey thought of her, but she couldn’t blame the man. She would hate Corey if he’d wrecked her car. She wouldn’t want anything to do with him or his family, which made her close her eyes and turn away from the door. It’d been a mistake coming here. It’d been a mistake to think anyone in the world would help her after all she’d done.

		

		“Wait, miss! What do you want?” Corey ran down the steps after Ida. “Why did Thom send you?”

		

		Ida turned to face her former best friend, seeing him in an entirely different light. He was handsome and rugged. His shoulders were wide, and there was something dominant behind his eyes. Ida knew that Corey had had a few women over the years, but they never stuck for whatever reason.

		

		“He skipped town and sent me a message to come take care of his place. He knew I was having problems with my mama, so he just wanted to help. I had no idea how much of an alcoholic he was until I got here,” Ida said.

		

		The lies fell from Ida’s lips with ease. She heard the distance she was creating from her former self, desperate to have Corey adore her feminine half. Hungry for her former best friend to touch her. Kiss her. Impale her. She wanted all of Corey and had never had a desire so intense.

		

		“Shit, why did he skip town?”

		

		“Said he was looking for work in the city. Told me I could keep the apartment if I kept paying rent on it. I’m just so tired of my mama that I made it happen. Don’t have a job or nothing.”

		

		Corey’s face illuminated with sympathy. His eyes grew heavy as he stepped closer to Ida and pulled her into his arms. She was so beautiful and clearly needed help. Those clothes she was wearing looked like they’d been pulled from a heap of trash. No woman as gorgeous as her should have to dress like that. Corey wanted to take her shopping. Help her clean Thom’s old place. He hated Thom for wrecking his car, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t fancy Thom’s cousin Ida.

		

		“Don’t worry, Ida. This town has plenty of jobs for a responsible young woman. I’m so sorry that your mama ain’t right, but you don’t have to worry about her now.”

		

		Ida softened in Corey’s arms. She’d never been attracted to him when she was a man, but now all she could think about was spending the rest of her life with him. Perhaps having his babies. She at least wanted to do the dance with him that brought babies into the world. She wanted to feel him inside of her, stretching her more than those fingers ever could.

		

		Ida looked into Corey’s eyes after a moment in his arms. “You promise I have a chance? I’m so worried about having to return to mama’s house. She told me I’d never make it without her. I don’t want to believe that. Tell me it’s not true!”

		

		Corey ran his hands over Ida’s hair. “Shh,” he said and kissed her gently on the top of the head. “It won’t happen. We can get you some new clothes. Help you find a job that pays well enough to cover Thom’s rent. Doesn’t he have a studio?”

		

		“Yeah, but it’s trashed,” Ida said in a dramatic voice. “There are bottles of booze everywhere.”

		

		Ida didn’t mention that she’d drained them trying to get herself drunk to no avail. There was something stopping her, and Ida had a feeling it had to do with transforming into a woman. Maybe the universe was trying to teach her a lesson. Maybe she was just being forced to change before she died from alcohol poisoning.

		

		“It’s okay, Ida. I’ll help you. We can go to the apartment now, but how about we stop somewhere and get you some new clothes first? Those are way too big for you.”

		

		Ida bit her lip and shook her head. “You don’t have to buy me new clothes, Corey. You already did so much just by answering the door and giving me a little hope.”

		

		Corey grabbed Ida’s shoulders. “Let me buy you something cute. You won’t ever get a job wearing sweats. I promise we won’t buy anything that’s not on sale.”

		

		Ida stared into Corey’s eyes a long moment and saw that he really wanted to do this for her, so she shrugged and agreed. Corey grinned, and then they were out the door. Ida didn’t have a car, so Corey drove, and she had to stop herself from lacing her fingers with his the entire ride to the store.
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		Ida and Corey went overboard at the store. He had thousands upon thousands in his savings and had secretly been waiting on a girl to spoil, so it felt like fate that Ida had appeared out of thin air. They were carrying five different shopping bags for Ida’s new wardrobe as they climbed the stairs to her studio apartment, which her ‘cousin Thom’ had left.

		

		Ida didn’t know how to tell Corey that she’d really just woken up as a woman. That she still had all the memories from their times together. She wanted to tell Corey the truth, but it seemed impossible and was getting harder with each passing moment.

		

		Ida slid her keys into the door and opened it. A foul smell smacked them in the face. Corey coughed and covered his mouth.

