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Chapter 1



From the corner of my eye, I saw him marching toward me and then slamming down the empty cardboard tray onto the coffee table in front of me. I bobbed my head, hoping he’d get the hint that he was blocking my game, but he didn’t care.

“Amari! What the hell?” I set my controller down. “And you probably got sugar all over too. Now we’ll get ants.”

“This is the third pack I’ve bought, and how many have I gotten a chance to eat? None. Not a single one!”

“Well? Maybe eat them instead of just leaving them lay around. I told you I can’t control myself around those. Keep them in your room or something.”

“I shouldn’t have to keep them in my room! Buy your own if you want some. They had my name all over them. I even tried to hide them. Just grow the fuck up and stay out of mine! Think about someone else for a change.”

“Sorry bro, I seriously can’t help it. They’re too good.” It wasn’t my fault I was addicted to those colorful little marshmallow birds. I was salivating just thinking about them.

◆◆◆
I walked out of my bedroom, still groggy from sleep, at two o’clock the next day. Amari was sitting on the chair packing a backpack.

“Hey what’s up? You in a better mood today?”

“Dude… I just get tired you know. I mean I work, and then I have to come home and do my half of the chores. Most of the time your half too. And you just sit here gaming all day and drawing unemployment. It stresses me out. Then when I saw you’d eaten all my candies, again, that set me off. It was just the final straw.”

“Enough said. I totally get it. I forgive you, man. We’re good.” I heard him sigh as I dropped down to the couch. “So what’s up? Whatcha doin’?”

“Camping tonight. With Corey and one of his friends.”

“The Middlebury Mini? Haha, have fun with that.”

“One, that’s rude. Quit calling him that. Two, he’s not even that short. You’re just tall.”

I laugh and load a game.

◆◆◆
When Amari came back the next day, he brought several bags of groceries with him. He had stopped on his way home. As he was unloading them, he walked out and tossed a pink pack of marshmallow candies into my lap.

“What’s this?”

“I gave up. I decided to buy you your own.”

“Sweet.” I ripped open the package and tore one of them away from the others, little strings of marshmallow stretching between them until they snapped, sugar like sand rubbing against my fingers.

“There are two more packs out here. Another pink and a yellow.”

“I owe you dude.”

“Yeah, I’ll add it to page two hundred of your tab.”

I laughed.





Chapter 2



I was unusually energetic when I woke up the next morning. I’m normally not a morning person, but there I was hopping out of bed at 10:30 am and heading straight to the bathroom to clean up. I didn’t notice anything unusual until I went to get dressed for another long hard day of sitting on the couch and killing fascists.

“Whoa, what the hell?” I’d just pulled on my sweat pants, and they were massive. Like extremely massive. Like you could fit two of me in them. How did these get so stretched out? I pulled the drawstring tight and had to tuck it in so it didn’t hang down to my knees. Must have gotten caught on something in the dryer.

But when I slipped into a T-shirt, it was the same story—way too big on me. So I pulled another off the hanger, and it was too big too. There’s no way they all got caught in the dryer. I walked out of my bedroom and into Amari’s room. He was probably already at work, but he had a full-length mirror and I needed to use it. When I saw myself I looked like a clown. It’s like I was wearing some parachute pants from the 80s along with a tent that had the Death by Bunnies band logo on it.

I took my clothes off to look at myself. I’m…smaller? Like a lot smaller? Did I lose weight recently? I must have. I twisted so I could see myself from other angles. Yeah, I had definitely lost weight. Everywhere except my ass, it looked like. At first, I thought it was bigger than ever, but then I realized it was probably smaller too. It just looked bigger proportionately. Probably still big from sitting on it all day. I laughed. I’m not sure if I like being this skinny. It’s probably unhealthy or something. I’d better start watching what I eat and make sure I get enough.

Guess I have an excuse to eat more of those marshmallow birds. I only had one package left. I’d need to have Amari get some more for me next time he goes to the store.

◆◆◆
“Hey man, do I look different to you?” I stood in front of Amari.

