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Frankie has always had a type: hot, leggy, and blonde. 

So that’s why he’s understandably confused by his attraction to Jeanie, a slim, dark-haired, and vivacious trans girl who’s just moved to town. She’s fun, smart-mouthed, and far too cute for words, and she begins to light up his life in ways that he didn’t know were possible. 

But Jeanie has scars—deep ones—that can sometimes send her into a troubling spiral, and worse, her past eventually catches up with her in the worst way. Can he still love her? Or more importantly, can he be the person that she needs? 

Jeanie’s Lamp is a genuine, friends-with-benefits to lovers erotic trans romance novel that addresses realistic issues and contains large amounts of sometimes intimate, sometimes filthy sex. 
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Chapter 1 


Grab. 

Dunk. 

Scrub. 

Rinse. 

Stack. 

Repeat. 

For six to seven hours most Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays, that was my life as a dishwasher at one of the town's most popular diners: The Hot Rod. 

Yeah, I laughed every time I said the name too. 

Due to the ridiculous amount of traffic the restaurant tended to get—especially over Winter Break—the dishes were three feet high when I came in and didn't get any smaller until the place closed. It didn't help that we were known for having the hottest, nastiest, most badass chili in the southeast. People flocked from miles around to try to finish a bowl of the slop in order to get a T-shirt, a coupon for another bowl of the stuff, and a place on the 'Wall of Badasses.' To give you a good idea how hot this stuff really is, there were only twelve people on the wall after ten years of serving it. 

Yeah, it was no joke. 

While great for business, it meant that washing the bowls the stuff was served in was absolute hell. It stuck to the porcelain dishes like cement, and unfortunately for me only constant, vigorous scrubbing was able to get it out. For all my complaining, though, I actually didn’t mind it too much. There was something kind of zen about the whole thing, especially since we were allowed to listen to music while working. 


I was just beginning to get into a groove when a loud, booming voice called me from behind the double doors leading to the dining room. 

"Francis! Get out here!" my manager yelled. 

I rolled my eyes and groaned. The only time he called me out to the floor was to wait tables, and if I remembered correctly, that was specifically not in my job description. Still, I rather liked having a steady source of income and the tips were good, so I threw the quickly disintegrating sponge into the murky dishwater and pulled off my gloves before heading out, wiping the sweaty bangs of my dark brown hair out of my eyes. 

As soon as I stepped through the swinging doors a black cloth hit me square in the face, causing me to stumble and nearly run into one of the prep stations. 

"We're swamped. You're in section four," my manager grunted. He barely spared me a glance, and my face soured as I stared down at the chubby man. 

His greasy dark hair was slicked back and his red polo shirt was tucked sloppily into his black slacks like usual. Along with his beady brown eyes, all he needed was a sleazy thin mustache and he'd be the spitting image of a pedophile—or worse, a 70s porn actor. 

Just because he was the owner’s son he felt as though he could treat everyone below him like shit, even though he was only five or so years older than me. Well, that wasn't exactly true; he mostly only treated me like shit. It probably had something to do with the fact that one of our best and most popular waitresses—Bobbi—had taken somewhat of a liking to a lowly dishwasher like me, and by that I meant she sometimes smiled at me and we occasionally exchanged pleasantries. Calling us anything even approaching friends would be a stretch. 


I spotted her approaching the counter to pick up an order, her uniquely sweet perfume reaching me before she did. Speak of the devil. 

"Wow, working the floor today? Finally movin' on up in the world, huh Frumbleby?" she said with a smile, picking up two plates containing hamburgers and french fries. 

Incidentally, Francis Umpleby was my full name. I'd gotten a lot of shit over the years for my name being 'girly', but having the initials 'F.U.' was pretty convenient when I needed a comeback. For example: 

'Francis is such a girl's name!' 

'Oh, yeah? Well, my initials say F.U.!' 

Hey, no one ever said it was a good comeback. 

Anyway, she'd combined my first and last names to make an entirely new one that made me cringe every time she said it. If she weren't so hot I might've told her to fuck off, but instead I grinned and shrugged my shoulders, taking great pleasure in the way my manager glared jealously at me. 

"Yup, finally gettin' a piece of that pie,” I returned, hating myself immediately. 


She laughed and shook her head and I felt my chest swell with pride. She could've called me a fat, sweaty loser and I'd have smiled and agreed just to keep her talking. 

The girl was simply way too hot to be working in some dinky diner in Georgia, even if it was popular. Her long, wavy blond hair was currently tied back in a loose ponytail, only accentuating her flawless cheekbones and chemically white teeth. She had the classic coke bottle shape with an ass that I'd pay good money to sink my teeth into and breasts that could easily fill my hands to overflowing. She looked like a young Heidi Klum or maybe a bit like Karlie Kloss if you squinted, and it wouldn't surprise me in the least if she moved to New York and became a model after high school. 

Weirdly she wouldn't tell me what her real name was. Every time I asked she'd push out her chest, throw me a smile, and with a wink, say 'Bobbi!' Which was too bad since I wanted nothing more than to stalk her Instagram account to look for photos of her in a bikini. Since she went to a rival high school I couldn't even ask around, and the last thing I wanted was for it to get back to her that some creep was trying to find out her name if they even decided to help me at all. 

Nevermind how creepy it was that I wanted to find photos to maybe jerk off to. 

She disappeared from view and I refocused on my job, wincing as I noticed that my assigned section was already looking antsy. I quickly tied on my serving apron and pasted on my best customer service smile before jogging over to the angriest looking customer I could see. 

"Sorry for the wait, we had a couple of waiters elope right before the dinner rush. Can you believe they didn't invite me to the wedding when I was the one who introduced them in the first place?" The man stared up at me with a blank, confused look on his face and I winced. A swing and a miss. Well, I had never been that great at jokes, or developing a great rapport with customers for that matter. I was missing the kitchen already. "What can I get you to drink?" 


The man's brows unfurrowed and he folded his menu to hand it back to me. "Finally. I'll have a coke. Do you have Sierra Mist?" 

I blinked and glanced up at him, stopping mid stroke on my notepad. "I'm sorry, did you want a Coke or Sierra Mist?" 

"I don't understand. I clearly said that I wanted Sierra Mist. Are you new?" 

I grit my teeth as I finally realized what the man was talking about. Christ, I hated it when people referred to all soda as Coke; even pop was a better word. Worse, the asshole had the nerve to make it seem like it wasn't his fault for being an idiot. As much as I wanted to haul off and slam my pad down the guy's throat, I kind of wanted to keep this job. And maybe stay out of jail. 

"No, I get it now, sorry for the misunderstanding. Are you ready to order?" I ground out. 

"I'll have the beef stew. Haven't tried it yet and it looks decent." 

It took all of my willpower to not say 'you don't want that,' because out of all of the items on the menu the beef stew was the most deadly. Unless your stomach was made of adamantium or something chances were the soup would give you a severe case of the runs. 

Unable to meet the customer's eye I scribbled down the order. "We'll get that right out to you, sir." Smiling thinly, I turned and walked towards the kitchen to deliver the guy's death sentence. Another satisfied customer—at least until he ended up spewing his guts out through his ass. "Poor bastard," I mumbled to myself, saying a silent prayer for his soon to be raw anus. 

For the next hour or so, I continued doing things that were, again, specifically not in my job description—things like talking, walking, writing, and not looking like a pissed off eighteen-year-old who hated his life. After taking the orders of and serving at least a dozen customers, the dinner crowd had finally thinned out to a measly five or six tables. 

My feet hurt, my jaw throbbed, and my hands ached from writing and carrying plates, and resolving to head back to the kitchen to do my real job after one more order, I walked towards the last booth in my section that thankfully only had one person sitting in it. 

She was a rather pale, thin girl with curly, chin-length dark hair and vivid blue eyes that were almost hidden behind a pair of thick-framed glasses. A small, barely noticeable silver stud was pierced in the right nostril of her button nose, and her fingernails were painted a shiny black. She wore a slightly oversized leather jacket that did little to mask her slim form, and a plain pair of black skinny jeans that were tucked into a pair of scuffed black boots. At first glance I'd pegged her as some sort of nerd or hipster, but she lacked that too-cool-for-school apathy that most of the latter seemed to have. 

"It's about time, Frumps. I was starting to think you were ignoring me on purpose," she said, staring up at me with a slight smirk. It was then that I noticed the small silver lip ring on the left side of her bottom lip. Two piercings? Definitely not a nerd. 


I blinked at the name she'd called me, not quite sure if I'd heard her correctly. "Frumps?" 

"Short for Frumpleby. I thought I'd make the blonde chick's nickname for you even more obnoxious." 

Rolling my eyes I laughed and shook my head. I was starting to like this girl. "Sorry about your wait. What can I get you?" 

"Let's start off with a coke. Sprite, if you have it." 

I started to write her order down but paused to look back up at her. There was something in her expression that told me she was fucking with me and I frowned. 

"Okay, seriously, how long have you been here?" 

"Well, I've been watching you run around like a chicken with your head cut off for the past hour. You know, while you were ignoring me?" 

"When are you going to stop rubbing that in?" Though I could tell she was joking, I still felt bad for making her wait. Since I wasn't a regular server I didn't quite know how to keep track of the people who came and went. This wasn't the first time I'd accidentally ignored someone, though usually they tried to get my attention long before an hour had passed. 

"When it stops making you feel guilty." She grinned then and I rolled my eyes. 

"Can I suggest our beef stew?" I asked sarcastically. 

"No thanks, I like living." 


"Have you even had it before?" 

"Nope, but the look on your face when you were taking that other dude's order told me everything I needed to know. Plus, he didn't look so great on his way out. Or maybe that was just the way his face always looks." 

Okay, I definitely liked this girl. She was the only customer so far who'd been willing to even halfheartedly engage with my admittedly mediocre banter. That said I could almost feel my manager's eyes on the back of my head so I really needed to hurry it up. 

"Seriously though, what do you want?" 

"Just a slice of the chocolate cake, and some milk. Preferably before my next birthday." 

"No promises, but we can probably do that. When is it?" 

She seemed taken aback that I'd actually asked, but then her surprise fell into a slight smile. "Next week. Try not to take that long, though, and maybe I won't stiff you on the tip." 

"Like I said, no promises." I enjoyed the half-hearted glare she shot me and headed back towards the kitchen to deliver her order. 

"Who's that? A friend of yours? You seemed to get on well with her," Bobbi asked, leaning against the countertop in front of me. I couldn't help it; my eyes cut down to her cleavage for a split second, and judging by the amused smirk on her face when I looked back up she'd noticed. Busted. 

"Uh, I dunno. First time seeing her here, but then I'm not usually on the floor either." 


Predictably the manager chose that moment to separate us as he always did whenever we were within three feet of each other for longer than ten seconds. The guy seriously had it bad for her; not that I could blame him. 

"Francis! Get back to the kitchen after you deliver your order! Bobbi, you take over his tables," he grumbled. 

Sighing inwardly I rolled my eyes and moved to do as he asked. The guy was a master of cockblocking, though it was debatable whether he even had much of a shot anyway. 

I filled up a clean cup with milk, grabbed a slice of cake from the dessert display case, and hurried back over to the girl. "Full disclosure, I'm just a lowly dishwasher here. I have to get back to the kitchen, but Bobbi—the blonde girl—will take care of you. She's a way better server than I am, so looks like you lucked out." 

Her lip ring tilted upwards when she smirked. "Aw, don't sell yourself short, Frumps. You tried your best." She added just enough condescension to make me laugh, and I smiled at her once more before untying my apron and heading into the back to finish up the dishes so that I could go home. 

All in all, serving hadn't been that bad. I'd made a cool twenty dollars in tips to take home and had a few laughs with a customer, though on the downside the dishes were now double what they were when I'd left. I wasn't getting out of there for at least another couple of hours, and slipping the gloves back on with a sigh, I reached for the nearest plate and began to scrub. 

By the time I'd finally washed the last dish it was nearly eleven o'clock at night, also known as way past quitting time for the high schoolers. I quickly wiped down my station in the kitchen and made a beeline for the front doors, saying a quick goodbye to my older coworkers on the way out. The workers around my age had all already gone home an hour ago, and I'd be damned if I let myself be dragged into a conversation while I was already so exhausted. 


I was so bleary eyed that I nearly tripped over somebody in the parking lot as I made my way to my car. My initial thought was that someone was after my hard earned tip money, but realizing that it was only the slim girl I'd served earlier that evening, I forced my heart to stop throwing itself against my ribcage and let out a relieved breath. 

"Whoa, do you always stand in dark creepy parking lots in the middle of the night?" I joked. She smiled slightly at my ribbing but didn't say anything, which was slightly concerning considering how well our earlier banter had gone. She was like a completely different person now than she was then. 

"What's wrong?" I asked, barely believing that I was stopping long enough to care. I was about to pass out on my feet and here I was wasting precious seconds having a conversation of all things. 

"I was waiting on a ride home from my sister but she never fucking showed and now I'm stuck here in a dark creepy restaurant parking lot at midnight. That's what's wrong." Her jovial demeanor was long gone, and I could tell she was getting more and more upset. 

"It's actually only eleven fifty-five." When she glared up at me, I shrugged and shoved my hands into my pockets. "Have you tried calling her?" 


"No, I've just been standing out here with my phone like an idiot because I wanted to play Angry Birds," she spat, waving the device in my face. She sighed and shook her head a few seconds later, scratching at her already messy hair with her free hand. "Sorry, that wasn't cool, I'm just...she always does this. Maybe I can walk home." 

I winced and sucked in a small breath. The area wasn't exactly bad, but even I didn't want to be out alone at this hour. If she was on my milk carton the next morning when I was trying to eat my Fruity Pebbles I probably wouldn't be able to live with myself. 

"Tell you what. If you're within like five miles of here I can give you a lift." She looked up at me skeptically, and I rolled my eyes. "Trust me, I won't do anything. You're not even close to my type." 

"First, rude. Second, that's exactly what someone who would do something would say." 

I knew that she was sort of joking, though to be honest, I was a little annoyed that she'd automatically assumed the worst of me. I could certainly understand her being wary of a stranger, but I didn't exactly love having my generosity thrown back in my face. 

"Okay, well, stay out here in the cold then. I'm sure you'll be alright." 

I'd barely taken ten steps before I heard her boots thumping against the pavement behind me. 

"Hold up!" She jogged until she was keeping pace with me, and for the first time I really noticed how much bigger I was than her. 


She couldn't have been more than five foot four next to my own five foot ten inch frame, and that was when she was in boots. Nevermind that she was a stick while I actually attempted to work out a few times a week. I wasn't beefy by any means, but I kept in shape. 

"I didn't mean to imply that you would do that, 'cause you wouldn't. You're a cool, super nice dude. Right?" she asked, only looking mildly worried. 

"Yeah, that's me," I returned sarcastically. I unlocked my white Dodge Charger with the remote and opened the door. It was sort of my prized possession, but only because it was the most expensive thing that I owned. I'd bought it used, of course, and luckily the guy who'd owned it before me had treated her well and only sold her to buy a brand new Hellcat. I kept it in great shape out of respect to him, and also because I probably wouldn't be able to afford to buy another car until well after I graduated from college. 

"Swanky ride," the girl said, settling into the bucket passenger seat. She seemed to have gotten over her nervousness about riding with me as she buckled herself in like she'd done it a million times before. 

"Yeah, it only took a year and a half of washing dishes. No big deal." I reversed out of my spot, put the car in drive, and peeled out of the parking lot slower than usual because I had a passenger that I didn't want to freak out too much. 

She seemed to relax after a minute or so of driving and then I risked glancing over at her. "So, what's your name? I don't think I asked." 


"Jeanette. Most people call me Jeanie, though, except for my grandma." 

"Cool, I'm Francis. You can call me Frank or Frankie if you want." 

"Nah, Frumps sounds better," she said, smirking and leaning her head on her hand to stare at me. 

I rolled my eyes and bit back a sigh. It was slightly better than Frumpleby, somehow. "So where do you live, anyway? Am I even going in the right direction?" 

"Yeah, I think so. I'm on Abercorn and King. It's a vig white house, you can't miss it." 

I glanced over at her incredulously. "You mean you live in the big haunted place on the corner?" 

"Wait, haunted? I fucking knew it!" she said. "I told my mom that there was something off about it!" 

"Oh, man, I hope you don't get cursed or anything. You know what happened to the last people that lived there?" I asked, taking great joy in the look of worry that passed over her face. 

"Dude, that is so not fucking funny. I swear to God I will punch you." 

Ignoring her threat, I continued. "Apparently this guy was murdered there as a sacrifice by the Church of Satan, and his blood was used to paint these weird demonic runes all over the walls. I heard that his soul can't pass into the afterlife without a new sacrifice and it still roams the halls of the house at night as a shadow looking for its next victim." Her tiny fist embedded itself into my shoulder and I laughed again. "I'm fucking with you, relax. But the guy being murdered part was true. I think it was a home invasion or something like thirty years ago." 

She was quiet the rest of the way home after that, staring out of the window and only supplying short answers to everything I asked. I was feeling pretty guilty by the time I pulled up to her house, and putting the car in park, I unlocked the doors so that she could get out. "Alright, well...we're here." 

She sat and stared out of the window for a good half minute before turning to look at me, blue eyes pleading. "Can you come inside?" she asked. "Just until someone else gets home." 

I raised my eyebrows at the request. Not only was I two seconds away from passing out, but I didn't feel quite right just waltzing into some stranger's house. 

"What, and get murdered along with you? No thanks." She didn't even make an effort to leave my car after that and I sighed. "Are you seriously scared of that stupid ghost story? It was a joke." 

By now I could see that she was getting visibly upset, so sighing, I opened the door to get out. It was sort of my fault she was freaking out in the first place, and I unfortunately had an unusually strong sense of responsibility that regularly fucked me over in life. 

Jeanie smiled widely then, flinging open the door and hopping out of the car. She led me up the cobblestone walkway, looking around as though she expected something to jump out at them any second. 

As I followed her to the front door, I let my eyes wander over the old, white, two story house. The huge trees and missing patches of grass were just as creepy as I remembered, especially at night. The place looked like it'd had some work done to it since the last time I'd been there though, so at the very least it only looked half-haunted. It was amazing what some powerwashing and a fresh coat of paint could do. A little bit of landscaping and it might actually look like a real home. 


She slowly unlocked and pushed open the large heavy door to poke her head in. "Mom? Angie?" No one answered, so she fully entered the foyer and turned on the light. 

I whistled lowly as I looked around the large room. "Wow, I haven't been in here since my middle school urban exploring days. It looks a lot less creepy than I remember with, you know, light." 

"Thanks," she returned sarcastically. "My room's up this way." She took off for the creaky old stairs, scaling them two at a time like she'd lived there for years, and I was a little impressed that her short legs could accomplish the feat so easily. 

Still, I couldn't help feeling weirded out by the situation. Letting a complete stranger into your house was one thing, but your bedroom? People just didn't do that kind of stuff, and especially not with someone of the opposite sex. Even if I had no plans of doing anything she was just way too trusting. 

"Uh, aren't you okay now? I should be getting home, and I'm a guy, you know." 

She stopped long enough to look at me from over her shoulder. "So? What are you going to do?" 

I felt mildly insulted that she didn't seem worried about me in the least, as if a fake murderous ghost trumped a living potential assaulter somehow. "I'm going to go home." 


Jeanie fully turned around to look at me and scoffed. "Is this how Georgia guys are? First they make you wait forever to get some food, and then they ditch you in a haunted house? I thought you all had that Southern gentleman thing going on?" 

I stared up at her incredulously for a second before reluctantly following her up the stairs. It amazed me how a girl I'd only met a few hours ago already knew which buttons of mine to press to get her way. 

"That whole guilt trip thing's going to stop working at some point." 

Shrugging, she pushed open the door to what was presumably her room and turned the light on. "Yeah, but it's still super effective right now." 

She entered and jumped on her bed back first while I took her computer chair, not nearly comfortable enough to sit on the bed with her. I looked around her room curiously. There wasn't a lot to see yet since it looked like most of her things were still in boxes, but she'd set up her computer, television, and game consoles at least. 

"Wow, you have a lot of game systems," I said for lack of anything better to say. 

She pushed herself into a sitting position and shrugged. "My grandma buys them for me. Wanna play anything?" 

I glanced at the time on my phone and then up at her best attempt to look pitiful. Jesus, how did I let a girl I wasn't even trying to fuck make me lose sleep. 


"Yeah, I'm always up for kicking your ass in a racing game if you have any." 

Ten minutes later she was, to put it mildly, kicking my ass. We were sitting side by side on her bed in front of the TV, and she was comfortably in first place while I was fluctuating between third and fourth. It wasn't all that surprising since I hadn't played the game in years and she'd probably been playing non stop since it came out, but it still didn't make me feel any better to know that I was getting beaten so badly by a girl. 

So I pushed her over. 

"Hey!" Jeanie yelled, glaring up at me from her sprawled position and struggling to right herself. Her kart had fallen off of the track, putting her in fifth place and falling fast. 

Feigning ignorance, I glanced over at her with as much innocence as I could muster. "What's up? Lose your balance?" 

She tried to push me back, but I easily avoided her attempt while simultaneously knocking her onto her side again. Officially fed up, she tossed her controller away and tackled me onto the bed, causing me to laugh at how serious she was getting about the whole thing. 

When that didn't work she next attempted to wrestle my controller away, pressing herself fully against me to hold me down and keep me from moving. The more we fought, though, the more aware I became of her proximity, and just as I was just starting to worry about where this would go she suddenly jumped back and stared at me with wide, fearful eyes. She snatched a pillow from her bed, hugging it closely to her body while simultaneously shrinking away from me. 

"Hey, you okay?" I asked, sitting up on my elbows. There was something weirdly familiar about the way she was acting but I couldn't figure out what it was that was bothering me. 

"Yeah, I'm fine, sorry for jumping on you." 

I was just about to question her again when I heard someone running up the stairs, and then a young woman—probably somewhere in her early twenties—burst into the room. She looked a lot like Jeanie with her sharp blue eyes and short stature, but her hair was bleach blond and straight and she had at least two cup sizes on the younger girl. She took one look at us—two red faced, slightly panting teens—and her face immediately fell into a scowl. 

"Who the fuck are you?" the young woman shouted, entering the room with her fists balled and murder in her eyes. 

Jeanie quickly jumped up to stand between us, pillow still clutched in front of her. "Chill! This is my friend!" 

"Your friend, huh?" her eyes raked over me suspiciously. "I hope your friend isn't planning on staying the night." 

"Well, If you hadn't been two hours late picking me up he wouldn't even be here, Angie." 

The woman's face changed from angry to nervous in an instant. "I had some last minute problems to take care of at work. I meant to call you." 

"Oh, I'll bet. Did you have to find someone to fix your plumbing again?" 

Unfortunately I was unable to stop the sudden bark of laughter that slipped out of my mouth, turning the woman's angry glare back onto me, and realizing that I'd just overstayed my welcome I faked a yawn and stood up. "Well, I'd better be getting home. I'll see you around, Jeanie." 


I awkwardly slid around the two sisters and beat a quick retreat down the stairs to my car. I felt a little bad for leaving her with the responsibility of cleaning up the mess I'd left her in, but it was her mess. I'd told her it would be a bad idea from the start, and besides, I was tired. 

As I made the short drive home, I found my mind drifting back to the brief amount of time I'd spent with Jeanie. Despite her...physical shortcomings, she was a lot of fun to be around. Yeah, she was no Bobbi, but she had all the makings of a very good friend. 


Chapter 2 


The diner was slow for a weekday, and like usual when things were slow I was currently taking my sweet time washing dishes. I'd learned the hard way that if I finished them too quickly my manager would force me to do other chores like mopping or taking out the trash. Both were more strenuous than washing the same bowl for five minutes, and I liked to save as much energy as possible for more important things. Things like...well, thinking about Bobbi. 

She'd looked especially nice today with her blond hair in one long braid down past her shoulder blades. I'd always sort of liked that Aryan nation look—you know, the whole tall blondes with blue eyes thing even though hers were green. Maybe it was because I was half Jewish and had inherited a weird Stockholm Syndrome thing from my grandparents, even though that made absolutely no sense since it wasn't hereditary and both of them had managed to get out of the country well before the Anne Frank shit began. 

Point was, she looked hot. 

"Hey, Frumpleby! You have a visitor!" Bobbi called, briefly poking her head into the kitchen. 

I started slightly at the sound of her voice. Either I was thinking about her way too often or she had some kind of weird sense for when I was mentally ogling her. 

I took off my apron and gloves and headed out to the floor, and like I'd figured, it was basically dead in the restaurant; hence the reason my manager wasn't on my case just yet. More than likely he was in his office jerking off to pictures he'd secretly taken of Bobbi. There was something weird about the way he positioned his phone whenever she was nearby. 


I glanced around the restaurant until I saw Jeanie sitting awkwardly at the counter across from Bobbi. She looked different than I remembered from the night before, her curly dark hair combed into less of a rat's nest, and she was wearing what looked like lip gloss. She was also wearing nicer clothing, though it was just a black skirt over a pair of leggings and a white t-shirt, her outfit completed by a black leather jacket. 

For the first time I got a decent look at her chest and was frankly very underwhelmed by the sight of them. She was a B-cup on a good day, nothing like the handful I preferred which was another half strike against her. Personality could only get you so far. 

Ignoring the sly grin from my co-worker, I walked up to where she was waiting and leaned on the counter with my elbows. "Hey, what's up?" 

Jeanie tucked a few strands of hair behind her ear and smiled. "Just wanted to say thanks again for giving me a ride and staying until someone else got home. I know I kinda guilt-tripped you into it, but I really do appreciate it. And sorry about my sister yelling at you." 

"No big deal, I'll just cash in that favor later," I joked. She didn't laugh, though, and instead looked even more nervous. "Is that it?" 

"Well, you know how my birthday's next Tuesday? So, I'm having a little party I guess and wondered if you wanted to come over for it?" My surprise must have shown on my face as hers suddenly reddened and she began to talk a mile a minute. "I mean, I know it's weird because we've only known each other for like an hour but I just moved here and I don't have any friends or anything yet and I don't want to feel like a complete loser on my birthday and it's just going to be something super small, y'know, some cake and ice cream and video games and—" 


"Jeanie. Slow down." She took a breath and looked up at me, which was extremely unfair since I couldn't very well say no to those wide blue eyes. Jesus, it'd be like shooting a puppy if I declined. "I have the day off, so I'll be there. Your sister won't kill me, will she?" 

She smiled wider this time and finally looked a bit more like her old self. "Nah, I told her if she treated you like that again I'd tell mom she left me alone in a parking lot at midnight while she was banging the night guard at her job." she drummed her fingers on the counter and then hesitantly held up her phone. "Can I get your number? Just in case something comes up." 

"Oh, yeah, sure." I took the offered device and quickly typed in my name and number before handing it back. "There you go." 

"Cool." She opened her mouth as if she were going to say something else but just as quickly closed it again. "Well, I guess I'll see you later then?" 

"Sure, later." She smiled a final time and then turned to speed out of the diner, and a second later, Bobbi was leaning next to me with a huge grin on her face. 

"Aw, that was cute." 

Frowning, I rolled my eyes at her. "Shut it." 


"She totally has a thing for you. You know that, right?" she continued, undeterred. 

I fought the sudden urge to panic. Hearing the girl I liked think that I had something going on with the girl I didn't was the last thing that I wanted. 

"Nah, I doubt it. We're not even friends and I'm probably not her type." 

"Oh please, you're all tall, dark, and handsome. I'm sure she's doing everything she can not to jump you." 

Surprised, I looked over at her. Bobbi had called me handsome. And here I thought she only saw me as her so-not-cool-enough coworker. 

I didn't have much time to ponder this new development as a buzzing from my phone grabbed my attention. I pulled the device from my pocket and glanced at it, smiling at the message. It was from Jeanie: 

'Thx again!' 

I heard the sound of the manager's office door opening, so I quickly fired off a reply and headed back into the kitchen: 

'NP' 

I really didn't know what to think about her, but if I was being honest with myself, I was really looking forward to seeing Jeanie again. 


Chapter 3 


A week passed uneventfully. The most exciting thing that had happened was that someone had tried and failed the diner's Ultimate Chili Challenge, passing out halfway through and nearly suffocating in the thick sludge, so I was thankful when the day of Jeanie's birthday rolled around. 

The only hard part was that I didn't know what to get her since I barely knew her. In fact, all I knew about her was that she liked chocolate cake, video games, and was scared of ghosts, so instead of buying a gift, I decided to go the sentimental route and made something from scratch. 

I parked my car on the street since this time there were two others in the driveway that probably belonged to her parents. It was nerve wracking to have to meet them like this, but parents generally liked me. I looked just non-threatening enough to put a trigger happy dad at ease and just dangerous enough to make a mother think that I had ambition and was going places in life which unfortunately couldn't be further from the truth. 

I'd barely had the chance to ring the doorbell when the door flew open to reveal Jeanie staring up at me. She wore a plain white t-shirt this time, a pair of short cut off jean shorts that showed off her smooth pale legs, and nothing on her feet except for the same shiny black nail polish she had on her fingernails. Her hair was tied back into a short sloppy ponytail revealing the fact that she had two hoops in her right ear and her glasses were also missing, giving me a much better look at her icy blue eyes. Overall it was a look that I secretly liked, though usually only on tall, leggy blondes. 

"Hey!" she said, leaning forward to hug me. Not quite expecting it since we were hardly friends, I just barely managed to return it. "I'm so glad you're here, my family's already driving me crazy." 

"Hey yourself. Sorry I'm late, I kinda suck at wrapping gifts." I held up a very sloppily put together envelope with too many bows and enough tape to wrap four gifts. 

"No shit, that's terrible. But you didn't have to get me anything, you know." Despite saying that she smiled and snatched it from my hands before leading me into the dining room by my wrist. 

An older woman that I assumed was her mother sat at a large table next to her sister who was glaring at me like I'd run over their family dog. 

"Hi," I said, waving awkwardly as Jeanie placed my gift onto the table. 

The woman only half smiled, looking very wary of me. Either her sister had told her what happened the week before or there was something else going on. 

"It's nice to meet you...Frumps?" she asked, making a confused face at the nickname. 

"I go by Frank, or Frankie, really. Frumps is just what she calls me." 

"Because Frumps is your name. Deal with it already." 

Her sister scoffed loudly then, earning a shove and a glare from Jeanie. 


"So, how did you meet Jeanie? She hasn't started school here yet," Her mother asked, staring sharply at me. She seemed to be trying to look into my soul, which was disconcerting to say the least. I was only used to this sort of treatment from the dads of the family, which, judging by the complete lack of any male presence in the house, she didn't seem to have. 

"Uh..." I cut my eyes over to Jeanie and her sister, both of whom looked alarmed for probably very different reasons. At least she didn't seem to know about me being alone in the house with her daughter. "It's a...funny story, really. I served her at the diner where I work and we sort of hit it off?" I said. I could clearly see that she wasn't fully buying it, but she seemed willing to let it slide for now. 

"So you're a waiter?" 

"Sometimes, only when we're really busy. Usually I'm just a lowly dishwasher." 

She smiled slightly at my answer, though I still couldn't help but feel as though she really didn't want me there. Or maybe I was just being overly paranoid because of Angie's overt hostility towards me. Either way, I wasn't feeling particularly welcome. 

I reluctantly took a seat at the table next to Jeanie and across from her family, digging into the huge slice of chocolate cake that Jeanie had set in front of me, and though it tasted amazing it was hard to enjoy it because of the awkwardness. I was well aware of the three sets of eyes on me, and a little fed up with the silence, I turned to look at the only person who seemed like they didn't want to throw me out. 

"Get anything cool for your birthday yet?" 


The girl shrugged a shoulder, shoving another forkful of the dessert into her mouth. "The usual stuff—cash, clothes, and gift cards. Speaking of which, what did you get me?" she asked through a mouthful of chocolate. She hopped up and grabbed the flat package, shaking it as though it'd somehow help her figure out what was inside. 

"I didn't really know what you'd like. You know, since we just met and all," I mumbled, feeling like an idiot as she carefully opened it. Compared to cold hard cash my gift suddenly seemed underwhelming, and I wished that I could take it back and rush off to Target to find something else. I watched her eyes widen when she pulled the gift from its packaging and cringed at how lame it seemed now that she was actually looking at it. 

It was a plain manila envelope that contained a sheet of glossy paper, and on it there were four coupons I'd made in my cracked version of Photoshop. The first one was for a free ice cream cone, another was for a free movie, the third was for a drive to anywhere within fifty miles, and the fourth and last one was for a friend. She’d told me that she didn’t have any in town yet since she’d just moved, and I thought she'd appreciate it and find it amusing. 

So that's why I was alarmed when her face crumpled and she turned and ran up the stairs, leaving me wide eyed and a little panicked. I looked to her mother and sister for an explanation but they both just sat there staring back at me with indecipherable expressions. 

"Was that a bad idea?" I asked. 

Her mother was the first to speak, sighing and shaking her head. "No, she's just...going through a difficult time right now." 


I didn't know what she meant by that and she didn't seem particularly willing to offer up any more information, so I awkwardly stood and glanced over at the staircase where Jeanie had disappeared. 

"Well...is it okay if I go up and talk to her?" 

They exchanged a quick glance, and I noticed with some interest that neither of them looked quite as skeptical of me as they'd been when I arrived. "I think she'd like that." 

Excusing myself, I headed up the stairs to where I remembered her room to be. I didn't want to just barge in, so I knocked gently on the door and called out to her. 

"Jeanie? Can I come in?" She didn't answer me after a few seconds of waiting, so I decided to open the door and poke my head in just enough to make sure that she was decent. 

She was lying face down on her bed with her legs stretched out, and against my will my traitorous eyes couldn't help but notice that she had a pretty nice butt despite her thin frame—especially in her short shorts. I sat next to her on the bed and shook one of her pale bare legs with my hand. 

"What's up? You okay?" 

Sighing loudly, Jeanie sat up and leaned back against the wall, putting more distance between us than seemed necessary while hugging one of her pillows to herself. It mostly covered her face, but she positioned it just low enough so that she could stare at me with those piercing blue eyes of hers. 

"It's nothing. Your gift was really awesome." 

"Well, it made you upset, so it couldn't have been that great," I murmured. 


"No, really, I love it. So much. It doesn't have anything to do with you." 

I bit back a frustrated sigh. I wasn't great at the whole emotional thing, and even though I liked her well enough, I wasn't sure if there was anything that I could really do for her if she wasn't willing to talk to me. 

"Do you want me to go?" She shook her head sharply in reply. "Then do you wanna tell me what's wrong?" 

Jeanie looked at me for a few seconds, and as if she'd decided something with herself, began to speak. "I just...I lost all of my friends before I came here, so when you offered to be my friend I didn't know how to react. Especially since you're a dude; there's no way a guy would want to be anywhere near me." 

Out of everything I expected her to say, that hadn't even occurred to me. I'd wrongfully assumed that she was full of self-confidence and had no problem at least getting looks from guys, but for the first time I was beginning to see the cracks in her bravado. 

"What? Dude, no way. You're smart, cute, funny, you like video games...you can get all kinds of guys. Or at least the nerdy ones." 

She laughed bitterly at that. "Right, that's why I've barely even been kissed before. I'm eighteen fucking years old and I haven't even gotten on base." 

I felt my jaw drop at that. "Wait, seriously? You?" 

She shrugged pitifully and squeezed her pillow tighter against herself as though she were trying to fuse with it. 


I briefly considered that I might regret this, but looking at her downtrodden expression I couldn't let it slide. I scooted closer to her anyway until we were sitting side by side against her bedroom wall. 

She stared up at me, confused, but then her blue eyes widened when I gently gripped her chin and slowly leaned in close. I paused for a second, waiting for her to give me some kind of a sign that it was okay to continue, so when she closed her eyes and tilted her head I pressed my lips fully against hers. 

Her lips were remarkably soft and sweet, tasting vaguely of the cake and ice cream we'd just eaten. I moved my hand to the back of her neck, pulling her a little closer to help guide her somewhat clumsy movements. 

It was a pretty great kiss, I thought, even if she didn't start getting the hang of it until the end and strangely I'd enjoyed it a lot more than I thought I would. I was almost reluctant to stop, but any more and things might've escalated to a place where I didn't want them to go. 

