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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Sally was out with her friends Erma and Tracy at Maple Street Cafe in Pinecrest, and she was trying her best not to stare at her crush across the room. His name was Patrick Parrish, and she knew him from the music he posted on YouTube. He wasn’t famous at all, but she pretty much fell in love with him when she saw him singing at the library for a show a few months ago. She’d sat near the back of the crowd. She was positive that he hadn’t seen her, but she had been following him ever since that day, and now they were in the same room.

“Are you okay?” Erma asked.

Sally’s eyes widened as she turned to her friends. She hadn’t touched her sandwich in minutes. Not since she saw Patrick sitting across the room with his friend. “Yeah,” she said and picked up her breakfast sandwich. “Totally fine. Just thinking about my upcoming piece for the magazine.”

“They don’t pay you enough,” said Tracy.

“I enjoy doing it, and it’s good for my resume,” said Sally.

“I guess,” Tracy said with a bunch of attitude. She’d already finished her omelet, so she reached over the table to steal a potato from Sally, but she didn’t mind. She was trying her best not to pay any attention to Patrick. It was impossible, and their eyes met the next time she looked at him. A breath caught in her throat. “What is with you?”

“Nothing,” Sally said quickly, trying to calm herself, but Patrick was saying something to his friend while he stared directly at her. She rubbed her hands together beneath the table, nerves crawling over her skin. She’d had a few boyfriends, but none of them played the guitar and sang like an angel with a far-too-handsome face. He had brown hair and a sharp jawline and perfectly plump lips, and he was headed right at her.

“Hey,” he said.

Her friends looked at him with wide eyes, but Sally was ready for this moment. “Hi,” she said with a casual smile. “I’m a fan.”

“No way! Seriously?”

“Yeah, I saw you at the library once and liked your videos on YouTube. Hopefully it helped the algorithms.”

Patrick smiled broadly. “Every little bit helps,” he said and glanced at the open chair next to her. “Do you mind?”

She shook her head. She loved how he hadn’t even glanced at her friends, which she knew they hated. He was staring directly at her, soaking her up with his gaze. “Do you think your friend will be mad at you?”

Patrick glanced over his shoulder and grinned. “Mark will be fine. He’s a big boy.”

“So, when’s your next show? I’d love to see it.”

His eyes brightened. “My friends and I are actually getting together at Echo Cave on Thursday night. I’m going to play around the fire while we roast marshmallows. We’re getting there a bit early so I can set up to play.”

“That’s awesome. We’d love to go, wouldn’t we?” Sally asked and turned to her friends with a smile.

“Uh, yeah. That sounds fun. I haven’t been to the cave in years,” said Erma.

“Yeah, I could go,” said Tracy.

“Great!” Sally turned back to Patrick with a bright smile on her face. “We’ll be there.”

“Take my number,” Patrick said and held out his hand for her phone. She handed it to him, fangirling inside but totally cool on the outside. “Here you go,” he said and passed the phone back to her.

“Thanks. Can’t wait.” She smiled at him while he stood and went back to her friend, leaving her totally in awe, but her handsome singer had a few femme secrets hiding beneath that masculine facade.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

“I don’t know if we should go to the cave,” Tracy said smugly as the girls sat in the apartment that Erma and Tracy shared. They all met while taking classes at the university in Seahaven but lived in Pinecrest. Sally had a studio apartment above a pharmacy downtown. “Do you really think those guys are okay?”

“Why wouldn’t they be?” Sally asked harshly. She was getting fed up with her friends and their attitude. She’d been looking forward to the cave all week, and the last thing she wanted to do was give up on the evening now. “Trust me, Patrick is cool.”

“How would you know?” Tracy asked, smirking in a way that made Sally uncomfortable. “Are you his stalker or something?”

“No!” Sally crossed her arms. “I saw him at the library and followed his YouTube page. I hardly think that’s stalking.”

Erma looked uncomfortably at her friends, wondering if she should say something. She wanted to go to the cave, but Tracy had such a dominant personality that Erma feared crossing her. She dropped her head and waited for her friends to work it out.

“Ha! Erma, tell her it’s stalking!”

Erma’s cheeks burned red as she balled her hands into fists. Instead of saying anything, she shrugged.

“Leave Erma out of this,” Sally hissed. She was fed up with her friend’s behavior. She threw her arms out and raised her voice more than she intended. “You’re always so negative! All you do is complain! You never want to do anything unless it’s your idea!”

Tracy rolled her eyes and opened her phone, but Sally wasn’t done with her. She marched across the room and snatched the phone out of Tracy’s hand. “No!” she screeched. “You can’t just take out your phone and ignore me! I’m tired of your attitude, Tracy!”