		

		“Shit, Thom has really let this place go, hasn’t he?”

		

		Ida nodded. “It’s such a shame,” she said with a touch of scorn, even though she’d been the one to make the mess. “He’s not the cousin I remember from family parties.”

		

		“He’s not the friend I remember, either.” Corey closed his eyes and shook his head. When he opened them, Ida saw nothing but disgust in Corey’s expression for the man that lived in this apartment. For the man who she’d been just twenty-four hours before. She wished she could tell Corey but knew it wasn’t an option after how he’d made that face. “Let’s get this place cleaned up, so you don’t have to live in a pigsty.”

		

		Ida nodded and swallowed the confession of her past. She helped Corey pick up the bottles scattered across the floor. She grabbed the few cleaning products she had, and they got to work ridding the studio apartment of the foul odor that’d once permeated every surface.

		

		It took an hour and a half, but the studio was finally looking livable. There was a pile of laundry in the corner. Everything else was looking rather spotless, besides the stained, uncovered mattress.

		

		“There’s a washing machine in the basement, right?”

		

		Ida played dumb. She lifted an eyebrow and curtsied her hip, feeling rather feminine and somewhat horny for Corey’s dick. She’d never seen it before, but now seemed like the perfect time to explore.

		

		“I don’t know. I haven’t been down to the basement. It’s so scary!”

		

		Corey smirked. He stepped over to Ida, feeling like her guardian. Her angel. He’d already dropped hundreds on her new wardrobe and cleaned her apartment, but he was willing to do so much more if she behaved. He was eager to have a girl in his life. One he could spoil and love and cherish. One who’d let him fuck her raw.

		

		“Why don’t we go together? Check out the scene,” Corey said as he laced his fingers with Ida’s.

		

		Her body exploded with desire for more of Corey’s touch. She moved toward him instinctively, draping her hand on his shoulder. She looked into Corey’s brown eyes. His firm hand was on the small of her back, making her feel warm and gushy and hungry for his cock. Now that Ida was in a new body, she was technically a virgin.

		

		Corey used his other hand and pressed it on the back of Ida’s head, pulling her close for a kiss. Ida closed her eyes as Corey’s lips hovered over hers. She couldn’t believe she was about to kiss a man, but it was what her body wanted! She couldn’t deny her natural desires. Not without raising a mountain of suspicion, so she let the kiss linger, and it was honestly delicious.

		

		Corey stared at Ida a long moment after they broke their kiss. She felt that strange sensation in her center, and she was certain the only thing that would satisfy her growing desire was having Corey’s dick deep in her pussy.

		

		“You’re so beautiful. I love your eyes,” Corey said as he stared at Ida. “Your lips are so soft too. Shit.”

		

		“What’s wrong?” Ida asked, worried by the change in Corey’s expression.

		

		“It’s nothing. Can you carry a basket?”

		

		“Sure,” she said.

		

		Corey walked past her to the baskets in the corner. He grabbed one, and Ida grabbed another. They headed down the back stairs to the basement. Ida had been down there a million times, but she acted afraid as Corey led the way. He kept glancing over his shoulder and grinning, like he loved seeing Ida a little scared.

		

		Corey flicked on the light in the basement, illuminating the shared space. There were two washing machines in the corner. They both took quarters, which Corey supplied. Ida couldn’t keep track of how many times they stole glances of each other, but she knew Corey wanted her, and she wanted him too.

		

		“Why don’t we put you in something sexy while we wait for these to wash?” Corey asked.

		

		Ida blushed. He had closed the distance between them, wrapping his arm around her waist. Ida placed her arms on his shoulders as she looked into his lustful eyes. He moved his hands lower, letting them brush her ass.

		

		“What are you talking about, Corey?” Ida asked in a slutty purr. “Something sexy?”

		

		“We bought lingerie at the store. Why don’t you go put some on? I want to see you in something that hugs your figure.”

		

		Ida couldn’t believe how forward Corey was. She’d never seen this side of him. She’d always been his friend, but Corey was about to make her his lover, and Ida was there for it!

		

		“Will you pick out what you want me to wear?”

		

		Corey grinned and squeezed Ida’s ass, making her squeal. “You’re one naughty girl, aren’t you?”

		

		Ida grinned and moved her hands to the side of Corey’s face. “Not for every man, but I’ll be naughty for you.”