"There. Now you've been kissed," I said, pulling away. I saw her eyes begin to water, and I was immediately worried that I'd completely misjudged the situation and ended up hurting her even more. "What's wrong now?" 

She stared at me then, eyes searching mine with a strange expression. She looked afraid for some reason, almost like she expected me to suddenly lash out and hit her at any minute. 

"You shouldn't have done that. I...need to tell you something." 

I felt my heart jump. Was she going to confess to me? Tell me that she wanted me to be her boyfriend now? Swallowing roughly, I leaned away a little more. "Okay?" 


She opened her mouth and closed it a few times like she was trying to find the right words to say until finally she sighed and bit her lip. "Promise not to hate me?" 

"Jeanie, unless you tell me you punt baby seals for fun or that you think my wicked awesome car is stupid, I'm pretty sure I can't hate you." 

She laughed a little, and I found the sound welcome after she'd set such a heavy atmosphere. Her pillow still in her arms, she got up and locked the door to her bedroom. She then walked back over until she was standing a few feet away from where I was perched on her bed. 

"Why'd you have to lock the door? Planning on murdering me?" I half joked, staring up at her. 

Jeanette rolled her eyes. "God, shut up for a minute." Taking a deep breath, she dropped the pillow to the ground. She then slowly began to unzip her shorts and pull them down her legs. 

Alarmed, I immediately turned my head away. "Jesus, what are you doing?" 

"Just shut up and look!" She kicked the shorts the rest of the way off to reveal a pair of white panties and straightened up to look at me, hands hanging awkwardly at her sides. 

I stared right back at her, confused. She was literally shaking as she watched me for my reaction, and I couldn't understand why—at least not until my eyes landed on the unmistakable bulge in her underwear. It took a few seconds, but I eventually realized what I was seeing and my jaw dropped. Jeanie was a guy. I couldn't speak for a long, awkward minute as my brain tried to reconcile the fact that this petite, pretty girl had a cock. 

She burst into tears and crouched down, burying her face in her knees. "I fucking knew it! Everyone thinks I'm disgusting once they find out!" 

Her sniffling snapped me out of my trance and I quickly stood and walked over to her, kneeling down so that my face was level with hers. "I'm not grossed out or anything, I'm just...surprised. You look so much like a girl." 

A brief scowl flashed across her face when she glanced up at me. "I am a girl." 

"Then you're a girl," I said, shrugging as I awkwardly rubbed her back in an attempt to calm her down. "Stop crying, Jeanie. I'm not, like...mad or anything." 

After a few seconds she lifted her head again and smiled slightly, and I knew then that I'd said the right thing. "You're really not grossed out by kissing me?" 

"No way, you're still Jeanie to me. You could've just told me though instead of stripping." 

“I didn’t think you’d believe me otherwise,” she said, and I had to admit that she was right about that. She leaned her head against my shoulder and I could practically feel the tension leaving her body. "Thank you." 

And even though I was doing my best to act cool, my mind was going a mile a minute as I tried to understand what the hell was happening. Jeanie had a cock. That fact in itself didn’t bother me, and I mostly understood the idea that she was born a male but at some point decided that she identified more as a female. 

No, the problem was that I seriously couldn't see it anywhere else on her. Now that I was looking closer her hands and feet seemed maybe a tad too large for her frame, but I couldn't tell if I was just projecting now that I knew she had a dick or if it was a legitimate observation. Even if it was accurate I also knew a few genetic girls who had huge feet, so it wasn't exactly solid evidence unless they were also hiding something in their pants. 

We lapsed into an uncomfortable silence, and the longer we sat there the more I found that my curiosity was getting the better of me. As terrible as it sounded, I didn't fully believe her. My brain was dead set on the idea that she must've had something stuffed in there, and though her tears had looked pretty real I was still left without cold, hard proof. Even as I looked at the slight bulge in her lap I couldn't quite wrap my head around the idea that this girl had a penis. She just seemed so much like every other girl I'd ever met. 

"Feel free to say no,” I started. 

Jeanie lifted her head to look up at me warily. "What?" 

"Can I, uh, see your dick?" 

She blinked a few times in disbelief, her mouth dropping open. "What?" 

"I said you could say no." 

She thought it over for a short while but then shrugged and silently stood up to pull down her panties, and to my utter disbelief, she actually did have a cock. It was half hard and maybe about four and half inches long, tapering towards the end. It was somewhat pink and stood out on her pale, thin body along with the small tuft of dark brown hair right above the shaft. Her dick looked weirdly feminine and fit her petite stature perfectly, and against my will I couldn't help but think that it was rather cute. 

I glanced up at her face to see that it was bright red, which yeah, made sense given the current circumstances. 

"Can I touch it? Is that weird? That's weird, right?" I asked. 

When she shrugged a shoulder and slowly nodded her head, I tentatively reached out a hand and grabbed it. She was obviously extremely nervous as I felt her pulse through her penis beating a mile a minute, and for that matter, so was I. I slowly began to roll it around in my hand, rubbing my thumb over the tip and smirking when she lightly jerked her hips forward. It was a weird feeling touching a dick that wasn't my own, but it wasn't altogether unpleasant. It was hot to the touch and smooth, curving upwards towards her flat stomach now that it was nearly fully hard. 

Emboldened by her lack of complaint I began to lift and study it, giving it an experimental squeeze every few seconds and marveling when it became even harder right afterwards. It was, quite frankly, fascinating. I pumped it like I would my own, being careful not to grip it too tightly. 

I was so enamored with her dick that I didn't quite notice when Jeanie began to squeak and moan above me, but I certainly noticed when a thick rope of cum splattered against my chin. Five or six more followed until it just dribbled out of the tip, and luckily I was able to aim it away from myself and towards her bed before it could get all over my shirt. She leaned forward to rest her hand heavily on my shoulder, needing it to steady herself lest she fall over. 

"Shit! I'm so sorry! I didn't even feel it coming!" Jeanie exclaimed, face somehow even redder than it’d been before. She looked distraught, though I couldn't really understand why seeing as how I was the one who'd done it to her. 


I just used a finger to scoop a small amount of cum from my chin and into my mouth, swishing it around and grimacing at the strange, salty flavor. The taste left a lot to be desired but it wasn't terrible, and had I really just tasted someone else's jizz? I'd always considered myself straight with maybe a few curiosities, so did this technically make me bi now? 

While I was pondering the idea she handed me a discarded t-shirt that I used to wipe the rest of it off of my hand and sat back down next to me on the floor, leaving her panties off for the time being. 

"Can I see yours?" she asked after I was done, sitting next to me on the floor. 

Surprised, I glanced over at her. "Uh, I don't know. Why?" 

"Why not? Is it tiny?" She looked really disappointed by my answer, which surprised me a little. No girl had ever been upset about not getting to see my dick before. 

"Why do you wanna see it?" 

She cocked her head and stared at me as if the answer were obvious. "Well, you saw mine, and I'm curious." 

I was glad to see that she was back to the brash and confident Jeanie I'd met at the diner, though in this situation I wasn't sure if that was a good thing. "I've never had any complaints, but I don't want you to feel like you have to do this." 

"Shut up. It's my birthday, you do what I want." 

Shrugging as I was unable to deny her logic, I stood up and pulled my jeans and boxer briefs down enough for my pride and joy to pop out, and unsurprisingly it was already pretty hard. All in all, I felt fairly proud of my cock. It was a little over six and a half inches the last time I'd measured and pretty thick, at least compared to what I'd seen in the gym locker room which to be fair probably wasn't the greatest barometer of normal dick size. 


"Damn, dude," she mumbled, licking her lips and wasting no time reaching a hand out to touch it. Her soft palm on my shaft quickly had me at full mast in seconds, and when she began to slide her hand slowly up and down my dick I instantly felt my knees begin to weaken. 

It was better than every handjob I'd had up to this point—which to be fair wasn't that many—though maybe it was also because she had a penis of her own and knew exactly what to do with it. It was through willpower alone that I didn't cum all over her, and after a minute or so of jerking me off she hesitantly leaned forward and stuck the head of my dick into her mouth. 

I couldn't stop myself from groaning a bit at the feel of her warm, wet mouth around my cock, and when she ran her tongue along the underside a few times and then began to bob up and down, I knew it wouldn't be long before I was done. For what was probably her first experience sucking dick, she seemed to be adjusting amazingly well. 

I reached down and pulled up her shirt, revealing cute little half handfuls with pink, pointy nipples that I absolutely had to play with. I began to gently pinch and tug at them with my fingertips, amused by the way they hardened almost instantly. She moaned around my dick at the feeling, sending little pleasurable sparks up my spine, and that was more than enough to make me cum. 

"Oh, shit," I gasped out, watching through half-lidded eyes as her cheeks caved inwards to increase her suction. Her vivid blue eyes looked up to meet my own as she swallowed the mouthful I'd deposited on her tongue, and to her credit she swallowed it with only a slight grimace. There was something incredibly erotic about it that threatened to make me hard all over again, but we were being risky enough as it was what with her mother and sister being right downstairs and probably wondering what we were doing. 

"So, let's see," she started, sitting back on her haunches to smirk up at me as I struggled to catch my breath. "I got a kiss, my first handjob, and gave my first blowjob. Three bases in one day. This is totally my favorite birthday." She stood up to kiss me, which I strangely didn't mind even though she'd just had my dick in her mouth. I could taste my cum on her lips; again, weird, but not altogether unpleasant. 

A pounding at the door forced us apart, and I quickly pulled my pants up while she pulled down her shirt and slipped her shorts back up her legs, kicking her discarded underwear under the bed. She glanced in the mirror to make sure there wasn't any cum on her face and opened the door, revealing her sister glaring at us like we were the scum of the Earth. 

"What?" Jeanie asked, trying to look like she hadn't just sucked a guy off and swallowed his cum a minute earlier. 

"It was quiet up here for a while. Everything okay?" Angie asked, glaring pointedly at me. I quickly averted my gaze which probably only made me look guiltier, but she was damn scary for a woman who was over three inches shorter and fifty pounds lighter than I was. 

Luckily Jeanie stood steadfast in front of the doorway, making it obvious that no one was getting in without a fight. "Peachy." 

Why was the door locked? What were you two doing?" Her sister asked, suspicious gaze shifting from Jeanie and over to me again. 

"Talking. That's what normal friends do." 

Angie frowned at the insinuation, thankfully turning her gaze back to her sister. "You're such a brat." 

"And you're not allowed to call the birthday girl names," Jeanie immediately shot back. 

The older woman sighed and rolled her eyes, apparently unwilling to continue the argument. "Fine, whatever. But I'm watching you. Both of you." Her sister childishly stuck her tongue out at us and walked away, missing the bird Jeanie flipped at her retreating back before she closed and locked the door again. 

We breathed a sigh of relief after she'd left because that was way too close. If she hadn't locked the door, no amount of explaining could have saved us—and more specifically, me—from her sister's wrath. Neither of us felt much like continuing whatever it was we were doing after nearly getting caught, so Jeanie instead walked over to her TV and picked up a couple of her controllers. 

"Wanna play something?" 

I blinked and stared back at her. It felt strange to just gloss over the fact that we'd gotten each other off in favor of playing video games. Still, I shrugged and grabbed one of the offered controllers. 


"Sure." 

While we played, we had a long talk about her past. She told me that for as long as she could remember she'd never felt like a boy and had been living full-time as a girl since she was eight, transferring schools to avoid any potential problems with her classmates not understanding or accepting her choice. It wasn't really a hard adjustment for her family to make since she was a small kid to begin with and her hair was already long enough that people had regularly confused her for a girl anyway, and her grandmother especially would nip any sort of bigotry that arose from her extended family in the bud. 

She'd been on puberty blockers since the age of nine to keep herself from developing into a man before taking estrogen beginning in high school to develop into a woman and it had worked perfectly; no one outside of her family knew that she was anything less than a girl. She'd had a lot of friends, and had even met a guy she’d really liked that she was thinking about dating. 

At least until someone she'd thought was a friend accidentally walked in on her using the restroom and had seen her penis. 

Her 'friend' had turned on her immediately, calling her names like 'faggot' and 'tranny' and 'freak' and spreading the news to the entirety of their school. A few of her closer friends had tried to stick by her in the beginning, but the constant snide remarks and bullying from their peers eventually led to her being completely isolated. 

The guy she'd been interested in had probably been the worst blow of it all. He was angry that she'd tried to 'make a faggot out of him' and had busted her lip when she'd tried to explain to him how sorry she was for not telling him sooner. 


After her assault and a failed suicide attempt her mother had taken a new job to relocate them, and she was incredibly grateful to both she and her sister for being willing to uproot their lives just so that she could get away from the horrible memories of her hometown. Not that Georgia was much better than North Carolina when it came to being accepting of trans people, but at the very least no one knew about her—until me, anyway. 

Still, I had to admit that I was surprised by how little her choice to live as a woman bothered me; maybe because she wasn’t hurting anyone just by being who she was, or maybe because I just liked her as a person. She deserved to do what made her happy like everyone else in the world, and I couldn't understand why her former 'friends' didn't feel the same. 

I was both amazed and saddened that she'd gone through so much in only the last six months, and as I lay awake in bed that night I felt myself begin to grow increasingly uneasy about what I'd done to her. Without knowing anything about her struggles I'd asked her to reveal herself to me, and I'd taken advantage of her fear to do whatever I wanted with her. 

Sure, she'd seemed to enjoy it enough, but I couldn't shake the feeling that she was just going along with it so that she wouldn't be alone, or worse, so that I wouldn't hurt her. The guilt from my actions and the thought that she might have been too afraid to say no made me sick to my stomach. No matter what I'd have to apologize the next time I saw her, even if she didn't think I had anything to apologize for. 


Chapter 4 


I went into school the next week with no small amount of trepidation. Winter break was over so it was back to the daily grind of senior year, but that wasn't what I was dreading. I mean, yeah, I wasn't looking forward to pretending that I cared at all about anything that was going to happen until graduation, but what I really wasn't looking forward to was seeing Jeanie again. Not yet. Not until I could figure out what I was going to say to her. 

I'd only communicated with her once since her birthday, replying to her text thanking me for showing up and being so cool about who she was with a terse 'no prob' and a thumbs up emoji. 

It wasn't like I wanted to be so aloof towards her. The guilt of what I'd done was just really getting to me, and somehow 'sorry I made you show me your dick' didn't particularly strike me as a worthy apology. 

I felt a light nudge in my lower back and glanced over my shoulder to see the very person I'd been thinking about, my heart jumping at the sight of her. She wore an oversized navy sweater over a pair of distressed black skinny jeans, her dark curly hair half covered by a bright yellow beanie. 

"Hey," she said, smiling up at me nervously. She shifted awkwardly as I stared down at her, and it was only then that I realized she might've been worried about my reaction to her approaching me at school. The last thing I wanted was for her to feel anxious around me or worry that I was going to expose her, so I pasted on what I hoped was a friendly smile and fully turned away from my locker to meet her gaze. 

"Hey yourself," I forced out. "Nervous about your first day of school?" 

"A little," she said with a shrug. "I'm a senior coming in for my last semester of high school. No one's going to be interested in becoming friends with someone they'll probably never see again in six months." 

I raised an eyebrow and crossed my arms over my chest. "So what does that make me?" 

"You're special. In the bad way." She laughed when I rolled my eyes, finally seeming to relax a bit in presence. 

"Well, don't write anyone off just yet. I'm sure you'll make some friends in your classes. Maybe even get a boyfriend, or girlfriend if you're into that." 

Her smile dropped slightly, and she shrugged. "Maybe." She stood in front of me uncomfortably for another few seconds, glancing away from the curious gazes of the other students in the hallway. 

I was just as aware as she was of their stares, because even though I wasn't especially popular or anything, everyone knew of me after three and a half years of walking the same halls together. It must've looked strange for me to be talking to a new girl no one had even seen before like we were old friends. 

"Well, guess I'd better get to class,” she eventually said. “Do you know where..." She lifted a slip of paper containing her class schedule and squinted closely at it. "...Mr. Kobalawski's AP Art class is? Wow, that's a name." 

I chuckled and motioned for her to follow. "Yeah, but it's really easy to miss. I'll just take you there, it's on my way." 

She smiled then, relieved, falling into step beside me. "Thanks." 

We didn't speak much more on the trek over to her classroom. I was too worried that she might've wanted to talk about what had happened on her birthday to fully lower my guard around her, and to my obvious relief she didn't seem especially willing to bring it up either. It looked as though we'd be able to put the whole thing behind us to move on as normal friends after all. 

We reached a secluded hallway covered by an elaborate mural, and judging by the faint sound of surprise she made when I opened the door for her she finally understood why I'd wanted to lead her there myself. The entrance was so well blended into the artwork that she probably would've walked right past it, and she wouldn't have been the first either. 

"Alright, here we are. I guess I'll see you around?" I asked, hands shoved deep into my pockets. 

"Yeah, probably." She looked like she was going to say something else but instead quickly turned and walked into the classroom, glancing back at me one more time with a look of confusion as the door shut behind her. 

It seemed like she could sense that something was wrong, but I still wasn't sure what to do about any of it. I wasn't sure if there was anything I could do about it besides apologize and try to make it right somehow. 

As I turned to walk to my first class of the day, the space next to me was suddenly filled by the person I least wanted to see at that moment. I liked the guy—Dennis—well enough; he just didn't have much of a filter and would talk my ear off about things I didn't care about if he wasn't stopped early. 


"Dude, who's that girl you were with? You know her?" 

"Her name's Jeanie, and she's new. I was just helping her find her class," I said, hoping he wouldn't notice that I'd neglected to answer his second question. I wasn't sure how much I wanted to divulge to him given that we were school buddies at best and never spent time together outside of it unless we were in a larger group. 

"Really? Kinda seemed like you knew her. Anyway, she's cute and I saw her with a game this morning so you know she's totally my type. Can you hook me up?" 

I shrugged and shook my head as we entered the classroom together, doing what I could to appear nonchalant. "Probably not, sorry man. I don't know her that well." 

"Yeah, but you can at least bring me up to her, right?" 

"I really wouldn’t feel comfortable doing that." I quickly felt myself becoming annoyed, if not a bit angry. Dennis' persistence was grating on me in a way that it hadn't really ever before, surprising me somewhat. 

I felt strangely protective of her after learning about her past and all she'd been through, so there was no way in hell that I was going to let what happened at her old school happen to her again here. Letting someone like Dennis who had the tendency to make some fairly off-color 'jokes' from time to time anywhere near Jeanie seemed like a terrible idea. 

"Come on, dude, just be like 'hey my friend Dennis has that game' or whatever if you see her playing anything. I probably do, you know, so it's a great opener," he said, clasping his hands in front of him. 


“Nah, sorry. Just talk to her yourself." 

Finally seeming to catch the hint, he leaned away from me as we took our seats, barely beating the final bell. "You like her or something? It's cool if you do, I get it, she just didn't seem like your usual type is all." 

And he was right. It was no secret to anyone who knew me that I had a thing for tall, leggy blondes, something that I blamed on the fact that I'd watched a hell of a lot of Baywatch growing up. C.J. Parker was and always would be my first love, problematic objectification of women be damned. 

Thankfully before I had to answer our teacher entered the room and silenced us all as she took the roll. It was probably the first time I'd ever been happy for a class to start, and I steadfastly stared at the front of the room so that I wouldn't have to deal with the curious glances Dennis was sending my way. 

❈ ❈ ❈ 

By the time my lunch period rolled around I'd already decided on what I wanted to say to Jeanie and began to scour the school for any sign of her while I still had some courage left. It took some sleuthing, but I eventually found her sitting on the bleachers behind the gym, far from the cafeteria and in an area that few kids ever frequented—especially in the current freezing weather. I didn't know how she could stand to eat out in it, though after some thought I recalled that she was from a place that got a hell of a lot colder than south Georgia. 

I scaled the steps two at a time to take the empty seat next to her and immediately began to speak, deciding to say what I needed to before I could talk myself out of it. 

"I wanted to say that I'm sorry for last week. You revealed something extremely personal to me and I feel like I took advantage of the situation. You know, pressuring you into...doing stuff. It was insensitive of me." 

She blinked up at me, confused, a spoonful of vanilla pudding stopped halfway to her mouth. 

"Do I look mad or something?" she asked, dropping her plastic spoon back onto the tray sitting on her other side. 

"No, but I'm just...I'm sorry. It wasn't fair to you and it never should have happened." 

To my abject surprise, she didn't look too happy about my apology. In fact, she actually did look mad now. Her lips formed a tight line, and her nostrils flared as she glared up at me, pale blue eyes icier than I'd ever seen them before. 

"How sorry are you, exactly?" 

"What?" I asked after a beat. 

"Well, if you're really sorry, you’ll suck my dick like I did for you. Then we'll call it even." 

"What?" I asked again, not understanding how sucking her cock could possibly make anything better. 

"You heard me." She grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me down the steps to the empty space beneath the tall aluminum bleachers, the area hidden from view unless someone knew exactly where to look. She quickly unbuttoned her jeans, shocking me with how little she seemed to care about the fact that we were still at school. "Well? Get to it." 


I stared down at her to see if she was joking, expecting her to crack any second now, but her face was completely devoid of humor. 

She was serious. 

"No way, that makes absolutely zero sense." 

"So you take advantage of me, make me suck your cock, and then you don't want to apologize by returning the favor? Doesn't seem fair," she spat with a glare. 

I waited another half minute for her to laugh and say 'just kidding', and when she didn't, I sighed and slowly slid to my knees. I couldn't believe that I was even considering this, and in public no less. Was her friendship and my own peace of mind worth sucking someone else's dick? 

I wasn't gay. Touching her penis was one thing; putting it in my mouth was something else entirely. It felt like something I wouldn't be able to come back from, like...what would happen if I actually liked it? I didn't expect that I would, but what if? 

"Don't think about it," she said softly from above me. I glanced up to see that her pupils were blown wide, teeth worrying at the edge of her bottom lip. Her expression was a mixture of nervousness and incredulity and impatience, and it was part of what helped me work up the courage to continue. 

Taking in a short breath I reached for the waistband of her jeans, pulling them down along with her panties until they reached the middle of her thighs to reveal the very thing that I was there for. Her dick looked weirdly cute against the smooth, pale skin of her body, and it was much smaller than I remembered from the previous week due to the cold. I reached up to wrap my warm hand around it, causing her to moan quietly and lean her head back against the metal support behind her. 


Like the last time I'd touched her penis it was hot to the touch—perhaps even more so now in the frigid January air—and like before it immediately began to grow in my grip, turning to silken steel beneath my palm. I wished I could say that I wasn't fascinated by it, that I was only touching her because she was making me, but then I'd just be lying to myself. 

"That's not sucking," she said after about a minute of me playing with her. 

I gave her a sour look, and glancing around one more time, I leaned forward and placed my lips over her flared head. 

"Oh my god!" she yelped before just as quickly slamming her hands over her mouth. 

I popped it back out and glared up at her. "Shhh!" 

"Sorry, I just...I've never felt anything that good before. I didn't expect you to actually do it." 

My jaw dropped incredulously at that and there was a moment where she looked a little sheepish, and yet strangely enough I felt more emboldened than annoyed and began to swirl my tongue along the bottom of her cock once I'd stuck it back into my mouth. 

Her precum wasn't much better than the last time I'd tasted it—still salty, and bitter on the tip of my tongue—but the way her hips grinded into my face along with her sexy sighs and moans was turning me on immensely. She ran her fingers lovingly through my brown hair, every now and then digging her black painted nails into my scalp. 


"Oh, fuck, you're pretty good at this," she mumbled, trying to hump herself deeper into my mouth. "Almost too good." 

I grunted back in return, trying to show my displeasure towards what she'd said, but the truth of the matter was that her dirty talk didn't bother me much at all. I actually sort of liked it, and between that and the feel of her cock sliding smoothly between my lips, I was really starting to enjoy myself. I never in a million fucking years thought I'd ever think it, but I liked sucking dick—hers, at least. 

There was something powerful about having her at my absolute mercy, and the somewhat musky smell of her balls combined with the faint scent of vanilla was turning me on more than I thought possible. My hands slid up her thighs to grip the smooth globes of her ass, holding her in place so that she couldn't squirm away from me even if she wanted to. 

It wasn't even a minute later that she stiffened and began to shudder, shoving her cock deeper as she whimpered through her orgasm. A rush of fluid slid down my throat, causing me to choke on its surprising thickness, and I pulled back just enough so that the remainder of her cum landed on my tongue instead. 

"Wow," she breathed, her cheeks red and eyes unfocused. She grinned and patted me absently on the head. "I take it back. You're really, really good at that." 

"Thanks. I think." To be honest I was still surprised with myself. I'd never seriously considered sucking a dick in my life and yet it took almost no convincing at all to get me on my knees in front of her. Hell, I'd swallowed her cum. I didn't know what that meant for my sexuality or for me as a person, but it wasn't something I could afford to think about too hard right now; not while we were still on school grounds and in a very compromising position. 


I pulled her panties and jeans back up her legs for her, earning myself a genuine smile from her as I stood up to lean against one of the metal supports beside her. There was a very uncomfortable dent in my jeans which Jeanie immediately noticed and apparently empathized with enough to reach over and deftly unbutton my jeans. 

"Here," she said, sliding them down until my dick popped out, and as if it was something she did everyday she spit into her hand and grabbed me by the base. She stood closely in front of me, her breath mingling with mine and hiding what we were doing from view as her warm, slick fingers clumsily manipulated me. They gently slid up and down my shaft, coaxing me towards the point of no return, and before I knew it I was clenching my teeth and leaning my head back in an attempt to stop my own voice from leaking out. 

And maybe it was because we were in a relatively public place, or maybe it was just because I hadn't gotten off in a few days, but there was something about Jeanie's hand pumping my dick and her warm breath brushing against my neck as she stared up at me with those wide blue eyes of hers that was quickly pushing me over the edge. My knees were shaking barely two minute in and it was through sheer force of will that I didn't immediately crumble into her arms. 

I was already so hard from going down on her that it didn't take much longer for me to cum. I gasped and groaned through my orgasm, leaning my head forward onto her shoulder and allowing her to support some of my weight as I spilled my seed onto the grass in front of me. It took a good minute for me to calm down, and once I was able to stand on my own again she licked up what had landed on her hand and smiled lasciviously. 


"Yum," she murmured, wiping her wet hand off on her jeans. She then leaned up on her toes and kissed me briefly, forcing me to taste my own cum on her lips for the second time. 

"So, are we good now?" I asked once I'd calmed down enough to speak; not a small feat given that I felt like I'd just run a marathon. 

Jeanie shrugged. "We were never not, but yeah, we're good. You didn't take advantage of anything, by the way. Trust me, if I didn't want to do it I wouldn't have." 

I blinked dumbly at her answer. "Wait, so you made me suck you off for nothing?" 

She smirked in that mischievous way I was quickly becoming enamored with, lip ring glinting as her lips stretched across her face. "Not for nothing. We both learned that purty mouth of yours is very talented." She pecked me on the lips again and turned to head back into the school right as the bell signaling the end of the lunch period rang, leaving me with my jeans around my thighs and a feeling in my chest that I didn't quite know what to do with. 

I'd sucked someone else's cock for the first time, and even more than that, I'd actually kind of enjoyed it; though maybe not the act itself so much as her reactions to it. There was something really satisfying about knowing that I could bring her that kind of pleasure. 

Never in a million years did I ever think I'd find myself in this position. I was straight—I knew that without a doubt. I'd never found a guy more than passingly attractive in my life, but Jeanie wasn't a guy. No matter how I thought about it, the only thing that made her different from a genetic girl was the fact that she had the wrong parts. 

And even that didn't feel quite right in my mind. On her, the parts didn't seem wrong at all. It was just another fact about her, like her blue eyes or her curly dark hair. That she had a penis didn't detract from who she was in the slightest, and with a start I realized it was maybe what made her so much more intriguing to me as a friend; as anything more I couldn't be sure. 

I didn't have time to dwell on it much further between taking notes and receiving way too much homework for senior year, and before I knew it the school day was over and I was gunning it over to The Hot Rod for my Monday afternoon shift. Mondays were thankfully the slowest day of the week—most people were too tired or too busy lamenting the loss of their weekend to eat out—so I'd have plenty of time to mull over the fact that I'd had a dick in my mouth and liked it while pretending to work. 

"Frumpleby?" 

At the sound of my nickname, I blinked and turned around to see Bobbi staring up at me. 

"Huh?" I eloquently replied. 

"I said hi and you walked right past me," she said, pouting cutely with her hands on her hips. 

I blinked again and shook my head, focusing my full attention on my co-worker. I didn't remember seeing her at all on my way in, which wasn't like me. Distracted or not she was normally the first person I looked for anytime I entered the restaurant. 


"Sorry, I was just thinking about something," I said. 

"Whatever it was you seemed to be thinking awfully hard about it. Is this maybe about that girl who came in to see you the other day?" She was smiling as she asked, though it wasn't as big as it'd been the last time she'd teased me about Jeanette. 

"I guess. It's probably not what you're thinking though." 

"Yeah? What am I thinking?" 

I thought I detected a flirty edge to her question, but that made no sense. Bobbi never flirted with me. She could be overly friendly, sure, but that was about as good as it got. 

"I don’t know, that there's something going on between me and her." 

She took a step forward, cocking her head slightly to look at me a little closer. "Is there?" 

"Maybe? I don't know, it's all kind of confusing." 

"Hmm. Well, we can talk about it after work if you'd like? I don't have much homework yet." 

Now I knew something was up, because normally once we were off the clock we could barely even be called associates. She was often the first person out the door, so her volunteering to hang out after work with me was unheard of. 

"Yeah, that'd be cool. Thanks!" I was immediately aware of how overly enthusiastic I sounded and cringed. 

"Of course." She glanced up at the clock hanging above one of the prep stations and sighed. "Alright, I'd better get out there before the boss man shows up," she said, rolling her eyes. She flashed me that brilliant smile of hers one more time and left the kitchen, and as she did I watched her ass sway—there was no other way to describe it—on its way out to the floor. The girl could raise a fucking dead man with that thing. 


Sighing inwardly yet eagerly anticipating our conversation, I put on my dishwashing apron and rubber gloves and began to get started on the small stack of dishes already waiting for me. 

Never had a work day ever gone so slowly before. Time seemed to slow to a crawl, and the closer it got to the end of my shift the more nervous I felt. Bobbi and I were about to have our first real conversation in the two years we’d been working together, and I had absolutely no idea how it was going to go. 

I was confident I could keep my bumbling to a minimum, and I knew she found me at least passably amusing so I wasn't particularly concerned about that aspect of it. No, the thing that worried me were the questions she could potentially ask about me and Jeanie. 

To be frank I was not a good liar. I was a master of omission and could maybe stretch the truth if I tried, but the ability to flat out lie had always eluded me. Whenever I tried it just...didn't work, a fact that I blamed on all those Sundays going to synagogue before I'd made the hard right turn into atheism. Something about the tone of my voice or my facial expression always gave it away, and I desperately hoped that she wouldn't probe too deeply into Jeanie and I's strange friendship. I couldn’t see how admitting we’d sucked each other off would help my relationship with Bobbi. 

Finally nine o'clock rolled around to signal the end of my shift, and without wasting a single extra second I traded my apron and gloves for my army green bomber jacket and punched out for the day. I headed out to the floor and was more pleased than I cared to admit at seeing Bobbi already waiting for me at the front doors, sipping at something in one of the restaurant's to-go cups. 


"Ready?" she asked, smiling as I approached. 

I nodded stiffly, doing what I could to play it cool despite the internal freak out I was currently experiencing. "Yeah, let's do it." I motioned for her to exit ahead of me and took great pleasure in the glare that my manager shot me, cheerfully waving at him on my way out. I'd probably pay for it in some petty, passive aggressive way later, but it felt completely worth it in the moment. 

"It's freezing out here. Let's talk in your car," she said once we were outside, making a beeline to where I'd parked towards the back of the lot, and I was a little thrown because I didn't expect her to know what kind of car I drove let alone where I tended to park. 

"I can't imagine that milkshake's helping any." 

She shot me a look of playful annoyance and rolled her eyes. "Always with the quips, aren't you?" 

"It's basically the only thing I've got going for me." I unlocked the doors once we reached my car and got into the driver's seat, turning it on right as she slid in next me, and I couldn't stop my eyes from ogling her long, lightly tanned legs as she did so. For someone who was supposed to be cold, she was wildly underdressed for January. 

"So, what's going on with this girl?" she asked, taking another long pull of her milkshake. 


I greedily watched her suck at her drink, subconsciously licking my lips. I wanted to be that straw. 

"I'm not sure where to start." 

"Come on, just think of me as one of those priests at your church and lay it on me." 

"I'm a lapsed Jew. That's Catholicism." 

"Whatever, just tell me!" She shoved my shoulder then, her eyes boring imploringly into mine, and under her intense gaze there was absolutely no way that I could deny her anything. 

"So, Jeanie, the girl who came to see me before. I'm not totally sure how I feel about her and I’m starting to feel like I'm leading her on a little bit," I started. It was all I felt comfortable with sharing at that moment, though it wasn't anywhere close to the whole truth. 

Bobbi lifted a delicate eyebrow. "How'd you manage that?" 

"Well, I kissed her, but it was sort of a...favor." Even as the words left my mouth I knew how bad it sounded, and predictably Bobbi's face morphed into something akin to disappointment. 

"Yikes, that was mean of you." 

"I know that now, but one thing led to another and it just kind of happened. It seemed like a good idea at the time." 

She was silent for a few seconds as she stared at me, making me more and more nervous the longer it dragged on. "Why don't you like her? She seems cute." 

"It's not that I don't like her, it's just that there’s this other girl that’s a little more my type." 


"Yeah?" She pulled her straw out of her cup and placed the end that had ice cream on it into her mouth, sucking it off in a way that absolutely had to be intentional. Holy fuck did I want to be that straw. 

"I mean, guess. I'm actually not so sure anymore." 

She sighed and shifted in her seat, the movement causing her shorts to ride up and my eyes to immediately zone in on the newly exposed skin. "Look, you're overthinking this. Be honest with her; if you don't want anything more than friendship tell her that, and if she's really your friend she'll understand." 

"Thanks, that's...that's actually really good advice." 

"Of course it is, I gave it to you," she joked. She patted my knee but left her hand resting there for much longer than what I would consider proper. "And as for that other girl that is your type, well, you should tell her too." 

She stared curiously at me after that, teeth chewing idly at her straw. In a more optimistic world I'd consider the idea that maybe she was waiting for me to kiss her or make some sort of a move, but that didn't make any sense. She'd never shown anything more than a casual interest in me until this very moment, and besides, she could have literally any other person on Earth. It felt ridiculous of me to assume she saw me as anything more than her hapless coworker. 

A buzz from her phone broke the strange tension, and after quickly checking it she reached for the car's door handle. "Oops, gotta get home. I hope that helped!" 

I tried not to look as disappointed as I felt, nodding and pasting on a grateful smile. "Yeah, it did. Thanks again." 


She shot me that million watt smile of hers one last time and slipped out of my car to head across the lot towards her own, and the moment she was out of sight I leaned forward to rest my forehead against the steering wheel and let out a tired breath. Who knew being in such close quarters with the girl I'd been fantasizing about since the day we'd met could be so stressful? 

I could feel the nervous energy from our conversation still pumping through my veins, so I figured now was as good of a time as any to rip the band-aid off and talk to Jeanie directly about everything. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and scrolled through my recent messages until I got to her name, quickly typing out a message: 

'you still up?' 

I was a little surprised when a new message came almost immediately, barely thirty seconds passing between when I'd sent it and her reply: 

'why wanna come over? ;P' 

'if you have some time right now yeah' 

'ok, see you in a bit?' 

I sent her a final thumbs up emoji and shifted my car into reverse, backing out of my space at a speed that was probably quicker than what could be considered safe and pulled out onto the road in the direction of Jeanie's home. 

As I made the short drive over to her house I ran what I was going to say through my mind. I could spout quippy one liners until the cows came home, but when it came to saying words that actually mattered I was a complete lost cause. 

How did you tell someone 'thanks but no thanks' without hurting their feelings? That it wasn't because of who they were but because of who you were? I really liked her and still very much wanted to be her friend, though whether or not she'd feel the same after we spoke was something I couldn't hope to predict. 