“Whatya you mean?”

“I don’t know. Like this?” I pulled my way-too-large shirt tight against me so he could hopefully see. “I mean, I’ve been trying to gain weight, but it’s all going up here.” With my free hand, I motioned to my chest.

“Oh. Yeah, I guess. I just didn’t notice under that sack you’re wearing.”

“Yeah. I really should go buy some new clothes I guess.”

I’d just been wearing my baggy clothes for the last week, thinking that if I’d lost weight that quickly I could put it on quickly too. It hadn’t gone the way I planned though.

“You’re smaller than me… you don’t have any clothes I can wear to the mall do you?

“I’m not smaller than you.” He laughed. “Not anymore at least. Let me go see if I have something that might look halfway presentable on you.”

“I’d appreciate it, man.”

“No problem. By the way, I got you some more of those candies. Five more packs. In the cupboard.”

“Sweet! You’re awesome.” I grinned and walked toward the kitchen. Might as well have one right now.

The one turned into five. One full row. I couldn’t stop once I started. They’re so delicious.

“Hey, so I’ve got something that might fit. It’s pretty wrinkled though, so it’ll need ironed. Here.”

He tossed a pair of jeans and a T-shirt onto a chair in the living room. I went out to see what he had found. I held the T-shirt up first. It was tiny and had broad lavender, baby blue, and yellow horizontal stripes. I raised my eyebrow as I looked at it. Then I looked at the jeans. They looked even smaller than the shirt. Way too small to ever fit me.

“Dude, what is this stuff? There’s no way it’ll fit me. This isn’t yours, is it?”

“What? No. Those are Erin’s. That’s why they were wrinkled. I forgot about them, and they were bunched up in the back of a drawer.”

“I can’t wear these then.”

“Why not? Hold them up to you, and let me see.”

I looked at him incredulously for a second but then held them up, starting with the jeans.

“I think those’ll both fit you perfectly.”

“There’s no way. Am I thinking of the right girl? Erin was tiny, wasn’t she?”

“Yeah, she was small, I guess. Probably about the same size as you. Just go try them on and see. It doesn’t hurt to try.”

“Yeah. I suppose. I don’t even know if I can get these on though.” I laughed.

I took them into my bedroom and tossed the shirt on my bed. I held the jeans out in front of me. There’s no way. I won’t even be able to fit one leg in here. I took off my sweats, no underwear to worry about since none of them fit me anymore, and stepped into the jeans. I knew right away that they wouldn’t work. They were already skintight around my calves. But with a couple of shimmies and bounces, I was able to pull them up all the way. Moment of truth! I buttoned and zipped them. No way! They feel a little tight in the rear, but not bad at all. I walked around my bedroom a bit, and they were fine. Better than fine. They fit perfectly. Maybe Amari has an eye for this stuff. I took off my shirt, getting lost in the excess fabric as I did, and pulled on Erin’s old shirt. It was way too wrinkly to wear, but it fit me too. If Amari had decided to bet me I would have lost so badly on this.

“Hey, can I use your mirror?” I really should get a full-length mirror of my own.

“Sure.”

I walked across the hallway and into his room. Flipping on the light I went to the mirror, and…. Ooh! This looks good on me! I turned one way and the other, checking out my ass and side. I stared at my chest for a while.

“Hey, Amari? Does this top make me look like I have boobs?”

He set down the book that he was reading and told me to spin so he could see me from different angles. “Yeah. It looks really good on you.”

“You sure?” I put my hands on the side of my boobs and squeezed them together, creating a little more cleavage in the v-neck of the shirt. “Yeah, I guess so. I like it. Thanks!”

“Hey, no problem.”

◆◆◆
The next morning I got up bright and early, so I could head to the mall. After I showered I felt my face and looked in the mirror. Nice. I don’t have to shave. I wish I could get by without that every day.