		

		Corey growled and squeezed Ida’s ass more firmly. He couldn’t wait to hold her legs up and split her pussy in two. He wanted to cum all over her hole and claim it. There was nothing stopping him now. “Come on, girl!”

		

		Ida squeaked as Corey pulled her toward the stairs. They went upstairs, and he picked out a pair of black, lacey lingerie for her to wear. She went to the bathroom and put it on, thankful that she’d woken up without any yucky body hair. She was all womanly and fabulous and didn’t even have to shave!

		

		Ida wished she knew how to use makeup, but she still looked hot when she checked herself out in the mirror. She grabbed a comb from her cabinet to tease her hair and make it look all big and sexed up and was already feeling herself get wet. Ida adjusted the bra to make her boobs stand a little higher, and then she moved the thong to have it hugging her pussy as much as she could.

		

		Corey’s mouth fell open when Ida walked out of the room in her black lingerie. She placed a hand on her hip and cocked it to the side.

		

		“Like what you see, Corey?”

		

		Corey licked his lips and nodded. He lifted his shirt off his body, revealing a thick set of chiseled abs. He rubbed the outline of his cock as he stared at Ida’s lingeried body.

		

		“You want to see my dick, girl?”

		

		“Yeah,” Ida said in a breath. “Show me.”

		

		“Promise you’re going to suck it? Promise you’re going to let me fuck you?”

		

		“I promise,” Ida said. She was about to fall to her knees she wanted Corey’s dick so badly, but that was until she saw it. Corey smirked and shook his head, pushing his pants to the floor. Ida gasped and covered her mouth. Corey’s dick looked like a third leg hanging off his pelvis.

		

		“No takebacks.” Corey lifted Ida into his arms and carried her to the bed.
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		Ida gasped as Corey slapped his heavy cock against her pantie-clad pussy. She was dripping wet and had soaked through the thin black fabric several times over. She bent her head back and gasped as Corey did it again, teasing her freshly feminine body with his manhood.

		

		“You like that, girl?” Corey asked in a rough voice as he looked down at Ida, sweat dripping from his forehead.

		

		Ida couldn’t speak, too broken from the pleasure coursing through her. Too on edge from the swelling between her legs. Corey didn’t need to hear Ida say the words, though. He could see the desire all over her flushed face.

		

		Corey stroked his thick dick as Ida lifted her hips, pushing her soaked panties against his dripping tip, teasing him with a cave of pleasure he hadn’t experienced in months. He reached down between her legs and pressed his fingers against the outline of her pussy, rubbing her lips tenderly through the drenched fabric.

		

		“You want me to take these off, girl?”

		

		Ida bit her lip and nodded, still too weak and broken from her desire to speak, but Corey wasn’t having it.

		

		“I want to hear you say it, girl! Tell me how much you want me to take off your panties and stick this big, fat cock in your cunt!” Corey smacked his cock against Ida’s pussy as he said the words.

		

		Ida stared into Corey’s brown eyes, wondering how this man who’d been her best friend in his male body was now completely and utterly dominating her feminine form. He clearly had no idea Thom’s mind was behind Ida’s eyes, and she had no plans to tell him.

		

		Ida mustered all her strength to speak. “Rip these panties off, and give me that big cock! I need it inside me,” Ida said in a breath. She lifted her hips and pushed her pussy against Corey’s cock, but he wasn’t having it.

		

		Corey pushed Ida flat against the bed and yanked her panties down her legs, revealing a perfectly manicured bush around her tight, swollen pussy. Her lips looked even bigger and more seductive than they had beneath her panties.

		

		Corey put his nose against Ida’s womanhood and inhaled deeply, taking in Ida’s delicious scent as waves of pleasure crashed over her body. She placed her hands on the top of Corey’s head as he opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue to press it against her pussy, lapping up all the juices dripping from her succulent flower.

		

		Ida screamed as the sensations of her tantalized womanhood suffocated her entire being. It no longer mattered that she’d been a man only a short time before. It didn’t matter that Corey was her best friend. Not even that she’d broken his trust. Was letting him inside of her not a repayment of her debt?

		

		Corey kept licking Ida’s pussy, teasing her with his tongue as he stroked his hard dick. Ida couldn’t see Corey touching himself, but she could feel the rocking of his arm against her leg. She could hear the sounds of his slick, lubricated cock as he rubbed it.

		

		“Fuck me,” Ida gasped when she felt her center reaching that familiar breaking point. Ida needed to feel Corey’s dick before she came. “Stick it in me!”