All too soon I pulled onto her block, and figuring that there was no time like the present, took a short breath and hopped out. On my way up the cobblestone path leading to her house I saw the curtains to her bedroom flutter, and by the time I'd made it to the door she was already waiting for me in a short cropped t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. It seemed like she'd just gotten out of the shower, the scent of vanilla heavy in the air and her hair still damp with moisture. 

"Took you long enough," she joked, grabbing me by the wrist and pulling me into the house. 

"Sorry to keep you waiting, your highness," I drawled back sarcastically. As I entered the foyer I spotted her mother staring at us from the living room couch with a blank expression on her face. It didn't seem like she was particularly jazzed about my presence in her home though it was very possible that I was projecting. 

"Uh, hi," I said awkwardly, giving her a small wave. 

She smiled flatly in return. "Nice to see you again, Frankie. Out a bit late, aren't you?" 

I didn't get a chance to reply as Jeanie dragged me bodily towards the staircase, something for which I was eternally grateful. "We're just gonna talk for a minute, Mom," she called over her shoulder. 

We quickly reached her bedroom on the second floor, and the moment the door clicked shut behind us she lurched forward to press her lips against mine. I couldn't deny that it felt nice—great, even, if I was being completely honest with myself—but it wasn't what I was there for. 

"I actually came over here to talk," I breathed once I'd managed to put some distance between us. 

Her expression immediately clouded over, a guarded frown appearing on her face. "About?" 

"Well, I just...I figure we should stop with all the kissing and messing around. It's weird for friends to do that kind of stuff don't you think?" 

Jeanie shrugged her shoulders. "Not really." 

I paused for a beat, not sure if I'd heard her correctly. She truly had a way of surprising me and keeping me on my toes. 

"Wait, what?" 

"You're overthinking it, Frumps," she said with a roll of her eyes, echoing the sentiment expressed by Bobbi not even half an hour earlier. "I see you as more of a practice dummy than anything." 

"Hey!" 

"I'm kidding. Sort of. Look, you're getting something good out of this deal too. How many girls do you have willing to suck your dick?" 

As far as I knew the number was a big fat zero, so I couldn't deny that she had a point there. "So, what; I suck your dick and you suck mine? Is that what you're proposing here?" 


"Pretty good deal, right? I get practice, and you get off." Her hands went to the waistband of her sweatpants, and she slowly pulled them down her legs to reveal that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. She kicked them the rest of the way off and sat down on her bed, leaning back against her white pillows as she began to play with herself. The contrast of her clothed top to her fully naked bottom was a striking sight, and my throat suddenly felt dry as I warily looked on. 

"Jesus, I was joking! And your mom's right downstairs!" 

"So? That didn't stop you last time. And the door's locked," she said as though that solved everything. 

I glanced over to the bedroom door to see that it was, indeed, locked. I didn't know when exactly she'd managed that, but I couldn't really bring myself to care as I watched her fingers toy with her quickly hardening cock. My own was quickly doing the same, and just like that the tiny shred of common sense and decency I'd been struggling to hold onto was gone. I was an eighteen year old boy, not a saint. 

"Fine, okay, deal. But we have to be quick." 

"Well, in that case—" she patted the empty space next to her and smirked up at me. "Get over here, I want to try something." 

"Try what?" I asked, taking a seat on her bed. 

"Ever heard of sixty-nine?" 

I cocked an eyebrow at her and frowned. "Only in porn. Why?" 

"Why do you think?" 


She gave me a look that was somewhere between incredulous and exasperated, and suddenly I understood exactly why she'd asked. "Oh. Okay, sure." I nervously licked my lips, finding them to have dried significantly sometime within the last few seconds. "So...how do we do this, exactly?" 

Rather than answer she rolled her eyes and none too gently pushed me onto my back. In short order she had my jeans unbuttoned and pulled down far enough to reveal my painfully hard cock, and right afterwards she swung her leg over my head, her own already turgid member hanging directly over my face. She stuck my cock into her mouth with much preamble, taking it halfway down in one smooth shot like she'd been craving it. 

I had to bite my lip to stop myself from moaning too loudly as little shocks of pleasure rippled up and down my spine. I didn't know if I'd ever get used to the warm wetness of her mouth, and I prayed to every single god I didn't believe in that I never did. For someone without much experience Jeanie seemed to know exactly what she was doing, alternating the speed and strength of her sucking and keeping me on edge masterfully. I was seriously starting to doubt that she hadn't sucked someone off before meeting me. 

Her naked thigh lightly smacked me in the head after a short while, and I opened my eyes to see her looking down—or up—at me from my crotch. 

"Hey, get to it. We don't have a lot of time, remember?" 

I rolled my eyes and opened wider so that she could lower herself until her dick was almost fully encased in my mouth; a much easier feat than I'd expected. She moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around the head of it and I ran my hands over the soft skin of her ass and thighs, the edges of my lips quirking upwards at the way she wriggled above me. 

It made me want to try that much harder to make her feel good, and with that thought in mind I began to run my fingertips over the smooth area between her ass and her cute little balls. She didn't protest and in fact seemed to enjoy what I was doing, so emboldened I applied pressure to her asshole with the tip of my finger until it popped inside. 

She lifted her head and gasped, grinding herself down further into my mouth and on my finger so that more of it slid inside—rather easily to my pleasant surprise, though I supposed I shouldn’t have been all that shocked that she played with herself back there. 

I didn't have time to dwell on it further as she suddenly started going at my cock like a woman possessed, taking me deeper than she had before and only gagging a little bit when the tip of my cock went too far. I shuddered every time it did, the tightness of her throat making stars flicker across my vision, and as I lay down on her bed with her head bobbing in my lap I was finding it impossible to concentrate on my own job of getting her off. 

It was a good thing that I didn't really have to since she was doing a lot of the work herself, sawing herself in and out between my pursed lips all on her own and using my mouth like her personal cock sleeve. I was so fucking horny that it barely even occurred to me that I was—for the second time—sucking her dick. The feel of her lips sliding over my shaft and her tongue cradling its underside was more than enough to remove every single coherent thought from my mind, and under such a brutal assault it didn't take any time at all for me to cum. 

With a long, drawn out groan I spilled inside of her mouth, fireworks shooting off behind my closed eyelids. Every synapse in my body felt like it was firing at the same time, and I was only vaguely aware of her doing the same a few seconds later. 


She whimpered above me, her thighs shaking around my head as she released a now familiar rush of warm, viscous liquid over my tongue. There wasn't as much to gulp down as there had been earlier that day and yet she still managed to fill my mouth enough to where I had to swallow twice. I let her slip out of my mouth when she was done, her hard cock smacking wetly against her belly. 

"Fuck," I breathed, chest heaving powerfully as I struggled to catch my breath. I was too wired to move, my heartbeat going a mile a minute and sweat beading on my brow. 

We stayed like that for a little while longer, basking in the glow of our near simultaneous orgasms until she laughed and rolled off of me, falling backwards onto her bed with a sigh. 

"See? I told you this would be a good arrangement. But the sixty-nine thing? Kind of overrated." 

I grunted my agreement, feeling a bit of strain in my neck from when I'd tried to suck her. "You're pretty bold for someone who's supposed to be inexperienced, you know that?" 

"Hey, fortune favors the bold or whatever, and I could use some of that right now." She was quiet for a while after that, the only sounds in the room coming from our combined panting. Finally she turned over to look at me, chin resting on her hand. "So, I was thinking," she hesitantly started, toying with the hem of her shirt. 

"That's a dangerous way for you to start a sentence." 

"Shut up. I was going to say that we should try having sex." 


Surprised, I sat up on my elbows to stare back at her. "Don't you want to wait for someone special to do it with for your first time?" 

"Like I said, you are special. In the bad way." She smiled halfheartedly then, shrugging a thin shoulder. "Besides, who knows when I'll have another guy handy that'll even want to?" 

I frowned at her downcast expression. "Don't say that." It really bothered me to hear her being so down on herself, that because of a few assholes in her past she somehow felt like less than the amazing person she was. Just because I didn’t want to date her didn’t mean that there weren’t plenty of guys out there who would. 

"Well, it's true. Look, I obviously don't mean right now, but maybe you can come over one day when you’re off work? No one here gets home until late." 

Again I felt what little resolve I had crumbling under her beseeching gaze. I couldn't deny that the offer was extremely tempting seeing as how I'd never gotten to try anal before, and I really couldn't see a downside beyond my own hang-ups over how the whole sex and virginity thing was supposed to work. 

"I'll think about it," I finally relented. 

"Good." She looked like she wanted to say something else, but at the last second she bit her lip and looked away. She rolled out of her bed and picked her sweatpants up off the floor, pulling them back up her legs in one smooth movement. "You should probably go before my mom wonders what we're doing up here." 

I blinked at the sudden brusqueness in her voice, finding it a little off putting given what we'd just been up to. 


"We're still good though, right? Like, we're friends?" I asked, standing on shaky legs to pull up my own pants. 

"Yeah, of course. Friends." She didn't look at me as she said it though, instead busying herself with making up her bed. "I'll see you later okay?" 

"...Okay. Sure." I walked over to the door and unlocked it, briefly turning back to look at her. She still had her back to me and concerned I furrowed my brow. "Well, bye, then." 

I quietly slipped out of her room then, shutting the door behind me. I couldn't understand her sudden change in mood, though it was also possible that I was simply thinking too much about it as I'd already been told twice in the last hour. She was probably just nervous about getting caught same as I was. I waved at her mother on my way out while trying not to look like I'd just sucked off her daughter and made a beeline for my car, exhaling only once I was safely inside. 

Traffic was light due to the late hour, and it only took me a short five minutes to drive home. I lived in what was probably the most middle class house in the most middle class neighborhood in the city along with my parents; you know, white picket fences, houses with American flags—the works. 

It was a simple three bedroom two bath that my parents had bought during the height of the great recession, taking clear advantage of the fact that property was cheap everywhere and that they both had relatively stable jobs. I'd basically grown up in the house, and even though I was eager to get out and try to make it on my own, it would always feel like home to me. 

Exhausted I trudged through the front door, and I was completely unsurprised to see my father drinking a beer and watching Sportscenter on the couch as he usually did after work. He worked as the branch manager for one of the many evil corporate banks that shall not be named but rhymed with Bells Largo, so by the time he finished locking up he often didn't get home until seven o'clock in the evening. 


I plopped down on the old leather couch next to him and sighed deeply, reaching for the bowl of chips he had resting in his lap. 

"Work problems or girl problems?" he asked without so much as a hello. 

"How can you tell?" I mumbled around a mouthful of Doritos. 

"Because I've had both, and you have the tired look that only comes from dealing with women or shitty bosses. Want to talk about it?" 

I briefly toyed with the idea of getting his perspective on things, because for all his grumbling and cynicism my dad was a pretty smart guy. I'd gone to him for advice on a lot of things over the years and he'd been pretty cool about all of it, though explaining everything about Bobbi and Jeanie sounded like more work than I was willing to put in at the moment. 

"Not really. Mom home from work yet?" I asked to change the subject, noting that it was well past the time when she was supposed to get off shift. 

She worked as an ER nurse so her hours tended to be long, even more so now that she'd been picking up extra shifts in an attempt to help me pay for college which was something that I felt incredibly guilty about. My grades were pretty bad and I had yet to even receive an acceptance letter from any of the places I'd applied, so for the time being it looked like I was just going to go to the local community college anyway. 

"Probably working overtime; you know your mother. Beer?" 

Shrugging, I took a long swig from the offered bottle before handing it back to him. "Maybe take it easy on the chips and beer, you're starting to get a gut." 

He feigned a look of wounded shock, only briefly turning away from the television to frown at me. "Not you too. You're supposed to be on my side." 

"I'm on the side of not wanting you to get diabetes and die." 

He took back the bowl of chips and shooed me with his hand. "Go take a shower, you smell like wet dog." 

I rolled my eyes and stood. In case you've ever wondered where I got my smart mouth from, well, look no further. 

"Fine, but only because you asked so nicely." I didn't give him the chance to get the last word in and quickly jogged up the staircase to my bathroom. 

After a long, hot shower I retreated to my room and fell into bed, deciding to forego dinner entirely in favor of getting some rest before school the next morning. I wished I could say that the exhaustion I felt was enough to stop my mind from reeling over the day's events, but I wasn't that lucky. 

In the last twenty four hours I'd sucked a girl's dick—twice—and had something approaching a real conversation with my long-time crush for the first time, both of which had happened because of Jeanie. She'd been in my life for all of two weeks, and like a force of nature had utterly destroyed the comfortable if not boring routine that I'd built for myself. 

I no longer knew exactly what the next day would bring, and if I was being honest, I kind of liked it that way. 


Chapter 5 


Jeanie was insatiable. 

Before school in my car, lunchtime under the bleachers, after school in her room—it felt like she wanted to fool around constantly. For the next two weeks any time we had more than a half hour to ourselves her hand would find its way down my pants, and whenever I'd tried to slow things down she'd huffed and pouted until I relented and let her have her way. I could never say no to her and her piercing blue eyes for long, something I still wasn't sure how to feel about and that she regularly took advantage of. 

As a result I'd experienced a lot of firsts with her. For one thing, I'd never licked anyone's ass before. 

It'd taken a bit of convincing on her part to get me to try it, but despite my initial trepidation I'd actually found it sort of enjoyable. It wasn't all that different from eating a pussy—not that I had a hell of a lot of experience with that either—and it had the wonderful side effect of driving her absolutely insane whenever I did it. Combined with jerking her off it was the quickest way to get her to cum all over herself, often leaving her a shaking, whimpering mess afterwards. 

Though I wasn't curious enough to actually let her do it to me, her reactions did make me wonder what it felt like. I already came the hardest whenever she stuck a finger tip up there and I wasn't quite ready to confront what that said about me. 

There were only two ground rules that she'd insisted upon from the very beginning: no cuddling, and absolutely no kissing. Everything else was fair game, and despite being confused by her demands I honored them as best I could. 

I knew that it was weird. Jeanie and I were supposed to only be friends, and I was supposed to be into Bobbi. The fact of the matter though is that I was a weak man, and the things she and I did together felt really fucking good. Like, possibly better than anything I'd ever felt good. 

The one thing that sometimes bothered me about our arrangement was how impersonal and transactional the whole thing felt. When we were hanging out as normal friends she was as cool and funny and vivacious as usual, but the second we started doing anything even remotely sexual it was like she became a different person. She'd emotionally shut down, acting colder and more aloof towards me, and it often felt like she was going down a checklist of things she wanted to try while I was just along for the ride. 

Lately she'd been working on deepthroating, and she'd sit me down on her bed or lean me up against a wall to slurp and choke on my dick. Watching my thick cock disappear between her lips while her bright blue eyes stared up into mine was easily my favorite thing we'd done so far, and the more practice she got the better she performed. The amount of time I could last in her mouth was growing shorter by the day, so while I was concerned by her detached behavior I wasn't particularly willing to bring it up at the risk of ruining a good thing. 

Probably the oddest part about the whole situation was how much of an interest Bobbi had taken in Jeanie and I's friendship. Nearly every shift we worked together she interrogated me over how things were going, and would offer her thoughts if asked. I'd expressed some of my concerns to her about Jeanie's occasional shut downs—of course completely neglecting to mention any of the more sordid details of our arrangement—and had found her to be a surprisingly good sounding board as I tried to work through my feelings on the matter. 


She wasn't always able to give much in the way of actionable advice but I was just happy that we were able to have a conversation now without me sounding like a complete idiot. Hell, in some ways it even felt like we were on the way to becoming friends. 

"You know what you need?" Bobbi suddenly said during one such conversation, leaning across the table to stare at me. We were currently sitting in the breakroom of the diner, both taking our state mandated thirty minute break at the same time. Although she used to spend her breaks in her car playing on her phone—not that I'd ever followed her to find out—lately we'd been hanging out together more and more. 

"A better job? A million dollars?" I dryly replied around a mouthful of granola bar. 

She rolled her hazel green eyes at me and shoved my shoulder. "No, you goof, you need to go out. You know, to like, get your mind off things. One of my girlfriends is throwing a party; you should come." 

I tried not to look as surprised as I felt by the offer. Hanging out together at work was one thing. Seeing her outside of it? Well, that was something else entirely. I didn't know what going to a party would do to help me with Jeanie, but I sure as hell wasn't about to ask. 

"Uh, yeah, sure, that sounds cool. When is it?" I asked as though it even mattered. 

"Tomorrow night. You're not working, right?" 

Even if I was supposed to be working I would've called in sick. "Nope, all clear." 

"Great! You can pick me up. Give me your number and I'll text you my address." She held out her phone and raised an expectant eyebrow, and my throat went dry as I grabbed it from her hand. 

I quickly punched my contact information in before she could change her mind, unable to believe that this was happening. One of the hottest girls I'd ever met had just asked me for my number. Yeah, it was only so that I could give her a ride, but baby steps. 

She took it back when I was done, and a few seconds later my own phone pinged with a new message from her. In a crazy turn of events that I never could've seen coming I had somehow gotten Bobbi's phone number. 

Holy fuck. 

She pushed herself to her feet and stretched, the bottom of her shirt riding up just enough to reveal a sliver of perfectly tanned stomach. "Okay, I'd better get back to it. Don't want the bossman to catch us having fun." 

"I'm pretty sure he survives by consuming the happiness of his employees," I shot back. She laughed on her way out of the door and I smiled at the sound. If women really did like guys who were funny then it was looking pretty good for me. 

After she'd left I spent a solid minute just staring at her name in my contacts list, trying not to look as ecstatic as I felt. In theory it meant that I could text her whenever I wanted to now. I was mildly amusing in person, but over text when I could take my sweet time crafting the perfect quip? Look out world. 

It didn't take me much longer for me to polish off the rest of my granola bar, and after taking a quick leak I spent the next couple of hours working my way through the dishes coming in from the Thursday night dinner rush. I worked like a man possessed, getting some strange looks from a couple of the other guys in the dish pit, and the second the clock struck nine I punched out of work and made a beeline for the exit. I tossed a quick wave to a surprised Bobbi on my way out and with a small skip in my step booked it over to Jeanie's place. 

Like usual she met at the door when I arrived and like usual the second she had me up in her room her hands were on me, making quick work of the button and zipper of my jeans. 

"Nice to see you too," I joked, even as her hand reached into my boxer briefs to fish out my cock. 

She only spared me an annoyed glance before falling to her knees and swallowing me halfway, the warm tightness of her mouth immediately drawing a soft groan from my lips and silencing any further conversation. Her head bobbed gently on my dick, taking in a little more on each downstroke until she had nearly the entire thing lodged in her throat, and besides the slightest amount of gagging she didn't seem to struggle with it much at all. She was improving more with each encounter and at a terrifying rate. 

She backed off then, and after a few minutes or so of relaxed sucking Jeanie grabbed one of my hands and placed it on top of her head—her not so subtle signal for when she wanted me to fuck her throat—and I readily complied. I threaded my fingers into the thick strands of her curly dark hair to get a better grip and quickly began to saw myself in and out between her tightly pursed lips. 


The sounds she made as she slobbered all over my slick cock were truly pornographic, her low moans and steady gaze turning me on more than I thought possible. She looked like she truly enjoyed being on her knees in front of me, like she was somehow getting more out of this than even I was. That thought alone was nearly enough to nudge me over the edge, and eventually no amount of teeth clenching or toe curling could slow my approaching orgasm. 

I tapped her on the shoulder to let her know that I was cumming soon and was completely unsurprised when she redoubled her efforts, sucking harder and matching my erratic thrusts stroke for stroke. Eventually the tingle in my balls grew to be too much, and with a long, torturous groan, I came. 

My cum gushed out in thick, powerful spurts, filling her mouth in seconds until it began to seep from the corners of her still tightly puckered lips. My legs turned to jelly beneath me until the only thing holding me up was my grip on her still bobbing head, and despite having my eyes clenched shut I could feel her looking up at me with that scrutinizing stare of hers. 

Even when my spasms eventually stopped she continued to nurse on my achingly sensitive cock, and I had to pull her back by her dark hair until she was forced to release me with a soft 'pop'. I stumbled back a few steps and sank down hard on the edge of bed to catch my breath, still shaking with the aftershocks of what was easily one of the most intense blowjobs I'd ever had. She really was getting terrifyingly good at them and it frightened me to imagine what she'd be like after another couple weeks of practice. 

"Jesus," I breathed, panting harshly into the cool air of her room. In response Jeanie only smiled mischievously, still on her knees where I'd left her, and opened her mouth enough to show me what she hadn't yet swallowed of my cum. She then made a big show of gulping down the rest and the sight was almost enough to send new energy into my deflated cock. 

I watched her stand and step out of her shorts and underwear through half lidded eyes, and maybe it was just the afterglow speaking, but I found the sight of her half naked body remarkably sexy. In the past I'd never thought of pale, slim girls like her as anything close to my type. If they weren’t tan and curvy and blonde they were invisible to me, at least when it came to viewing them as a romantic or sexual partner. 

And yet somehow I found myself actively craving Jeanie’s subtle curves and smooth, lightly freckled skin in a way that made my chest ache with a feeling I couldn't identify. It was confusing and maddening and irritating and intoxicating all at once, and the only way I could deal with it all was to ignore it. 

She walked over and perched herself on the bed directly in front of me, pressing her back against my chest so that my cock was squeezed between the soft cheeks of her ass. She reached for the small bottle of oil resting on her duvet and drizzled some directly onto her dick before rubbing it in until it was shiny and slick, then grabbed my hand and placed it on her shaft. 

"Can you do me now?" she asked while leaning her head back to look up at me expectantly. Her warm dick pulsed gently in my grip, and the longer I held it the harder it grew. I began to slowly stroke her slimy member, listening to her soft sighs and gasps with a smirk, and when I brought a hand up to push up her shirt so that I could play with her hard pink nipples she began to writhe and squirm more insistently against me. 


She rolled her head away from me, and I used the chance to immediately latch onto the newly exposed skin with my lips. My grin widened when she whimpered and shuddered in my lap. 

"Feels good?" I mumbled into her neck. 

"It feels okay." Her eyelids fluttered shut a moment later, instantly belying her previous statement. "We should try having sex soon. Maybe tomorrow since you're off?" she asked, voice breathless. 

It felt odd to hear her try to so conversationally schedule something so important like we were just planning to grab coffee or see a movie, but I brushed it off and shook my head. "Can't, I'm going to a party." 

Jeanie hummed skeptically. "Since when do you go to parties?" 

"Hey, people like me. And it's actually at a friend of Bobbi's house." 

"The girl you work with?" she asked with a frown. 

"Weird, right? She actually invited her loser co-worker to party with the rich and the beautiful. I'm gonna stick out like a porcupine in a nudist colony." 

There was a long, pregnant pause before she spoke again. "Oh." 


"Just 'oh'?" 

She opened her eyes to glare exasperatedly into mine. "You're kind of ruining this for me." 

I honestly didn't know what I expected her to say, but it wasn't that. Usually she'd continue cracking jokes at my expense until I actually began to feel a little insulted, and though I was confused by her reaction I shut my mouth and continued to gently fondle her, running my fingers up and down her shaft. Her dick spasmed and turned to steel in my hand as I increased the pace of my stroking, and I knew then that it wouldn't be much longer. 

Jeanie tilted her head back against my shoulder, squeezed her eyes shut, and with a long, shuddering moan, she came. Her first few spurts reached as high as her chest, splattering against the underside of her breasts until it gradually weakened into a soft dribble that trickled over my fingers. I raised them to her mouth and watched enamored as she lazily lapped up her own cum until it was mostly gone, and what little she missed I stuck into my own mouth to taste. I'd grown used to the bitter and somewhat salty taste in the past few weeks. I still thought it left a lot to be desired and yet somehow I couldn't stop myself from trying it over and over again. 

With her cheeks flushed and her pink lips slightly parted I was suddenly met with the overwhelming urge to kiss her, so with a gentle nudge I turned her head towards me and insistently pressed my lips against hers. Shivers raced down my spine, and a feeling of euphoria and calm settled over me as the rest of the world seemed to fall away. I pulled her tighter against me to deepen the kiss, and parted her lips just enough for me to slide my tongue against hers. 

I'd thought it before, but there was something oddly natural about the way our lips fit together. It felt effortless in a way I'd never experienced with anyone else, and though that probably should've given me pause, it instead only emboldened me. I couldn't make myself stop, even as confusion began to settle over me. 

After a long few seconds she abruptly shrugged me off so that I fell backwards onto her bed, leaving me looking up at her with dazed bewilderment. 

"No kissing," she said tersely. She stood to grab a tissue that she used to wipe the rest of her cum off of her stomach and then walked over to retrieve her discarded shorts and panties, sliding them back up her legs in one smooth motion while I did the same with my own jeans. 

I watched her redress with a frown, concerned by the way she steadfastly avoided looking in my direction the entire time. "Do you want me to go?" 

Jeanie lifted a shoulder. "It's up to you." 

"Then...I guess I'll hang out for a while?" She didn't say anything in response, simply shrugging again and grabbing the remote off of her side table to turn on her TV. She plopped down next to me on the bed, crossing her legs beneath her, and it was hard not to notice the person-sized gap she'd left between us. 

I split my time between watching her and the reality show she'd pulled up, something stupid about strangers getting engaged based solely on a person's voice. After spending so much time with her lately I could tell there was something troubling her, even if she didn't necessarily look upset. She tended to internalize her negative feelings, something that made it difficult for me to assess and maybe even help the situation, and it drove me crazy. 

"Are you mad at me because I kissed you?" I asked because it was the only thing I could possibly see her being pissed about. 

"I'm not mad at you." 

"Then what's your problem?" 

Her eyes flashed angrily then, and she looked over at me with the beginnings of a frown. "My problem?" 

"Yeah, your problem. I feel like you're always getting mad at me for shit but you won't tell me the reason why and to be honest it's getting kind of old." As much as I didn't want to be mean, I was at the end of my rope with her. I was hoping for some sort of a reaction—even if it was an angry one that led to her screaming at me—but instead her face fell into cool indifference which only served to irritate me that much more. 

"If you're so sick of dealing with me then maybe you should just leave," she said, her glare icy. 

I rolled my eyes and sighed. It was times like these that made it really hard to be her friend. 

"Fine. If you don't want to be mature about it, that's cool." Without sparing her another glance I stood up and left the room in a huff, only barely avoiding slamming the door behind me. 

The whole situation was stupid. Okay, so yeah, I'd broken the rules and kissed her—big fucking deal. I could suck her off and eat her ass and yet somehow kissing her was a step too far? It didn't make any sense, especially since I distinctly remembered her kissing me a few times before and seemingly enjoying it. Something had changed between then and now, but what I couldn't even begin to guess at. 

It was as frustrating as it was odd, and as I made the short drive home I found myself gripping the steering wheel harder than was strictly necessary. 


Chapter 6 


I stared into the full-length mirror and cringed. 

I looked like a dork. 

Hell, maybe even that was too generous. I truly hadn't expected to have so much trouble striking the balance between appearing casual yet effortlessly cool. I was well aware that my outfit seemed like something out of a teen drama with my green bomber jacket, plain gray t-shirt, and dark jeans, and the more I stared at myself the less I liked what I'd put together. 

The last thing I wanted to do was come off as a tryhard or stick out as someone who obviously didn't belong. I had one chance to make a good first impression with Bobbi's friends at the party, all of whom probably drove BMWs and modeled in their free time. Her school was where pretty much all of the rich or beautiful went, and unfortunately, I was neither. 

I considered changing for the hundredth time but a quick glance at my phone showed that I only had around half an hour before I needed to be at Bobbi's house to pick her up. She'd texted me her address earlier that day and if my navigation app was to be believed it'd take me fifteen minutes to get there in the best of conditions, so I really couldn't afford to dilly-dally any longer. Giving myself a final dissatisfied once over, I grabbed my keys and wallet off of my desk and made my way out to my car. 

The drive over to Bobbi's seemed to take no time at all. There wasn't much traffic on the roads despite it being nearly nine on a Friday night and I was met with only one or two red lights like the universe itself was conspiring to get me to her house faster. It wasn't a complaint, necessarily, though I'd have definitely preferred a little more time to get my nerves under control. 


I pulled onto her street and wasn't surprised in the least to find that she lived in a much nicer neighborhood than mine. It was firmly upper middle class and packed full of two and three thousand square foot McMansions, each one I passed larger and gaudier than the last, and when I finally reached her house I was relieved to see that although she lived in one of the aforementioned monstrosities it was relatively modest in comparison to the ones I'd driven by on the way in. It was still a hell of a lot bigger than my own, of course, just not obscenely so. 

She was already waiting on her brick front porch for me and skipped down the steps in a pair of white shorts and a dark sweatshirt, somehow managing to pull off the whole effortless-yet-cool vibe I'd been aiming for better than I ever could. Her long, slightly wavy blond hair cascaded around her shoulders, and the beaming smile she shot me as she approached the car put a wide grin on my own face. She really was gorgeous. 

"Thanks for the ride, Frumpleby," she said, sliding into the passenger seat and buckling her seatbelt. I pulled away from the curb and did a quick U-turn to make my way back out to the main road, struggling to keep my eyes on the road in front of me and off of her long tan legs. Once again she was underdressed for the weather, and once again I didn't give a shit. 

"Thanks for the invite. I kinda feel like a traitor though." 

"Why? Just because you're about to hang out with a bunch of kids from a rival school?" 


"That's exactly why." 

"Then that makes me a traitor for bringing you." She reached over and placed a hand on my forearm, squeezing it gently. "It'll be fine. I won't tell anyone if you won't." 

"Deal." I briefly thought of Jeanie and our deal but just as quickly I wiped it from my mind. I couldn't afford to get distracted thinking about her at the moment; not tonight when I was going to spend some long awaited one-on-one time with the girl I'd been crushing on for years. 

She led me the rest of the way to her friend's house, instructing me on where to go in between our small talk. We eventually pulled onto a long, tree lined road after ten or so minutes of driving, and when she told me to turn off onto a paved path leading to an open wrought iron gate I felt my jaw drop. Whoever this friend was, they lived in an actual mansion that was nothing like the plywood and paper abominations we'd just left behind. 

Large windows covered the front surface of the two and a half story brick house, shining light onto the circular driveway below it. Dozens of cars were already parked up and down the long path leading to the house, and it was hard not to notice that most of them were newer and much more expensive than my own. 

"So this is how the other half lives," I half joked, weaving into an open spot behind what looked like a brand new orange Jaguar. 

Bobbi rolled her eyes and laughed as she stepped out of my car. "I know, right? I'm amazed every time I come over." She reached out for my hand to lead me up to the house and I immediately grabbed it. 

I tried not to look as giddy as I felt because oh my god I was holding her hand but it was a losing battle. A wide, manic grin split my face in two, and it felt like I was floating along behind her as we made our way up to the house. I could already hear the booming base and loud chatter of the party once we were within a few dozen feet of the front door, the sound ratcheting up my nerves to the point where I was gripping her hand like it was my only lifeline. 

In retrospect I shouldn't have been surprised to find that Bobbi was extremely popular. The second we stepped through the door it felt as though all eyes were on us. Their gazes were a mixture of scrutinizing and curious, and I could only imagine what they were thinking seeing an average looking guy like me coming in with her. If I had to guess, nothing particularly nice. Like I'd expected most of them looked like they'd stepped off of a film set with their perfect bodies and oddly symmetrical features, and never in my life had I ever felt so out of place as I did at that moment. 

A tall, caramel-skinned girl with straight dark hair suddenly appeared and wrapped Bobbi up in a brief hug, her bleach white teeth gleaming even in the dim lighting of the foyer. 

"You made it!" she shouted over the booming rap music. A red solo cup half filled with a mysterious brown liquid dangled precariously from her fingertips, and immediately I could tell that she'd had too much to drink. 

Bobbi easily returned the smile. "Of course, I said I would." She pulled me forward so that I was standing next to her and motioned towards me with her other hand. "This is my friend Frankie. Frankie, our gracious host, Kayleigh." 

I blinked in surprise at her use of my actual nickname. She'd been calling me Frumpleby for so long that I was sure she didn't even know it, and hearing it spill from her lips filled me with a nervous, happy feeling. "Hi," I said, giving the girl—Kayleigh, because of course that was her name—an awkward wave. "Thanks for letting me crash the party, you have an awesome house." 

In return she gave me the dismissive smile of a person who literally couldn't care less if I lived or died. It was one I was used to seeing on the faces of customers whenever I'd have to work the floor at the diner; getting it from one of Bobbi's friends though kind of stung. 

"No problem. Nice to meet you." She looped her free arm through Bobbi's and pulled her further into the house as though she'd forgotten that I existed, and after a little thought figured that she probably had. "I have to show you the dress I bought for prom, it's gorgeous." 

I watched dumbfounded as Bobbi was dragged up to the second floor, leaving me alone and surrounded by complete strangers, and even the apologetic smile she shot me wasn't enough to quell the disbelief I felt because what the hell? 

Like, okay, realistically I hadn't been expecting her to stick by me all night. She was clearly very popular, and as a result of that a lot of people probably wanted her attention. Still I thought she'd at least help me get acquainted with some of her classmates before completely ditching me, and I couldn't believe that two seconds in she'd already decided I wasn't worth her attention. Was I seriously only a ride for her? Some chump she'd used so that she could get wasted without having to worry about how she'd be getting home? 

I shook my head to get rid of those dark thoughts. Bobbi wasn't like that. I'd known her for over two years now and she'd never shown herself to be cruel or manipulative, so as annoyed as I was with her for leaving me behind I had to give her the benefit of the doubt. She'd probably be back in no time and I just had to entertain myself until then. 

For lack of anything better to do I wandered through the crowd until I found the kitchen where I grabbed a can of beer from one of the buckets sitting on the kitchen island. I still had to drive later so I planned to nurse on it all night in order to have something to do with my hands and not look like a complete loser. 

From there I meandered around the house, doing my best to look as though I belonged. Every now and then I'd manage to have short, awkward exchanges with a few strangers, but within a couple of minutes it always became readily apparent that I didn't have anything in common with any of them. 

Since I didn't go to the same school we couldn't exchange the usual small talk about recent gossip or people we both knew, and since I was probably the poorest kid in the house I couldn't really identify when they'd discuss things like most expensive vacations (Disney World for me) or elaborate plans for spring break (I was most likely going to be working the entire time). There was a clear distance between us that couldn't be bridged with charm and gumption alone as these were the kinds of kids who got a hundred dollars a week just because they happened to be born to high-powered doctors and attorneys. 

“Ugh, I can’t believe Harvard’s forcing us to live on campus next year,” one of the girls in the group I was currently enmeshed with whined. 


“Yeah, hate it when that happens.” The words slipped out before I myself knew what I was saying, probably because I couldn't imagine complaining after getting into fucking Harvard. 

Unfortunately the girl brightened, and suddenly the whole group’s attention was on me. “Oh, are you going to Harvard next year too?” 

“Uh, I haven’t gotten an acceptance letter yet, so I’ll probably just end up going to the community college here.” 

The silence that met my statement was deafening. 

“That should be fun. Low pressure and all,” she finally said. 

I wanted to punch her in her store-bought nose. "Exactly, you get it." 

She smiled thinly and turned back to her actual friends, and that’s when I realized it was time to go. It was stuffy, the music was beginning to give me a headache, and frankly the more conversations I had the worse I felt about my own lot in life. I was seriously questioning if I'd made the right decision in choosing to come to this party instead of hanging out with Jeanie; I hadn't seen hide nor hair of Bobbi since we'd split up. 

Unsurprisingly none of the group noticed when I left, and with a bit of wandering I managed to find my way to the back doors of the house to walk out onto the truly egregiously large back porch. It was cold enough for me to see my own breath and much quieter, something that I was eternally grateful for. Already I felt more relaxed, my throbbing headache downgrading to a dull ache behind my brow. 

I took a seat on one of the wooden benches surrounding the fire pit, and in the relative silence I found my thoughts drifting back to Jeanie. She'd blown me off all day, ignoring me when I passed her in the halls and not showing up to eat together on the bleachers for lunch. Granted I hadn't made much of an effort to talk to her either, and in the end the onus was on me to make amends. 

After I'd had time to cool down the night before I had realized pretty quickly that the whole situation was almost completely my fault. Regardless of whether or not I understood her reasons for setting those rules in the first place I should've respected them and our agreement. If I wanted things to be good between us again I was going to have to be the one to extend the olive branch. 