I’d ironed my clothes the night before, so now the shirt and jeans were hanging in my closet by themselves. I had bagged up everything else and was donating them. They didn’t do me any good, so why keep them? When I pulled the shirt on I noticed my nipples were poking out. That’s going to be embarrassing. Maybe I should get a bra before I do anything else.

At the mall, my first stop was Victoria’s Secret. I walked past the fragrances and loungewear and went to the lingerie. I was a man on a mission. A man who suddenly realized he had no idea what size bra he wore. I just stared at the displays, frozen.

“Can I help you with something?” A worker came up to me breaking my paralysis.

“Um, yeah. Please. I need a bra.”

“OK! What kind?”

“Uhh… I don’t know.”

“Then what size? We can go from there.”

“I, um, that’s the problem. I don’t know that either.”

“Oh OK…”

I lower my voice to a whisper, “It’s my first. I’ve never worn a bra before.”

“Oh. Oh! I can definitely help then! Let’s get you fitted before we do anything. Come with me.”

I followed her into a fitting room where she measured around me at a few different spots.

“You’re really well endowed. Let’s start with a 32F, and see how that fits.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. “Oh, thanks.”

“Now, are we looking for any special purpose or occasion? Like do you just want bras for everyday wear or any special outfits that you have? And a lot of bigger girls like minimizer bras to help make things look a little smaller. Is that something that you’d want to try?”

For some reason, the thought of making my boobs look smaller horrified me. Absolutely not! I love my breasts! “No to the minimizer. And just some for everyday wear. Nothing special in mind.”

“Great, I’ll be right back with some for us to try.”

A few minutes later she walked back into the fitting room with a rainbow of bras. So many different colors and styles and materials, my head was swimming. The first one didn’t fit me right. The second fit better but poked me all over. The third, however, was magical. My breasts had never looked or felt so good in my whole life. And the bra was so pretty too! Where has this bra been?

With the size and style settled on, I turned to the girl. “This is going to sound silly, but can I buy this one but keep it on?”

“Of course! I’ll just pop a couple of things off so you can walk out without the entire police force hunting you down.”

I giggled.

I ended up leaving the store with seven different bras, four of them in that style, and fourteen panties. I figured one bra and two panties for every day of the week sounded right. The less laundry I needed to do, the better.

At the end of the day, I walked through the door of our apartment with several bags of new clothes, and a lot less in my bank account. That was a problem. That was supposed to be my rent money. But as I pulled out a see-through black lace top, my favorite pick-up of the day, I reminded myself that it was all worth it. In fact, I deserved to celebrate; I walked to the kitchen for a couple of marshmallow birdies.

◆◆◆
The next day reality came back and hit me hard. I can’t believe this. What am I going to do? I couldn’t believe I had been such an idiot.

“Amari? Can we talk? Please?”

“Sure. What’s up? You sound worried.”

“I am… I don’t know what I’m going to do. Yesterday? When I went to the mall? Well, I spent a lot of money. A lot a lot. Like, some of that was my rent money.” I buried my head in my hands. “I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“Oh. Well I mean you had to have the clothes right? So I can’t really blame you.”

“Right.” I whimpered into my hands.

“Don’t worry about it. We’ll figure something out. Maybe you can do my part of the chores for the last two weeks of the month and then just pay extra next month. Sound fair?”

“Oh my God!” I stood up and threw my arms around him. “You are literally the best!” My face was buried in his chest. His warm chest. His muscular warm chest. His fragrance filled my nostrils. I could have held on to him like that forever.

“I would like to get in the shower sometime tonight, so whenever you’re done…” He laughed, and the image of him in the shower filled my head. I imagined the rivulets of water streaming down him, matting his dark brown body hair against his skin. I had to physically shake my head to clear the thoughts and be able to let him go.

Later I was sitting on the couch scrolling through my phone when he walked out with only a towel wrapped around his waist. His bare chest was just like I pictured it. My eyes traced the ridges of each ab. Then his pecs, so broad and firm. I felt the heat rise within me as my nipples hardened under my nightie and my manhood started to stiffen inside my panties.