“Jeez! If you want to see Patrick so much, just say it!” Tracy hollered and got in Sally’s face. She snatched her phone back from her friend. “You don’t have to attack me just to get some dick from Patrick.”

Sally balled her hands into fists. She was tempted to hit her friend but was cool enough to keep her hands to herself. Instead, she decided maybe she didn’t need her friends. If they weren’t willing to do what she wanted when she followed them around all the time, then maybe they weren’t really her friends.

“You know what? I’ll just go by myself.”

Tracy scoffed. “Why do you have to act like that?”

“Me? You think I’m the one acting like a bitch?”

“Yeah, maybe I do!”

Sally opened her mouth to scream but stopped and turned towards the door.

“Fine,” Tracy said when Sally placed her hand on the knob. “We’ll go with you, won’t we, Erma?”

Erma nodded, looking incredibly uncomfortable. She was a bit tired of Tracy as well. She and Sally often talked about how much of a bully she was behind her back, but they’d all been friends for so long that they didn’t know how to stop hanging out with each other. Sometimes it felt like they were more sisters than friends.

“I don’t know. Are you going to be weird? I just like his music.”

Tracy scoffed. “Look, you can pretend if you want, but it’s clear how you truly feel. I don’t care either way. I just don’t want you to get a boyfriend and become one of those girls who can’t stop talking about him.”

“You mean like you did with Tyler?”

“Don’t talk about Tyler!” Tracy never wanted to hear that man’s name again! Not after how he left her for that skank Karen. “When does the show start? I’m ready for a drink.”

“He’s playing in a couple hours,” Sally said with a smile as she settled back into the room. Her friends pissed her off sometimes, but she loved them regardless.

***

Patrick stood naked in front of his dresser debating between regular boxer briefs and the men’s lingerie he normally wore. Sally messaged him a few hours ago to say that she would be at the show, and he was really hoping to score with her. He didn’t often meet girls thinking he would get into their pants, but there was something about the way she looked at him that made him want to try. He wanted to see how far he could get with her.

He ultimately decided on a black cotton thong that had a little pocket in the crotch for his dick. He slipped into it and then put on his socks and jeans. He grabbed a T-shirt and pulled it over his head. The T-shirt had the faces of Rick & Morty on it. He didn’t love the show, but it was an easy conversation starter. He always wore conversation-starter T-shirts to his shows.

He grabbed a jacket since it was a bit cooler in the cave and walked out of the door with his guitar slung over his shoulder. His palms grew sweaty around the steering wheel as he drove to Echo Cave about an hour inland from Pinecrest. It was next to a small town that had taken over the large cave to use it as a tourist attraction and revenue generator. They had spaces where people could make fires, a live concert stage, a bar, and areas for sand sports like frisbee and volleyball. Echo Cave was one of Patrick’s favorite places in the world, and he couldn’t wait to see how things went with Sally there.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Patrick was unmistakable in the crowd. Sally saw him the second she rounded the corner where he was sitting in a large gathering of people. Sally wasn’t expecting to see so many of his friends. It was rather intimidating seeing how many of the people standing around Patrick were beautiful women.

“Looks like you have some competition,” Tracy said in a bitchy voice as she hooked her arm with Sally’s. “Those girls are hot.”

“Shut up,” Sally hissed. “I’m just here to see him play and support a local artist.” Sally’s voice was steady, but her heart was quivering. The truth was she wanted Patrick to be hers. She wanted him to sing to her while she lay naked on a bearskin rug with a roaring fireplace between them.

“Right,” Tracy said doubtfully. “If you say so.”

“I do say so,” she said and moved forward, catching Patrick’s gaze. His face brightened when their eyes met. She continued without her friends, Patrick pulling her to him like metal to a magnet. “Hi,” she said when they were within earshot of each other. “You got a pretty good turnout.”

“They’re the same faces that always show up,” he said and glanced over his shoulder for the briefest of seconds. “It’s nice to see a new face for a change.”

Sally’s body warmed all over as he stared at her. He had soulful eyes and a charming smile. “My friends also came. Hope you don’t mind,” said Sally. She pointed over her shoulder at Tracy and Erma. They were dolled up pretty cute, and Sally noticed a few guys checking them out when she looked around. “We’re going to go get a drink before you start.”

“Ooh, could you get me a coke?”

“Sure,” she said. “Coming right up.”

“I’ll be here waiting.”

Sally turned away from Patrick, feeling her insides burn as she walked over to her friends with folded lips. She hadn’t yet learned about the tiny little thong that Patrick was wearing beneath his pants, but for now, she was head over heels. She thought she’d scored a huge fish. She didn’t even care if Patrick had been with those other girls if he kept looking at her the way he did.