Figuring that there was no time like the present, I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my contacts until I got to her name. I stared at the empty text field for a full minute as I struggled to think of what to say in way of apology, and in an attempt to be funny I sent a few crying emojis with a final gun emoji. I felt as though it perfectly expressed both my remorse for what I'd and my current sense of overwhelming inadequacy and boredom at the same time. 

Barely ten seconds after pressing ‘send’ my phone began to ring, and a quick glance at the screen showed that it was Jeanie. 

"Hey!" I exclaimed, answering immediately. I was surprised that she was so willing to speak to me after the way we'd left things the night before, though maybe she missed me just as much as I missed her. 

"Are you okay?" she urgently asked. There was something fearful in her tone, and the sound of it gave me pause. 


"Um, yeah, why wouldn't I be?" 

She sighed deeply, relieved. "Don’t scare me like that, I thought you were about to do something stupid." 

After some thought I realized how without any context my text could be misinterpreted and cringed. "Shit, sorry, I just wanted to talk and didn't know what to say." 

Jeanie paused for a long couple of seconds. "You did?" 

"Well, yeah, of course. Is that weird?" 

"A little. I thought you might still be mad." 

I started to shake my head but then realized she couldn't see me over the phone. "It was my fault for breaking the rules, and I shouldn't have done something you didn't want. I'll be more careful about stuff like that from now on. Promise." 

"Well, thanks I guess, but I don't want you to coddle me or anything. I'll tell you straight out if I don't want to do something." 

"Wouldn't dream of it." A brief, comfortable silence followed my statement, and now that we seemed to be on good terms again I couldn't resist asking the question that had been bouncing around in the back of my mind since we'd begun talking. "So, what're you wearing?" 

Jeanie laughed long and hard at that, the sound bringing a wide grin to my face. It was the first time I'd genuinely smiled in hours. 

"Just a t-shirt and panties." I heard the sound of quiet rustling before she spoke again. "Now just a t-shirt." 


The idea alone of her being naked from the waist down was enough to make me harden in my jeans, and I quickly glanced around to make sure that I was still alone. I licked my suddenly dry lips and lowered my voice, bringing the phone closer to my face. "Are you hard yet?" 

"Mmm, getting there. I'm thinking about your lips wrapped around my cock." She sighed and huffed a laugh. "This is so awkward. How did our parents ever do this phone sex thing?" 

"If I had to guess they probably didn't have any better options." 

"Lucky for us, we do. How's this?" she asked, switching over to video. 

My eyes widened as I stared at the screen. She truly was wearing nothing but an old oversized white Metallica t-shirt, and I could clearly see the bulge of her dick through the thin fabric. She was sitting upright on her knees with her pale, slim thighs sticking out from under her shirt, the sight of it almost making my mouth water. There was a shyness in her gaze as she looked at me through the phone, and it was a perfect blend of sexy and cute that made me wish more than ever that I was there with her. 

"Much better,” I said, greedily taking her in. “Oh yeah, baby, that's the stuff. Hubba hubba." 

"Shut up." She laughed again, and I couldn't stop myself from grinning in return. It truly was infectious. 

"I'm just saying, of the two of us, you definitely look cuter." 

She released a loud, long-suffering sigh. "I guess I can't argue with the truth." 


I made a big show of rolling my eyes at her. "Brat." I couldn't fight my smile though, and I was once again struck by how easy and comfortable talking to her felt. I never had to pretend with her, and I never felt inadequate or out of place like I did in this mansion surrounded by apparently genius trust fund kids. "I wish I was there instead," I said before I could stop myself. 

"Me too." A strange, sad expression flashed across her face, and she abruptly turned off the video. "I should go to bed." 

"Okay. Hang out soon?" 

"Sure. Night." She hung up before I could say another word, leaving me a little dumbfounded by her brusqueness but still pleased by the way our conversation had gone. At the very least she didn't appear to hate me anymore. 

A full ten minutes passed before I heard the door open behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder to see Bobbi walking towards me with a half smile on her face. She held a bottle of some sort of cider in her hand, and I again had to wonder how she wasn't cold in her short shorts; maybe temperature didn't matter if you were hot enough. 

"There you are," she said, filling the empty space next to me. I could tell by the smell on her breath and the gentle way she was swaying that she'd already had a decent amount to drink in the time she'd been missing. 

I was still sort of annoyed at her for ditching me and couldn't quite muster up my usual exuberance for her. "Here I am." 

If she noticed that my response was less than enthusiastic she didn't show it. "Are you having fun? I didn't mean to leave you for so long, but Kayleigh's kind of hard to say no to and I ended up getting dragged all over the place." 


"Everyone was cool enough, I just don't think I particularly fit in here," I said, shrugging her apology off. 

"I get what you mean." 

"Do you? You seem to get along pretty well with your friends." 

Bobbi sighed and sat back on her hands. "It's hard to really consider them my friends since we live such different lives. Believe it or not I didn't really start fitting in until this year, and even now I don't feel all that comfortable around them. It's why I can't wait to graduate and hopefully meet people I'll have a little more in common with." 

I raised my eyebrows at that. I figured she'd always been extremely popular, so to hear that she wasn't shocked me. Maybe I didn't know as much about her as I'd thought. "What're you doing after? Moving to Los Angeles?" 

She gave me a confused frown. "What? No, I got an academic scholarship to Florida State. Who told you I was moving to LA?" 

"Well, it's just...you're beautiful. I figured you'd model or become an actress or something." It felt stupid now that I was saying it out loud. The fact that I'd assumed she'd try to make a living off of her looks made me sound shallower than I liked, though luckily she didn't seem too offended by my assumption. 

Her nose wrinkled cutely and she quickly shook her head. "Thanks, but no thanks. I'm so bad at taking pictures." 

"Yeah, I bet you look just horrible in them." I dryly replied. 

Bobbi laughed and shoved my shoulder. "You're funny, you know that?" 


"Well, you know what they say; if you don't have looks or money, you'd better have a great personality." 

She cocked her head and stared directly into my eyes, sending a subtle shiver down my spine. "I don't know, I've always thought you were cute." 

I started to laugh only to see that she looked deadly serious. "Oh. Really?" 

"Mmhm." She scooted closer until her warm thigh was pressed firmly against mine, and I could only imagine what my face looked like at that moment. I wondered if I was dreaming or drunk or both as she leaned towards me, her eyelids slowly sliding shut. She gently pressed her lips against mine, hand resting on my knee, and I felt...nothing. 

No spark, no butterflies, no tingling lips—nothing besides the feel of her skin sliding against mine. I'd been picturing this exact moment for years, building up in my head what it'd be like to finally kiss her, so the fact that I didn't feel a single thing was like some sort of cruel, fucked up joke. As shocking as it was, I felt so much more from kissing Jeanie. 

She seemed to notice my lack of response after a second, moving back and furrowing her brow. "Is something wrong?" 

I stared into Bobbi’s gorgeous hazel green eyes and wanted to cry. It was so fucking unfair. I'd literally had dreams about this exact thing happening, only with more applause and fireworks going off in the background. Perhaps it was my fault for expecting so much in the first place. 

It was hard to believe that one kiss could change so much so quickly, and after thinking about it a little more, figured that it had to be a fluke. What else could it be? Bobbi was smart, beautiful, and had always been kind to me. There was no reason to not want to kiss her. 


"I'm just a little tired. It's been a long day," I lied. 

"We can leave if you want," she said. "I just wanted to show my face so no one would give me shit for skipping this thing on Monday." 

"Are you sure?" 

"No one'll miss us. Come on." She held out her hand to me, and when I took it this time it was with a bittersweet half smile. I still looked at her ass as I followed her back into the house—I was confused, not blind—but it didn't fill me with the same excitement and anticipation as it had only hours before. 


Chapter 7 


Music blasted from my car speakers as I sped down the street, the deep bass of the hip hop song I was listening to shaking the frame of the car around me. I didn't much care for the music itself but I was unreasonably proud of the aftermarket sound system I'd personally installed and couldn't resist showing it off every now and then with the loudest, most bass heavy music that I could find; especially when I had a guest riding with me. 

The music suddenly changed to some sort of EDM song, and I glanced over to see Jeanie fiddling with my car's touchscreen. "Hey, hands off the radio!" I said, shooting her an irritated frown. 

She gave me an annoyed glare right back. "But I want to listen to something good." 

My frown deepening, I made a move to switch the music back only to have my hand painfully slapped away. "Haven't you heard that the driver controls the music?" I grumbled. 

"So? What're you gonna do about it?" she asked with a challenge in her voice, and I could only roll my eyes and let her have her way as there wasn't much I could do while driving if I didn't want to kill us both in a violent, fiery crash. 

Even more aggravating was the fact that after a few minutes her choice of music had begun to grow on me, especially as I watched her hum and dance along happily in the passenger seat. It was becoming increasingly difficult to keep my eyes on the road and not on her writhing body, her joyously erratic movements putting a soft smile onto my face. Her happiness was infectious, if not distracting. 

Fortunately we were almost at our destination. I turned into the parking lot of the movie theater and managed to find an empty space right near the front, and once we'd both gotten out of my car Jeanie playfully latched onto my arm to pull me up to the end of the line, damn near skipping in her excitement. 

Earlier that week she'd handed me one of the coupons I'd made for her birthday and all but demanded that I take her to see some superhero movie on my next Friday off, and since I'd had nothing better planned for that night I'd readily agreed. Hanging out with Jeanie was usually a lot of fun, her light-hearted and contagious energy making me smile even when I didn't particularly want to. 

"I'm getting snacks, do you want anything?" she asked once I'd bought our tickets and we stepped into the crowded theater. 

Surprised by the offer, I shrugged. "Just a small Coke. Thanks." 

She waved me off and moved to get into one of the concession lines, leaving me standing awkwardly in the middle of the lobby. 

I managed to find a clear section of wall to lean against that was both out of the way of foot traffic but still allowed me to watch Jeanie's progress, and while I waited, I used my new vantage point to really take in her appearance. 

It was the nicest thing I'd seen her wear so far, the main part of her outfit consisting of a black lace skirt and a white short-sleeved crop top. Dark tights led into a pair of black low heeled boots, and a plain black satin choker encircled her pale, thin neck. Her usual leather jacket completed the look to give her more of an edgy vibe, and seeing it all together I thought she looked rather cute. 

It wasn't the first time I'd had that thought in recent weeks. Ever since the night of the party I'd found my gaze unwittingly finding and staying on her anytime she was around, and I was more confused by my sudden interest in her than anything. Until very recently I'd only ever looked at Bobbi (and Margot Robbie, and Pamela Anderson) that way. 

As though she'd noticed me watching her she looked over her shoulder from her position at the front of the line to curiously cock her head at me, and realizing I'd been caught staring I sheepishly shrugged back. I didn't know why I felt so embarrassed by it, but the warm feeling that had blossomed in my chest stayed even when she'd turned back to make her order. 

"Hey! Frankie!" a familiar voice called from my left. I turned my head to see Dennis walking up to me with a wide grin stretched across his face. He was flanked by a couple of other kids I vaguely sort of knew from school—Mike and Jonas, or Johnny, or whomever—and I nodded at the three of them as they approached. 

"What's up?" I returned, hands shoved deep into the pockets of my blue denim jacket. 

Dennis shrugged his shoulders. "Not much, just here to see that new Margot Robbie movie. You're probably here for the same, right?" When I nodded again, he shook his head and laughed. "I should've known. You and your blondes," he joked. "I bet you're seeing it alone so you can gawk at her without feeling like a complete creep, huh?" 

I didn't know whether to feel annoyed or insulted by the insinuation, even if it did actually sound like something I'd do. "Well, actually, I'm waiting for a friend." 


He looked me over skeptically. "Yeah? Who?" 

At that moment Jeanie approached our little group, gluing herself to my side as she warily looked up at the new arrivals. 

"Hi," she said, smiling hesitantly. Her arms were full with a tub of popcorn and two drinks, one of which I took to help relieve her burden. 

An awkward silence developed while Dennis gawked at the two of us, and I quickly moved to introduce her. "Uh, guys, Jeanie. Jeanie, guys." 

"Oh, are you two on a date?" Dennis asked with barely hidden disappointment. 

Jeanie snorted. "It's nothing like that, he just owes me." She seemed to relax after realizing that I knew them and that they were friendly and allowed her guard to fall a little more. "What're you watching? If we're all seeing the same thing we should sit together." 

I was surprised by the flash of irritation I felt towards her in that moment, especially at how flippantly she'd denied that it wasn't a date. I mean, it wasn't, but she didn't have to sound so certain about it. 

"Yeah, sure," I agreed halfheartedly. 

Dennis's face immediately lit up and I thought that if he looked any happier he might've actually exploded. "That'd be awesome! We should hurry up and grab seats before all the good ones are taken." 

He led the way to our screening room, chatting animatedly with Jeanie about the characters' backstories, differences from their comic counterparts, and what he hoped to see in the movie. I didn't have much to offer as I wasn't really into the whole superhero thing like they were, and I was seriously starting to feel like a third wheel by the time we'd all taken our seats, Jeanie and Dennis sitting right next to each other while I sat on her other side. 


The more they spoke and laughed together in the dim lighting of the theater, the deeper the pit in my stomach seemed to grow. I knew intellectually that it was unreasonable for me to be feeling so put out. I should've been happy that she was making new friends, and if she was able to branch out and find other people to hang out with instead of just me alone she'd probably be much better off. 

That didn't mean I wasn't relieved when the lights finally dimmed and the two of them were forced to quiet down once the pre-movie trailers began to play. 

"Want some?" Jeanie whispered, holding the bucket of popcorn out towards me. 

I almost said something snide about being surprised that she even remembered I existed but managed to bite my tongue right before the words could come tumbling out. "No thanks." 

If she noticed the shortness in my tone she didn't show it, instead shrugging and turning the bucket over to Dennis who of course took a huge handful and stuffed it into his mouth. He made such a big show of being grateful for her generosity that it had me rolling my eyes. 

I didn't know what I was getting so frustrated about. Jeanie was just my friend, and I'd known for weeks that Dennis had a thing for her. If they happened to get together following this it would've been a good thing—at least that's what I tried to tell myself. 


Once the movie started not even Margot Robbie's perfect ass could distract me from glancing over at Jeanie every few minutes, my scowl growing whenever they nudged or whispered to each other if a character said an iconic line or made a reference to something that had happened in a previous movie. It made me wonder what I was even there for if she was just going to ignore me the whole night. 

What felt like hours passed before the final credits finally began to roll and of course then we had to wait to see if there was something after. By the time we were walking out of the theater I just wanted to get home, though unsurprisingly Dennis wasn't ready to end the night there. He continued to gush to Jeanie and only Jeanie about the movie while completely ignoring the rest of us, his arms flailing about in his exuberance. 

"Look at him go, he's totally into her," I heard one of his friends—Jacob, as his name turned out to be—mumble under his breath. I watched them both pull out their phones to exchange contact information and felt my cheeks burn with annoyance. 

I'd had enough. 

"I should probably get you home, yeah?" I cut in, somehow managing to keep my voice even despite the blood rushing in my ears. I could see on Dennis' face that he clearly wanted to argue, and I was more thankful than I cared to admit when Jeanie just shrugged and skipped over to where I was standing. 

"Yeah, I guess it's getting a little late. Nice meeting you guys!" she said, waving at Dennis and his friends, and as horribly petty as it was I took some small satisfaction in the disappointed frown on Dennis' face as he reluctantly waved back. He might've had her attention for most of the night but at the end of it she was still going home with me. 


I felt much more relaxed once we'd gotten away from him and back to my car, though now that it was only the two of us again I began to feel embarrassed. Embarrassed that I'd allowed my anger to get the better of me, and embarrassed that I'd acted so childish when I didn't have any claim to her whatsoever. Jeanie wasn't my girlfriend, and even though we'd fooled around a lot since meeting she'd set firm boundaries to clearly let me know that we were only friends. 

Barely a month ago our deal had seemed like the perfect arrangement and I should've been more than happy with how things were going. 

So why was I feeling so dissatisfied? 

I started up the car once we were both seated and immediately turned the music up as loud as I could stand, drowning out both my confused thoughts and any potential for further conversation. I didn't quite trust myself to speak to her yet—not while I still didn't understand what was happening in my own head. 

Every now and then she'd try to turn the music down to talk to me, and every single time she did I'd use the controls on my steering wheel to turn it right back up. This went on for a good few minutes until finally she just shut the whole system off with a huff and shifted in her seat to glare at me. 

"Why're you being so weird?" 


"Weird how?" I tersely replied. 

"I don't know. I feel like you've been ignoring me all night." 

I almost scoffed, because from every angle that I could see it was the other way around. "You and Dennis seemed to be getting along pretty well. I didn't want to get in the way of your fun." 

"Why would you get in the way? He's your friend, right?" 

"Is that why you gave him your number?" 

She looked a bit taken aback by the accusation. "No, I just gave him my friend code so that we can play a game or something later." She paused for a long moment, her electric blue eyes scrutinizing. "Wait, are you jealous?" she asked, playfully poking at my shoulder. 

I swatted her hand away. "I'm not." 

Her smile widened then, becoming impish, and she hummed. "I think you are, and it's cute." She looked so pleased by it all that rather than argue with her I just sighed and rolled my eyes. She could be annoyingly stubborn when she wanted to be, and once she got an idea into her head it was all but impossible to change her mind. 

"Whatever," I mumbled sourly. I pulled up to the curb in front of her house and shifted the car into park. 

Still smirking at my expense, Jeanie unbuckled her seatbelt and opened the door. "Thanks for taking me out. It was fun, even if you were being a jealous little baby the whole time." 

"Shut up." In an attempt to maybe shift the balance of power back into my favor I put on my most genuine and charming smile, something that I found surprisingly easy to do as I looked at her. "By the way, I don't know if I said, but you looked really pretty tonight." 

I watched color flood the lightly freckled skin of her cheeks and felt vindicated by the response. It was the one reaction she couldn't hide, even if she tried to look nonchalant about it. 

"Thanks." She slid out of the car and then turned to lean down and look at me, her hand resting on the open door. She seemed to be thinking hard about something, a crease forming between her brow, and then she nervously chewed her lip. "Make sure you come over right after work tomorrow, okay? Promise me." 

There was something urgent in her tone that didn't leave much room for argument and I felt my curiosity pique. "Okay, I promise." 

Jeanie smiled—albeit nervously—and nodded her head. "Good. See you tomorrow." She slammed the door shut, and I watched her long enough to make sure that she got inside safely. 

I didn't want to admit to myself that it was because I wanted to see her for a little while longer. 


Chapter 8 


I stumbled into work the next morning two minutes before my shift began with bleary eyes and my hair sticking up all over the place. I'd somehow managed to dress myself in an old bomber jacket, a wrinkled white t-shirt and the same ripped jeans I'd worn the night prior, and I'd never been so glad to have a job where it literally didn't matter what I looked like. 

After getting home from the movies I'd taken a quick shower and gone to bed almost immediately, but that didn't mean I was able to actually force myself to sleep. My mind simply wouldn't let me rest as I worried over Dennis and a girl that I wasn't even dating. 

I kept thinking about how well they'd gotten along despite only knowing each other for a few hours, and I honestly couldn't help but wonder if I shouldn't take a step back and let two of my friends potentially be very happy together. They had a lot in common, at least as far as movies and games were concerned, and Dennis was pretty smitten already. I wasn't sure how Jeanie felt about him, but at the very least she seemed to enjoy his company. I wouldn't have been surprised if she'd developed something of a crush on him too, so perhaps letting them have a go at it would be for the best. 

There was some risk that came along with that plan though, the biggest being that I didn't know how Dennis would react to the fact that Jeanie was trans. I didn't want what had happened at her last school to happen here, and though I doubted he'd ever do something as shitty as assault or intentionally out her there really was no way to know for sure. We were in south Georgia, and unfortunately we weren't exactly known for our progressive ideals. 

I sighed and rubbed tiredly at my forehead. I still wasn't much closer to figuring out what I should do about the situation after hours of sleepless thought, so for the time being I resolved to put it out of my mind. It wasn't like I had to come up with a solution right away. 

I rushed to clock in for the day and then went into the kitchen to pour myself a cup of coffee. It was one of the few things on our menu that I allowed myself to regularly indulge in and I literally groaned as the first sip of the scalding hot liquid slid down my throat. I could already feel the caffeine working its magic, the tired tension behind my eyes easing by the slightest amount. A few more sips of the bitter liquid later and I was beginning to feel like something approaching a regular human being. 

"Well, you look terrible," Bobbi said. Her hip leaned against the metal countertop next to me, one of her perfectly manicured eyebrows raised as she stared at me. She had her long blonde hair down and hanging around her shoulders instead of up in its usual ponytail, and if I were more awake I might have been curious about the change; as it were, I was barely aware of her presence. 

Things between Bobbi and I had been a little awkward ever since the night we'd kissed. I could tell that my reaction—or lack thereof—had confused her. Fuck, it confused me. It seemed like we'd mutually agreed that it hadn't even happened which I truly wasn't sure how to feel about, but I was glad that at the very least we were still friends. 

"Thanks," I mumbled, giving her only the barest acknowledgement. 


Her brow crinkled with concern. "Trouble sleeping, Frumpleby? Or are you coming down with something?" 

"The first one." 

"Oh. Maybe you should just take the day off then?" 

I shook my head and let out a tired breath. "Nah, I'll be fine after five or ten more cups." To emphasize my point I poured myself another steaming mug. 

"I don't pay you to drink coffee, Francis," I heard my manager yell loudly from his office. 

I fought the urge to roll my eyes, because literally the only way he could have possibly seen me was if he was watching us on the security cameras. Even more likely was that he'd been watching Bobbi like the creep that he was while I was just unlucky enough to be standing in her general proximity. I could almost imagine his beady little eyes staring at her ass through his computer monitor, and it was probably ninety percent of the reason our cameras streamed in 4k. 

"And there it is, right on cue. I'll talk to you later," I grumbled. I drained the rest of my cup in one long gulp and carried it back with me into the dish pit since I'd have to wash it anyway. 

Except for about a two hour span during the lunch rush my day was relatively light, and following a few more strong cups of coffee and a quick half hour power nap in the backseat of my car I felt like a brand new man. I was practically whistling on my way out the door by the time four o'clock rolled around, and like promised I immediately drove over to Jeanie's after sending her a quick text to let her know that I was en route. 

She met me at her front door in a large t-shirt that came down to the middle of her thighs, the view tantalizing because it was just long enough to where I couldn't tell if she was wearing anything underneath. 

"You're late," she said as I walked in, closing the door behind me, and looking around her living room I noticed that the rest of her family seemed to be out for the day. She headed up the stairs to her bedroom while I followed close behind, trying to take a peek beneath her t-shirt. 

"You do know that I have to actually drive over here, right? I haven't quite figured out the whole instant teleportation thing yet." 

Jeanie didn't answer, instead only stopping me at her door and rolling her eyes. "Wait out here for a second." She shut it in my face and I stood there bewildered. I assumed she was going to clean or something, but she'd never much cared what her room looked like to me before. 

A few seconds after I heard her stop moving around behind the door her voice loudly rang out. "You can come in now," she called. 

Now thoroughly curious I twisted the doorknob and pushed it open, and the moment my eyes landed on her I felt my breath leave my body. 

She was sitting on her bed in nothing more than a pair of lacy black boy shorts and matching camisole that revealed her midriff, one pale leg crossed over the other. Her toes glinted with electric blue nail polish, the same as the color painted on her fingernails, and she'd swapped out her usual nose piercing for a stud with a blue jewel that was startling similar to the color of her eyes. 

She looked fucking gorgeous, and any thoughts I'd had about allowing Dennis and Jeanie to be together were instantly wiped from my mind as I stared at her slender form in the skimpy lingerie. I spent a minute picking my jaw up off the floor, and even longer putting my eyes back into my head. 

"Um, wow. What's the occasion?" 

She stared up at me as though I were stupid. "What do you think?" 

It took me a moment, but I was eventually able to rub two brain cells together long enough to understand what was going on. 

My heart jumped in my chest. "Today? Now?" 

"Why not? Come here." She held out a hand, and I stiffly walked over until I was close enough to take it. She pulled me forward so that my legs were nearly straddling hers, and then her fingers briefly slid over the bulge in my jeans before going to my waistband. 

"You look amazing," I breathed as she slowly pulled down my zipper, her eyes staring up into mine. 

Jeanie uncomfortably poked at her lip ring with her tongue and averted her gaze. "And you're wearing too much." She pushed my pants down my legs while I simultaneously removed my jacket and pulled my t-shirt over my head, sending it flying into a forgotten corner of her bedroom. Her fingers traced the hard lines of my stomach until they reached my chest and then came back down to palm my straining cock through my boxer briefs, drawing a soft groan from my throat. She then reached her hand in and pulled out my dick, the feel of her cool fingers against the heat of my length sending little shocks up my spine. 

I watched her lean forward and take a deep breath, her eyes rolling upwards and her eyelids fluttering shut with pleasure. It still sometimes weirded me out how much she seemed to enjoy my smell, taking every opportunity she could to sniff my neck or stick her nose right into my crotch, but I wasn't about to complain or ask her to stop if she liked it so much. 

She pushed my cock straight up against my belly to place gentle sucking kisses up and down the shaft, taking her time with my dick rather than trying to get me off as fast as possible like she usually did, and after a minute or two of relaxed kissing and nuzzling, she gripped me by the base and stretched her lips over the head. I almost expected her to try to take me straight down to the root as she usually did and was surprised when she instead spent a long while just nursing the head. 

It felt like she was making love to my dick more than sucking it, and it didn't take long before I began to feel my knees shake under her expert tongue work. When I placed my hand on her head to ground myself she moaned and took me in deeper, sliding most of my cock into her warm, wet mouth. 

"Shit," I groaned, gritting my teeth hard against the exquisite feeling. My balls were beginning to tighten with the effort of trying not to cum too soon, and right as I absolutely knew that I was going to shoot my load down her throat she slid her lips off of me with a wet 'pop.' 

"Not yet," Jeanie teased. She used one of her hands to wipe away the drool that had escaped her lips and hoisted herself further back onto the bed. She then lifted her little butt and began to push her panties down her smooth legs, leaving me to pull them the rest of the way off and toss them over my shoulder. 

I unconsciously licked my lips at the sight of her hard, hairless cock. Knowing that she got so horny just from sucking me off never failed to turn me on. 

A slippery bottle was thrust into my field of vision and without thinking much about it I took it from her hands. Weeks of fucking around meant that I knew exactly what she wanted, and with a flick of my thumb I opened the cap and poured a small amount onto the smooth stretch of skin between her balls and her ass, allowing the slick, clear liquid to seep into her little pink hole. 

I used my other thumb to rub it in further, drawing soft sighs from where she reclined above me, and once I felt that she was ready I slowly slid in my middle finger. It went in much easier than I'd expected, like she'd been preparing herself for this long before I'd arrived. 

Jeanie moaned and cooed quietly as I worked it in deeper, twisting my wrist to make sure that the lube was fully coating her insides. I added a second and smiled when her dick jumped enticingly above me and her pants grew in volume, sticky precum beading on the tip of her cock. 

"Still okay?" I asked, gently curling my fingers to rub more insistently against her prostate. 

She answered me with another long mewl and shuddered. I looked up over the soft swell of her breasts to see that she'd thrown one of her thin arms over her eyes and felt my chest grow with pride knowing I gave as good as I got. Never let it be said that I was a selfish lover. 

The fingers of her other hand threaded themselves into my hair, and she none too gently pulled me up towards her until we were almost face to face. 


"I think I'm ready," she said once our eyes met. 

I swallowed heavily and nodded, feeling my dick that had softened while I'd been fingering her ass surge back to life. I could sense that she was nervous. It was hard not to notice given the way she was shaking, and whether it was with anticipation or fear I wasn't sure. 

I carefully positioned myself between her legs, sliding her thighs over mine, and firmly gripped the soft flesh of her hips. I nudged the head of my penis against her opening and stared down into her wide eyes. 

"Are you sure?" I asked for the final time. 

She slowly nodded her head, smiling faintly, and with a deep, shuddering breath, I insistently pressed my hips forward until she began to open up around me. I'd barely slid in an inch when she began to whimper, her eyes tightly squeezing shut. 

"Relax," I whispered, stopping to run my hands soothingly up and down her sides. I wasn't sure how much it was helping, though the crease between her eyebrows did soften by the smallest amount. 

I waited a little while longer for her to give me the go ahead and then pressed forward again, struggling mightily to not shove myself in all at once. I wanted her to feel just as good as I did, even if that meant I'd have to grit my teeth and do long division in my head to distract my brain from thinking about how tightly she was gripping me. 

"You're so fucking tight," I groaned, finding it difficult to fit all of my dick inside. It was slow going, but as I continued to ease myself inch by inch inside of her the pain on her face gradually began to give way to something that looked like pleasure until eventually I felt my balls touching the smooth skin of her ass as I bottomed out. It felt fucking amazing inside of her, her slick, warm insides sheathing my cock like it belonged there, and I found myself panting with the exertion of holding myself back. 


Jeanie looked up and met my gaze with a watery smile. "I'm officially not a virgin anymore," she breathed. It sounded more like she was saying it to herself, something akin to wonder in her voice. She raised her arms and draped them around my neck, her eyes still glassy with unshed tears. "Now start moving." 

"Bossy," I grumbled back playfully. 

I began to slowly saw myself in and out of her, giving her ample time to adjust and loosen up for me. Though I'd had sex a few times with a couple of different girls, none of them could compare to anal and the way her asshole gripped my shaft; the tightness was on a completely different level. 

I felt her wriggle impatiently beneath me after a short while and quickly picked up my pace until the sound of our hips slapping together echoed throughout the room. She bit her lip and grunted each time I bottomed out inside of her, her small, perky breasts bouncing in her camisole with the power of my thrusts. The sight was enticing, and wanting to see her tits directly I pushed up her thin, lacy top to latch onto her right nipple with my thumb and forefinger and was immediately rewarded by an especially hard squeeze of her ass. 

"Keep doing that," she panted, her mouth falling open, and grinning to myself I reached over to pinch her other nipple. It made her squeal loudly, her fingers curling in the white bed sheets beneath her. 

My other hand was still slick from when I'd fingered her so I wrapped it loosely around her hard, flopping cock. I did what I could to match the strokes of my hand with my increasingly erratic thrusts but quickly realized that it was impossible, the pleasure coursing through me far too great for me to concentrate on anything besides the rhythm of my pounding hips. I was quickly reaching the point of no return and a hazy glance at Jeanie's face showed that she was experiencing the same. 

With a long, high-pitched whimper she came, streaks of white painting the pale skin of her chest and belly. She twisted and writhed beneath me, her eyes rolling up into her head and then closing as she shuddered around my still thrusting cock. Her orgasm made her ass squeeze my dick even tighter, making it so that I could barely move at all, and unable to hold myself back any longer I shoved myself as deep as I could inside of her and let go. 

Only belatedly did I realize that the low, tortured groan I heard echoing in the room was coming from me as I filled her insides with my cum. Every muscle in my body seized with the effort of breeding her, and it was only through sheer force of will that I stopped myself from collapsing right on top of her when I was through. 

It didn't take long for my arms to give out, the limbs turning to jelly along with the rest of me. I slid out of her abused asshole and fell over onto my side next to her, draping one of my arms over her sticky, heaving chest. 

For a long while the only sounds in the room came from our combined panting—the both of us too exhausted to speak—and eventually it was Jeanie who managed to catch her breath first. 


"That felt awesome," she sighed, turning her head to look at me. She shifted around so that we were fully facing each other and her expression turned thoughtful. "Having cum inside of me feels good. Weird, but good." 

I cocked a curious eyebrow. "Good how?" 

Jeanie shrugged a shoulder. "I dunno, just like...satisfying." She smiled then, wide and bright, and I felt my chest grow warm with that same fuzzy feeling from the previous night; one that I was beginning to think transcended simple infatuation. 

Before I myself knew what I was doing I was leaning forward to capture her lips in a searing kiss, the fingers of my hand gently cupping her jaw to pull her mouth more insistently against mine. I wasn't surprised when she didn't kiss me back, and even less surprised when she turned her head to break it. 

The icy glare she leveled me with could've frozen an ocean. "I told you you can't kiss me." 

I felt my frustration towards her begin to build again and decided that I wasn't going to back down so easily this time. Not after we'd had—what seemed to be to me—pretty amazing sex. "Why not?" 

She was silent for a long time, her face shifting as she seemed to wrestle with whether or not to tell me. "Because if you kiss me like that, I'm not sure if..." Jeanie paused and sighed, her expression becoming defeated. "If I can stop myself from liking you." 

I stared down at her blankly, bewildered by her confession. I didn't know what to say, and more than that, I felt like a fucking idiot for not realizing it sooner. 


All this time I'd stupidly taken her at her word, fully believing that she didn't have any feelings for me whatsoever. I'd let myself be blinded by my own selfishness, ignoring what were, in retrospect, pretty clear signs to the contrary. 

It made sense that she would be protective of her heart. The last person she'd liked had completely shattered it, cruelly shunning her and making her feel as though she were less than. Of course she'd be wary of putting it out there again so soon after she'd managed to piece herself back together. 

The more I thought about how scared she must have felt, forcing herself to bury her feelings for the sake of our friendship, the angrier with myself I became. I should've seen it, and maybe the reason I hadn't was because I didn't want to confront what I already knew. 

Namely, that I was beginning to fall for her too. 

"Would that be such a bad thing?" I asked uncertainly. 

She tried to give me a stern look, but I could clearly see her resolve begin to waver. "We had a deal." 

"Fuck the deal." I leaned forward and slanted my lips against hers, sliding my fingers into her curly dark hair. She didn't kiss me back at first and yet she didn't move away this time either, something that I decided to classify as progress. 

Finally she gave in and her arms came up to encircle my neck. She pulled me down on top of her to deepen the kiss, our lips moving together in an instinctually perfect rhythm. The intensity of it had my head buzzing with nervous energy, and in that moment I knew I'd never again be able to be without her lips for long. 

It was only when I came up for air that I noticed a tear had escaped to slide down the side of her face. I wiped it away for her with my thumb. "Hey, what's wrong?" 

She looked up at me with worried eyes, her demeanor completely different from the Jeanie I was used to. "I don't want to get hurt again," she replied, her voice small. 

I felt furious anger flood me all at once; anger at the asshole who'd made her feel like she wasn't worthy of love, and anger at myself for not showing her sooner that she was. 

"I promise I'll do my best not to." I didn't know if that was the right answer or not, but the affectionate way she snuggled closer into my chest told me it might have been. I wrapped an arm around her to pull her naked form tighter against me, feeling her now softened dick rubbing against my thigh. 

"So, you like me?" I asked after a minute, unable to help myself. The idea filled me with a giddiness that I didn't expect and I struggled to keep the smug grin off of my face. 

Jeanie rolled her eyes. "I never said that." 

"You basically did." 

"Whatever. Even if—if—I did like you, the deal's still on. You're not getting off that easily." Something must've shown on my face because she gave me a warning look, even as she tried to hide her creeping smile. "Don't." 

I feigned an innocent look. "What? I wasn't gonna say anything." 

"Sure you weren't, you twelve year old. How late are you staying?" she asked. 


"Kicking me out right after sex? Wow," I joked. I glanced at the clock on her desk and sighed. Unfortunately I had both homework and chores to do, and after the near sleepless night I'd had I was in dire need of a nap before I could start on any of it. "I can stay for a little longer, but I should probably get home soon." 

"Lame." She pouted and entangled our limbs more tightly together, holding me in such a way that made it impossible for me to extract myself without significant effort. 

And even though I had fully intended to get up and make my way home like I'd told her, between the soothing heat of her body and her soft, rhythmic breathing I gradually felt my eyelids begin to grow heavy. I always felt at peace whenever we were together, and now that I was coming to terms with my feelings I realized exactly why that was. 

I’d always assumed that love was meant to be hot, and steamy, and passionate—and it was—but it was also calm, and comforting, and safe. With her I felt so much more than I ever thought possible, and as her fingers gently played with my sweaty bangs I drifted off into a deep slumber, more content than I’d ever been. 