“I was thinking, maybe this Saturday you can make dinner for us. We both know I can’t cook, so I never get any good homemade food anymore. Not after Erin and I broke up.”

Why on earth would that girl ever break up with him? “Sure! I’m not exactly a good cook either though. What… I don’t even know what you like.”

“I’ll just see what we have, and we can figure it out from there. Sounds good?”

“Sure!”





Chapter 3



Saturday I was cooking when Amari walked in. I turned and smiled at him, scrutinizing him in a way that would have seemed so strange to me just days ago, before turning my attention back to the stove. I had my long blonde hair in pigtails and was wearing a cute turquoise-blue apron outlined with frills. Below that, a pink off-the-shoulder T-shirt stretched to the limit over my bulging chest with a pink plaid school-girl style skirt. On my legs, I had white thigh-high stockings and a pair of pink sneakers. All a gift from Amari earlier that day. I was any man’s school-girl wet dream.

“You look so fucking hot, Christie.”

He came up behind me and wrapped his left arm around me. In his right hand, he held a yellow marshmallow treat. He brought it to my lips.

“Bite.”

I open wide and latch on to the confection. He pulled it away from me, tearing it in half.

“Mmm.”

I melted backward against him, leaning my head against his chest. He returned his half of the candy to my mouth. This time I didn’t try to bite it. I kissed it. Gently. Then I ran my tongue from his thumb along the bottom of the candy, the artificially yellowed sugar granules flaking into my mouth and dissolving into sweetness in my moist heat.

Amari pulled the candy from my mouth and brushed it against my lips and down my chin and my neck. I purred. He then dragged it across the top of my chest, following the plunge of my cleavage before rising up the steep ascent on the other side.

“I’m going to be a sticky mess if you don’t stop.”

“Maybe a sticky mess is exactly what I want.” He turned me just enough that he could lean over me and lick the skin along the top of my shirt. “You’re delicious.”

A thousand tiny blasts burst along the line traced by the wet roughness of his tongue. I was almost glad he stopped, unsure I could take anymore. He nuzzled his nose into my neck for just a moment before pulling out and raising the squishy gooey candy to his lips, almost touching it to them before returning it to my mine.

“Take it.”

I opened wide, and he let go. Tilting my head back I took the remaining half into my mouth. Swirling it around with my tongue, letting its taste melt into me. With the candy still in my mouth, I turned my head to kiss him, but he had already moved away.

“What if we skip dinner tonight?”

I swallowed my marshmallow and reached behind me, turning off the burners. The knobs clicked my answer to his question.

He led me to his bedroom where he lay on his back across his bed. I slipped my shoes off and climbed on top of him. With each movement, I felt the tacky dried sugar glaze tugging gently to keep my skin locked at the moment when Amari had run its marshmallow stickiness across me.

I wanted him to lick every inch of me clean, and he tried. Pulling away from his pressing tongue just enough, I peeled my T-shirt off and unhooked my bra. My pendulous breasts fell into his face. I watched his eyes light up as if he just found a golden egg, opening as wide as my thighs as I pressed myself back on top of him. I pushed on his shoulders, and his teeth latched to my nipple as we both glided down until his back was firmly against the mattress. My weight was against him, my breast a pillow pressed against his face as his tongue circled my nipple round and round.

I sat up, and against my ass, I felt his risen manhood. I began to bounce up and down, tenderly, teasingly. Tormenting both of us with the motion. I reached between my legs, the fabric of my skirt draping over my arm, and felt for his belt. Finding it, I worked to unfasten it. It was challenging to do that upside-down and backward while his mouth played across my tender breasts, but finally, I was able to release it and pull it free. My body begged me not to move, not to leave his mouth, but I slid down the bed until my heat was straddling his knees.

I deftly unfastened the button and then the zipper on his jeans. He thrust his hips up and shimmied his pants and boxer briefs down as far as he could reach. I pulled the rest of the way, moving them to his ankles. Freed of its purgatory, his cock instantly hopped up, reaching for me, tempting me. It was so beautiful. So big and so beautiful. It’s as if I had been blind from birth but was miraculously gazing upon a perfection that I could only imagine in my previous darkness.