“So, what did your lover boy say?” asked Tracy.

“We’re getting a drink,” Sally said and pulled her girlfriends away from where Patrick was setting up his guitar. They went to the bar and ordered margaritas along with the coke for Patrick. Tracy and Erma asked questions about him and his friends, but she didn’t really have the answers. “You guys should introduce yourselves.”

Tracy looked pensive. “Maybe.”

“You should! Don’t be afraid!”

“I’m not afraid,” Tracy snapped. “I just don’t want to get hurt again. Why did Tyler have to be such an asshole?”

Erma gasped just as Tracy asked the question. “What’s wrong?” Sally asked her. Erma shook her head, but Sally followed her gaze and saw exactly what the problem was. She cursed under her breath, turning to get Tracy away from the situation, but she saw him. Her ex. With the girl he’d left her for, Karen.

“Don’t worry about them,” Sally said quickly and tried to pull Tracy away from the situation. “Remember, there are plenty of guys hanging out with Patrick. Why don’t you find one to make him jealous?”

Tracy stopped and took a breath. She sipped her margarita for five seconds straight as she calmed herself. It didn’t matter that Tyler had brought his skank to the cave the same night she was there. She was going to find a man like Sally suggested. “You’re right, Sally. I’m sorry for being such a bitch earlier. Please don’t stop being my friend.”

Sally chuckled. “Never. Let’s get back, though. Patrick is about to start playing.”

Tracy and Erma nodded, all of them smiling as they went back to the fire Patrick and his friends had built. Erma and Tracy quickly found dates, but Sally didn’t feel alone. Patrick stared at her pretty much the entire time he played, and it felt like she was in her fantasy, lying naked in front of a fireplace on a bearskin rug. His voice was angelic, and his guitar playing made her pussy tingle, but she wasn’t afraid of a little stimulation. She couldn’t wait to show Patrick just what she could do behind closed doors if he let her.

“Thank you, guys. I don’t know what I would do without your support,” Patrick said at the end of his performance. He gave out a few business cards to people who’d shown up while he was playing. Tyler and his new girl even came over at one point but quickly left when he saw Tracy cuddled up with a new guy. His quick departure made Sally and Tracy share a look and a laugh.

Patrick pulled Sally away from the crowd when he finished. They went to the bar first so that he could get a drink stronger than coke, and then they walked deep into the cave until they found a quiet spot where they could talk. “I forgot how fun Echo Cave could be.”

“I love it,” he said. “I recorded my first music video here.”

“I saw it,” she admitted. “I guess I didn’t realize it was at Echo Cave, but I should have assumed.”

“We can go to a new cave for my next video if you want,” he said and scooted a bit closer. “I’d love for you to record it.”

“I don’t know if I should handle video equipment, but I can write a story for you in The Gazette.”

“Are you a writer for The Pinecrest Gazette?” Patrick asked excitedly. She blushed and nodded. “Are you kidding me? I would love to have a piece in there! I’ve asked your editor at least three times and always get denied.”

“Oh, I had no idea. I’m sorry that happened.”

Patrick’s eyes softened. “Are you kidding? It’s not your fault at all.” He wrapped his arm around her lower back and pulled her legs onto his lap. “Do you really think she will bite if you pitch the piece?”

“Yolanda listens to me, but I can’t guarantee anything.”

“It’s the thought that counts,” he said softly and placed his fingers on her jawline. She softened at his touch, leaning into his body, feeling his warmth. His smell deepened her desire for him. It was fresh and earthly, like he’d spritzed himself with cologne before going on a hike through the woods. “I need to kiss you,” he said.

“Kiss me,” she begged him.

He moved closer and pressed his lips firmly against hers. She moaned into his mouth as he touched her tongue with his, suffocating her with pleasure. She needed him. All of him. She needed to feel him inside of her, stretching her tight little pussy that hadn’t been fucked in ages. Hearing him sing and strum his guitar had her lust in overdrive, and Patrick was her target.

“I need you,” she said and moved to straddle his lap. She kissed him once before pulling her lips away, overwhelmed with the sensations coursing through her. She wasn’t sure she’d ever wanted a man as much as she wanted Patrick at that moment. “I need you, Patrick. Please take me.”

His cock was hard against his jeans and pressed into her ass. He knew that she could feel it by the way she moaned a little each time it throbbed. He grabbed her breasts through her shirt and squeezed them as he fucked her ass through the clothes. If there weren’t so many people around, he would fuck her right there in the cave. He’d been thinking about how badly he wanted to fuck her the entire time he was playing. Constant imaginary images of their lovemaking flashed through his head.