Chapter 9 


The dreary Winter gradually gave way to Spring, bringing with it a warmth I'd sorely missed over the past few months of bitter weather. I could finally put away my heavier jackets and feel comfortable again in only jeans and a hoodie, something that I took full, complete advantage of. 

Unfortunately the warmer weather also meant more people were out and about during lunchtime, so Jeanie and I's days of fooling around beneath the bleachers were pretty much over. We still ate and hung out there as it'd now become something of a habit but that was as far as it went nowadays. 

Surprisingly enough I found that I didn't really care too much. I mean, sure, I liked getting my dick sucked at school, but it still felt good to just be together with her. I genuinely enjoyed talking and joking around with her whether we were doing sexy things to each other or not. 

"I'm cold," Jeanie complained from where she was sitting next to me on the metal bench. 

I shrugged and took a large bite of my turkey sandwich. "Sucks." She punched me hard on the shoulder and I laughed, rubbing at my throbbing arm. I didn't understand how she could possibly be cold when she was usually totally fine at much lower temperatures and yet I pulled my hoodie off anyway and draped it over her head. "Fine, here." 

I watched her happily slide her arms into the sleeves and pull it on, the jacket almost comically large on her. She then immediately brought the sleeves up to her nose and took a deep breath. 


"What, does it smell bad or something?" I asked a bit self consciously. 

"Well, it smells like you, so..." she replied, giggling when I frowned. 

"Give it back then." 

"Nope." She wrapped my jacket tighter around herself and turned away from me when I reached for it, using her body to fend off my hands. 

I slipped my arms around her waist and she made a half hearted effort to squirm away, but after a few seconds she quickly gave up and pressed her back against my chest. She then cheekily stuck her tongue out at me, and that's when I took the chance to lean forward and kiss her. Like usual the sensation of her lips on mine sent a rush of adrenaline through me, my nerve endings burning with pleasure. 

I watched her bright blue eyes briefly widen in surprise before fluttering shut a moment later. She moaned quietly into my mouth and shifted back around so that we were in a more comfortable position, and out of the corner of my eye I noticed her thighs beginning to rub together in a way that I was painfully familiar with. 

After another few seconds of gentle kissing out I broke away and smirked, panting as I struggled to catch my breath. 

"Are you getting hard?" I mumbled into the crook of her neck, planting a few sucking kisses on the pale, smooth skin. 


Jeanie mewled and tilted her head so that I had easier access. "Shut up. Whose fault do you think it is?" I placed a hand on her inner thigh and squeezed, the flesh pliant even through her jeans, but when I slowly began to inch my fingers closer to her growing hardness she immediately slapped them away. "We'll get in trouble." 

Annoyed, I grunted my displeasure and let her go. Even though public displays of affection technically weren't allowed on school grounds, as far as I knew it was rarely enforced; plus, there was no one close enough to see what we were doing anyway. 

A part of me wondered if some of her reluctance to do anything in public with me stemmed from the strange limbo we'd found ourselves in lately. Despite us both vaguely admitting that we had some feelings for each other and continuing to have sex it felt like we hadn't solidified anything. I had yet to officially ask her if she wanted to turn whatever we had into something more; partially because I wanted to be absolutely sure that us being together was what she truly wanted and not just something she'd agree to because she was afraid of losing me as a friend. 

She'd been so adamant in the past about us only being friends that I didn't want to press the issue too much. I wanted to move at her pace, and since she hadn't brought up the idea of us dating I didn't either. Was it cowardly of me? Maybe. But I figured it was better to be too cautious than to push her away entirely, even if it frustrated the hell out of me more often than not. 

"Hey, guys!" Dennis called from the bottom of the bleachers, and my expression instinctively flattened while Jeanie not so subtly put a little more space between us. The other reason we hadn't been messing around much at school was currently bustling up the stairs towards us with his messenger bag slung over his shoulder, taking the steps two at a time in his haste to reach us. 


Ever since he'd officially met Jeanie, Dennis had begun popping up around us more and more. His attention was always mainly and quite obviously focused on her and it never failed to make me feel like I was the odd man out. I fucking hated it. He was sort of my friend though and Jeanie seemed to like him, so I begrudgingly kept my annoyed feelings to myself. I didn't own a monopoly on her time nor attention even if I sometimes found myself wanting to. 

If he noticed that she was wearing my jacket he didn't say anything, instead taking a seat on Jeanie's other side and reaching into his bag. "Wanna game?" he asked us, pulling out his game system. 

Jeanie glanced up at me and I shrugged back, trying my best to look unbothered. I didn't know what she expected me to say; it was obvious from his gaze that he was talking to her and not to me. 

"I don't have mine on me," she finally said, sliding her eyes back around to look at him. 

"No problem! We can both play on mine." He almost forced one of the little controllers into her hands and started up the game. He then scooted closer until their knees were touching, clearly taking advantage of the fact that the screen was so small to get right on top of her, and I smothered a frown. It didn't exactly thrill me to see it knowing how he felt about her and all, but again, I wasn't about to tell her not to make friends. 

For the next fifteen minutes they played together while I pretended that I wasn't paying attention to their every movement. Each time he nudged her shoulder with his to throw her off or she crowed with victory after hitting him with an especially timely blue shell I felt the pit in my stomach grow deeper. I knew it was stupid of me to feel jealous when she didn't even belong to me, but who had full control over their feelings? 

I was more relieved than I cared to admit when the bell signaling the end of our lunch period rang, and like a shot I was on my feet and ready to head over to my next class. I gathered up the trash remaining from our lunches and slung my backpack over my shoulder. "That's the bell," I said unnecessarily. 

Neither of them budged at my words, the both still too engrossed in the current race to answer, so annoyed I grit my teeth and headed down the steps without them. 

"Wait a second," Jeanie called once I'd reached the bottom, and as much as I wanted to keep walking and pretend that I hadn't heard her I wasn't quite willing to be that immature. I watched her hand Dennis back the controller and say a quick goodbye before she hopped down the steps to stand in front of me. "Walk me to class?" 

Frowning slightly, I glanced over her head at Dennis. He was trying to stuff his things back into his bag as quickly as he could, presumably to catch up with the two of us. "You can walk with Dennis if you want. I don't care." 

She cocked her head and furrowed her brow as though the idea literally hadn't even occurred to her. "Yeah, but I want to walk with you." 

Fighting a grin, I shrugged and set off for the school building while she fell into step beside me. I was hoping Dennis would get the hint and not follow us, and when he didn't catch up to us right away I figured that he had. 


"Are you working today?" Jeanie asked after a couple of minutes of silence, tucking a few strands of dark hair behind her ear as she looked up at me. 

"Nah, I'm off. Why, did you wanna hang out?" 

"Yeah, but...I was thinking we could go to your place this time?" She looked a little nervous after asking, her teeth worrying at her bottom lip, and it was only then that I realized in our short time of knowing each other she hadn't once been to my house. It hadn't been intentional, at least not on my part; it'd just become sort of a habit to head over to hers after work or on the weekend. 

"Sure. No one gets home until like six or seven anyway." 

I watched her eyes light up and relief pour into her expression. "Great." She bumped my shoulder with hers, surreptitiously grabbing my hand and squeezing it for a moment before peeling off to head down the hall to her own classroom. "See you after," she tossed over her shoulder, her lip ring glinting under the harsh fluorescent lights as she flashed me a bright smile. 

I smiled back even though she'd turned away, finding it sort of cute how shy she was about public displays of affection and even cuter how she couldn't seem to stop herself regardless. 

I dragged myself through the rest of the day's classes, eagerly anticipating what we'd get up to after school, and by the time I made it out to the student parking lot Jeanie was already leaning against my car with the hoodie I'd loaned her earlier tied loosely around her waist. "Hey, watch the paint," I joked as I approached, using my key fob to unlock the door for her. 

She didn't dignify that with a response, instead just flipping me off while she opened the door and slid into the passenger seat. I did the same a moment later, starting it up and carefully maneuvering out onto the road to make the short trip over to my house. 

"Don't expect too much, my house isn't as big as yours," I said once we'd gotten to my neighborhood, suddenly nervous for her to see where I lived. I wasn't ashamed of my house—not in the least—but compared to hers it seemed almost quaint. 

She stepped out of the car as soon as I'd parked, looked up at it, and shrugged. "I like yours a lot more than mine." 

My shoulders dropped with relief. "Because it's not haunted?" I teased while leading her up to the front door. 

I could almost feel Jeanie rolling her eyes behind me. "Seriously, why the hell do I put up with you?" 

"I've been wondering that for weeks now." I unlocked the front door and briefly led her around the first floor, pointing out the major landmarks and giving her only the barest of tours, and then motioned for her to follow me up the stairs to my room. 

"It's kind of messy," I mumbled, setting my backpack down on my computer chair and wishing I'd actually made my bed like my mother begged me to. I watched her take everything in, her fingers sliding delicately over the many knick knacks I'd collected over the years. 

It felt odd to have her in my space, looking at all of the things that made up my life, and I couldn't help but feel a bit self-conscious about some of the posters I had up. There were an awful lot of beautiful women plastered on my walls, most of them tall, busty blondes with the pièce de résistance being a large print of Pamela Anderson in her signature red one piece. 

"This is such a guy’s room," she said after a minute, smirking at the embarrassed look on my face. With a small intake of breath she hopped onto my unmade bed and lay back, her dark curly hair splaying out around her head. She then grabbed my pillow and hugged it to her chest, bringing it up to her nose for a small whiff. 

"Seriously, what is it with you and smelling my stuff?" I asked. 

Jeanie shrugged her shoulders. "I'm a glutton for punishment, I guess." She tossed the pillow out of the way and pushed herself up onto her elbows to quirk an eyebrow at me. "So, you just gonna stand there?" 

With a small, exasperated shake of my head I approached the bed and leaned over her body, placing one of my hands next to her shoulder to hold myself up. I gently ghosted my lips against hers, fully intending to take things slower than usual, but Jeanie clearly had other ideas. What started as soft, sweet pecks quickly devolved into filthy making out when she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down until our lips were sealed firmly together. 

She ground her hips up into mine to force our hard cocks to rub against each other, and even through the rough fabric of our jeans I felt little shocks of pleasure crawl up my spine. 

After a minute or two of letting her have her way I broke the kiss, ignoring her whine of protest that quickly turned into a moan of pleasure when I pressed my lips into the sensitive spot between her neck and shoulder. I then slid further down her body, shoving her long sleeved shirt and bra up over her chest to expose her small breasts and hard, pink nipples to my hungry gaze. 

I planted my lips over one of them while I pinched the other with my fingertips, thoroughly enjoying the way she squirmed beneath me. Her eyes squeezed shut every time I swirled my tongue around the nipple in my mouth, and each time I gently grazed the nub with my teeth she'd let out a sharp little gasp. It was like a game figuring out exactly what made Jeanie tick, and it was one that I never got tired of playing. 

Still, I had a destination firmly in mind and began to kiss my way down her sternum and flat stomach until I reached the waistband of her jeans. I made quick work of the button and then paused with my hand on her zipper to look up at her, only to see her staring back at me with her lips parted and pupils blown wide. 

"What do you want?" I asked, smirking at her impatience. 

Jeanie scowled down at me. "You know what I want." 

I nonchalantly shrugged my shoulders. "I'm not sure I do." 

With a huff she reached down to unzip them herself, but I effortlessly batted her hands away. "Can you please suck my dick?" she finally begged when it became clear that it was the only way she was going to get off. 

My grin widened, finding the power I held over her intoxicating even though I knew that I'd probably pay dearly at some point for teasing her like I was. Deciding to take mercy on her I pulled the zipper the rest of the way down and slid my fingers into her belt loops to lower them just enough to reveal her plain pastel blue panties. I then gently nuzzled her bulge with my lips, taking in the faint scent of her usual floral body wash and sweat. 

I slowly pulled down the waistband of her underwear until just the cute pale pink head of her cock was visible and ran the flat of my tongue over it, delighting in her soft, shuddering sighs. I swiped against the salty skin a few more times until I felt her fingers none too gently pulling at my hair. 

"Stop teasing me," she panted, glaring down at me from over her chest. 

"Impatient," I murmured back. Still I pulled her jeans the rest of the way off along with her panties, revealing the rest of her engorged pink length. I easily slid half of it into my mouth, and out of the corner of my eye I watched her fingers grip my bedsheets as she writhed beneath me. 

I nursed on it slowly, my cheek resting on the hot, smooth skin of her stomach. It wasn't really so much the sucking cock part that I particularly enjoyed, though I'd gotten disturbingly good at it if her reactions were to be believed. It was more her heavy breaths and cute moans that excited me, knowing that I was making her feel as good as she usually did me. 

Whenever I felt her grow and harden in my mouth I'd immediately back off until she calmed down before starting all over again from the beginning, smiling each time at her whimper of disappointment. 

I eventually took mercy on her—and myself, as my jaw was really beginning to grow tired—and took her as deep into my mouth as I could. My tongue began to work overtime, running over her glans in wet, swirling strokes. 

It didn't take too much longer after that. She exploded in my mouth, coming with a high, breathy moan that sent a surge of new life into my own cock, and her hips rose from the bed in a staccato rhythm as her hands tightly gripped my bedsheets. It was the most I'd ever felt her cum, easily filling my mouth until I had to swallow twice to keep myself from drowning in it. I grimaced at the taste, because while I'd gotten mostly used to its bitterness it still left a lot to be desired. 


Her body continued to convulse with each gentle suck of my lips until her hands were desperately pushing at my head in an attempt to get me to let go, and with a satisfied smirk I allowed her to slip out of my mouth with a wet 'pop'. I then kissed my way back up her body and past her sweaty, heaving chest until I got to her lips. 

We lazily made out for a while, the only sounds in my bedroom coming from her soft sighs and the gentle smacking of our lips. Kissing her felt good—too good—and I was intensely aware of how dangerous it was. My feelings for Jeanie were growing at a terrifying rate, along with another part of me that was now brushing up against her naked thigh. 

It wasn't that I was necessarily afraid of feeling more for her. I trusted Jeanie in a way that I'd never trusted any other girl before and knew instinctively that she would never intentionally try to hurt me. 

It was more that I didn't quite know how to react to the emotions swirling around inside my chest. I wanted her around all the time in a way that felt alarming; namely because I knew how unrealistic and unhealthy I was being. The thought of not being able to see her filled me with a dread I'd have rolled my eyes and laughed at only a month ago, but well, here I was. 

My musings were abruptly interrupted by the sound of the front door slamming, and like I'd been shoved I jumped off of her and onto my feet, heartbeat thumping loudly in my ears. 


Jeanie hastily reached down to pull up and button her jeans, her eyes wide. "Who's that?" 

"I don't know, no one should be home for another few hours! Fuck," I mumbled, quickly making my way over to the door. I placed my ear against it in an attempt to hear something only to find that it was completely silent on the other side. I'd have to investigate things personally. "Okay, you stay in here and I'll try to sneak you out when I find a chance." 

I wiped my mouth and adjusted my clothing in an attempt to look like I hadn't just been sucking a girl off in my room and slipped out into the hallway, closing the door quietly behind me. I then jogged down the stairs with my heart in my throat, hoping it was my dad just stopping by to pick up something he'd forgotten. 

Of course I'd never been that lucky. Instead of my dad I rounded the corner to see my mother putting away groceries, and she didn't look like she was planning to go back to the hospital anytime soon. 

I forced a grin and an air of nonchalance and made enough noise as I entered the kitchen so as not to startle her. "Hey, mom. You're home early." 

"Hi there, stranger," she said, sparing me a quick smile as she put away a bag of tortilla chips. "I left my shift a little early because I thought we could all have dinner together for once. It's been awhile." 

I nodded back uneasily, inwardly cursing my rotten luck. The first time I sneak Jeanie up to my room and this happens. "Uh, I might be leaving here in a bit, but I can definitely make it back in time for dinner." 


"Make sure that you do. I feel like I never get to really speak with you anymore." 

"Yeah, sorry, I’ve just been busy with school and work and everything." I ran an uncomfortable hand through my hair as I threw together a hasty plan; one that I hoped would save us all some embarrassment. "I should get going," I said, turning on my heel to jog back up the stairs. 

"Okay, but hurry back. I'm making spaghetti!" she called after me. 

I made it to my bedroom in record time to find Jeanie anxiously waiting for me on my bed. I considered making a joke about it but even I could recognize that it really wasn't the time. "It's my mom, she's in the kitchen putting away groceries. If we leave right now we can slip past her. Come on," I said, grabbing her hand and pulling her to her feet. I threw open the door, fully intending to make a break for it...only to see my mother standing there with her hand raised to knock. 

She blinked owlishly at the two of us and froze. I watched her eyes slide from me to Jeanie and then back again, and just like that I knew I was fucked. "Oh," she said after an awkward few seconds of silence. 

"Um, mom, this is Jeanie," I mumbled lamely, waving my hand in her general direction. 

Still standing with her arm raised, she turned her incredulous gaze back to Jeanie. "Hello, Jeanie." 

"It's nice to meet you, Mrs. Umpleby," Jeanie shyly replied, hiding herself half behind me, and I'd have found it endearing if I weren't so petrified. 


My mother seemed to come back to herself at that, shaking her head with disbelief and huffing a laugh which I took to be a good sign. At the very least she didn't seem angry. "None of that, call me Mary. Would you like to stay for dinner?" 

I blinked at the smile on my mother's face as she looked at Jeanie. I'd expected a little bit more of a negative reaction considering I'd snuck a girl into my room, like a disappointed frown or maybe even a few stern words. Instead she almost looked...ecstatic. "Actually, I was just gonna take her home." 

"You can take her home after dinner," she immediately rebutted. 

I almost laughed at the idea. Let my mom interrogate my not-quite-girlfriend? Not a chance in hell. "Mom." 

Pressing her lips tightly together, she turned back to me and narrowed her eyes. "Francis." 

Unfortunately for me Jeanie chose that exact moment to decide to make herself known again. "I'd love to stay, if you don't mind having me." 

"Of course not. Frankie never lets us meet his girlfriends, so I'm not letting you get away that easily." 

"Is there anything I can help you with?" Jeanie asked, a little more boldly than before. 

My mother's smile widened, and just like that she was in love. "I can always use an extra pair of hands." 

My shoulders slumped. I knew when I'd been defeated. "Fine, we'll be down in a second." I waited for my mom to head back down the stairs before I reeled on Jeanie, glaring down at her with disbelief. "What are you doing?" I whispered harshly. 


Jeanie cocked an eyebrow. "Staying for dinner." She brushed past me to follow my mom, and left with no other option I reluctantly did the same, already dreading what the next few hours would bring. 

This was all new territory for me. Like my mother had said I never let any girl I was interested in meet my parents. Not because I was embarrassed, or ashamed, or anything like that—I just didn't want to deal with all of the questions and awkwardness that inviting a girl home would inevitably bring. My mom was a lot of things, but subtle definitely wasn't one of them. 

I stayed at the kitchen table as she blatantly grilled Jeanie, asking her all sorts of questions that even I hadn't thought to ask like her favorite food, her dream job, and questions about her family. Whenever she ventured too close to Jeanie's past or asked her questions about her hometown I did what I could to quietly steer the conversation in a different direction, though judging by the sharp glances my mother would send me whenever I did she definitely noticed. 

More than anything I was shocked to see that Jeanie was actually really proficient at the tasks my mother had given her. She was currently chopping what appeared to be cilantro or parsley with relative ease, slicing the vegetable into tiny pieces and scraping them into a bowl to be used as garnish later. I thought she looked extremely cute with her curly dark hair tied back and clad in my mother's pink apron, and her feet were bare to reveal her freshly black painted toenails. I briefly considered making a barefoot in the kitchen joke but thought better of it as she was holding a knife. 

"You can actually cook?" I asked. 

She spared me an exasperated glance. "I'm literally just chopping parsley." 

"It's more than he can do. You would think he'd have picked up something working at a diner," my mother said from the stove where she was stirring the spaghetti sauce. 

Jeanie laughed, and I frowned. I wasn't sure how I felt about the two of them ganging up on me because on one hand it was great that they seemed to be getting along, but on the other, well, it wasn't exactly fun to be the butt of the joke. 

The meal was mostly ready to eat by the time I heard the front door open and I watched as Jeanie's back straightened to match the return of her nervousness. She glanced anxiously at me and then at the doorway where my dad appeared with his briefcase and coat in hand. He surveyed the scene with mild surprise, eyes landing on each one of us in turn. 

"We have a guest," he drawled, throwing his jacket over his usual chair at the head of the table. 

"Dad, this is Jeanie," I said, not quite sure how to introduce her since we were definitely more than friends but I wasn't about to presume that we were together without asking her first. 

She fully turned to look at him, giving him a shy smile and a wave. "It's nice to meet you, sir." 

I raised my eyebrows at her. It was still weird seeing this side of her knowing how boisterous she usually was. 

"So you're the girl, huh? You had him moping around for a while there." 


I didn't dare look at the smug look that I just knew was on her face and instead rolled my eyes. "Are we eating now or what? I'm starving." 

It was a simple meal of salad, spaghetti, broccoli, and store bought garlic bread but after the stressful evening I'd had fending off my mother's attacks it was a welcome feast. It was the perfect carb heavy comfort food I needed to calm my frayed nerves, and it certainly didn't hurt that my dad helped to run interference on my mom by keeping the conversation light and away from the more difficult topics. 

Oddly enough they bonded over college basketball. Jeanie was a diehard North Carolina Tar Heels fan which put her at odds with my dad who was of course all about the Georgia Bulldogs, but even I could see the twinkle in his eye as he argued with her about which team was better. She was doing great. 

My mother smiled as she looked between the two of us. "You two are so cute together. I'll admit I was a little worried about him suddenly dating a girl that I hadn't even heard about, but I feel much better about it now." 

Jeanie blushed fully, rare for her, and studied her remaining food. 

"Mom, you're being embarrassing." 

"What? I'm just saying that she's a lot better than I expected from you. Are you sure you want to settle for him? You can do better." 

"Oh my god," I groaned, putting my face into my hands. This was exactly why I never brought girls home. 


Jeanie smiled and shook her head. "I don't know, he has a few good points. He's the first person I talked to here and he made me feel welcome right away." 

My mother looked over at me with pride. "I guess we did something right." 

"Thanks, mom. Glad to know that I'm not a complete screw up," I shot back. 

"You know I'm teasing," she said, waving a dismissive hand towards me. She then turned her attention back to Jeanie. "So, what are your plans for after graduation?" 

Jeanie shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "I got accepted to UCLA, USC, and Colombia, but I'm still not sure where I want to go yet. I haven't exactly picked a major." 

I stared at the side of her head, shocked. I hadn't known that. Hell, after a little thought I realized there was a lot about Jeanie that I didn't know. Our conversations typically stayed very surface level and flirty, and it was rare that we ever discussed anything substantial about the future. 

"All of those are so far. There weren't any schools you liked down here?" my mother asked, basically pouting. 

A strange look crossed Jeanie's face. "I've lived in the South my entire life. I thought I'd try something different." 

The answer seemed to appease my mother, who only nodded her disappointment. At the same time I was still reeling a bit from knowing that she was going so far away even though I really shouldn't have been surprised. Of course she'd want to get as far away as possible from the place that had hurt her so deeply and go instead to a place that would probably be a little more accepting of who she was. 

She wouldn't have to hide so much anymore, and she'd be able to make friends who probably understood a hell of a lot better than I did what she was going through. It was selfish of me to be upset and yet still I was. Whatever we were becoming had a clear expiration date and it was approaching faster than I'd ever expected. 

With our bellies filled we all helped to clear the table, though when Jeanie and I attempted to help with the dishes my mother shooed us out of the kitchen and told me to take her home since it was still a school night. She then hugged Jeanie goodbye, simultaneously extracting a promise out of her to come over again soon. 

"I like your family," Jeanie said as I backed my car out of our driveway and onto the street. 

"Yeah, well, they're in love with you. I'm pretty sure my mom wants you to be her daughter now." 

She was silent for a long while after that, the only sound in the vehicle coming from the quiet music playing through my speakers. "They think I'm your girlfriend." 

I glanced over at her curiously. Was she upset about it? I couldn't read her expression nor her tone at all. "I'll clear it up, don't worry. I'm not sure how yet, but I'll think of something." 

Jeanie nervously flicked her lip ring with her tongue, a habit she had when she was uncomfortable. "Or you could just leave it." 

My heart lurched in my chest. I didn't know what to say. "What, like, have you pretend to be my girlfriend?" I chanced another look at her face and immediately understood what she was saying. "Oh." 


I was surprised by the smile I felt growing on my face at the thought because I truly couldn't think of any reason why we shouldn't be officially dating. I liked her, I had fun with her, and mostly importantly, I felt comfortable around her. I never felt the need to act cool or interesting because for some strange reason she seemed to think that I was those things anyway. 

I chuckled a bit and sighed, unable to believe that it'd taken me this long to realize what I should've just done weeks ago. "Jeanie—" 

"Forget I said anything," she snapped, cutting me off before I could say another word, and I was startled to see the beginning of tears in her eyes. "If I got huge fake tits and dyed my hair blonde would you date me? Or is it because I'm trans?" 

In my annoyance my fingers gripped the steering wheel so hard my knuckles began to turn white. "First of all, who you are has nothing to do with this. And it's not even that I don't want to date you because trust me, I really, really do. It's just...why me? Because I'm the first guy you slept with?" 

She gave me a glare that was somewhere between anger and disbelief. Pink splotches appeared on her cheeks, and for the first time I worried that she might actually take a swing at me while I was driving. "You really think that's why I like you?" 

"I only mean that you're apparently going to California or New York or wherever and I'm probably just going to end up staying here and going to community college. Like my mom said, you could do so much better than someone like me." 

She vehemently shook her head, frown deepening. "None of that matters to me. What matters is that you don't treat me like I'm some sort of a freak or coddle me like the rest of my family does. You make me feel happy and safe and that's all I care about. The rest we'll figure out together." A small, mischievous smile appeared on her face. "It also doesn't hurt that you suck a mean dick." 

I laughed then, mostly out of relief that she didn't seem as angry with me as she had been. "This is a weird way to start a relationship." 

"Our friendship started pretty weird too." 

"True." I reached for her hand and laced our fingers together once I'd parked in front of her house. She took the chance to lean forward and kiss me, her other hand coming up to cup my jaw and draw me closer. "That felt different," I murmured once she'd pulled away to settle back into her own seat. 

"Yeah." She bit her lip and averted her gaze, eyes falling down to her lap. "It really doesn't bother you?" 

I placed a finger beneath her chin and lifted her head until she was looking directly at me, her bright blue eyes staring hesitantly into mine. I could see the uncertainty in her gaze, and even more than that the fear; fear that I'd reject her, or fear that I'd eventually decide I didn't want to be with her after all. I didn't know what I'd done to make her think that, but I resolved to never do it again. 

"Not even a little." 


Chapter 10 


Not a whole lot changed in the weeks after we became an official couple. We still went on dates, fooled around, and hung out whenever we could between school and homework and my job. 

Really the only difference I'd noticed in her behavior was that she'd become markedly more comfortable with being affectionate in public, holding my hand when we walked together and kissing me goodbye whenever we parted. It was like she'd just been waiting to be sure of my feelings before allowing herself to fully trust me, and now that she did, all bets were off. 

Dennis had understandably balked at the sight of us. I felt a little bad about it given his obvious feelings for her and he largely avoided us now as a result, but I truly couldn't find it within myself to give a shit about that point in particular; especially since it meant that I got to have her mostly to myself now. 

We were spending so much time together she'd started to complain that all of the sex was cutting into her precious gaming time, so as a compromise I'd jokingly suggested that we have sex while she played. 

Unsurprisingly she'd thought it was a great idea and as such was currently sitting half naked in my lap, slowly rocking herself back and forth on my dick while I played with any bit of skin that I could reach, and it was killing me to not just snatch the controller out of her hands and fuck her like I wanted to. 

"You're really good at this game," I said from where I was sitting on her bed, watching her play a round of Call of Duty from over her shoulder. Even distracted she was destroying them, her kill to death ratio better than anything I could ever hope to accomplish. 

Jeanie shook her head a little, her hole tightening around my cock when I pinched at one of her nipples from under her t-shirt. "Eh, not really. These guys just all suck." 

I heard a lot of indignant shouting come from her headset and laughed. "No, seriously, ever think about streaming or something? There's no way you wouldn't get a ton of viewers." 

"Oh, sure, that'll happen." She stabbed a guy in the back, stole his rocket launcher and blew up two more nearby effortlessly before turning off her mic. "The last thing I need is for someone from back home to learn about it and out me to the entire world." 

"Good point," I grimaced. I hadn't thought of that. "Sorry." 

She shrugged my apology off though I could still see the tenseness in her shoulders. I couldn't imagine what it was like for her to have to worry about everything she did or wanted to do because of some assholes who wouldn't accept anything outside of their narrow worldview. It was infuriating. I planted a kiss on her jaw and then peppered a few more along her neck until I felt her relax against me. 

"Are you ready to cum yet?" she asked with a voice full of knowing, swirling her hips in my lap more insistently. 

I'd actually been ready to cum for the last five minutes, but she didn't need to know that. "Cocky, aren't you? You really think you're that good?" 


"You tell me." her pace suddenly quickened, and it was only then that I realized my mistake. She leaned forward and arched her back so that she could take me tip to root, sliding up and down my cock at a speed that could only be described as blistering. The slap of skin on skin echoed throughout the large bedroom, and when I tried to grip her hips to slow her down a little she none too gently shoved my hands away. 

Each time I bottomed out in her ass she'd wiggle her hips a little, sending sparks down my spine and making me groan with pleasure. Her tight, pink asshole gripped my cock in a perfect vice, and slowly I began to feel a warm, familiar tightness in my balls. It was all I could do to keep my eyes open and yet somehow she still seemed to be able to focus on the screen. 

"You just got harder inside me," she said with an amused lilt in her voice. "You gonna cum?" 

"Fuck you," I groaned back, and she laughed. 

"You already are, though." she clenched the muscles of her ass then, drawing another sharp gasp from my throat. "But I guess it's more like I'm the one who's fucking you." 

With her hot, slippery hole wrapped around my cock and her beautiful ass bouncing in my lap there was no amount of long division that could stop me from letting go. I wrapped my arms tightly around her stomach, and after a few hard, erratic thrusts, I came. 

Every single one of my muscles seized at once as I released rope after rope of cum into her bowels, loudly grunting and gasping in her ear. Fireworks went off behind my closed eyelids, and it was only through Jeanie's warm, grounding presence that I managed to stay upright. 

It felt like a long time before the high of my orgasm wore off but by the time I'd fully come to I was slumped over Jeanie's shoulder, my arms still hanging loosely around her waist. My dick was only half hard when it finally slid out of her and I flopped backwards onto the bed, completely and utterly spent. 

After another minute or so she finished her round and lay down on the bed next to me, looking far too smug to be real as she stared into my eyes. 

"You didn't cum," I said unnecessarily, reaching out and pulling her closer until she was almost flush against me. I reached a hand down between us for her cock, but she intercepted it and took my hand in hers instead. 

"It's okay." She laced our fingers together, and while I was still trying to catch my breath she spoke again. "So, speaking of my hometown, what're you doing over spring break?" she finally asked. 

"Probably working. Why?" 

Her eyes flickered away from mine. "Do you want to maybe come with me to visit my family? It’s my grandma’s birthday and she throws this huge party for family and close friends every year." 

I blinked at the offer, not completely sure if I'd heard her correctly. "You mean in North Carolina?" 

"Yeah, well, my mom got excited when we started dating and kind of told my grandma about you, and of course she told anyone who'd listen, so now everyone wants me to meet the guy crazy enough to date the family freak." 

"Stop that," I said, reaching around to give her a sharp smack on her bare butt and leaving a light pink welt. I hated it when she spoke badly about herself and made sure to correct her whenever she did. 

"Well it's true. Look, I just said I'd ask, so obviously you can say no." She paused and cocked her head, scrutinizing me. "Actually, you probably should." 

Knowing exactly what I did about her past, the thought of her having to go back to her hometown and deal with it all on her own made me blanch. If I could be there to lessen her anxiety even a little, I would. 

"I have to check with work and my parents, but if you want me there, I'm there." 

Jeanie smiled brightly in response, though just as quickly it morphed into a small, concerned frown. "It's going to be uncomfortable, just so you know. I bet they already think you're some sort of hideous, hunchbacked loser." 

"Then we'll just have to prove them wrong, won't we?" 

She pretended to consider the question, rolling her eyes upwards in thought. "Well, you don't have a hunchback at least." 

"Hey!" I rolled us both over so that I was on top and was about to tickle her to death, but once I was there I found that I truly couldn't work up the effort to. Instead I sighed and flopped back onto the bed, giving her a playful scowl. "Consider yourself lucky that I'm too tired to punish you right now." 

"You wanna just sleep over tonight?" she asked, propping herself up on one arm to lean over me. 


It sounded appealing, especially after such a long shift at work and coming as hard as I did, but it was also completely unrealistic. "Your mom might be cool about it, but mine would freak if I spent the night in my girlfriend's bed." 

Jeanie shrugged a shoulder. "I'm not sure if mine is cool with it either, I just think she's too afraid to say anything. You know, worried I'll—" she stuck out her tongue and made a motion like she was hanging herself, and I frowned. 

"That's really not funny." 

"I wasn't joking. After I almost...you know, she kind of let me get away with a lot." 

I gently grabbed her chin and forced her to look at me. "Promise me you'll never try that again." 

"I can't promise you that. But," she said, squeezing my hand when I glared incredulously at her, "I'm different than I was back then. I don't think I would." 

"You'd better not. I need you." My eyes widened at my confession. I hadn't meant to say it, and especially not right then. It was only recently that I'd begun to feel that way towards her—like I couldn't imagine my life without her in it. I noticed that she seemed just as surprised, her cheeks rosy with embarrassment, and I rushed to change the subject. "Okay, five more minutes and then I really have to go." 

"Lame." She snuggled closer until we were nearly nose to nose and I could see the little flecks of brown in her blue eyes. "I'm glad you're coming with me to North Carolina." 

She smiled then, bashfully, and seeing the happiness and relief in her gaze I grinned too. I was nervous about meeting a bunch of strangers, though if it'd keep that look on her face I'd have done anything. Even if it meant putting myself in what would probably be the most uncomfortable situation of my life. 



Chapter 11 


Frantically running around my small bedroom, I stuffed every clean piece of clothing that I could find into my backpack. It was currently bumfuck o'clock in the morning, and while I was normally a little more organized the shift I'd worked the night before had gone a lot later than I'd expected. It had been nearly one in the morning before I'd finally crashed and as a result I hadn't been able to get any packing done for my trip to North Carolina with Jeanie and her family. 

It certainly didn't help that I'd slept clear through my alarm. 

"Frankie, hurry up! You're already late!" my mother called from downstairs. 

I rolled my eyes and sighed. As if I weren't already well aware of that. 

"I know, I'm coming!" I shouted back. I zipped up my overstuffed bag and did a quick mental check to make sure that I wasn't forgetting anything important, and satisfied that I had everything, I slung my bag over my shoulder and thundered down the stairs to the foyer. I then threw open the front door and immediately blanched at the sight before me. 

Despite having only just met my mother was currently getting along far too well with Jeanie's for my liking, the both of them talking and laughing together like they were old friends while my dad was off to the side pretending to listen. He stood with a cup of coffee in hand and his eyelids were drooping, but he still managed to shoot a wry, amused smirk at my horrified face. 

It wasn't that I was at all averse to the two of them becoming friends. In fact, my mom liking Jeanie's probably went a long way towards making her feel comfortable with this trip since up until this point she'd been a little leery about the whole thing. 

No, it was more so the fact that I could quite clearly hear them making not-so-sly jokes about the two of us settling down and getting married, and I didn't want to even imagine what they'd been discussing before I arrived. 

Something soft hit the side of my body, jarring me out of my incredulous staring, and I glanced down to see Jeanie hugging me tightly around my midsection. She wore little more than one of my stolen hoodies and a pair of jean shorts, and her now shoulder-length dark hair was tied back into a short ponytail. 

"You act like you haven't seen me in months," I said, laughing and hugging her back with one arm. I planted a quick kiss on her upturned lips, ignoring the cooing and catcalling coming from our parents, and even though I could tell by the way Jeanie pursed her lips that she wanted more the last thing I wanted to do was give them even more to talk about. 