		

		Corey lifted his mouth from Ida’s womanhood and wiped his lips, staring into her bright blue eyes. They seemed familiar in a way, but Corey didn’t think much of it. He knew he’d been falling more in love with each flick of his tongue.

		

		Corey stood on his knees and grabbed his dick as he kept staring down at Ida, ready to plunge into her, but he just needed to capture this moment.

		

		“Sit up so I can take off your bra,” Corey commanded as he mindlessly stroked his manhood.

		

		Ida did as Corey commanded, lifting herself. He pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her body to unhook her bra. Ida moaned against Corey’s muscular body when she felt the fabric loosening from her erect nipples.

		

		Corey pulled off the bra and gave Ida an entirely new rush of pleasure when he wrapped his lips around her nipple. He sucked on her bosom as he moved a hand slowly down Ida’s naked body until it was at the moist entrance between her legs.

		

		Ida gasped as Corey slipped two fingers into her pussy and kept sucking on her nipple. She wanted to beg him to use his cock, but she couldn’t find the words. She couldn’t do anything besides accept the pleasure Corey provided.

		

		“Damn, girl. You have one tight fucking cunt. Almost like you’re a virgin, but that’s not possible, right?”

		

		Ida bit her lip. She didn’t want to lie more than she already had, but what could she say? If Ida told Corey now that she was really his friend Thom and had woken up in a younger, feminine body, he’d never believe her. He'd go soft and stop fucking her, which Ida couldn’t have.

		

		“I’m not a virgin, but I’ve never been penetrated.”

		

		Corey stared at Ida a long moment, wondering how she’d made it to her mid twenties without getting fucked, but that wasn’t his problem. Ida was there now and clearly wanted his dick.

		

		Corey slapped his cock against Ida’s hot, swollen pussy. They’d come too far to stop now. Corey kissed Ida’s neck and touched her body.

		

		“Tell me to stop and I will, but damn, I want you bad, girl.”

		

		“Don’t stop, Corey. I want you to be my first. I don’t care that we’ve only just met. It feels like there’s something deeper between us. A connection I can’t explain.”

		

		Corey kissed on Ida’s neck and breathed into her ear. “I feel the same.” Corey kept kissing on Ida. She wrapped her hand around his rock hard dick and stroked it, completely captivated by its size.

		

		She couldn’t stop herself from dropping her head. Corey’s manhood was long and thick, but Ida opened wide to fit it into her mouth. She moved her lips down Corey’s member as he pushed his fingers into her luscious brown hair.

		

		“Damn, girl. That mouth of yours feels so fucking good.”

		

		Ida choked when Corey pushed down hard on the back of her head, but she loved the submission. She loved how loudly Corey moaned when she pushed her tongue against his rod. She loved how his pleasure depended on her taking what he gave.

		

		Corey held Ida’s cheeks and fucked her face for several minutes until he felt his balls tightening to signal his impending orgasm. He wouldn’t be able to hold for long.

		

		Corey lifted Ida’s face from his cock. He held his base and slapped her open mouth, rubbing his tip all over her cheek. Ida moaned as she tried to catch Corey’s dick between her lips, but he wouldn’t let her.

		

		“Get on your back, girl. You on the pill?”

		

		Ida bit her lip and shook her head.

		

		Corey growled before spitting into his hand and wrapping it around his manhood. He stared down at the entrance between Ida’s legs.

		

		“I want to fuck you bare, girl. I’ll pull out, though. You okay with that?”

		

		“Yes,” she said. “I just want you inside me.”

		

		They were both eager for him to steal her innocence. Ida only hoped she didn’t revert back to her old masculine self halfway through. She moaned as Corey lifted her legs into the air and used her natural womanly juices to lubricate his cock.

		

		Ida took a deep breath as Corey pushed his tip against her entrance. She reached out and scratched her nails against his firm chest, ready to have him inside her for the first time. Ready to experience what it was like to get her pussy fucked by a dick.

		

		Corey cupped his hand under Ida’s breast as he pushed into her, splitting her virgin hole. Ida’s eyes widened at the initial pain, but it was a discomfort her body welcomed. The sensations were quickly transforming to euphoria the longer Corey stayed inside her.

		

		Corey moaned deeply as her warmth encircled his dick, slowly loosening up to accept his massive size. Most girls complained about his dick, but Ida was taking it like a champ. He stared down at her as he sank deeper, and she never stopped looking up at him.