I bowed my head to kiss it. I just wanted to taste it. To feel his tender tip against my tender lips. With my mouth pressed to it—moving silently and slightly as if praying—I inhaled his scent, and his musky aroma filled my nostrils. I held it there. I wanted it inside me. I wanted every part of him inside me. I opened my mouth and plunged like a newborn being submerged only to rise pure and forgiven. Again and again. My tongue ran along the veinous underside, up to the bulbous head.

As I pulled away, a string of my saliva connecting my mouth to his manhood, my soul to his, I looked up at him. His face was frozen in rapture. His head arched back into his pillow. I knew then that he was as much mine as I was his. I devoted myself anew to him, my only mission to make him come. To accept him into me. And he did. And I did. As he thrust into my mouth, losing himself in his convulsions, I drank every last drop as if I were emptying a chalice. I had to close my eyes as our full glory shined like the sun. Drained of everything except the new spirit filling me I collapsed on top of him. Bone of his bone. Flesh of his flesh.

◆◆◆
I opened my eyes in the middle of the night, unsure where I was until I felt Amari’s arm around me. As motionlessly as I could, I hopped out of bed and padded back to my bedroom. My heart racing as quickly as my thoughts. What have I done?

I silently closed my door. Tears streaming down my face, dripping onto my breasts. I climbed onto my bed and under the covers, wrapping my body with the linens, wanting to entomb myself, to seal myself off from the world. I buried my sobs in my pillow. What have I done?

His taste still lingered on my lips. His smell persisted in my nostrils. I wanted nothing more than to be free of his taste and his smell, free of him. But I wanted nothing other than to have more of him inside me.

I’m a boy! I shouldn’t want him like this. My mind bounced around from thought to thought. I can’t wear things like this! My legs unconsciously rubbed together, the stockings slipping past each other with a swish. What have I done?

No, no, no, no, no! This is wrong! I tried to work through the situation logically. I’m a boy! A straight boy. Yes, maybe there were times in the past when I thought about Amari in this way. But no! I shouldn’t want him like this.

As I went to wipe the tears from my cheeks, my arm brushed against my breast. My breast! I felt across it with the pad of my finger. How did this happen? I started sobbing anew. I can’t let him hear me. What if he comes in? What would I do? What would he do? Would he come to me? Would he come? Would I want him to? Would I want him to lie next to me? Would I want to feel the mattress sinking under our combined weight, the surface warping and stretching, pulling us into each other, the two of us becoming one flesh. My thoughts spiraled and swirled, twisting away from me, taking me places I didn’t want to go. I’m a boy! I shouldn’t want him like this.

I roll on my side and wrap my arms around myself, trying to think of anything but him. Thinking only of him.

◆◆◆
I woke the next morning still thinking of him. But the doubts that had started to overwhelm me last night had transfigured into a beautiful resolve. It was no longer a question of whether or not I should want him. I do want him. I so clearly want him. I wanted every part of last night. I wanted every part of him. And he wanted me. I won’t let any “should” get in the way of that.

Thinking of last night brought a smile to my face. A smile I wanted to share this morning. I hopped out of bed and into the bathroom to brush my teeth. Then, without showering, I padded back to my bedroom to take off the clothes I still had on from last night. Clothes that were marked with our scents and the sweet stickiness of the night we shared.

I searched through the top shelf of my dresser. I had to find just the right set for him. Finally I saw it, the purple drawing my eye. The one indulgence I had allowed myself while I was shopping. I stepped into the panties first, pulling them up my smooth legs, around my round ass, and nestling their silkiness along my gloriously flat front. Then I threaded my arms through the straps of my bra, reaching behind me to pull the band taut and then securing it. I leaned forward and scooped my breasts upward, settling them in the satiny smooth black cups, a sheer purple lace overlaying that fabric, stretched out to contain and caress me.