Jeanie squeezed me tighter. "It's your fault for being too busy for me yesterday. Jerk." 

I rolled my eyes, fondly exasperated, and extricated myself from my girlfriend's grip to approach my mom and dad. I gave them each a quick hug goodbye and then took Jeanie's hand to lead her to the white SUV parked at the end of our driveway. "See you in a few days," I called over my shoulder to my parents. 

She opened the trunk so that I could put my bag inside, and when she did my jaw dropped. I personally wasn't taking much since it was just supposed to be a short three day trip but the women had a surprising amount of stuff piled up in the back. 


"We're coming back sometime this year, right?" I joked, shoving my bag into the only clear corner I could find. I slammed the trunk door closed and followed her around the side to climb into the backseat of the vehicle. It was already crowded with a couple of blankets, a pillow, and snacks which all seemed excessive for what was a four and a half hour drive at most. 

"It's called having foresight. I hope you don't end up needing extra underwear; I'm not sure if any of my panties would fit you." She paused for a moment and smiled then, slowly raking her eyes up and down my body. "But who knows? Maybe you'd look really good in them." 

I matched her gaze and smirked right back. "Nowhere near as good as you do." 

A pained groan from the front of the vehicle made me jump, and I snapped my head around to see someone who looked a hell of a lot like an older, blonder version of Jeanie staring back at me. "If you two are gonna be like this the entire drive up I'm just gonna go ahead and jump out of this car right now," the woman said in a bored, monotone voice. 

"Um, hey, Angie," I awkwardly greeted. I'd frankly forgotten that Jeanie's older sister was supposed to be coming along on this trip too, and though her expression remained stoic there was clear amusement in her eyes. It was a thousand times better than the anger and pure disdain she used to regard me with so I couldn't really complain all that much. 

"I can't tell if you're brave or fucking stupid for deciding to come on this trip with us. Maybe you're both." 


"Stop scaring him, it won't be that bad. Probably," Jeanie mumbled. She rummaged around in one of her bags, the plastic crinkling as she pulled out a smaller bag filled with bright red candy. "Twizzler?" 

I gave her a look to let her know that I was clearly aware that she was trying to change the subject but opened my mouth anyway so that she could stick it in, chomping down on the offered treat and pulling it from her fingers. 

A gagging noise came from the front of the vehicle, and Jeanie turned to glare at her sister. "Shut up, Angie." 

"You shut up," Angie immediately shot back. 

I rolled my eyes and prepared to try to defuse the situation before they could gear up for a fight. I was glad when her mother chose that exact moment to open the driver’s side door and climb in, saving me the effort. 

"Everyone ready to go?" the woman cheerfully asked, buckling her seatbelt. The two girls glared at each other but mumbled their affirmations, settling back into their respective seats, and the woman either didn't notice or didn't care about the tense atmosphere in the vehicle as she just honked twice at my waving parents and pulled away from the curb. 

It was a strange experience to be riding in the backseat of a vehicle after driving myself around for so long. It gave me the chance to really take in the recent changes to the city I'd grown up in, and as if sensing that I wasn't paying any attention to her, Jeanie snuggled herself closer until she could rest her head in the crook of my shoulder. 

"So, Frankie, any plans for after high school?" Jeanie's mother asked me the moment we got onto the highway heading north, and I briefly panicked. It was my first time having any sort of real conversation with her since Jeanie's birthday party all those months ago, and now that I was officially her boyfriend it seemed like it was finally time to be interrogated. It was only fair, really, since my mom had done the same exact to Jeanie not too long ago. 


Luckily ever since learning about Jeanie's plans for the future I'd begun putting some serious thought into my own, even going as far as to make a long overdue appointment with my guidance counselor for the following week. I didn't know what my options were at this point and was hoping the meeting would give me either some perspective or a solid direction. 

For the first time in my life I felt motivated to do something with it. I wanted to build a future together with Jeanie, and I couldn’t do that by washing dishes in a shitty diner for the rest of my life; not when she was planning to actually add something of value to the world. 

"Well, uh, I'll probably just keep working while going to the local community college for a year or two to get most of my general eds out of the way and then I'll transfer somewhere else to get my bachelor's. At least that's the plan for now," I said with a slight shrug. 

Her mother nodded. "That's smart, very economical." She paused then, and her blue eyes briefly met mine in the rearview mirror. "You know, Jeanie recently started saying something about deferring for a year or two and doing the same." 

Jeanie sat up to glare at the back of her mother's head. "Mom." 

"Wait, since when?" I asked, furrowing my brow and looking down at her. 


"Well, it's not like I have any full ride scholarships or anything. We could save a lot of money," she mumbled. 

"Yeah, but I thought you wanted to get out of the south as soon as possible?" 

Jeanie shrugged and lowered her gaze. "Maybe I'm not in such a rush anymore." 

It was then that I finally understood what she was getting at, and I frowned. "Jeanie, you can't do that." 

"I was just thinking about it, okay? It's not a big deal." 

Except it was a big deal. This was her future we were talking about, and the idea that she'd do anything at all to jeopardize it made me feel uncomfortable; especially if it was because of me. She hadn't said as much, but it didn't take a genius to connect the glowing red dots. 

"Well, you'll need to make a decision on where you're going soon. May's right around the corner," her mother reminded her. 

"I know." 

There was a finality to Jeanie's tone that told us all that the conversation was over, ando so as much as I wanted to press the issue I knew that it was futile. She had a stubborn streak a mile and a half wide which could be just as annoying as it sounded, and once again her mother and I met each others' eyes; this time with exasperation. 

I turned my gaze back to the window and the passing scenery but so far all I could see was a hell of a lot of nothing. We were somewhere in South Carolina now if the road signs were to be believed and the state wasn't exactly known for its exciting landscape, so I spent the majority of my time either playing on my phone or watching Jeanie fight monsters on her game system. 

At some point I must have dozed off, tired from having woken up so early, because the next thing I knew someone was shaking my shoulder. I wiped some of the drool off of my face and squinted down at Jeanie, noting a hint of anxiousness in her expression. 

"We're almost there," she said with a small frown. 

Curious, I looked out the window. We were no longer on the highway and instead on some kind of long two lane road bordered by trees. Every few miles there'd be an opening in the trees that I figured led to someone's property, though why anyone would live this far out was beyond me. I hadn't even seen so much as a gas station and we'd been driving for nearly five minutes already. 

The SUV eventually slowed and then Jeanie's mother turned off onto one of the narrow dirt roads cut into the dense woods. We drove for maybe another five seconds, and then suddenly we were pulling up to a large, plantation style house that I tried not to think too hard about the history of. I'd guessed that Jeanie's family probably had a bit of money, but looking at the sprawling three story mansion and the perfectly manicured lawn I realized that I'd vastly underestimated exactly how much. 

The front yard was packed with well over a dozen vehicles—mostly giant pickups, I couldn't help but notice—and I swallowed hard. I hadn't expected there to be this many people. 

"Jesus, did she invite the whole town? I thought it was just supposed to be a small family get-together for grandma's birthday?" Angie complained from the front seat. 


"It's hard to have a small family get-together when your family's as large as ours," their mother all but grumbled. She sighed and shifted the car into park. "Come on, might as well get this over with." As a group we all exited the vehicle and made our way up the brick path leading to the house, and I couldn't help but notice that Jeanie was gripping my hand hard enough to cut off circulation. 

Angie took the initiative to ring the bell and soon afterwards the door burst open. A short, older woman stood in the doorway, and I was a little shocked by how much she looked like Jeanie. She had the same blue eyes, curly hair, and bright smile that I'd come to love; the genes in her family were disturbingly strong. 

The older woman hugged each of them tightly in turn, and I was even more surprised when she hugged me too. "And you must be the boyfriend! Frankie, was it?" 

I nodded and smiled back awkwardly. "Thank you for inviting me, ma'am, and happy birthday." 

The woman waved me off and laughed, stepping aside to usher us into the house. "Everybody's already out back getting fat and drunk if you wanna join 'em." 

Jeanie had yet to let me go and so I was forced to follow her through the foyer, living room, and kitchen until we reached a pair of large french doors leading to the backyard. They were already propped wide open and through them I could see what looked like a full blown family reunion. Not counting the children running around, there must've been forty or fifty people milling around the huge open space, most of them loudly laughing and drinking together. 

Lynyrd Skynyrd blasted from loudspeakers set up around the yard, not quite managing to drown out the hum of conversation coming from the crowd. A giant smoker was set up on the concrete patio, manned by a middle-aged man sipping on a beer, and next to that were tables set up with all kinds of dishes covered in aluminum foil. 

There was a noticeable hush when we stepped out into the backyard together. Some people waved or raised their drinks in greeting, but the majority of them simply stared at us. It seemed like I was under a microscope, and feeling more uncomfortable by the second I turned my attention to one of the plastic folding tables piled high with food. 

"This is quite a spread," I said, intimidated by the mountain of brunch food set out. There were all kinds of delicious looking fruits and pastries to choose from, each better looking than the last. If I weren't so nervous I'd have one hundred percent been filling a plate; as it were my stomach felt too tight and fluttery to even think about eating. 

"Are you hungry?" Jeanie asked, noticing my gaze. 

"Not really, but I could go for a soda or something." 

She nodded and took me over to one of the many coolers set up on the patio, and rather than handing me a Coke like I'd asked for she thrust a can of beer into my hands while at the same grabbing one for herself. "Trust me, you're gonna need it." 

"You're just trying to get me drunk," I joked, popping the tab on the beer and taking a small swig, though feeling all of the eyes on the back of my neck I somehow believed her. 

Taking my hand again Jeanie led me around the huge backyard, greeting and introducing me to her many, many family members. For the most part everyone was amiable and friendly, asking her about how she was enjoying school and Georgia in general, though I couldn't help noticing an undercurrent of discomfort whenever she'd refer to me as her boyfriend. Some of their smiles would become just a little bit more forced, and judging by the way she'd grip my hand a little bit harder she definitely noticed it too. It worried me, but short of whisking her away back to Georgia I didn't know what I could do to help besides be there. 


The members of her family that were around our age or younger seemed much more at ease with us, and after thinking about it a little I realized that they'd probably grown up with Jeanie and had basically always known her to be a girl. One of them was even comfortable enough to outright glare from where she was sitting across from us at the picnic table, her straight, blonde-dyed hair hanging loose around her shoulders. 

"I can't believe you got a boyfriend before me. I'm so much prettier," the girl whined, leaning her chin on her hand. She slid her blue eyes over to stare at me. "And he's cute, too. I should move to Georgia, the guys around here all suck." 

"Maybe you're not as pretty as you think," one of Jeanie's younger male cousins muttered under his breath. He expertly dodged the vicious swipe the blonde made at him, laughing at the scowl that formed on her face. "What? I'm just saying what we were all thinking." 

Jeanie laughed along with him, looking relaxed for the first time since she'd arrived, and as a result I felt my own shoulders drop. It was nice to see her finally acting more like herself again, even if only temporarily. 

I threw my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close and planting a quick kiss on her surprised lips when she turned to look at me. "Sorry, but I gotta disagree. Jeanie's definitely the hottest girl here." I watched her expression brighten, and then she was reaching for my neck to pull me in for an even deeper kiss, her lips soft but insistent against mine. Her tongue slid into my mouth and I let out a surprised grunt because we were still surrounded by five or six of her cousins and all of them were undoubtedly gaping at us. 

We were interrupted by an announcement from her grandmother that the first round of barbeque was done, and soon after we were holding paper plates and lining up along with the rest of her hungry family. There were all kinds of meats ranging from burgers and hot dogs to chicken and ribs, and to go with it all there were a dozen different side dishes being set out to replace the brunch foods. 

Eventually we were all well and truly stuffed and liquored up, and even I had a buzz going. By the time they were bringing out the cake and singing happy birthday I was absolutely exhausted, but it wasn't until nearly nine at night that people finally began to leave—mostly those with younger children—and even later before everyone had gone home. 

We trekked back to the front yard and grabbed our bags from her mom's truck to take them up to the guestroom her grandmother had set aside for us, dragging our feet the entire way up the huge staircase. 

"I assume ya'll don't mind sharing?" her grandmother asked, leaning in the doorway. There was an unmistakable twinkle in her eye as she looked at us, one that was eerily similar to Jeanie's whenever she was up to something. 

"We'll be fine. Thanks, Grandma," Jeanie mumbled, hugging the woman tightly. "I really missed you." 

"I missed you too, honey. Don't stay up too late with your boyfriend now." She smirked as she shut the door behind her, ignoring the way our faces heated up with embarrassment. 

Jeanie immediately moved to lock the door and sighed. "Sorry about my family. Half of them have no idea what to do with you, and the other half are excited because they didn't think I'd ever find someone due to my condition," she said, making air quotes with her fingers while rolling her eyes. 

"Well, your grandma's pretty cool at least." 

"Yeah, she is." She fell backwards onto the huge queen-sized bed, a rush of air expelling itself from her lungs. "I'm so exhausted that I never want to move again." 

I chuckled and tiredly shook my head, because frankly I felt the same. "You should still shower first, it'll help you sleep better. Come on." I grabbed her by the arm and hefted her back to her feet, ignoring her loud groan of protest. I dragged her into the attached bathroom and started the shower for her, and though I tried not to stare as she stripped out of her clothing it was a futile battle. With each inch of pale smooth flesh she revealed I felt more and more blood fill my cock, and before I knew it I wasn't even bothering to hide my hungry gaze anymore. 

"Hey, eyes back in your head," she said though she made no effort whatsoever to cover herself up. 

I averted my gaze for all of two seconds before it was right back on her newly exposed tits. "So, I was thinking. There's no sense in wasting water, right?" 


Jeanie paused in her disrobing to scoff at me. "Really? That's the line you're going with?" 

"I'm just saying—there's a lock on the door." I pushed the button on the doorknob and cheesily wriggled my eyebrows, smiling wider when I managed to draw a laugh out of her. 

"Fine. Take your clothes off." 

I grinned fully and pulled my shirt over my head, tossing it into an empty corner. I did the same with my jeans and underwear, and when I glanced up Jeanie was biting her lip as she gazed at my hard cock. 

"Now who can't stop staring?" 

Her blue eyes snapped up to glare at me. "Shut up." She turned to gingerly step into the glass shower and I quickly moved to follow, sliding the door shut as I pressed my dick into her lower back. 

I used the body wash sitting on the shower's shelf to soap her up, lathering her slim body with my wandering hands. She felt warm and slippery as I held her to me, my straining cock nestling itself in the crack of her ass, and when I felt something hard pressing against it I glanced down at her curiously to see the blue jewel of her favorite butt plug. It stood out in stark contrast to her pale skin, and I gaped. 

"Was that in all day?" I asked, pausing in my washing of her. 

Jeanie smiled impishly at me from over her shoulder. "Maybe." 

I huffed a laugh and shook my head, floored by the brilliant, sexy girl in front of me. "You naughty little..." I gripped the plug tightly, twisting it as I slowly pulled it towards. She groaned softly until the widest point slipped out, and I set it down in the soap dish along with the body wash. 


I gently tweaked her hard, pink nipples and ran my hands over every available inch of smooth skin that I could get to, almost forgetting to wash myself in the process, and by the time we finished washing up both of our cocks were straining and bobbing desperately. 

She reached back to grip my shaft, giving it a few firm pumps and drawing a deep grunt from my throat. "I think we're clean enough." She pulled me by the shaft out of the shower so that we could dry each other off and then led me out into the bedroom. She let me go a moment later to dive for her bag, rummaging around for something that I couldn't see. 

As she bent over the bed's edge my mouth began to water at the sight of her pink, beautiful little asshole and her equally hairless pink dick hanging below it, and I was already on my knees behind her before I myself fully knew what I was doing. She jumped when my tongue touched her puckered hole, and when I began to lap at it with long, slow swipes, she moaned quietly and pushed herself more firmly against my mouth. 

I stiffened my tongue and forced the tip of it inside, allowing some of my drool to seep into her hole and lubricate the pliant flesh. I then alternated between licking and kissing it, delighting in the increasingly loud whimpers slipping from her throat. I blindly reached down to grip her penis, completely unsurprised to find it hard as steel and throbbing, and I gently stroked it at the same time as I forced in more of my tongue. 

A small bottle was suddenly thrust towards me, and that's when I finally realized what she'd been searching before when I'd attacked her. 


"You came prepared," I murmured into her smooth cheek, popping open the cap of the lube to drizzle some of the slimy liquid into her hole. It was already loose from the plug and my tongue so the first finger slid in with no resistance. I immediately added a second, curling and twisting them inside of her, and she moaned again even louder. She shoved her ass back into my fingers until they found the spot that sent her into overdrive, and then she was glaring at me from over her shoulder. 

"Will you just fuck me already?" Jeanie whined. It was so fucking cute that I couldn't stop myself from grinning. 

"Impatient." I lined myself up and shoved my cock all the way inside in one fast, firm movement, drawing a sharp, pleasured gasp from her throat. I gripped her hips firmly in my hands and followed it up with a second, harder thrust, and it was taking all the willpower I had to not just fuck her as fast and as hard as I could until I came. 

I winced when the bed creaked much louder than I would've liked on my third thrust, the sound echoing off the walls of the large room. 

"Quiet," she breathed, even as she ground her ass against my hips. 

"Sorry, I'll just tell the bed to stop squeaking," I muttered back. I dribbled a bit of spit where we connected and doubled my speed, the flesh of her ass rippling every time my hips smashed against it. 

It was truly mesmerizing to watch. 


I suddenly felt her moan and tighten around me, and then she went limp and slumped even further onto the bed. Her asshole spasmed around my cock, and glancing down I saw her cum dripping down the side of the bed and onto the wooden floor below. It made me feel like a stud to know that I could make her cum with my cock alone, ignoring the fact that I'd been playing with her constantly ever since we'd gotten in the shower together. 

I slowed my pace for all of a minute to let her recover, sawing in and out of her gripping hole at a brutally languid speed. My hands gently caressed her warm soft sides as she gasped for breath, but I could only hold myself back for so long before my selfish dick decided it was tired of being tortured. 

I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and began to slam into her with an animalistic roughness, drawing a surprised gasp from her throat. I then pulled her up so that her back was pressed firmly against my chest, and even though it was harder to fuck her in this position her closeness and the feel of her silky skin was more than enough to make up for it. 

"Where do you want it?" I asked as I felt my balls begin to tighten, leaning forward to whisper in her ear. 

It took her a long moment to find her voice, her breath coming in fast, tortured pants, and then she pushed her ass back to more firmly grind against me, her arms reaching up behind her to wrap around my neck. "Inside. I want all of it." 

Her words sent a shock down my spine and then I was shoving my cock as deep into her ass as I could get it. I grunted and gasped as my very soul was pulled into her along with my cum, my arms wrapping tightly around her stomach while I shook and shuddered my way through a powerful orgasm. 

"Fuck," I panted, almost collapsing onto her sweat-slick back in my exhaustion. 

"You came pretty hard. Did it really feel that good?" she asked, her hand reaching back to ruffle my damp hair. 

"I swear to god I've never felt anything better. Probably never will." I fully recognized that it was just my post-orgasm brain talking, though after fucking Jeanie every chance I could get for the past month jerking off alone just didn't do it for me anymore. I was an addict and proud of it. 

Once I could move again, I grabbed a handful of tissues from the box on the nightstand to mop up both the cum leaking out of her ass and her cum that had splattered against the floor. We'd both come a lot during our coupling, so it took a few handfuls to get all of it. 

I collapsed tiredly onto the bed next to her when I was done, my softened cock nestled between her ass cheeks. 

"What're the chances everyone heard us fucking?" I asked, my eyes already closing into slits. 

"It is an old house. Maybe they'll think the creaking was a ghost?" I cocked an eyebrow at her and she shrugged. "Well, I tried." She rolled over to look at me, her face only inches from mine. I reached a hand up to trace a constellation in the faint freckles dotted across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose with my fingertip, smirking when she scrunched her nose in response. 

She was honestly far too cute for words, and not for the first time I wondered what the hell I'd done to deserve her. She'd appeared in my life so suddenly, and I didn't know what I'd do if she ended up leaving the same way; if she moved clear across the country for college and I never saw her again. 

Something must've shown on my face as she immediately frowned and furrowed her brow. It was another thing I loved about her—how she could read the subtlest changes in my expression so easily even if sometimes it drove me crazy. 

"What's wrong?" 

As tempting as it was to discuss my worries with her, I could clearly see how much trouble she was having keeping her eyes open and inwardly sighed. My stupid insecurities weren't worth keeping her awake for. 

"It's nothing. We should sleep," I mumbled. I faked a yawn and closed my eyes, resolving not to burden her with something that wouldn't even matter for months to come. 


Chapter 12 


The next day after a far too heavy breakfast of bacon, eggs, grits, and avoiding the amused glances of her family, Jeanie borrowed her mom's SUV to show me around the place she'd grown up. 

Overall there wasn't much to see. It was a cute little town—almost like a real life Mayberry—and except for an obviously out of place Starbucks and McDonald's it seemed like the place hadn't been updated in decades. I could completely see how she'd be ostracized in this kind of environment; it was the kind of town where everyone knew each other and there'd be nowhere to hide or retreat to in a place this small. 

She drove us past her old high school which was apparently the home of the Eagles. It looked about half the size of our school in Georgia but also nicer; not much of an accomplishment really since we were a C school at best with no budget whatsoever. 

"Do you miss it?" I asked, noticing the wistful look on her face as she stared at the building from where we were parked. 

"Sometimes. All of my friends are here." Her face soured. "Well, I guess they're not really my friends anymore," she finished bitterly, hands gripping the steering wheel a little tighter. 

I took her hand in mind and squeezed it. "They're missing out." 

She looked back at me with a hint of a smile, and then without another word she put the car back in drive and pulled away to leave the building in her rearview mirror. We came upon a small diner a minute or two later and like she hadn't just been clearly depressed she straightened excitedly. 


"Oh, I loved this place! I used to go here all the time after school! The triple chocolate cake is amazing. I mean, it's heavy as fuck and sits in your stomach forever, but that's what makes it awesome." 

I looked at the diner with fresh eyes after her statement and noticed that it looked disturbingly similar to the diner I worked at, even down to the kitschy 50s black and white and red color scheme. 

"Is that why you were at the Hot Rod when we first met?" 

Jeanie nodded her head and shrugged. "It seemed like a familiar place. Your cake sucks, though." 

"I'll make sure to pass that along to the chef. Maybe he'll spit on it for you next time," I said as she parked in a spot near the front of the small building. 

"It'd probably help the taste." She opened the door and hopped out, bouncing with impatience as I did the same. 

We slid into an open booth near the front and almost immediately a waitress approached with a couple of menus that Jeanie promptly ignored. 

"Can I get the triple chocolate cake?" she asked, pushing the laminated paper away from her. 

I rushed to figure out what I wanted and ended up picking the first thing I saw since I wasn't particularly hungry anyway. "Just a vanilla milkshake for me." 


"Wow, so adventurous," she dryly remarked. 

I playfully scowled at her. "Shut up." It was only then that I noticed her foot was rubbing against my calf, and I chanced a glance at the people around us. No one was paying us any attention but I still felt iffy about doing something like this in public. "You know people can see us, right?" 

"Who cares? It's not like we live here." Despite saying that she got up and instead moved to sit beside me in the booth so that she could put her hand on the inside of my thigh instead. "Happy now? They won't be able to see this." 

She slid her hand closer and closer to my dick, and I was thankful that she’d already sucked me off that morning or else I'd have been rock hard in my jeans. 

Luckily the waitress dropped off our orders before she could get too bold and like she'd had no interest in my dick at all she immediately picked up her fork to begin eating. I watched her wriggle with excitement as she dug the edge of it into the moist, dark brown cake, and her eyes nearly rolled back into her head when she took the first bite. 

"Oh my god I missed this so much. Here, try it." She scooped another piece of cake onto the fork and held it out so that I could taste it, and when I did it felt like my tongue was tingling from the amount of sugar assaulting my taste buds. 

"Jesus, I think I just got diabetes," I said, swallowing the mouthful and then immediately taking a sip from my milkshake to wash it down. 

"That's how you know it's good." She took another big bite, moaning almost pornographically, and I grinned. I loved seeing her so unabashedly happy, and I briefly wondered if they'd give me the recipe so that I could gift it to the Hot Rod's chef back in Georgia. If it would make Jeanie smile like that I'd at least try, even if the most likely outcome would be him telling me to fuck off. 


"Jeanie!" a female voice called from the front doors of the restaurant, and Jeanie and I simultaneously looked up to see two guys and a girl surrounding us in the booth. "Hey, I heard you moved to Georgia! Are you back already?" the blonde asked, smiling brightly at the two of us. 

A glance at Jeanie showed that while she was smiling too it was nothing like the bright smiles she gave me when we were together. It didn't reach her eyes, and more than that it seemed frozen in place. "Just visiting." 

The shorter dark-haired boy—handsome in an arrogant, small town jock way—smirked. "Oh, and here I thought they kicked you out down there for what you have down there." 

The guys laughed cruelly and I felt my skin crawl. I looked over at Jeanie again to see what she wanted me to do but her eyes stayed trained on the half eaten cake in front of her. I'd never seen her look so defeated and it filled me with a rage so sudden that it surprised me. 

"Who's this guy?" the taller, brown-haired boy asked. He was almost as wide as he was tall, his letterman jacket straining over his bulk. 

"I'm her boyfriend, Frankie. Nice to meet you." I stuck out my hand to them, hoping that I was misunderstanding their relationship and to de-escalate the situation somewhat, and the smaller guy took it with a vicious smile. 

"Her boyfriend, huh? Bro, have I got some news for you." The boys laughed again, and now I was fucking pissed. I could feel blood rushing to my ears, and it was only Jeanie's hand tightly gripping my shirt that kept me from getting into his face. 

"Yeah? What's that?" I asked. 

"Stop it," the blonde girl finally mumbled. She grabbed his arm as if to pull him away but he roughly shrugged her off and turned to face us again. 

"This chick you're with? She's a dude. Thought I'd let you know before she tried to suck your dick." 

I laughed in his face derisively. "You're telling me that this beautiful, smart, funny girl in front of me is a boy? You're either blind or dumber than you fucking look." 

The boy's face fell into a scowl. "What the fuck did you say to me, faggot?" 

"Frumps, let's just go," Jeanie said, trying to push me out of the booth and towards the door. 

I barely heard her. It was a major flaw of mine that while I was slow to anger, once I did get pissed off it was almost impossible to talk me down. My dad often joked that I got that part of me from my mother though I'd only seen her truly angry once—back when I didn't listen to her about not climbing the tree in our backyard and ended up falling and almost breaking my neck. After she'd finished screaming at me for being so stupid she'd taken the neighbor's chainsaw and cut it down right in front of me. 

I stood up like Jeanie wanted but instead of trying to leave I got right into the guy's face. "You fucking heard me." I was an inch shorter than him and definitely didn't have as much muscle but the size difference didn't bother me in the least. I was so mad I could've been standing in front of a grizzly bear and still stared it down. 


I shoved him backwards and he stumbled, his face the picture of bewildered surprise. He then stepped towards me and took a wild swing at my jaw that I just barely backed out of the way of, bumping into Jeanie who'd stepped out of the booth behind me. 

Contrary to how it seemed given my generally laid back nature I wasn't at all new to fighting. I'd taken karate for a few of years in middle school and had been in a few dumb scuffles over the years as a result of my aforementioned furious temper. 

I mostly knew what to expect from untrained meatheads who only knew how to use their strength, and because the idiot was already off balance all I had to do was bring down my right hand to send him crashing to the ground in a single punch. The blonde girl screamed and the other patrons gasped but frankly it looked a lot worse than it actually was. I doubted he'd even have much of a bruise when it was all said and done. 

The much bigger guy was starting to make his way towards me when I felt Jeanie dragging me away and out of the door, leaving our half eaten deserts behind. 

"What the hell were you thinking?" she shouted, eyes furious as she quickly started up the truck. 

"I was thinking that I didn't like the way he was talking to you," I seethed. I heard shouting from behind us on our way out of the parking lot, and once we were safely speeding along the two lane road in the direction of her grandma's house, she reeled on me. 

"It's not your job to stand up for me!" 

"The hell it isn't! I hate bullies, especially ones that fuck with my girlfriend. Knowing what they did to you—what they almost made you do, I..." my throat tightened before I could finish my sentence, and my stomach curdled as I pictured her cold and dead in her bathtub, her cerulean gaze unseeing as the water ran pink with her own blood. It was possible I'd have never met her at all, and the thought filled me with more fear than rage. 

She didn't say anything after that, her hands gripping the steering wheel with white knuckles and her eyes staring straight ahead. We made the drive back to her grandma's house in complete silence, the only sound coming from the truck's rubber tires on the road. 

The minute she pulled up in front of the house and turned off the vehicle she stomped into the house and ran up the stairs, leaving me alone with the curious and suspicious looks of her family. 

Great. 

"What happened?" Angie asked, not bothering to hide her hostility towards me in neither her voice nor in her expression. 

I shrugged back, the embers of my anger still far too hot to give even the slightest fuck about how she felt. "We ran into some people she knew." It wasn't the whole truth and didn't even begin to cover what had happened but a look of immediate understanding passed between her family anyway. 

Angie was the one who reacted first, sighing and standing to stride towards the staircase. "I'm going up to talk to her." 

It left me standing alone in the living room with just her mother and grandmother, the both of them still just looking at me, and unable to take their curious gazes any longer I excused myself to go outside for some fresh air. I settled on the old porch swing hanging from the back patio, the rusty chain creaking under my weight. 


I finally felt the last of my anger leave me as I gently swayed on the wooden bench, and then I allowed myself to think about what had happened with a clearer mind. On one hand I could recognize that I'd fucked up by getting pissed off enough to have an actual physical confrontation, but on the other they'd hurt the person I liked the most outside of my family. 

As much as I hated the fact that Jeanie was upset with me, I couldn't feel sorry about my actions in the least and would do it all again in a heartbeat. Hell, I'd punch the other guy in his fat fucking mouth too if given half a chance. 

Sure, I'd known intellectually that people could be cruel and backwards in smaller places like this, but seeing it happen right in front of me and to someone I deeply cared for was something else entirely. It didn't make any sense. Why would anyone ever want to hurt Jeanie—a girl who had a smile and kind word for basically everyone—just because she didn't conform to some bullshit narrow standard of how they thought a person should live? 

And to say that she didn't deserve a life of love and happiness? That she should kill herself? I wanted to take her mom's truck and run down every single person who'd even so much as frowned at her, prison be damned. For them to turn their backs on a friend for something that didn’t even affect them seemed absolutely insane. 

Jeanie finally came down to find me about an hour later. She didn't say anything right away, instead curling herself into my lap like a cat. 


"Hey," I said surprised, resting my hands on her pale, smooth shins. 

"Hey." She sighed and leaned her head more heavily on my shoulder. "I'm sorry I yelled at you." 

I immediately shook my head in response. "It's okay. I fucked up." 

"No, it's not okay. It's just...I was scared. I don't ever want you to get hurt because of me. Ever. I don't know if I could live with myself if you did. But I should've explained that better, so I'm sorry." She stared down at her chipping nail polish uncomfortably and I took one of her soft palms in my own larger one. 

"I get it, I never want you to get hurt because of me either. Just know that as long as I'm around I'll never let anyone hurt you." 

"And what if you hurt me?" she asked, looking up at me with wide, blue eyes. 

"Then I'll punch myself in the jaw." 

A small smirk appeared on her face. "Well, you do have a mean right hook apparently." 

"It looked a lot worse than it was. I should've kicked him in his stupid face too." 

She rolled her eyes at my macho posturing and didn't respond. "Well, one good thing came out of that whole thing. Ashley—that girl that was with them at the diner—texted me and apologized for what happened and for not trying harder to stand by me before." 

"And you forgive her?" 

Jeanie shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know, maybe? She seems like she means it. She wants to meet up again while I'm in town but I don't think I'm ready for that just yet." 

I nodded my understanding. "Still, that's great. You have more people in your corner than you thought." 

"I guess. I'm happy just having you, though." 

I smiled awkwardly then because I truly didn't know how to feel about that. I was flattered that she thought so highly of me and yet I also felt a lot of pressure being relied upon so heavily. I felt completely undeserving of her confidence, and more than that I was petrified of letting her down. 

Still, I was willing to try. 

For Jeanie, I would do anything. 

❈ ❈ ❈ 

"You'll come back and visit us, won't you?" Jeanie's grandmother asked me as we threw our bags into the trunk. 

I raised an eyebrow at her grandmother's invitation because it implied that Jeanie and I would still be together in the future. I was even more surprised to find that the idea of still being with her didn't scare me at all when before I'd met her the thought of dating anyone for longer than a couple of months seemed like an impossibility. 

"Definitely, if Jeanie hasn't gotten tired of me by then," I said with a nervous laugh. 

The woman leaned in conspiratorially. "Based on the sounds coming out of your room every night I don't think you'll have to worry about that." She winked then, and I felt my face grow warm. So much for being quiet. 

As we drove away from the old house, Jeanie holding my hand and her head leaning against my shoulder, she nudged me insistently until I looked down at her. 

"What did grandma say to you? And don't say 'nothing'," she said with a glare. 

I briefly considered letting her in on the fact that her entire family had definitely heard us fucking every night but ultimately decided that I couldn't do that to her. It'd only make things more awkward for her than they had to be once she got home. "Just that I should take care of you, or else." 

I was glad when she seemed to accept the answer, pulling my arm around her shoulders and leaning her head back against it. 

"Then you'd better listen. My grandma's scary when she's mad, and I tell her everything." She squinted up at me then, playfully threatening, and I laughed. 

"Noted.” 


Chapter 13 


The sun was just beginning to set when I pulled up in front of Jeanie's house and I sighed as I shifted the car into park. Earlier in the week Jeanie had presented me with the last two coupons that I'd made her for her birthday: one for a free ice cream cone, and the other for a drive to any place within 50 miles. 

She'd combined them because there was some popular ice cream shop on the Tybee Island boardwalk that she wanted to visit, so being the fabulous boyfriend that I was I'd immediately agreed. Despite being official for weeks we had yet to go on a real, actual date, so I was looking forward to it more than I cared to admit. I'd even done some additional research on locations of interest that I could take her to in order to make sure that she had a good time. 

But all of that was before my incredibly shitty day. The meeting I'd had with my guidance counselor could only be described as a complete and utter disaster, and in truth I didn't really feel up for this date anymore. I wanted nothing more than to do something cliche like lie face down on my bed and blast The Cure until I couldn't feel anything at all. 

Still I absolutely refused to let Jeanie down, so with a louder, much more resigned sigh I forced my door open and made my way up the cobblestone path. I pushed the glowing button to ring the doorbell and was only mildly surprised when her older sister answered a few seconds later. She wore a pair of baggy sweat pants and a tank top, her long blonde hair tied back in a loose ponytail. 

Angie cocked a hip and smiled up at me, her arm blocking the way inside. "Hey, Frankie. You here for a pickup or do you have a package for me?" 

"Funny," I replied, rolling my eyes. 

"I thought so." She stepped back into the house then, letting me into their huge living room. "Well, the runt isn't ready yet, so you can take a seat if you want." 

I shrugged and sat down on one end of the couch, only to have her sit directly next to me despite there being plenty of room on the other side. She curled her legs up onto the cushion to lean them against my thigh before taking my hand. 

"Listen. About North Carolina." She stared up at me seriously. "Thanks." 

A little thrown, I raised my eyebrows. "For what exactly?" 

"For beating the shit out of Adam. You know Jeanie had this whole stupid crush on him, and then he ended up being the one who harassed her the most. He's the worst kind of asshole." 

"I didn't beat the shit out of him." Though learning that he was both the guy Jeanie had liked and that he was the one who'd busted her lip I sort of wished I had. I took a small breath and clenched my fist to force myself to calm down because realistically there wasn't anything that I could do about that now. 

"Whatever. You were there for her when I couldn't be, and I won't forget that." 

I nodded back slowly, mostly because I didn't know how else to respond. It was strange to see her being so solemn, and more than that it made me a little uncomfortable because I felt like it wasn't something that I should've been thanked for. Jeanie was my girlfriend, and if anyone hurt her, I hurt them. It was that simple. 