		

		Ida never thought getting fucked could feel so magical, but she now understood what it was to be a woman who enjoyed penetration. She now understood how sexy being a hunky man’s submissive could be.

		

		Corey squeezed the breast he was holding and sucked on her nipple as he thrusted in and out of her, using every inch of his dick. She was so close. She could feel the threads that stitched together her seams of reality fraying in a thousand different places, foreshadowing the most intense, mind-blowing orgasm of her life.

		

		Corey lifted his body from Ida’s after showering her with broken kisses. He pulled out and held the tip of his dick inside her, looking down at his spent woman.

		

		“Touch yourself and cum with me.”

		

		Ida reached between her legs and rubbed just above where Corey’s dick was stretching her. She never knew anything could feel so good. She closed her eyes and kept rubbing as Corey moved around inside her with his thickness.

		

		It was a moment she’d remember for an eternity, even though it only lasted a second. The pressure boiled over as she touched herself. Ida’s back arched as she screamed out and came all over Corey’s dick.

		

		She didn’t stop, though. Something within her told her to keep going as Corey slowly fucked her, and then she came again.

		

		Corey grinned as he watched his woman unleashing her pent-up tension. He pulled out and slipped two fingers into her loosened hole as he beat his cock, only seconds from an orgasm himself.

		

		Ida was cumming a third time when Corey groaned and released that first load all over her torso. Ida moaned as Corey kept covering her with that hot, thick goo. She’d never felt sexier or more submissive in her life, and Ida never wanted it to end. She never wanted to go back to her old life as a man. The sex was never as good.

		

		They eventually stopped fooling around when their bodies were more spent than flat tires. They went down to the basement, finished laundry, and cuddled up in bed on a freshly washed sheet.

		

		Ida knew she’d have to tell Corey the truth eventually, but she would keep her secret for now.
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		Ida danced around her studio apartment to classic rock as she cleaned. Corey was coming over in a couple hours, and she couldn’t wait to tell him the exciting news! They were making her manager at the fast-food restaurant where she’d gotten a job, and she’d only started working there a couple weeks ago!

		

		Ida’s secret still hung over her head, but she was learning to live with it. Corey didn’t ask questions about Thom or where he’d gone. He only came over for her, which she didn’t mind, but there was still the possibility it could all come to an end.

		

		Every morning Ida awoke, she thought she’d find herself in her old, gross body. She feared she would go back to her alcoholic tendencies. She’d tried to drink a few times since her first night of lovemaking with Corey, but she could never keep down the booze.

		

		Ida didn’t miss the alcohol, though. She didn’t miss scrounging up change to buy a drink. She didn’t miss ruining her life several times over just to feel a buzz. Everyone in town hated who she’d been. That glowing bottle had given her a new chance on life, and Ida was desperate to keep what she’d gained.

		

		There was still the mystery of why any of it had happened in the first place. She figured becoming a woman was punishment for her past behavior, but the transformation had been a gift more than anything. The ultimate punishment would be the universe pulling the rug out from under her feet and sending her back to that old body.

		

		Ida took a deep breath, shaking away her doubts and dark thoughts. Tonight was about celebrating her impending promotion. She stared at herself in the bathroom mirror and picked up a tube of red lipstick. It was the finishing touch to her look since she’d already applied a layer of foundation and put a little liner around her eyes.

		

		Makeup was another thing Ida never saw herself doing, but then she spent an afternoon watching videos online and decided to give it a shot. Corey had even taken her to the store and spent seventy dollars on her new makeup collection.

		

		She loved how Corey spoiled her, but it also filled her with guilt every time he swiped his credit card to buy her gifts. Ida knew it was wrong to accept his presents when she had a secret. She knew Corey would freak out when he discovered the truth, but how was she to tell him? Every time she went to open her mouth and say something, she folded her lips and pretended there was nothing on her mind.

		

		Ida set her red lipstick to the side after applying it to her lips. She folded them into a piece of tissue and smacked her lips as she stared at herself in the mirror, completely unrecognizable from how she’d been as a man. Ida loved her new look. She loved how men turned their heads when she walked through a store. She loved how Corey would snarl with jealousy when he caught them.

		

		Ida was wearing a simple red dress that Corey had picked out. It had sleeves but swooped down near her breasts. She knew it was a winner the second she tried it on. Corey’s cheers when she’d stepped out of the dressing room only confirmed her suspicion. She couldn’t wait to see Corey’s face when she answered the door wearing the dress and heels he’d picked out for her.