Once those were on I stood in front of the only mirror in my bedroom—a girl really needs more than just this one tiny mirror—my tiny makeshift makeup kit in my hand. It was a spur of the moment purchase at the mall the other day, and now I wished I had bought more. I’ll have to make due with what I have.

I wanted a dark seductive look, so I dipped my brush into the black eyeshadow and ran it close to my lash line, blending it out into a slight gradient as I moved upward toward my crease where I blended it with a faint hint of purple. The purple wasn’t quite as dark as I wanted, but I still liked it. I really need to buy a bigger palette. I ran the brush lightly under my lower lash line to mirror the black on that side. Then I tried my hand at a bold cat eye with my eyeliner and finished my eyes by building several layers of mascara on my lashes.

All the tutorials I’d been watching the last few days said to use a lipliner, but I didn’t have one. In fact I just had one lipstick, a dark red. I carefully spread it across my lips, inhaling its waxy fragrance, accentuating my natural bow, being careful to not color outside the lines.

With everything done I stepped back and looked at the wider picture. I love it! It was only the third time I had used makeup, and the first I would ever show it to anyone else, but I had done a really good job! And that combined with the bra and panties? So sexy! I rubbed my hands across my breasts, my nipples tingling in anticipation. I started to snake a hand down my belly, but stopped before I got to my garden. That fruit was meant for Amari.

I crossed the hallway, hoping he was still asleep. The door was still cracked open, so I squeezed my way through. My left breast bumped against the door sending a jolt through me. He looks so angelic. The blanket rose and fell—each breath a new wave. The morning light diffused yellow around the room, coloring his sleeping face. His hand was resting where my body would be if I hadn’t panicked. Where my body should be.

◆◆◆
There was so much I wanted to do to him. I moved closer, close enough to feel his breath across my lips as I leaned in to kiss him. The instant my lips touched his my body grew so weak I nearly fell, but I didn’t stop. I kissed his lips, his nose, each eye, giggling as my lipstick left marks across his face.

He opened his eyes, squinting at first, and smiled once he focused on me.“Mmm, I could get used to waking up like this.”

“I could get used to waking you up like this.” I climbed into the bed beside him, into my side from last night. My side of the bed. The thought warms me.

“You’re so gorgeous this morning. Even more than usual.”

“I’ve never wanted something as badly as I want this, Amari. I need you. Inside me.” I begged, praying that he’d give me the release I needed.

“Oh my God, Christie.” He moved over me, pressing me against the mattress, his knees on either side of my legs. I felt his hardness brush me. His cock became all I could think about. I could no longer deny the hold it had over me.

He leaned into me, and his breath brushing across my neck gave me goosebumps. He blew a tender breath down the line of my throat. Down to my breasts, encased in their satin and lace. When he got to them he started kissing across the tops of them, blessing me as his. I pushed my hips upward and started to grind against his shaft. Even through my panties and his boxer briefs I could feel his heat.

“Please. I am so wet for you.”

“You don’t know how much I want this…. So much.”

I felt his cock push back against me, trying to find my slick entrance. I ran my hands along my sides, ready to slide my panties down so he could enter me, but he caught my hands in his.

“I need you so bad. But we can’t do this. Not yet. There’s something I have to tell you first.”

I lifted my head up and started kissing along his chest. His firm pecs had no give against the softness of my lips “Mmmhmm… we can talk later. I need this now.”

“Me too. I need you so bad it hurts, but we can’t. I mean it. We have to stop.”

I immediately dropped my head back, and he moved off me. Did I do something wrong? Was last night just one night?

He must have seen the worry on my face because he leaned toward me and kissed my forehand. “It’s not you. You’re perfect. You’re absolutely perfect.”

Oh God! Last night was just a one-night stand. He’s really going to give me the “it’s not you, it’s me” speech here. I’m so stupid!

“Stop that. Whatever it is you’re thinking, stop it. You are perfect. And I really do want you so much right now. I just… I need to tell you something so you can choose what you want.”