“We have to get out of here.”

“Let’s go to my place,” she said.

“Where do you live?”

“Downtown Pinecrest.”

“Me too,” he said and kissed her hurriedly. He was obsessed. On edge. He still hadn’t shown her his tiny little thong, but he hoped she didn’t mind. He hoped she could understand that he liked to keep in touch with his feminine side by shaving his legs and wearing cute lingerie. “What about your friends?”

“Can you drive us? I’ll let them take my car.”

“You sure?”

“Positive,” said Sally. “I want to be back at my place as soon as possible.” She rocked her hips to ride the outline of his cock through the jeans, wishing that they were already back at her house so that she could take his dick once and for all, but she was in for a surprise.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“I love your apartment,” Patrick said when they stepped inside. “It’s super cute in here.”

“Yeah, I really like it.” She looked around the room to appreciate the minimalist and feminine atmosphere. She had a huge bed with a pink duvet behind a room divider and her living room in the front. “I feel at peace when I’m at home.”

“That’s all you can hope for in a home,” he said.

She agreed. “I’ll have to see your place next time. You live close by?” She waved for him to follow her to the small kitchen area where she fixed them a couple of gin cocktails.

“Not too far,” he said. “You’re welcome at my place whenever you want to go there.”

She smiled at him, loving how calm he was in her presence. So many guys weren’t comfortable in their skin, but Patrick was as relaxed as could be. Sally was also a part-time photographer in addition to her writing for The Gazette, and she just needed a picture of him.

“Let’s take a picture of you with your drink. Stand by the window.” She pointed, and he looked confused. “You want to take a picture of me?” he asked in a deadpan voice.

“Yes! Get over there!”

He sighed but did as he was told. Sally got a lot of good shots of him. He looked moody in the first few pictures but broke down the longer she clicked the camera, and his smile was absolutely gorgeous. She could easily see him on the cover of a magazine with every girl in America obsessed over his looks.

“There’s something you should know about me,” Patrick said abruptly, shifting the mood in an instant.

“Is everything okay?” she asked, nervous to hear whatever he was going to say. “It sounds serious.”

Patrick took a deep breath and unbuttoned his jeans. A million thoughts ran through her head. Did he have some type of condition? Was his penis super small? Too big? Did it curve at a weird angle? She was a forgiving person, but she was not at all prepared for what she discovered beneath his jeans.

She covered her mouth, her eyes widening. “Is that… a thong?”

“Yes, and it was made especially for men, thank you very much.”

Sally stifled a laugh. She wasn’t turned off. The outline of Patrick’s cock looked rather enticing beneath that tiny piece of fabric, but his matter-of-fact attitude was rather adorable.

“If you don’t like it, I can leave.”

“Oh, don’t be like that. It was a surprise more than anything.”

“So, you don’t mind?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Is that all you like to do?”

Patrick looked around guiltily, wondering if he should tell her how he harbored fantasies about wearing more than just his thongs but had never worked up the courage. She saw right through him. She chuckled and stood.

“Hmm, what else do you like to do, mister? Tell me.”

“Nothing,” he said, trying to brush it off. “Really, it’s nothing.”

“Do you want to take a peek in my closet and find something cute to wear?” Sally asked as she tried to suppress a laugh, but it was bubbling to the surface, and she couldn’t stop it no matter how hard she tried. Patrick felt completely humiliated as he stood there in his skimpy black thong and the Rick & Morty T-shirt. She shook her head in amusement as she grabbed his wrist and pulled him to her bedroom.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“We’re finding you something to wear.”

“I don’t want to wear anything from your closet!” he hissed.

“Yeah, right,” she laughed. “Why don’t we do a skirt? I can still suck your dick in one of those.”

“You want to suck my dick while I’m wearing a skirt?” he asked in a soft voice, contemplating if he was dreaming or not. He gave himself a pinch just to make sure that he wasn’t.

Sally shrugged. “Why not? Your cock looks super sexy in that thong!”

“You really think so?”

“What happened to your confidence? Aha!” she held up a short denim skirt with a stretch waistband. “Put this on and take off that silly T-shirt. I have something cuter for you to wear.” 

He did as she said, his heart racing when he stepped into the skirt to pull it up his legs. He’d always wanted to wear a skirt but never got around to buying one, so he couldn’t help but check himself out in the mirror, gasping when he saw his reflection. His shaved legs looked far more feminine than he’d been expecting.

“Damn, girl!” Sally said with a laugh. “Those smooth legs look hot. I didn’t know you shaved.”