		

		The heels were clear and showed off her pretty painted toes. They were red and shiny and looked so delicious, especially when Corey had them between his lips, sucking on them like they were candy. Ida wasn’t normally into foot play, but she’d do anything with Corey. She felt so safe in his arms. She could let herself go when they were together. It didn’t matter what the rest of the world thought.

		

		Ida jumped when there was a knock on the door. She glanced at herself one last time before running to the front door. She didn’t have to look through the peephole to know who was on the other side. Ida shook her shoulders and smiled to herself before twisting the doorknob.

		

		Corey was standing on the other side, a bright smile on his face. He took Ida into his arms. He covered her in kisses until she had to push him away, but she didn’t hate it. Far from it. Her best friend had become her lover. Only he didn’t know it. He thought Ida was Thom’s cousin.

		

		The guilt hit hard, causing Ida to flinch.

		

		“What’s wrong?” he asked, feeling the change in Ida.

		

		“Nothing,” Ida said and pulled away from Corey. She stepped into her studio apartment.

		

		Corey looked after Ida uneasily, but he didn’t ask any questions. He stepped in after Ida. “I love how your place smells. Do you remember how dirty it was when Thom skipped town?”

		

		The guilt hit harder. How long could Ida really keep going pretending that she wasn’t Thom? How long could she keep acting like it was no big deal that Corey had fallen in love with a lie? There was no telling if or when she would turn back, but it’d be so much worse if she turned back without telling Corey of the possibility beforehand.

		

		Ida collapsed onto the couch, turning away from Corey. He sat on the opposite end. He looked at her with anxious eyes, wondering what was wrong with her. Wondering what he could ask to dissipate the foul friction that’d appeared between them. It was normally so easy with Ida. That was what Corey loved most about her. He’d even been hoping tonight was the night he finally told her how he felt.

		

		“Is something wrong, Ida?” Corey asked after she’d been silent for a few minutes.

		

		Ida groaned. She wanted to tell Corey, but there was no way. He’d never forgive her. He’d walk out of her life and never return, which brought a tear to Ida’s dolled-up eyes. She cursed under her breath and ran for a tissue. Corey was standing when she walked back into the living room patting the bottom of her eye.

		

		“Tell me what’s wrong, Ida. Why are you crying?”

		

		Ida cursed under her breath. “I can’t tell you.”

		

		“You’d better tell me unless you want me to think the worst, which is what’s going through my mind.”

		

		“The truth is worse than anything you can imagine,” Ida said in a deadpan tone. She knew it was. If she were the one in Corey’s shoes, she would probably punch him in the face when she found out the truth. Not that Ida would have hurt a woman when she was a man, but this was the ultimate betrayal. She’d trapped her best friend with her feminine body. She’d watched him fall in love and even fell in love herself without ever whispering a hint of the truth.

		

		Corey took a step away from Ida as a horrified expression crossed his face. “What did you do, Ida?”

		

		“Promise you won’t hurt me?”

		

		He said nothing. It was so silent in the room she could hear his heart beating. Ida felt terrible, but she’d already come this far. She’d already let Corey cum all over her pussy and deep-throated his dick.

		

		“You know me, Corey.” They were the only words she could say. It was the only taste of the truth she could give. “You’ve always known me, which is part of the reason I think we fell in love so easily.”

		

		“What are you talking about, Ida? We never met before you showed up in town. I never even knew Thom had a cousin.”

		

		Ida took three steps backwards and dropped to the ground. She sat on her bent knees, looking toward the floor. Her hair hung in her face. Tears welled in her eyes, even though she refused to cry. She couldn’t shed tears over her deception.

		

		Corey dropped to his knees in front of her. He placed his hands over hers. Ida lifted her eyes, meeting his, and that was when Corey saw it. He couldn’t believe it, but his subconscious knew. His mind prepared itself to hear Ida’s truth.

		

		“Ida didn’t exist until the day you met me.”

		

		“How? It’s not possible,” Corey said. He was staring into Ida’s blue eyes, realizing why they looked so familiar. There was a dark bug crawling within him, stirring up an infection of hate. “It’s not possible. It’s not po—”

		

		“Corey, please.” Now Ida couldn’t stop the tears from flowing. She saw Corey slipping away from her, reverting into a shell of hate. It was so much easier to push away what one didn’t understand rather than to give the divergence a chance. Ida hadn’t chosen to wake up as a woman. She didn’t choose to fall in love with Corey.