“What I want? That’s easy.” I reach my hand for his cock, but he stops me.

“It might not be, once I tell you this. Do you remember living as Chris? As a man?”

I winced. “Don’t. Please don’t. I don’t ever want to think about that.”

“I need you to think about it. I… you’re probably not going to believe this. I have certain abilities.” I purred. “I don’t mean that. I mean, more… magical. I’m the reason you’re not Chris anymore. I’m the reason you’re a girl.”

“Stop teasing. This is ruining the mood.”

“Good. I need it to ruin the mood. I did this to you. You pissed me off. It was stupid. It was over those stupid candies.”

“The marshmallow birdies?”

“Yes. Do you remember how you kept eating all of mine, so I finally bought you some packs of your own? Well, I put a spell on those.”

“Why are you telling me stories when there’s so much else you could be doing with that mouth?”

“I was just so tired of you never caring about anyone else. So I… did this to help you see things from a different perspective.”

“That’s not—obviously not… that’s not possible.”

“Think about it. You remember being a man with… all the parts?”

“Yeah?”

“And now?

“Now I’m… Are you serious? You did this?”

“Yes. And I’m not sorry. I just needed you to know before we did anything else.”

“So you got mad at me and put a love spell on me? You made me fall in love with you because I ate your stupid Easter candy?” Love? Did I just say I fell in love with him?

“No! Absolutely not! This was not a love spell! It just changed you to help you see things from outside your usual—I hate to say it—selfishness. What happened between us was all real.”

“I can’t believe you! I mean, this is… this is insane! How dare you do this? What gives you the right to do this? Change me back right now!”

“I can’t right now. I would need to gather the ingredients, but I will. I’ll get them as soon as I can.”

“Then go now!” I’m shrieking at this point. “Go get them right now!”

“It’s not that easy. It’s going to take a few days.”

I rolled over and out of the bed. His bed. The bed up until five minutes ago, every inch of my being told me I wanted to be in. Now… well now is different, right? “Fuck you, Amari! Fuck you for doing this!”

I storm out of his room and across the hall into mine, slamming the door behind me.





Chapter 4



At first, I was too angry for tears. Too angry to process any emotions. How dare he play God with me! But when I thought about him, I didn’t just think about this. I thought about how absolutely sexy he was. I thought about the way he’d made me feel the last few days. I thought about how sweet he was. Even before this, even when I was Chris, he was the sweetest man I knew. I never would have confessed it, but I really liked him. I always loved being around him. I looked forward to the time each day he would come home from work. I would secretly get excited about the things we would do together. I thought of him as my best friend. If I was being honest, I sometime had flashes where I dreamed he was more.

But I could never show him that. I could never admit I cared. I just wasn’t built that way. Laying in bed that day I thought about that too. The ways I always held things in. The way I hid behind detachment and meanness and sometimes even cruelty. The way I was always afraid someone would see the real me and reject me.

I rolled over and stared at the ceiling. I didn’t know how long I stayed like that. Long enough that my back started aching. Long enough that the bright white daylight became more and more orange. Long enough that things finally went dark.

When I looked at my phone it was 10:30 pm. I’d been lying here for thirteen-and-a-half hours. Sometimes thinking, sometimes not. And in that time I realized that I love myself. Not the old me, or the me that Amari wanted me to be. Me. For years I had forsaken myself. I was afraid to be me. Well no more. That stone had been rolled away, and I would not be put back inside.

Getting out of bed I realized that I was still wearing the same bra and panties from this morning. The ones I put on with plans to entice my friend to fuck me. I kept them on and walked to the living room where I heard Amari watching television.

I stood in front of him, blocking the television, with my arms folded under my breasts, inadvertently forcing them to project even more than normal.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day. What you did was wrong. But I forgive you. I love me, who I am now. Who I’m able to be now. And that’s because of you. So thank you. And I can finally admit that I think I might love you. I’d felt that for so long, but I couldn’t let you know. I was too afraid to show that. Now I can. I don’t know where that leaves things with us, but I want you to know.”