"Are you seriously hitting on my boyfriend?" Jeanie asked, walking down the stairs in a white flowy sundress, a pair of black boots, and her usual black leather jacket. A small purse hung from her shoulder and a slim satin choker encircled her neck, giving her the appearance of both purity and sin. The dichotomy between the two was surprisingly hot, and I couldn't stop myself from staring. 

"What are you so worried about? It's not like he's going to cheat on you with someone better, right?" Angie shot back, leaning closer to put her other arm around my shoulders. If she weren't Jeanie's sister I might've brushed it off but I didn't quite know what to do in a situation like this. 

Luckily Jeanie scowled and smacked it away for me, sending the woman's hand flying back into her own lap. "You are such a bitch." 

"Hey, you should be grateful that I'm vetting him for you," Angie returned with a wicked smirk. 

Jeanie rolled her eyes and reached for my hand, pulling me up to my feet and away from her sister. "Ready to go?" 

I nodded immediately, relieved to be leaving a situation that was milliseconds away from devolving into one of their typical spats, and allowed myself to be led out the front door and to my car. Her hand was warm and soft and sure in mine, and once we were both buckled in and ready to go I shot her a quick, uneasy glance. 

"She wasn't actually hitting on me," I said. 

Jeanie laughed and shook her head. "I know. Angie's a lot of things, but she'd never hurt me like that." At my confused stare, because in every way that I could see Jeanie had actually seemed pissed off, she shrugged. "It's a sister thing." 

My eyebrows rose higher because as an only child it didn't make a lick of sense. "Sure, makes total sense." I shifted the car into drive and pulled away from the curb, leaving her neighborhood behind and heading towards the highway. 

We listened to one of her weird, fusion hip-hop EDM playlists on the way—mostly because I'd learned by now that even though it was my car the radio clearly belonged to her. For her sake I did what I could to keep my mood upbeat, making my usual stupid jokes and laughing at all of hers. 

"What's wrong?" Jeanie finally asked after a momentary lapse in conversation. 

I sighed through my nose at that, completely unsurprised by the question. Like usual she could sense when something was bothering me to the point where it was a little frustrating. I briefly considered deflecting because I didn't want to bring down our date with my complaining, but keeping anything from her was useless. One way or another, I was going to talk. 

"I had that meeting with my guidance counselor earlier," I said, fingers tightly gripping the steering wheel. 

I heard her shift in her seat to better face me. "Oh, right. And?" 

"Well, I learned that I'm basically screwed. Looks like it's definitely community college for me, and probably the one here in town since it's the cheapest option." 


My grades were nowhere near good enough to go to any of the schools Jeanie had gotten into and it was far too late to apply besides. There were community colleges near hers that I could attend, but after crunching the numbers with my advisor it didn't make any sense at all to try for those schools when I could take advantage of in-state grants and scholarships by staying close to home. 

Short of some sort of impossible miracle, Jeanie and I would be thousands of miles apart come fall. 

"I thought that was what you wanted to do?" she asked. 

"It is, but I guess I was just hoping there might be something better out there." 

Jeanie hummed and cocked her head. "Well, I think it's the perfect choice for you." 

I felt my anger spike. "Why? Because I'm dumb?" 

"Of course not," she said, sounding taken aback. "I just don't think you need to rush into making a decision. You should do something with your life that'll make you happy, and going to the local college will give you some time to figure that out." 

It was a fight not to scoff. "Easy for you to say, you've already got your whole fucking life planned." The words slipped out before I could stop them, and I cringed the moment they left my mouth. 

To Jeanie's credit she didn't immediately fly off the handle at me, though her voice was noticeably more tense when she replied. "And you're mad at me for that?" 


"I'm mad at myself. I should've had this shit figured out a long time ago." 

Jeanie sighed and reached for one of my hands, holding it between her own. "Hey, listen to me. You're eighteen. Okay? You're not dumb, and you're not behind." 

"It feels like I am," I mumbled miserably. 

"How? You've got a job, a car, a ton of savings, and a cute as fuck girlfriend. You're ahead of ninety-nine percent of guys your age." 

I rolled my eyes and chuckled, because from that angle at least she was right. "My girlfriend is pretty cute. Gorgeous, even. And way smarter than me." I squeezed her hand and smiled. "Thanks." 

I was honestly shocked at how much more optimistic I felt when not even five minutes ago it'd seemed like my life was over. She'd turned my entire mood around in only a couple of sentences even though nothing at all had changed, and I was thankful for it. 

Our conversation flowed much more naturally after that, the laughs and smiles coming easier the further we went, and we reached the parking lot closest to Tybee Island's southern beachfront all too soon. It was packed with people, a line of cars already waiting for an open spot, but we were lucky enough to spot an older couple leaving right as we were pulling in and managed to grab their space. 

Jeanie hopped out of the car as soon as I'd parked and was nearly vibrating as she waited for me to join her, her hand held out to me impatiently. I smiled and took it, letting her drag me along the street and towards the faint sounds of music coming from the central square. 


We spent the first hour or so just wandering around together; window shopping, taking in the sights and local landmarks, and enjoying the live music streaming from open doorways. Despite living nearby my entire life I'd only been to the beach a handful of times with my parents, and certainly never at night. It seemed like a completely different world from what I remembered with the various delicious smells coming from the restaurants assaulting my nose and the salty air from the ocean sharp on my tongue. 

String lights were hung up between the palm trees lining the streets, giving the area a more cozy and intimate feel, and as I looked at other couples passing us by I felt a bit of pride at being able to exchange knowing glances and nods with them. As dumb as it was it seemed like something of an accomplishment to have found someone I truly thought of as mine even if it was the most natural thing in the world. 

We quickly grew tired of walking after making a complete lap around the small area and decided to grab some real food first at a small pizzeria I'd looked up the night before. Jeanie went for a huge slice of meat lover's while I played it safe with a slice of pepperoni, scarfing it all down along with a Coke in about five minutes flat. I hadn't been able to stomach even the idea of food since receiving my bad news earlier in the day, but now I found that I was absolutely ravenous. 

I almost went back for another slice, though since we'd be getting ice cream soon I wisely decided to let my food digest while Jeanie finished her own food. I'd noticed over the past few months that she was somewhat of a slow eater—actually taking her time with her meals like some sort of animal—so in the meantime I leaned forward on the old outdoor picnic table to pay more attention to the local Guns N' Roses cover band. 


They were actually pretty good all told, and if they didn't look like a bunch of middle aged dads I might've believed that they were a real band. A few older couples swayed together to the music, rich local retirees who lived nearby if I had to guess, and I grinned as an idea popped into my head. 

"Wanna dance?" I asked her, jerking my head towards the dance floor. 

Her eyes widened and she raised her eyebrows at me, mid sip of her drink. "I don't know how." 

"Lucky for you that my mom always makes me her dance partner whenever an Aerosmith song comes on." I stood up and held out my hand to her. "Here, I'll teach you." 

With a roll of her eyes Jeanie sighed and reluctantly stood to take my offered hand, leaving what little remained of her pizza crust and soda behind. I positioned her arms around my neck and placed mine on her hips, and on instinct she leaned forward to press her chest against mine. We didn't do anything overly complicated in the beginning, just swayed along to the music in a basic two step, and as she grew more comfortable I gradually felt her begin to have more fun with it. I even occasionally busted out some of the more fancy tricks I knew like basic twirls and dips, mostly because she seemed genuinely delighted whenever I did so. 

We spent two or three more songs dancing together and just enjoying the music and the closeness and the cool spring air. I was well aware that we stood out what with us being younger than the other dancing couples by a solid forty years and all, but I didn't care; Jeanie was the only person who mattered to me in that moment. 


All too soon the lead singer suddenly announced that they were only playing one more song, and then I watched Jeanie pull away to jog up to the stage where the band was just beginning to play. She dropped in a few bills in their open guitar case even though the band members had probably all driven Jags or Teslas to get here and then glanced back at me before leaning in to speak to them. 

Whatever she was saying seemed to be of great interest as the men crowding around her to listen were grinning pretty widely. The lead singer shrugged and nodded, and then she ran back over to me with the biggest smile. Before I could ask what she was up to the man stepped forward to speak into the microphone. 

"Hold on folks, we've got an unusual last minute request," he said, and I watched confused as the guys reset and began to play. 

I recognized the first few chords of the song immediately. My jaw dropping, I snapped my head to look down at her as the band started playing Aerosmith's 'I Don't Want to Miss a Thing.' 

I knew the lyrics almost by heart because it was one of my mother's favorite songs, and she'd been singing them to me for as far back as I could remember. As such I knew that the song was about treasuring every moment spent with another person, and the fact that Jeanie had specifically requested it for me did funny things to my chest. 

I couldn't begin to decipher what her gaze meant as she looked up at me, her eyes watery even as she smiled, and for the first time in my life I thought that I might be in love. It was far too early to say given that I'd known her for all of four months and we'd only been dating for one, but I already couldn't imagine my life without her in it. 


Jeanie made me better; there was no other way to say it. When I was around her I felt calmer, and more sure of myself. I wanted to do better for her, and more than that I wanted to see her smile every day of my life. 

I felt my cheeks heat up as the song ended and the people around us whistled and cheered, and I awkwardly took Jeanie's hand and pulled her away from the restaurant to head towards the main street. We made it about a hundred or so feet before she dropped my hand and snaked her arm through mine to abruptly walk us both down to the beach. 

I was surprised when she leaned up to kiss me softly on the cheek once and then a second time closer to my lips, and when I turned to look down at her because she clearly wanted my attention she wrapped her other arm tightly around my neck to hold me in place and kiss me harder. She ground herself firmly against my thigh, and feeling the hardness of her cock through her thin dress I suddenly realized why she'd been so eager to get us away from prying eyes. 

She dragged me the remaining ten yards or so until we reached the dark area beneath the pier and then leaned her back against one of the wooden beams. She pulled me by the lapel of my jacket tight against her so that I couldn't have gotten away even if I'd wanted to, and with a dangerous little smirk she proceeded to kiss the air out of me. 

Her soft, pink lips were moist and insistent, and as much as I tried to keep things relatively tame seeing as how we were in public and all on instinct my hands began to wander. They slid down to her ass to give both cheeks a hard squeeze, the pliable flesh warm and soft in my hands. 


Jeanie removed my grip, stepped back, and teasingly lifted the hem of her dress. In the low light coming from the moon I could see that her sheer black panties were decorated with intricately embroidered flowers, and the sight caused my cock to rapidly harden in my jeans. It was painfully clear what she was offering me, though as much as I wanted to take her up on it I still had a little bit of common sense left. 

"We’re in public," I said, glancing anxiously over her shoulder towards the beach and the boardwalk still filled with people. 

She stepped close again. "It's dark. No one'll see." 

"But...we're on the beach. There's sand." 

"Please? I need you." 

Even in the near darkness I could see her eyes, wide and large and imploring, and not for the first time I thought about how unfair it was how easily she could do this to me. I couldn't say no to her when she was looking directly at me, so I audibly groaned and glanced away. 

"Jeanie—" 

She didn’t let me finish and instead cut me off with a searing kiss, her body pressed flush against mine, and as my brain cells began to die off one by one the idea of fucking her against the wooden pillar began to seem more appealing by the second. 

My resolve was in shambles, and based on the way she smirked up at me she fully knew it. 


"If we get arrested I'm telling them it's your fault." I pressed my hand against the front of her white dress to grip her cock and give it a firm squeeze. She sighed softly, her breath warm against my cheek, and then I felt her press something into my hand. 

I glanced down to see that she'd given me a travel-sized bottle of lube, and it was a fight to not roll my eyes because of course she was prepared. I wouldn't have been surprised if sex on the beach wasn't her ultimate plan all along with the ice cream just serving as a convenient excuse. 

Still I squeezed some of the sticky liquid onto the tips of my fingers and lifted her dress to slide my hand into the back of her panties. I gently worked my middle finger into her ass, and it sunk into her hole so easily that I had to believe she'd been playing with and stretching herself before I'd even picked her up. 

Jeanie moaned quietly as I fingered her ass, rubbing herself more insistently against me, and since she was already so loose I went for a second, twisting and curling them so that they rubbed against the smooth spot behind her dick that I knew drove her absolutely crazy. 

It was easy to see that she was truly enjoying herself when her blue eyes fluttered closed and her pink lips parted. She looked so blissed out that I quickly felt what was left of my resolve drain away, and using my free hand I unbuttoned my jeans and shoved them down to my thighs. 

I pushed her black panties aside and none too gently rammed myself inside, getting half of my cock up her ass in one strong, quick thrust. She gasped sharply, her fingers digging into my shoulders while I groaned at the warm tightness surrounding me. 

"I knew you'd cave. You're so easy," she breathed, looking far too smug to be real. 

"Brat." I shoved myself deeper inside of her, forcing the last few inches in until my hips were pressed firmly against her cheeks. Her eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open as she moaned, her earlier smugness quickly erased and replaced with ecstasy. 

She crossed her legs behind my back to get better leverage while I held her up, bucking against me until I began to work myself in and out at a pace that pleased her. It was hard to aim for the spots that I knew drove her crazy in this position, but based on the way her stiff cock waved in the air as I pumped into her I was doing well enough. 

Her warm, slick hole gripped me tighter when I began to gently lick and kiss her neck, lightly at first and then more sloppily as the pleasure built. It was tempting to suck harder on the smooth skin and officially mark her as mine, but from personal experience I knew that she was so fair-skinned that a hickey could last for weeks. She'd pretended to be annoyed with me about it at the time, though to my eyes it’d seemed like she was showing it off every chance she got. 

The sound of my hips slapping against her ass echoed in the night as we rutted beneath the bridge, the cool air luckily preventing us from overheating. She started to moan and cry out a bit too loudly for my liking so I moved my lips from her neck and planted my mouth over hers, swallowing her whimpers as best I could. 

I adjusted my grip on her ass to slam into her even more roughly, and within minutes I found myself reaching the point of no return. 


"You gonna cum?" Jeanie panted, pitching her voice up in the way she knew always made me harder. I grunted my reply, too out of it to speak since truthfully I'd been ready to cum for the past minute and had been holding myself back through willpower alone. 

I didn't want to cum inside because then she'd be leaking cum everywhere, so instead I pulled out with a wet schlop and set her back down onto her feet. She immediately got down on her knees in the sand and opened her mouth wide, her pink tongue stretched out like a runway for my cum. 

It only took two or three firm strokes of my hand for my muscles to seize and my vision to go white, and with a low groan I came. The first powerful shot missed the target—splashing a vertical line of cum across the middle of her face—and then I adjusted my aim so that the rest splattered against her lips. I was thankful for her hands holding me up, her fingers sinking into my thighs to steady me as my legs shook dangerously. 

I grabbed a handful of her hair and forced her head down further onto my cock like I knew she loved in order to feed her my last few spurts. She moaned lasciviously, the vibrations from her throat sending tingles up and down my spine, and when I was finally done I let her go so that she could suck in a few huge gulps of air. 

She used her fingers to scoop up the last of my cum and spooned it into her mouth with a wide smile. She then pushed herself back up to her feet, kissing me gently as I came down. Sweat beaded my forehead, and I leaned more heavily against her as her fingers gently cupped my jaw to hold me in place. 

From the corner of my eye I glanced down at her waist and found it almost comical the way her dick tented her dress. Her hand went to my shoulder when she noticed me looking, and with a gentle pressure she pushed me down to my knees until I was staring up at her. She lifted her dress above her waist and I saw her pink cock throbbing desperately from where it stuck out of the top of her black panties, my mouth instinctively watering at the sight. 

I wasted no time shoving my head forward to take most of her into my mouth. She whimpered and dropped her hem to cover what I was doing, and after backing off to steel myself and take in some more air I leaned in again to try to deepthroat her. It was easy enough for me to take her whole length now after months of practice, and I snaked my hand up the back of her thigh to shove my fingers back inside her ass to finger her and felt her cock jump between my lips. 

Jeanie's soft, pleasured sighs were like music to my ears as I slurped and drooled on her cock, and when she began to hump herself against my face I knew she was close. 

"Yeah! Lick that pussy!" a female voice shouted. Loud giggling followed the statement, and in my surprise I nearly gagged on Jeanie's dick. I was confused at first as to why they thought I was eating her out, and then it occurred to me that she was so deep in my throat it probably did look like I was licking her pussy. 

I started to pull myself off of her cock but Jeanie's hand forcibly kept me in place, making a big show of grinding her hips more firmly against my face and shoving her cock deeper in the process. I felt like she was twice as hard now that people were watching us, and I had to wonder if she didn't have something of an exhibitionist streak. 

She came down my throat suddenly and with a high series of moans, basking in the cheers of the strangers as she shuddered and jerked through her orgasm, and I had no choice other than to swallow all of it because she was holding my head so tightly. 

My face was bright red from both exertion and embarrassment when I emerged from under her dress, and I glanced over to see two women giggling amongst themselves. They waved at us as they passed beneath the pier while Jeanie gleefully and tiredly returned it. 

"That was so fucking hot," she gasped out once they'd gone, chest still heaving. 

I wiped my mouth to remove the extra saliva and cum that I hadn't managed to swallow and frowned. "We should be lucky they didn't take any video." 

Rolling her eyes she pulled me up to my feet and pecked me on the lips. "Thank you," she said sweetly, blue eyes sparkling in the moonlight, and immediately I felt my ire disappear. It really was unfair. I was wrapped all the way around her little finger and anyone with eyes could see it. 

"I just had the shittiest day ever and yet I can't stop myself from smiling. I should be thanking you." 

She beamed happily and kissed me again—much more filthily this time—and I reluctantly had to pull away because I really didn't want to walk around with an erection. We quickly readjusted our clothing and I led her back up the beach in the direction we'd come, doing what I could to look like I hadn't just had sex. 

"Ice cream? It's almost ten and I should get you home soon," I said after a glance at my phone, already factoring in the forty minute drive back to her house. 


"Can we check out the pier first?" She looked up at me with large eyes, pleading as if I could ever truly deny her anything. 

I shrugged an uncaring shoulder. "Sure." Neither one of us had a curfew and the ice cream shop didn't close until eleven, so an extra half hour or so wouldn't mean much; we'd both still be home by midnight at the absolute latest. The smile that spread across her face immediately afterwards made my decision more than worth it, and I allowed myself to once again be dragged away by the arm. 

The pier was nearly deserted when we stepped onto its sturdy wooden boards and there were small, dim lights strung up every few yards for the night fishers, but the full moon reflecting its light off of the water below provided most of the light for us while we headed towards the dock's edge. 

We stood at the rickety wooden railing together, looking out over the dark, rushing waves in relaxed peace. I held her tightly against my chest with my arms wrapped around her waist and sputtered as the wind blew Jeanie's thick strands of curly dark hair into my face. 

"Thanks for bringing me here," she said, so quietly that I could barely hear her over the water. 

I glanced down at her, confused. "Of course. You're my girlfriend." 

"Still, I never thought this would happen for me. Ever." I heard a note of sadness in her voice, though more than that there was awe and giddiness. It made me smile to know that I was responsible for some of that happiness and to me the moment felt truly perfect. 

Until it didn't. 

I heard a multitude of footsteps approaching us from behind—heavy and slow and casual—but the sound didn't really register until one of the people spoke. 

"There you faggots are. We been looking for you all night." 

I felt my stomach sink while my anger simultaneously rose, and I turned around to look into the grinning face of a person I never thought I'd see again. Adam, Jeanie's tormentor and one of the few people on the planet I could truly say I hated. His cocky face was just as punchable as the last time I’d seen him and I clenched my fist as I daydreamed about sinking it into one of his beady blue eyes. 

He was flanked by two much larger boys, one of them being the huge, chunky, brown-haired asshole that I recognized from the diner back in North Carolina, and the other was a slightly smaller but much stronger looking blond kid I'd never seen before. The new guy was built like more of a linebacker—all muscle with the scowl to match—and immediately I understood that this was a premeditated attack. 

My eyes darted around for an exit strategy for Jeanie. There were people still out and about on the boardwalk, all of them too far to see what was going on let alone hear us if we shouted. I wasn't stupid enough to try to take them on myself, but they'd driven four and a half hours to stalk us on the off chance we'd be here. There was going to be a fight no matter what, and the best I could do at this point was to try to limit the damage. 

On the bright side it was clear that only I was the target here since Adam barely even glanced at Jeanie, and when I risked a look down at her I was unsurprised to see that she'd completely frozen, her eyes wide and lips trembling. 


"Get behind me," I told her, turning back to the three assholes in front of me. When she didn't budge I pushed her further back, ignoring her cry of protest. 

As much as I wanted to kick Adam's ass specifically, realistically there were three of them and I had Jeanie to think about besides. My only goal was to make sure that she got away safely, and if I could get a few shots in on their ringleader all the better. 

"I don't want to fight you," I lied in an effort to buy some time while I thought of an escape plan. 

The boy absently rubbed at his jaw where I'd hit him just over a week earlier, and to my immense disappointment there wasn't even a mark there. "Coulda fooled me. Last time you clocked me pretty good." 

"He barely even touched you," Jeanie spat from behind me, finally having snapped out of her shock. 

Adam's glare hardened as his gaze landed on her and I purposefully stepped in his line of sight. So much for keeping his focus off of her. 

"Jeanie, you need to run and get some help," I murmured under my breath, edging us both around so that she had a clearer path back down the pier. I'd have to distract them, but Jeanie was surprisingly quick and could probably get away given enough of a head start. She could easily outrun the biggest guy without even that, though the other two would definitely catch her before she could make it halfway. I'd have to concentrate my attacks on them. 

"Fuck that, I'm not leaving you here!" she fiercely whispered back, even as her voice shook. 

"This isn't a fucking negotiation. You're running." I raised my chin to address our attackers again. "Fine, you wanna fight? Just you and me then," I said, pointing at Adam. I pulled my jacket off and threw it on one of the benches to widen my range of mobility, and also because I didn't want to get any blood on it. 

Adam shrugged and grinned. "Okay, seems fair. And while we're doing that my guys here can play with your boyfriend." 

I clenched my teeth, hard. As much as I hated to admit that he'd gotten to me I immediately saw red, and no matter how this whole thing shook out my fist was going in his stupid fucking mouth. 

While I was busy trying to figure out how best to make good on my wish I'd somehow missed the fact that the linebacker had edged himself to be just outside of my line of sight. By the time I noticed him he was already on top of me, fist cocked back and ready to strike. 

My first instinct was to dodge it but if I moved Jeanie would be left defenseless, so cringing, I prepared myself to get hit. I tried to move with the punch and found that barely helped as he was much, much stronger than he looked. 

I felt an explosion of pain when his fist connected with my eye socket, and right after a second fist slammed into my stomach. I grunted and shuffled back in an attempt to remember some of my old karate training. That seemed like a lifetime ago, and yet I still vaguely recalled the strategy for dealing with multiple opponents. I had to try to keep them lined up in front of me and engage them one by one if I wanted to have any chance at all of getting Jeanie to safety. 

There was no way that I wasn't going to hurt the ringleader—Adam—and luckily he was the one closest to me. I rushed him like I was going for a tackle, and when he went to brace himself I instead raised myself back up and used my forehead to land a good shot to his nose, watching his head snap back as he cried out in pain. I followed it up with a hard right hook to his ribs to send him crumpling to the ground, but by the time I looked up to engage the next person the biggest guy was already right on top of me. 

He easily took me down with a tackle that knocked the wind out of me and I hit the ground hard, my head bouncing painfully off of the old wood of the pier. My head swam, my vision blurred, and a high pitched ringing echoed loud in my ears. I faintly heard someone screaming, and it took me a good few seconds to recognize that it was Jeanie. I shook my head to clear out some of the cobwebs but it didn't help in the slightest which meant that I most likely had a concussion. A hard kick to the ribs rattled my brain, and I winced. 

Yep. Definitely a concussion. 

I was confused when no more blows came, and through the gap in my arms and my one good eye I could see that Jeanie had jumped onto the biggest guy's back to try to pull him off of me, her thin arms wrapped around his neck in a surprisingly textbook chokehold that might've actually worked if she were stronger and if he didn't have such a fat neck. When that didn't work she let go and began to kick him hard in the leg with one of her boots. 

That seemed much more effective as the boy turned and easily knocked her to the ground with a vicious one-armed shove, and even though everything hurt and I just wanted to curl up into a ball until the pain went away, I forced myself up to tackle him around the legs before he could take another step in her direction. 


"Get the fuck out of here!" I shouted at her, and I was relieved when she finally—mercifully—listened to me. She scrambled to her feet and ran back down the pier, screaming something that I couldn't quite hear through the ringing in my ears and the rushing of the waves below, and even though everything hurt all I felt was relief that she was going somewhere safe. 

"You're fucking dead," Adam seethed, trying in vain to stop the blood gushing from his nose. It looked broken, and I smiled. 

"Yeah?" I slurred through my swollen jaw, pushing myself up on one knee. "I feel pretty good. Y'all are weak as fuck." It wasn't a very clever come back and probably not very convincing given that I could barely even see straight, but it had the desired effect of making them all concentrate solely on me and forget about Jeanie entirely. Adam stalked forward and punched me square in the cheek, sending me sprawling back to the ground in a heap. 

I managed to shakily push myself back up to my knees, and I wasn't given time to get on my feet as another punch once again sent me crashing to the ground to where a hail of kicks awaited me. 

My body felt heavy and exhausted, though luckily I had enough presence of mind to cover my face and head with my arms; anything more than that felt like an impossible task. As much as I wanted to continue to mouth off, to keep their attention and make sure that they wouldn't go looking for Jeanie again, the stabbing pain in the side of my chest prevented me from catching my breath let alone speak. 

I could taste the metallic tang of blood in my mouth, and after a while I could barely even feel the kicks they rained down upon me, the pain so intense that it all just blended together. Eventually the edges of my vision began to grow dark, and the last thing I saw through the gap in my arms and my one good eye was the stark white of Jeanie's flowy dress disappearing into the darkness. 


Chapter 14 


Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. 

I groaned as the insistent, annoying sound roused me from my slumber, each loud chirp matching the painful throbbing in my head. My eyelids felt glued together, and only with a herculean effort was I eventually able to force one of them open to squint up at the bright white light above me. 

I didn't know where I was, and more than that I couldn't remember anything beyond the sounds of sirens, bright, red flashing lights, and Jeanie's terrified and tear streaked face staring down at me. That last memory in particular was jarring, and I almost gasped as everything came rushing back to me and I felt terror begin to claw it's way up my chest. 

Where was Jeanie? Was she safe? 

I tried to sit up and find some answers, all while ignoring the pounding in my head because I knew that I wouldn't be able to rest until I knew what had happened to her. A gentle hand on my chest stopped me before I could get too far, and then I saw the face of the very person I'd been worried about enter my field of vision. 

"Don't move," she said quietly, her smile watery and small as she looked down at me. Her eyes were bloodshot and ringed with red, matching the color of her nose. It was clear that she'd been crying and somehow I felt guilty for it. 

Still I felt really happy to see her, and more than that relieved she didn't seem like she'd been hurt. I tried to smile back but ended up wincing in pain instead. 


"Time?" I croaked. Now that I knew she was okay I closed the eye that wasn't swollen shut, the brightness of the hospital room too much for my throbbing headache. 

"A little after five in the morning. How are you feeling? Does anything hurt? Are you thirsty? Here, drink." She carefully put something into my mouth that I eventually recognized as a straw and I sipped greedily at the cool apple juice. 

"Thanks," I said once I'd drained the cup. My jaw was still swollen so it was a little hard to speak correctly, my words slurred and soft. 

"Shhh, don't talk, I'm going to get your mom and dad. They went for coffee." She started to stand, and I grabbed her wrist before she could get too far. 

"Wait. What happened?" 

"I found some people to help pull them off of you, and then they held them there while someone called the cops and an ambulance. They all got arrested and you were rushed here. We're at Memorial Health Hospital." 

"Good," I mumbled, ignoring my wounded pride at the fact that I'd gotten my ass thoroughly kicked in front of her. Now that she was standing I could get a better look at her, and I frowned at what I saw. She looked so sad and small and still in her dress from our date, but worse than that was the black brace I noticed wrapped around her wrist. 

My stomach dropped. 

"What happened to your hand?" I asked, unable to keep the anger out of my voice. 


"You're the one in the hospital bed and you're worrying about me?" She shook her head, completely exasperated. "It's just a sprain." She held the hand to her chest, massaging it gingerly with her fingers, and I felt a wave of shame wash over me. 

"I couldn't protect you." 

Jeanie scoffed. "Three huge football players jumped us and all I got was a sprained wrist. You protected me just fine even though it was my fault." 

"It's not your fault, he was going to attack us either way. He didn't drive four hours on the off chance we'd be there just to have a friendly conversation." 

She shook her head and sat back down in the chair next to my bed. "It is my fault. I told her where you were taking me." At my confused stare, she sighed and elaborated. "Ashley, from the diner. I thought she wanted to be friends again, and I was so excited about our first real date and I wanted to brag to someone and—" tears began to well up in her eyes, and she buried her face in her hands. 

I firmly shook my head again. Even I never would've considered the possibility that they'd drive across two fucking states to get back at us for a single punch that had barely connected. 

"Stop. None of this is your fault, okay? Let me hear you say it." 

Her gaze stayed fixed on her hands and she didn't answer, telling me that she didn't believe a word I'd said. She was always down on herself and believed she was the root of everything bad that happened to the people around her; a habit that I was desperately trying to break her of. 

Before I could say anything more my parents rushed in holding paper cups, and when they saw that I was awake expressions of relief appeared on their faces. My mother was the first at my bedside, seemingly on instinct going through a set of tests to check on my condition. She was just shining a light into my good eye when I pulled away and tried to smile reassuringly. 

"I'm okay, mom." 

My mom frowned and tucked her penlight back into the pocket of her shirt. "No, you're not. What happened? I want to hear it from you." 

I glanced at Jeanie first, whose eyes widened in fear. I could definitely give a decent enough reason for them jumping us without revealing her secret, but if our attackers told the cops about her then my parents would probably find out anyway. 

"The guys that did this harassed us back in North Carolina and I punched one of them, so I guess they came back to look for me." 

Jeanie was quick to refute my statement, firmly shaking her head. "He was protecting me, none of this is his fault. I'm so sorry," she whimpered. She started crying and my mother moved to wrap an arm around her shoulders, gently sliding her hand up and down in an attempt to comfort her. I could see the tense set of her jaw though, and knew that this was far from over. 

"Fucking cowards. Three-on-one while trying to protect his girlfriend. We're pressing charges," she spat angrily, and even my generally laid-back dad who I didn't think I'd ever seen truly upset about anything nodded firmly at this, the muscles in his jaw jumping as he clenched and unclenched his teeth. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes before addressing Jeanie again. "You should go on home and get some rest. You've been here all night, and I'm sure your mother would rather have you home at this hour." 

"No," Jeanie snapped, both her voice and expression firm, and like she'd just remembered who she was talking to, she quickly backpedaled. "I mean, my mom's bringing me a change of clothes soon, and I can sleep here. I'm okay. Really." 

I watched my parents exchange glances, my dad shrug, and then my mom roll her eyes. Looked like Jeanie was staying, then. 

The door suddenly opened, and we all turned to see Jeanie's mother standing in the doorway. She looked frazzled and exhausted, like she'd just rolled out of bed, and if I thought about it I realized that she probably had. She immediately started sobbing when she saw my face, and behind her I saw Angie with her arms tightly crossed over her chest. She gave me a tight smile when her gaze met mine, but I could see the rage bubbling just beneath the surface. 

My mother left Jeanie to rush over to the new arrivals, and it was odd to see my mother comforting Jeanie's as she apologized over and over. I could see the confusion on her face while she rubbed the woman's back. 

It was clear that she was growing frustrated since there was clearly something going on that she wasn't getting, and I was thankful that she had the decency to wait until everyone had calmed down before she tried to figure things out again. 

"Why did he attack you? Is he an ex-boyfriend?" My mother asked, doing what she could to keep her voice gentle and neutral. 

Like she'd been shocked Jeanie straightened her back. She looked at her family, looked at me, and finally she looked at her hands resting in her lap. Her shoulders then fell, and I knew immediately what she'd decided. 


"He attacked us because I'm trans." 

I watched my mother's eyes widen and my dad freeze. Jeanie shook as she tightly gripped her own fingers until they turned white, and I reached my hand out to her to offer what little support I could in my current state only to have it ignored. 

It was silent for a long minute as my parents processed this new information. My mother was the first to react though, clearing her throat and blinking rapidly. "Oh." 

I glanced over at my dad's face to see that it was frustratingly blank. I didn't know what I'd do if they rejected her, and I didn't know if I could ever forgive them if they did. 

In truth I wasn't sure how they felt about people who were transgender. When the whole Target bathroom thing had happened I could only remember my mom rolling her eyes and not saying much about the situation, flipping the channel whenever the news stations brought it up. It simply wasn't a thing that had ever mattered in my family before now and so I had absolutely no idea what to expect from them. 

And then my mom came back over to Jeanie to hug her. Jeanie initially flinched away, almost like she’d expected to be attacked, though eventually her shoulders dropped and she allowed herself to be held. 

"What they did was cowardly and a hate crime and you did absolutely nothing to deserve it, so no more apologies. Any of you," she said, looking pointedly at Jeanie's mother. My father nodded his agreement and I felt my own body relax. 

Jeanie burst into tears, whether from relief or guilt I wasn't sure, but it helped to dissipate the remaining tension in the room. Knowing that we were all on the same page when it came to who to blame for the situation did a lot to put both of our families at ease. 

Angie marched into the room and wrapped her own arms around Jeanie, clearly relieved that my parents weren't assholes. "Okay, that's enough crying. So how are we nailing these fuckers?" 

Our families discussed legal options for the next ten minutes or so, and by the end of it the decision had been made to sue all three of our attackers for assault. When I began to nod off they chose to discuss the rest of the details in the hospital cafeteria, leaving just Jeanie and I alone in the small room. 

She'd been almost silent during the discussions, just holding my hand with a death grip as everyone talked around us. She looked like absolute hell. there was no life at all in her expression nor in her eyes which was incredibly alarming given how bright they usually were. 

"Jeanie? Everything okay?" When she didn't answer after a long few seconds, I furrowed my brow. "Jeanie?" 

"I think we should break up," she said, the words coming in a rush. 

I blinked up at her, not sure if I'd heard correctly. "What?" 

"People will always treat me differently because of who I am, and if you're with me they're going to treat you differently too. I told you before that I didn't know if I could handle you getting hurt because of me, and I can't. I can't take it. I'm not strong enough. I keep thinking about how much worse it could've been—if you'd fallen and hit your head the wrong way, and—" she grimaced and shook her head, letting go of my hand to wipe away frustrated tears. "We're through. I'm sorry." 

"So you're just going to choose to be alone forever because of a few assholes?" I snapped, my tone more harsh than it probably should've been. I felt my anger and dread rise in equal measure, both feelings fighting for dominance within me, and it was only the miserable look on her face that kept me from completely blowing up at her. 

"Maybe." 

I bit back a frustrated sigh. "For the last time, what happened was not in any way your fault, and we're not breaking up. Okay?" 

I could see the exact moment her stubbornness decided to make itself known, her jaw setting and her blue eyes hardening. "That's not your choice." 

"It's half my choice. We're not breaking up." 

She glared hard at me, and I glared back as best I could even though I could feel the fear of losing her clawing at my throat. Truth be told I was even more terrified of what it would mean for her if we weren't together anymore. 

I worried that she'd fall into despair, or that she'd keep blaming herself for what happened until she drove herself insane. I knew what it was like to ruminate on situations you couldn't control; to have dark thoughts bounce around in your head until you'd do absolutely anything to make them stop. She'd already tried the permanent option once before, and I'd be damned if I let her try it again. 

I was relieved when she finally sighed, nodded, and buried her face into my hospital gown to take a deep breath. It was like I could physically see the stress pour off of her shoulders, and as a result mine relaxed too. She'd clearly been carrying this guilt around all night and I was glad that she was finally letting at least some of it go. 


It was only once I'd calmed down that it occurred to me she was giving me an out; that she was setting up a way for me to break up with her without me feeling like a coward if I couldn't handle what it'd mean to be with her long-term. It honestly pissed me off that she thought so little of me, like this was anything near enough to make me cast her aside, and I might've said something about it if I didn't think she was already dealing with enough at the moment. 