		

		“What?” Corey asked in a harsh tone as he stood. “What do you want me to say?”

		

		“Give me a chance to explain.”

		

		“Explain what? This is fucking crazy. You’re Thom, aren’t you?”

		

		Ida bit her lip and cast her gaze to the ground before nodding once. She didn’t have the strength to admit her truth. She didn’t have it in her to say the words of her confession.

		

		Corey groaned and stomped past her. Ida shouted a nonsensical sound and raced after Corey. She grabbed his wrist and pulled on it, forcing him to stop. Corey had fire in his eyes when he looked at Ida. The love and admiration had vanished, and Ida didn’t blame him. She’d be angry too, but didn’t their past two weeks together mean anything?

		

		“Please, don’t go!”

		

		“Let go of me, you lying bitch!”

		

		Ida shrieked as tears fell from her eyes. She couldn’t lose Corey. Not after all they’d gained by being together. Their sex was remarkable. It made her feel like she was floating in a pool on a balmy day with a cocktail in her hand every time she came. She would be a mess if she lost that.

		

		“Corey, please. You can’t give up on us. Won’t you let me explain? Don’t you know that this is hard for me too?”

		

		Corey stilled as he let Ida’s words register. He looked at her another long moment, seeing the woman he’d grown fond of over the past two weeks, but he also saw glimpses of his old friend. Now those few times where Ida seemed to know a tad too much about Corey’s interests made sense.

		

		“You have anything to drink?”

		

		“No,” Ida said with a deep sigh. “That’s actually been a major problem for me, but that’s besides the point. We can run to the store and get you something if you want.”

		

		“Okay,” Corey said without meeting Ida’s eyes.

		

		She would take it, though. She ran over to grab her keys, and then they were out the door. Neither of them spoke as they walked to the corner store down the street. A place Thom used to spend a lot of money, but Ida had only been once or twice since waking up as a woman.

		

		The man behind the counter didn’t recognize her when she walked through the door, whereas he would groan and keep a close eye on Thom when he entered.

		

		“You want something?” Corey asked as they browsed the store.

		

		Ida grabbed a raspberry lemonade. Corey lifted his eyebrow at that, but Ida wouldn’t explain until they were back at her apartment. Corey paid, even though she could tell his anger had completely subsided, and then they walked back to her place.

		

		“So, do you want to know what happened?”

		

		Corey put up his finger. He twisted open the pint of whiskey he’d bought and took a swig, passing the open bottle to Ida, but she waved her hand to refuse.

		

		“Since when do you turn down a drink?”

		

		Ida grinned and clasped her hands in front of her as she walked. She was still wearing the red dress and heels and noticed how Corey kept glancing at her bosom and backside, obviously still turned on by her feminine body.

		

		“That’s the thing. There was this glowing bottle of booze that I found after they kicked me out of the pub. I downed it, and it was honestly one of the best buzzes I’ve ever had, but everything changed in the morning. I woke up in this body and couldn’t drink a drop of alcohol. Haven’t been able to since.”

		

		Corey’s mouth opened, and his eyes widened. “You’re kidding.”

		

		“Corey,” Ida said in a rough voice. “Why would I be kidding about that?”

		

		“Shit,” Corey said with a laugh. The last bits of his anger faded as he imagined himself waking up in a woman’s body. He wouldn’t know what to do! Plus, he’d been deep inside Ida, so he knew that she was all woman, and there was no way Thom could have received a gender-affirming surgery and recovered that quickly. “So, now you’re Ida?”

		

		Ida shrugged. “There’s no telling if or when I’ll turn back. I’m just kind of taking it one day at a time. You’ve been a big help, Corey. Seriously, I don’t know what I’d be doing with myself if it weren’t for you.”

		

		Corey glanced at Ida and grinned. “I’m sure you would have figured it out.” His brown eyes sparkled in the darkness, making Ida’s stomach flip. She thought Corey looked so sexy in his tight sweater. The weather wasn’t too cold, even for an early December night, but Ida could stand to be a little warmer, so she stepped toward Corey.

		

		Corey lifted his arm and pulled Ida close. “I’ve been having a great time with you too, Ida. I’m a little upset that you weren’t honest with me sooner, but truthfully, I’m not sure if I would have been honest if I were in your shoes. It must have been so scary waking up in a strange body. People talk about magic, but you never think it’s real. You know?”