“Christie?” I nodded my head. “Christie come here.” I took two steps toward him and he put his hands on my hips and looked up into my eyes. “I can’t say I love you. I’m not there yet. But I do like you. This you.” He kissed my belly button. “I really like you.” He kissed a couple of inches lower. “I really, really like you.” He kissed just above the waistline of my panties.

Each kiss was a song to me, unleashing a new rhythm inside. My soul danced to discover itself. And when, after that last kiss, Amari slid my panties down my legs, and left me to stand naked before him, I was complete.

He spun me around and guided me down to the couch while he knelt in front of me. With his palms he parted my legs and then ran his fingers up and down my folds, pressing just a little harder every time he passed on the sides of my clit. I started breathing heavier with each stroke he took.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes. A lot.”

“Just wait.” He laughed, but his laughter was buried because just then his lips pressed against my dripping warmth. Every muscle in my entire body clenched, and I wrapped one leg around him while I used the other to push myself closer to him. Whatever he was doing I needed more, and I needed it right away.

He didn’t disappoint. Soon I felt his tongue probing and then flicking across my nub. I whimpered. This man had peeled away every layer of me and exposed my very core. I threw my head back and pushed even more into him. I curled both legs tighter—one pulling him into me even more, the other pushing off the front of the couch, sliding my essence closer and closer to him. At that moment I needed him and would do whatever I could to have him.

When he pressed his lips around my clit and began to suck, I lost all control. I couldn’t make a sound to let him know how much I loved this. I couldn’t breathe. Instead, I pushed myself even more into him. I pushed too far. With a gasp, I plopped to the floor and knocked him over to his side. All the wonderful tension that he had worked so hard to build inside me bubbled out. I hid behind my hands, tears of laughter streaming down my cheeks, and fell over beside him. My face inches from his.

“Well, that was certainly something.”

I couldn’t help myself, I snorted.

“So you liked that?”

I pulled my hands away from my face and nodded my head. I leaned forward to kiss his forehead. “That was magical. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.”

He jumped up to his knees and using my legs pulled my body so the couch would be out of our way. I shrieked in surprise at his yank and then felt the warm burn of the carpet as I slid over it. He was now between my legs, a position so similar to the one we found ourselves in just this morning, yet so very different. I smiled up at him, knowing with my entire being that I wanted this.

He shimmied free of his shorts, and my mouth opened. I didn’t know how it was possible, but he looked even bigger than he did last night. As he pressed his body against mine and I felt his tip glide up to my essence, I worried that I wouldn’t be able to take all of him. Before I could tell him my concern I felt him slide in. My slick folds easily parted to make space for him to enter. I inhaled suddenly as he slowly pushed into me, expanding me, filling me.

“Fuck you are so tight for me, Christie.”

I couldn’t do more than moan in response and start rocking my hips in time with his slow thrusts. He started moving his body into mine faster with each stroke. Harder. Soon I had stretched to take his full length. Any pretense to gentleness was now gone as he slammed into me over and over. Each thrust was pushing me across the carpet. My ass was on fire, and I didn’t care. Each thrust, each push, each stroke inside me brought me closer and closer. I squeeze my muscles around his cock.

“Jesus Christ! I don’t know how much of this I can take.”

His pace quickened even more. The pushes more forceful. With each one, my moans called out the rhythm that he was driving into me.

“I’m going to come,” I whimpered, and then in a scream, I flew apart. Pieces of me flying out every direction. Each piece became a star in my vision until I closed my eyes and blackness surrounded me. Amari thrust a few more times before collapsing on top of me. His heart beating through the wall of his chest and into mine.

“Oh my God, Amari. That was the most intense thing I’ve ever felt in my life.”

“You were so fantastic. That was beyond intense,” he panted breathlessly into my breasts.

I felt him slip out of me as he rolled to the side, his arm draped across me. Our bodies pulled together by something more than ourselves. Our souls reformed into this new reality. We had been born again into a new world.
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