“I have for years,” he said defensively. He felt naked standing in front of her without a shirt. Sally had one in her hand to give him but decided she would rather have him without a shirt. She tossed it over her shoulder and pushed him onto her bed. He gasped when he bounced on the mattress.

“How about I just join you?” she said and took off her shirt. She stared at him as she unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arm. Patrick licked his lips and stared at her, rubbing his cock mindlessly through the thin black fabric. “Do you like that?”

“I love it,” he said.

“What about the skirt?”

“It’s perfect.”

“We’ll have to do more next time.”

“Yeah? What else?”

“I bet you want a cute top, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said in a breath.

Sally smirked as she reached up his skirt to rub his dick through the tiny black thong. She pressed her thumb against his tip and rubbed it in small circles, listening to his moans as she worked his cock. Her pussy was crying for attention, but she was sprung over her handsome musician and wanted to hook him while she had him, so she focused on his needs and his desires.

“Maybe a little makeup too?”

“Yes, please.”

“Heels?”

“It’s my dream,” he said.

“I can’t wait to make your dreams come true.” She slipped her fingers into the thong and took his dick into her hand. He moaned loudly when she pulled it out of the side of the thong to stroke it. “You want to keep that thong on, huh?”

“Yes!”

“You’re a naughty girl, Patrick.”

“Fuck,” he cried. He didn’t know why, but he fucking loved being called a girl. All he wanted was to feel like a girl for once in his life. He’d always had the desire, but nobody before Sally had made him want to say it aloud. Nobody before her made him feel this fucking crazy, either, and he had to make her feel good.

“What are you doing?” she whimpered when he tried to move her. “Let me suck your dick.”

“Then you’re sitting on my face after.”

“Fuck,” she moaned before parting her lips to take his dick into her mouth. She gave him head for five minutes, and then he pulled her onto his face after stripping her completely naked. She cried out when he sucked on her clit and slid his tongue between her folds, but she fucking loved it. She loved how he held her by her thighs and completely dominated her pussy.

“Yes! Fuck me!” she begged him when he turned her over to her back and threw her legs into the air. “Give me that big dick.”

He held the base of his thick, seven-inch cock and slapped her pussy with it. She whimpered when he pushed his tip against her folds, stretching her ever so slightly. “You feel so good!”

“Give me that dick, Patrick. I can take it.” He cursed when he pushed into her. She scraped her nails against his chest as he sank deeper into her pussy. “Yes! That dick feels so fucking good!”

“Not as good as this pussy,” he moaned against her ear. He held her tightly in his arms, her legs wrapped around his body. He wanted nothing more than to feel her cum on his dick. He held his hand around her neck as he fucked her slowly, licking her earlobe while her pussy throbbed around his dick. It was so warm and tight and stripped his senses of anything negative in the world.

“I’m so close!” she cried.

“Me too,” he confessed. He pounded his cock deep as she screamed. She tightened her legs around him and pulled him down for a wet, sloppy kiss. He pushed his fingers into her hair as he fucked her with long, hard thrusts. She whimpered against his lips as she got closer and closer to orgasm.

“Cum with me!”

“Yes!” he hollered against her ear. 

She arched her lower back and started creaming all over his cock as she cried out at the top of her lungs. He cursed and held her breasts as he stared down at his skirt-clad waistline with unwavering satisfaction. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations of Sally’s pussy walls massaging his cock to orgasm, grunting loudly when she finally pushed him over the edge.

“Fill me up!” she cried. “Yes! I feel it!”

He collapsed against her body while his cock unloaded inside of her, staying deep for several moments longer before she finally pushed him out. He rolled over and pulled her with him, moaning when she was on top of him with her breasts pressed against his chest.

“If you really want to do those things, we can do them.”

Patrick stayed silent as he stared into her eyes. They were so full of love it hurt. He’d always dreamed of being with a girl who would indulge his fantasies, and now his dreams were finally coming true.

“I’d like that a lot.”

“Good, me too,” she said and gave him a long kiss.

to be continued…


STAY CONNECTED

Thank you again for reading Cavern Dreams. Patrick & Sally have a bit more to do, so they’ll have at least one more book. Find it on Patreon in the Harborview collection. I’m also thinking about intertwining their friends for more books, but I make no promises. Stay tuned! 

Cavern Dreams is from the Harborview series, which includes standalone stories featuring the same public settings, recurring background characters, and lots of different couples finding lust or love. There’s no telling who will pop up next! Enjoy!

Explore my website to find everything you need to know about my sweet and steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and free books as they are available. Read stories of mine on Patreon that you won’t find anywhere else. You can also find some of my new books for free on Booksprout before they are released in exchange for a review.

I cherish you for reading ♥ 
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