		

		Ida nodded. Who was Corey telling? She was still trying to wrap her head around how a glowing bottle of booze had turned her into a woman, but that was a puzzle for another day. All that truly mattered was that Corey hadn’t deserted her. He had Ida in his nook, and that was the only place she wanted to be.

		

		“Do you think we can move past this?”

		

		Corey stopped. They were only a block from Ida’s building, but he had to look at her. They stood in front of each other, holding hands under a streetlight. He stared into Ida’s eyes a long moment, making her feel insecure, but she didn’t let her gaze fall.

		

		“Did you start liking men when you woke up as a woman?”

		

		Ida nodded. “It was the strangest thing, but I knew I wanted you the second our eyes met that one day outside your house. I stopped seeing you as a friend and started seeing you as a potential lover.”

		

		“So, does that mean we’ll have to break up if you turn back to Thom?”

		

		It was a truth Ida didn’t want to face, but she figured it was always a possibility. “I don’t know how to answer that question because I think the answer is obvious, but why don’t we cross that bridge when we get to it? Why worry about it now when we could enjoy each other and the time we have?”

		

		Corey nodded, knowing Ida was right, but it was so easy to get carried away in the what-ifs. It would be so easy to turn away and give up on the possible, but Corey knew he’d regret it. He didn’t care that Ida was once Thom because all he saw in front of him was the gorgeous woman he’d fallen for over the past couple weeks.

		

		“I’m not going anywhere, Ida.”

		

		Ida gushed. “You mean it?”

		

		“Yes, girl. It’s you and me. Just promise me that you’ll stay my girl as long as you are one because…” Corey took in a sharp breath. “Damnit! I love you, girl!”

		

		Ida squealed and jumped into Corey’s thick arms. He gasped as he adjusted to hold her. She threw her arms around the back of Corey’s neck. “I love you, too! I’ve been wanting to say it all week!”

		

		Corey moved Ida’s body, telling her he wanted a kiss. She pressed her lips against his and rubbed his head as their tongues danced. Corey started walking and carried Ida all the way back to her studio apartment. She fumbled finding her keys before finally giving them to Corey to open the door.

		

		Corey pushed opened the door and kicked it closed behind him. He walked Ida over to her bed before lying her gently on its surface. He kissed down her body as he stripped her naked. She gasped each time his lips touched her body. Corey took off his clothes next.

		

		They saw each other fully when they made love that night. Being intimate with someone that’d been considered a friend for so long was daunting, but those feelings only lasted a moment. By the time they finished, they were even more in love than they’d ever been.
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		Two Years Later

		

		Ida was still managing at the fast-food restaurant, but she’d cut down to part time ever since Cade entered their lives last year. Corey was trying to get Ida to stop working all together since she had their little girl growing in her belly, but Ida was determined to wait until the eight-month mark to stop working.

		

		“What’s this?” Corey asked when Ida passed him a sealed envelope. They were having dinner in the dining room. Cade was in his highchair eating pieces of cereal as a snack after dinner. “I hope it’s not what I think it is.”

		

		Ida blushed. “Guilty.”

		

		Corey opened the envelope and pulled out a cashier’s check written out for thousands of dollars. “You got a cashier’s check?”

		

		“You have to accept the money. I can’t keep feeling guilty over your car that I totaled.”

		

		Corey sighed. “Honey, I told you that I don’t care about that. You’ve already repaid me several times over.” He glanced at his son, Cade. The light of his life. He couldn’t believe that another little one was on the way. Corey couldn’t wait to meet his daughter. They’d already decided to name her Violet.

		

		“I know, but I have the money now, and it’ll make me feel better.” Ida still couldn’t drink, but she counted it as a blessing. She worked and saved and dedicated all her time to her family. It wasn’t the most exciting life, but it was a fulfilling one.

		

		Corey shook his head as he stared at the check. “We’re using this money to take a family vacation or something.”

		

		“Deal,” Ida said with a bright smile.

		

		They finished their dinner and talked about local affairs. Events and news from the city. Corey cleaned the table and washed the dishes while Ida freshened up Cade’s face, letting him down from his highchair when she finished.

		

		Corey glanced over his shoulder and looked into Ida’s eyes. Into her soul. He was the only person who saw all of her. They’d given up on the idea of Ida reverting to her old self as the years passed. Ida’s life now was too complete, but no matter what happened, Corey would always be by Ida’s side.
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