I hated how depressed she looked, and I hated even more that I didn't know how to help her. She refused to talk to me about how she was feeling even though it was very clear that she was hurting, and any attempts to get her to open up were met with deflections. 

"Promise you won't leave me," I mumbled, resting my hand on her dark curls. The pain medication they had me on was really strong, and despite my best efforts I could feel myself beginning to drift. 

"I won't.” 

Unconvinced, I glared down at her. "Promise me." 

She rolled her eyes and sighed. "I promise, okay?" 

Satisfied, I nodded and relaxed back into the bed. It was then I noticed she too was struggling to stay awake which made sense given that she'd probably been up for almost twenty four hours at this point. 

"You don't have to stay with me all day, I'm fine. Go home and get some sleep." 

Jeanie firmly shook her head, turning so that she could look up at me from where her head rested on my chest. "I feel more relaxed when I can see your face." 

"Even though I look like Quasimodo?" I joked. 

"That's a little generous. You look more like Sloth from the Goonies." 

I had to fight back a laugh, mostly because laughing hurt my ribs. She'd been so down and handling me with kid gloves to the point of being annoying, so it was great hearing her joke around a little and especially about my injuries. To see even a hint of that impish smirk on her face again was a more than welcome sight. 

I scowled playfully and tugged on one of her arms. "Get up here, you fucking jerk." 

She did as I demanded and carefully eased herself down onto my chest to avoid putting any pressure on my fractured ribs, her ear resting directly over my heart. I put my hand on her back and rubbed small, soothing circles into her thin dress, and after only two or three minutes I felt her body relax even further into me. She'd finally fallen asleep which had been my true evil plan all along. It was clear that she was exhausted and had been stressing herself out which was the only reason she'd ever suggest something as stupid as breaking up in the first place. 

I looked down at her sleeping face and smiled, ignoring the way my face hurt when I did. I kind of understood what she meant about being more relaxed in each others' presence. When she was nearby I felt better; calmer. More sure of my place in both the world and in my future. There was a feeling of rightness when we were together, and I didn't know what I'd do when she eventually left me. 


Chapter 15 


I was only in the hospital for another couple of days before they discharged me, sending me home with a pat on the back and a bottle of highly addictive pain medication. Once they'd confirmed that there wasn't any bleeding or swelling in my brain there hadn't been any point in me taking up a bed that could've been better used by someone who actually needed it. 

Jeanie had of course been there to pick me up along with my parents, hovering and worrying over me the entire time, and then I spent a solid week just lying in bed trying to recover. Normally the thought of spending a week doing absolutely nothing would've sounded amazing, but not when I was in constant pain and could barely get out of bed to pee. Recovery was slow and painful—about what I expected—though worse than all of that is that I was bored. 

Incredibly bored. 

There was nothing online, nothing on streaming, and nothing on regular daytime television. I'd worked through my backlog of streaming shows and movies in almost no time at all, and even though Jeanie had brought over her one of her game systems so that I had something a little more interesting to do, I wasn't much of a gamer and could only be called homophobic slurs by eight year olds so many times before getting annoyed and losing interest. 

I glanced at the clock on my bedside table and was relieved by the glowing red numbers glaring back at me. It was nearly time for Jeanie to get out of school and I'd be lying if I said that I wasn't itching for her to get here. She'd only been able to talk her way out of going to school on that first day when I'd been released from the hospital and her mother hadn't budged when it came to her taking any more time off just to sit around and hang out with me all day. 


Jeanie had pouted about it for a solid day or two afterwards and not-so-quietly rebelled against her mom by rushing over to my place immediately after school and only going home when her sister came to pick her up after work late at night. She'd do her homework on my bed, sitting as close to me as humanly possible and often having at least one part of her body in contact with mine. 

Truthfully I felt smothered by all the attention, but she was still jumpy and anxious after our attack. If being so close to me helped her to calm down then I certainly wasn't going to complain. 

I heard someone ring the doorbell, my mother answer, and then the light footsteps of my girlfriend jogging up the stairs. The door began to creep open and I immediately felt myself grin. 

"Jeanie?" I asked, sitting up excitedly. My eyebrows rose in surprise when Bobbi poked her head in instead. 

The blonde rolled her eyes at me and smiled. "Nope, sorry, just little ol' me. How are you feeling? Better than you look, I hope." 

I threw her a playful glare. "I'm fine, thanks for asking. I mean, everything hurts like hell, but besides that I'm fine. How's the Hot Rod? Am I fired yet?" 


"Of course not, the boss man was super pissed when he found out what happened to you. That's why I'm here, actually; he gave me a couple of hours off to visit and let you know that you could take as much time to recover as you needed. And to deliver whatever this monstrosity is to you," she said, stepping further into the room to reveal that she was holding a huge bamboo gift basket in one of her hands. 

My jaw dropped as I stared at the plastic-wrapped clusterfuck of assorted breads, jams, and nut butters. It looked like a kid's peanut butter and jelly fever dream, and though it was kind of a strange gift I still felt oddly touched by the gesture...even if Bobbi was completely right about it being an absolute monstrosity. 

"Jesus," I said with a shocked chuckle. 

Bobbi laughed right along with me. "That's what your mom said too when I walked in with it." She set the basket down next to the wall inside the door and bounced over to sit on my bed. "By the way, your girlfriend stopped in to grab some food the other day." 

"Yeah?" I asked, genuinely taken aback because Jeanie hadn't mentioned a single thing about it. 

She nodded and shrugged. "We talked a little about you, actually, and her eyes were glowing the entire time. I can see how much she likes you." 

My face fell, and I glanced away uncomfortably. "I guess. I'm still a little surprised by that, to be honest. She's so fucking smart and driven and I don't really have anything to offer her." 


Bobbi frowned and reached forward to tightly grip my hand until I looked back at her. "Look. All a girl wants—all anyone wants—is for someone to hold them and love them and tell them that everything's going to be okay. They just want to know that you'll always be in their corner, so if you can do that for Jeanie then you're good enough for her. Full stop." 

"How do you always know the perfect thing to say? Do you moonlight as a therapist?" I asked, staring incredulously because this wasn't the first time she'd given me such sound advice. 

"I'm only telling you what I hope to have for myself one day." She smiled then, somewhat sadly, and let me go. 

My eyebrows rose at that, and I almost scoffed. She was talking like she was some frumpy spinster and not a smart, beautiful girl. "You know, I've never understood how you don't have a boyfriend." 

Bobbi shrugged a shoulder. "The guys I tend to like end up not liking me back." She stared at me for a long second or two and then glanced away with an incredibly forced sounding laugh. "But the main reason I don't is because I've just never had the time for it. I've pretty much only been focused on getting out of this town as soon as possible." 

"That makes sense, I guess. Seems kind of lonely though." 

"It is." Her hand lifted and moved towards mine again, but then she awkwardly pulled it back into her lap. She let out a short, calming breath before putting on her usual bright smile. "Anyway, I'm not here to talk about me. Guess who finally got fired?" she chirped excitedly, and rather than try to circle back to our previous conversation I allowed her to fill me in on all the latest Hot Rod gossip. It was nice to have something to distract me from the pain, even if I only just barely cared about the goings on at work. 

Jeanie came rushing in ten or so minutes later, right as Bobbi was finishing up telling me all about how our sleazy asshole of a manager had gotten caught by the boss man himself creeping on one of the newer young waitresses through the CCTV with his hand literally in his pants. It was pretty hard to come back from that, owner's son or not. 

She looked like she'd just thrown on the cleanest thing she could find: a pair of short black running shorts, some old high top Converse, and a large yellow hoodie that she must've stolen from me when I wasn't paying attention. She also still wore a brace around her wrist and would continue to for another couple of weeks—mostly at my own insistence. I still felt guilty about her injury and didn't want there to be any lasting damage despite it just being a minor sprain. 

For a moment I was worried that she might be upset about Bobbi sitting on the bed next to me and was relieved when she barely even spared the blonde a glance as she hurried to my side. She dropped her bag on the ground and brushed my bangs out of my eyes with her cool fingers, gaze roaming over my face to check the progress of my injuries, and when I smiled up at her she leaned down to peck me on my still bruised lips. 

She backed away for a moment, teeth gnawing hungrily at her bottom lip, and then she was leaning down for another, much longer one because she could never seem to help herself. 

"How're you feeling?" she asked once she'd finished kissing me to her satisfaction. 


"Better, now that you're here," I said, smirking up at her with a cheesy wriggle of my eyebrows. My smile fell a bit when she just nodded but didn't return it, the crease in her brow deepening instead. 

I hadn't seen her truly smile since our date over a week ago. Sure, she'd paste one on for my sake or pretend to be okay whenever my parents were around, but I knew what her real smile looked like. I'd committed the way her blue eyes sparkled to memory, and to me it seemed like they were growing duller and duller by the day. 

She had faint dark shadows beneath her eyes, probably because she'd been stressed and hadn't been sleeping well, and she was even beginning to break out more than usual. I spotted a few new pimples on her cheeks and chin, and even one or two as high as her forehead. 

I hated how ragged she was running herself for my sake, but anytime I tried to force her to go home earlier and get some rest she'd either blow up at me or shut down completely. It got to the point where I eventually just gave up and let her have her way, instead doing what I could to make her nap whenever she came over with middling success. 

"Okay, I'm heading to work. Hurry up and get better—those dishes are really starting to pile up," Bobbi joked, standing to walk to the door. 

"I always knew that place would fall apart without me," I threw back. 

Bobbi laughed and waved at the both of us. "Take care of him, would you?" 


Jeanie nodded her head. "Of course. Thanks for visiting." 

I watched Bobbi leave, her eyes meeting mine one final time before she considerately shut the door behind her. It weirdly felt like the end of something, even though there hadn't really been anything between us to begin with. I didn't know if I'd be back at work before she quit to get ready for college, but I certainly hoped so; imagining otherwise was just too depressing. 

Jeanie immediately took Bobbi's vacated seat on the bed next to me and scooched closer until her thigh pressed against my hip. She then began to fuss over me like usual, adjusting my bedding and smoothing the invisible wrinkles out of my clothing. Her concern, while endearing, was also exasperating. 

I grabbed her hands to stop her, holding her still until she met my gaze again. "Jeanie, seriously, I'm okay. I'm bored out of my mind and want to hear about your day." 

"You always want to hear about my day, but it was pretty much the same as yesterday. Lame, without you there." 

"Still," I insisted. I was curious about what she'd gotten up to, sure, though mainly I just wanted her to shift her focus away from me. 

Jeanie sighed deeply through her nose, a little annoyed, and began to give me a brief rundown of her classes and anything of note that'd happened in between. I learned that Dennis had apparently asked after me, which was unexpected—I'd been certain that he still hated me, so it was great to hear he was at least on the road to forgiving me for stealing away the girl he'd had a crush on even if I wasn't particularly sorry about it. 

As she told me about lunch and the disgusting sloppy joes they'd served she methodically began to spread out her school materials on my bed like she usually did when she came over. She was in advanced placement classes and was taking the AP exams in the hopes of getting some college credit, so unlike most of the rest of the senior class who were phoning it in at this point she still had to actually study. 


The room grew quiet for a long while as I split my time between watching the TV and watching Jeanie work through an exam prep workbook, her bare legs swinging behind her as she rested on her stomach. Her shorts had ridden up enough to reveal just the slightest amount of soft, pale ass cheek to my greedy eyes, and I swallowed hard. It made me think of the most unfortunate side effect of my injuries; namely, that she wasn't willing to fool around at all. 

I let my hand fall to the back of her bare thigh to squeeze the pliable warm flesh and was completely unsurprised when she just shook me off like usual. 

"Stop it," she said, glaring over her shoulder at me. 

"Come on, I know I'm hideous, but I promise my dick is still just as pretty as you remember." 

Her face soured. "You know that's not why. If you cum you'll only agitate your ribs." 

"If I don't cum I'm gonna throw myself out of the window. You can't tell me you're not horny; you've been dry humping my bed for the last ten minutes." She blushed then, and I smirked crookedly. "Yeah, I noticed. Look, I just want a quick blowjob. Please? I’m begging you." 

"Your mom's downstairs," she murmured, clearly wavering. 

"We'll lock the door." I did my best to look pathetic. "It'll be fast, I promise." 


Jeanie poked at her lip ring with her tongue, glancing uneasily towards my bedroom door, and to my relief she finally sighed and nodded. "If something hurts let me know. Okay?" She tried to sound like she was reluctant, schooling her features to make it look as though she was doing me a huge favor, but her eyes were clearly staring hungrily at the bulge in my sweatpants. 

"Scout's honor," I said with a grin. I held up my three middle fingers in a salute. 

She rolled her eyes and slid off of the bed to lock the door like I'd suggested, and then she almost ran back to climb on top of me. She kissed me hard, slanting her lips against mine as she forced me back against my headboard, and for someone who'd been so concerned about hurting me only a minute ago she was being awfully rough with me now. 

I soon felt one of her hands rubbing against my cock, her fingers squeezing it through the fabric of my pants, and I groaned into her mouth. 

"You're so hard," she breathed, pulling away long enough to glance down at my lap with wonder. 

"What else is supposed to happen when I have a hot girl on top of me?" 

Her eyes lit up at that, and she smiled and slid down my body until her head was in my lap. She then pulled down both my underwear and pants in one smooth movement. My dick popped up suddenly, almost hitting her in the face, and soon afterwards her cool fingers were wrapped around my shaft. 

Jeanie stuck out her tongue and ran it up the underside of my cock and I moaned, more at the expression of clear pleasure on her face than at the feeling itself. She enjoyed sucking me off to a degree that some would consider concerning but I'd grown disturbingly used to this odd quirk of hers over the months we'd known each other. 


She did this a few more times, getting the whole thing slick with her spit, and then she slid her lips over the mushroom tip and lowered her head until she had half of me down her throat. The warmth and tightness of it made me lean more firmly into my headboard, my fingers threading themselves into her thick curls and tightening to hold her in place lest I cum immediately. 

She waited for me to relax my grip before she began to move again, keeping her blue eyes locked on mine as she lavished my cock with more attention than it'd seen in days. Her head swiveled and turned, adjusting the angle that I slid into her throat until I had to briefly close my eyes in an attempt to keep from cumming too soon. Her hot, sucking mouth was one thing, but combined with her piercing gaze it was almost too much for my psyche to handle. 

I opened my eyes again to see her rubbing her own hard cock against my leg, and then I watched her hand slide beneath her body and into her shorts to play with herself, her moans becoming louder with every passing second. 

I was relieved when she took mercy on me and slid my cock out of her mouth with a soft 'pop', though it was short lived. She slapped my tip against the flat of her outstretched tongue, still maintaining full eye contact, and the sight was so fucking sexy that I once again had to look away. 

"Do you have any lube?" she finally asked, and I fought back a grin. I knew that once she got horny enough she wouldn't be able to stop herself from wanting to have sex. Jeanie was a lot of things, including the horniest person I'd ever known. 


I pointed at my top drawer and she hopped off of me, rummaging through my things while I worked to carefully remove my t-shirt. After finding what she was looking for she made a quick detour to double check the lock on the door, and then she was crawling back onto the bed where I was waiting with an eager smile. 

Jeanie straddled my lap and then slowly, teasingly, lifted the hoodie over her head to reveal a plain black sports bra. She smirked down at me, and even though I was interested in the newly exposed pale flesh in front of me I couldn't look away from her eyes. 

Noticing this, Jeanie cocked her head. "What?" 

"You're so fucking beautiful." 

"Shut up," she murmured, lowering her gaze and breaking eye contact even as her cheeks flushed, and I frowned. 

I knew why she was so self-conscious and reluctant to take compliments but I truly wished she could see herself the way that I saw her. The fact that anyone wouldn't want to be with her baffled me, because in every way that I could see she was perfect. 

"I'm serious. I'd say it even if I wasn't about to get laid." 

She laughed at that, cheeks pink and blue eyes bright, and I matched her smile. This was the Jeanie I'd missed over the last week. This was the girl I found myself unable to stop thinking about for more than a few minutes at a time, and more than that hoped felt the same about me. 

Jeanie attacked me with renewed vigor, her tongue making a surprise appearance to swirl insistently against my own. She wrapped her arms around my neck to hold my head in place as she frankly took more from me than I had to give, especially with my injuries. It kind of hurt to kiss her, my jaw still sore from where I'd been punched, but not nearly enough to ask her to stop. 

I slid my hand into the sides of both her shorts and panties to pull them down to her thighs and she kicked them the rest of the way off, sending them flying somewhere onto the floor of my bedroom. Her hard, pink cock stood nearly parallel with her body, and I squeezed it tightly in my hand to feel its heat. My thumb made a quick swipe over the slit of it, coming away with a wet stickiness that betrayed exactly how excited she was becoming. 

I did this a few more times, feeling her shudder on each slow stroke, and when I felt her dick expand and harden in my grip she quickly backed away until I had to let her go. Her pupils were blown wide as she looked down at me, blue eyes darker than I'd ever seen them. 

"That was a close one," I said, grinning cheekily. Despite my teasing I was a stroke or two away from cumming myself and I wanted to be inside of her when I did. 

Luckily she seemed to agree as she flipped the cap off of the lube and poured a little onto her fingertips. She reached back and fingered her own ass for a minute, biting her lip impatiently, and then drizzled a small amount onto my still twitching cock. After a few quick strokes to spread the gel around, she lined herself up until my tip was pressed firmly against her asshole. 

I watched her wince as she carefully sunk herself down onto my cock. She truly hadn't been prepared to have sex though she seemed far too riled up to let that stop her now, slowly but insistently continuing her descent until I bottomed out inside of her. She took a minute to get used to the feeling of having me inside her again, her arms wrapped tightly around my back and her chin resting on my shoulder, and then she began to wiggle around and adjust herself in search of a more pleasurable position. 

She let out a quiet 'oh' when she found the spot she'd been looking for and started to slowly slide herself up and down, sighing each time my dick filled her completely. To help her relax a little more I ran my hands up and down her smooth thighs, every now and then sneaking a hand over to her hard dick and giving it a slow, firm squeeze. 

"Your cock feels so good," she gasped into my ear, and I could only grunt a reply. Just like me she probably hadn't gotten off since that night on the beach, so the sparks of pleasure we felt were especially heightened. 

My hand still slick from excess lube I gripped her flopping cock in my hand, and I squeezed it just hard enough to create a makeshift hole for her to fuck as she rode me. It made obscene, wet squelching sounds that only seemed to get her harder, and I grinned. 

She started humping my dick a little quicker, and her moaning was beginning to grow a bit loud—not great, since my mother was still downstairs—though luckily she seemed to realize this as she brought her hand up to cover her mouth. Her movements became erratic, her eyes rolled back and closed, and then I felt a gooey, warm wetness shooting out onto my stomach. She fell apart on top of me, her body shuddering and jerking haphazardly and chin resting more heavily on my shoulder. 

I turned my head and pressed my mouth against the side of her neck, feeling her pulse through my lips when I gently sucked on the smooth skin. This only seemed to heighten her pleasure as another, weaker dribble of her cum slid out to join the rest of the mess on my stomach. 

Eventually she reached down and forced my hand away from her dick, far too sensitive to even let me touch it any longer. 

"You really were pent up, huh?" I asked, voice full of knowing. 

She only whimpered in response and shivered again, the feeling of her shaking doing wonderful things to my own cock. 

I rubbed her back for a long couple of minutes as she came down from the high of her orgasm, soothing her as best I could even though everything within me wanted to chase my own. Her thin arms continued to hold me tightly, like she wasn't ready to be apart just yet, and I was more than happy to indulge her. Even through her bra I could feel her hard nipples digging into my chest, her breasts squished deliciously against me. 

Finally she released her grip to lean back on her hands, giving me a clear view of her entire body. She began to swirl her hips against mine, leisurely at first to get into a rhythm, and then quickly and much more insistently once she'd found it. She was fucking me hard enough to hurt, but not nearly hard enough for me to make her stop. I was mesmerized by her now half hard cock waving around in the air as she fucked me, though like usual it was the eye contact that pushed me over the edge. 

I came so hard that my ribs ached. I squeezed my eyes shut and clenched my teeth in an attempt to stop myself from moaning too loudly as the first shot deposited itself directly into her bowels, and I was glad when Jeanie had the presence of mind to slide herself off of my cock to replace it with her hand after that. Cumming inside of her was always a dicey proposition if we had to be around other people soon afterwards as we'd learned the hard way; sometimes it'd be sliding out of her for hours even if we tried to mop it all up. 


She leaned forward and kissed me gently as I came back down to Earth, returning the favor for me helping her through hers only a few minutes earlier. Her lips mostly just ghosted against mine, letting me feel only the barest touch of their softness while her non-injured hand continued to slowly stroke and fondle my quickly softening dick, and somehow that felt more intimate than anything we'd done so far. 

Once she was certain that I was okay she began the process of lapping up our combined cum, some of which had managed to shoot all the way up to my chest. Her wet pink tongue slid along my still bruised ribs and stomach, chasing the pearlescent streaks and swallowing them down in short order. She planted careful kisses over each of the dark bruises dotting my torso, and I could see the sadness in her eyes when she glanced up at me. 

"They don't hurt," I lied, clearly able to see what she was thinking. 

"Still." 

"Still, nothing. I'm proud of them because they mean you're safe." 

She nodded and pulled herself up to rest her head on my chest although her expression didn’t change. Lately she'd really taken to keeping her ear pressed against the spot directly over my heart, like she was listening to make sure that it continued to beat strongly. 


We lay together in my bed for a while, our mostly naked bodies cooling in the early evening light streaming through my curtains. Jeanie didn't seem particularly eager to move and neither did I, though the decision to finally get up and get dressed again was made for us when I heard the front door open and close. 

"That's probably my dad," I sighed reluctantly. 

Jeanie nodded and jumped up to throw her clothes back on, tossing me my discarded t-shirt to put on when she found it amongst the wreckage of my room. She then helped me slide my pants back up my legs since I couldn't really bend over to do it myself, and after that she put away the lube, unlocked the door, and hastily remade the bed in an attempt to mask what we'd just gotten up to even though I was fairly certain my parents wouldn't care. Her face was still somewhat flushed, but beyond that she looked like the picture of innocence as she worked on her homework. 

My dad knocked on my door a few minutes later, and I shouted for him to go ahead and come in. 

"Hey kids," he said, poking his head into the room. 

Jeanie looked up and pasted on one of her fake smiles. "Hey, Mr. Umpleby." She was still sort of uneasy around my parents, though she was growing more comfortable with them knowing about her by the day. 

My dad grinned back, which was always a little odd to see. Not that my dad never smiled or anything, it was just that he always seemed to have one for Jeanie to the point where I was beginning to think he liked her more than me; probably because she was really into college basketball like he was and would watch games with him while I truly couldn't care less. 


"Are you staying for dinner? Nothing homemade this time, but I grabbed something on the way home and can personally vouch for China Palace's takeout." 

"If you don't mind," Jeanie said, still with that awkward smile. "I just need to text my mom to let her know not to make me anything." 

He waved off her concern. "It's fine, Mary already called her." At Jeanie's surprised look, my dad smirked. "You've eaten with us every night for the past week and never willingly leave my son's side. It wasn't much of a guess." 

Our moms had already been somewhat friendly what with both being around the same age, both of them being in the medical field, and the whole fact that their children were dating, though to work on coordinating legal things they'd been talking a lot more. It was common to see my mom laughing on the phone with her or offering support, and though I still found it all slightly weird I was a lot more happy that they got along. 

I had to believe that Jeanie's mom was especially relieved to have a friend in town and one who knew about Jeanie being trans at that. It couldn't have been easy making friends in a completely new place, because sure, our city was a lot more open than any other in South Georgia, but it was still an absolute crapshoot knowing how a person would react. 

"There's a basketball game on too tonight if you want to watch. Your Tar Heels are gonna get crushed by Boise State in about an hour." 


Jeanie snorted in disbelief. "We're ranked second and they're ranked twenty third; our bench could mop the floor with them. Now I see where Frumps gets all of his delusional ideas from." Her eyes widened as she worried over whether that was too rude, though she visibly relaxed when my dad laughed, very clearly amused. 

"Hey, why am I being dragged into this?" I grumbled. "Thanks, dad, we'll be down in a minute." 

"Don't wait too long. You know how your mother gets when it comes to egg rolls." He closed the door behind him, and soon after Jeanie shut her workbook and stood up to stretch. 

"I barely got any homework done," she said with a sigh. 

"Well, maybe if you hadn't attacked me..." She glared down at me, astonished, and I held up my hands defensively. "You can't hit a cripple." 

She rolled her eyes and walked over to the side of the bed to help me stand, sliding herself beneath my arm so that I could use her as a crutch. "You're so annoying. Why do I even like you?" 

"Because I make you cum really hard?" 

Jeanie paused and pretended to consider the idea. "I guess there is that." 

She opened the door again and helped me slowly hobble down the stairs to where my parents were waiting, plates and utensils stacked on one side and food set out on the other. They'd wanted me to set up in the living room to avoid me having to make the painful trip up and down the stairs to eat, but I much preferred the privacy and comfort of my own room. Besides, it wasn't like I couldn't eat in bed. 

She helped me into one of the remaining dining chairs and then took the one next to me like usual, reaching over to put a plate and utensils in front of me as though I couldn't do it myself. 

We then piled our plates high with MSG and oil and began to work our way through it all. Even with our best efforts there'd be leftovers; my parents had really been overdoing it on the portion sizes ever since Jeanie had started to eat dinner with us. 

"So, Jeanie, your mother tells me that you've decided on USC for college?" my mother asked during a lull in casual conversation, and I frowned. 

I'd known about her decision for a few days now and had been desperately trying not to think too hard about it. She'd initially been waffling between law and medicine, unsure of which path she wanted to go down, though after my attack she'd firmly decided on becoming a doctor. The helpless feeling she'd had while I was knocked out cold on the ground had really traumatized her, and she never wanted to feel like that again. 

It wasn't just because of me, of course. A large part of her interest in medicine was her desire to help young people who maybe didn't have the support or resources when it came to figuring out their own gender identities and the options that came with them. She'd been lucky enough to have a supportive mother who was also a doctor and knew where to look to get her what she needed to be who she truly was early on, and if it was at all possible she wanted that for everyone. 

It was the same reason she'd considered going into law, in fact, believing that she could change things for the better and protect trans kids from within the system. 


They were both such incredibly selfless and ambitious goals that I could only support her even if deep down I was crushed. Jeanie was going to go on to do a hell of a lot of good in the world with or without me, and suddenly I felt my appetite leave me. 

"They have smaller class sizes and they don't throttle GPAs like UCLA does, which is really important for pre-med. It's more expensive, but they offered me more aid, too. The cost ended up being about the same in the end give or take a couple thousand dollars," Jeanie finished, shrugging. 

I could tell that my mother wasn't one hundred percent pleased, though I was glad that she had the decency to at least attempt to look happy for her. "It's great that you've decided on what you want to do. You'll make an amazing doctor if the way you've taken care of my son is any indication." 

Jeanie ducked her head, embarrassed. "Thank you." 

The conversation shifted to things related to our legal case against Adam and his lackeys, and that's when I fully zoned out until my dad excused himself to flip on the TV to watch the game in his favorite recliner. Jeanie helped my mother clear the table which wasn’t a whole lot of work since it was just the four of us, and then she helped me to the couch and took a seat next to me, holding my hand in hers while the game started. 

I didn't care about any of it, of course, I just enjoyed watching her excitedly argue with my dad. It still amazed me how much she knew, pulling names and stats out of thin air and putting him on his heels with her basketball knowledge. She really was perfect. 

The game was just ending when Jeanie's phone began to buzz—the Tar Heels had kicked the, well, tar out of Boise State and Jeanie was currently gloating about it—and when she glanced down at her screen she frowned. 

"My sister will be here soon. I should go get my stuff," she mumbled, clearly displeased. 

My dad raised his eyebrows. "Already? It's barely eight." 

Jeanie nodded and stood. "I guess she must've finished work early for once. Thank you for letting me stay for dinner." 

"Of course, anytime. We'll see you tomorrow?" 

"I'll be here. I can't miss UGA getting their asses kicked, can I? Not that that's anything new," she said, eyes twinkling. 

"Ouch," my father gasped, holding a hand over his heart. He smiled and waved her off, and Jeanie rushed up the stairs to gather her things, leaving me alone with my dad. 

He glanced over at me from his chair after a minute, clearing his throat awkwardly. "She's a good kid," he said, apropos of absolutely nothing. 

I felt my heart sink. Was this where he finally let me down? Where he admitted that he was actually uncomfortable with our relationship? "But?" 

"No buts. I see how she's changed you, and it's been for the better. You were always decent, and smart, too, just...unfocused. Or at least focused on the wrong things. These last few months, though? I've been happy with what I see in you, and the man I see you becoming. She's clearly added something to your life that you needed, and what that is I don't know; I just wanted you to be aware if you weren't already." He looked back to the TV then, clearly done saying what he needed to and leaving me to stare flabbergasted at the side of his head. 

Of course I knew she'd changed me for the better. Jeanie had fundamentally shifted the way I thought about my life and my future, but...did I add anything to hers? Or was I just dragging her down? Would she do better in school and be able to reach her goals faster without having to worry about someone thousands of miles away? 

I didn't have much longer to ponder the idea as Jeanie jogged back down the stairs with her backpack slung over a shoulder. 

"Ready?" she asked, helping me to my feet. Initially she'd protested the idea of me seeing her off every night because I had to get back inside on my own which had admittedly been hazardous for me on those first few days after getting home from the hospital. Lately, though, I'd been able to shuffle around pretty good on my own unassisted and she'd relaxed in her worries the more I recovered. 

"Always." I let her slide under my arm to once again serve as my crutch, and together we limped out to the front porch together. I was hoping we'd have a few minutes to talk, though unfortunately Angie was just pulling up as we stepped outside. Jeanie kissed me goodbye, a short, sweet peck on the lips since her sister was quite clearly staring impatiently at us, and started down the driveway. 

I began to watch her leave, dark curls bouncing as she hopped down the steps, and then in a fit of temporary insanity I reached out and grabbed her forearm before she could get too far away. 

"Do I add something to your life?" I asked her in a rush when she turned back to look curiously at me. 


She stared up at me in return, confusion and a little alarm in her expression. "Where's this coming from?" 

"I just want to know." 

"Of course you do, you're everything to me. I..." she swallowed hard and briefly averted her gaze. "I need you." 

I nodded, my worries eased, and smiled. It wasn't a specific answer or anything, but it was more than enough. As long as I wasn't dragging her down I was satisfied. "Okay. Sorry for the weird question." 

She continued to frown up at me with concern, blue eyes searching, and then she walked the half step back to stand right in front of me. "Are you sure everything's okay? Do you want me to stay? I'm sure my mom will let me sleep over." 

Angie beeped her horn to hurry us along, and without so much as a glance Jeanie flipped her off. 

"Seriously, I just wanted to know. I'm fine." 

"Okay. Weirdo." She leaned up on her toes and kissed me again, this one much more heartfelt and insistent. She brought her hand up to gently cup my jaw, making sure that I was looking directly at her before she spoke again. "If...if you do anything stupid, I'll never forgive you." 

I saw the fear in her gaze and immediately understood what she was thinking. She'd been in the room when my doctor had mentioned one of the many possible side effects of my concussion—namely, depression and an increase in suicidal thoughts—and with her own history that especially had led to her sticking to me like glue. 

"It's not that. I swear." 

Her shoulders fell, relieved, and she nodded. "You can always call me if you need me at any time. Remember that. Please." She leaned up for one final peck and jogged to the car where her sister was waiting, throwing me a wave before she slid into the passenger seat. The car backed out of the driveway and out to the street and I waved back, making sure to smile extra wide for Jeanie's benefit since she was still staring somewhat uneasily at me. 

I kept my hand raised for longer than I needed to, grinning like an idiot and waving until I saw the red tail lights of Angie's car disappear into the night. 


Chapter 16 


If I was being completely honest I hadn't been all that keen on pressing charges against our attackers. Not because I didn't feel like they deserved it; prison would've been too good for the fuckers, and they could burn in hell for all I cared. 

No, I was mostly worried that the trial would draw unwanted attention to Jeanie. No one besides our families knew that she was trans, but if we sued them over it then everyone would know. Gossip traveled fast in our town, and besides that it'd be a matter of public record. 

The worst possible outcome would be if some well (or not so well) meaning reporter decided to write an article on the trial, and that thought alone kept me up at night as I imagined how far it could spread in that kind of situation. For all the social progress the country had made in recent years not everyone was on board with being a decent person and it was still extremely dangerous for her in the world. 

Still, both of our families—and Jeanie herself—had insisted upon it. We were at the very least getting a restraining order against them, though really I highly doubted Adam would've even wanted to have another go at us. He'd gotten his revenge. 

There was also the issue of my hospital bills. Despite having good insurance what with my mother being a nurse and all, the American healthcare system was still determined to screw me over and the costs from the ambulance ride and my brief hospital stay were pretty steep. Luckily our lawyer felt we could sue and be compensated for that plus an additional sum for pain, suffering, and loss of income since I hadn't been able to work at all in the last few months. 

I'd only agreed to testify and go through with the lawsuit if we left out any mention of Jeanie being trans. It'd mean we couldn't sue them for committing a hate crime and instead it'd just be put forward as regular assault, but if they served any kind of time I'd have been satisfied. 

In the end Adam had been able to get off with a class A misdemeanor battery rather than a felony, and as the ringleader got six months in jail. His friends got slightly lesser sentences of Class B misdemeanor battery and would be serving four months each. 

Since I didn't have any permanently disfiguring injuries it'd been hard to argue aggravated battery which would have increased their jail times dramatically, though I couldn't be too upset about that in particular; I'd much rather fully recover, thank you very much. Besides a small scar on my brow I wouldn't have any lasting damage even though my ribs were still healing painfully slowly and I couldn't do anything overly strenuous. It'd been a full three months since my ass-kicking, and I'd only been walking around normally for the past few weeks or so. 

They were all ordered to pay for the injuries I'd sustained but ended up giving us much, much more than we'd asked for; hush money to keep us quiet about the true heinousness of the situation, if I had to guess. Adam's family was richer than even Jeanie's, so for them it'd been nothing to pay a few hundred thousand to keep their golden boy out of real prison. 

Ashley, the bitch who'd sold Jeanie out, had been able to successfully argue that she didn't know anything about the attack and had just told Adam about our date offhandedly. Complete and utter bullshit, of course, but the tears of a pretty young white girl went far in America. She'd gotten off with forty hours of community service, a slap on the wrist considering she was basically the linchpin in the whole thing, and that in particular rankled me. 


Adam clearly and unabashedly hated Jeanie, sure, but Ashley had pretended to be Jeanie's friend with the goal of betraying her. That felt like it deserved a much greater punishment than a month of picking up trash on the highway. 

As a group we left the courthouse, both of our families relieved to be done with the whole thing and to have gotten some modicum of justice, and the plan was to get a celebratory late lunch together at the fanciest steakhouse in town courtesy of Adam's generous settlement. We were taking three cars total; Angie and Jeanie's mom in one, my parents in another, and then I'd be driving myself and Jeanie over. 

We pulled one by one out of the parking lot—my parents leading since they knew our town best, and me bringing up the rear—and almost immediately I found myself looking over at Jeanie. 

She'd been shaking in the courtroom, holding my hand with a death grip the entire time as we shared space with a group of people who despised her, and even now that everything was over I could see that her knees were still bouncing anxiously. She was chewing on her blue-painted nails as she stared out the window at the passing scenery, and I'd learned after half a year of knowing her that when Jeanie was quiet, something was very wrong. 

Luckily we were passing by the park, and on a whim I abruptly swerved into its parking lot. It was the middle of the afternoon and a weekday at that, so besides the usual children and college students taking a break between classes the park was relatively empty. 

I found a parking spot near the soccer field and shut off the car. I then hopped out and began to walk towards the low cut grass while motioning for Jeanie to follow. I could see that she was confused, even as she got out and jogged to catch up. 

I led us into the middle of the field and lay down on my back, tucking my hands behind my head and closing my eyes. The warm sun beat down on my face, and when I opened them again I saw Jeanie still standing above me, one hand on her hip and her head cocked curiously. 

"What are we doing?" 

"I wanted to get some fresh air. You know, decompress a little before we had to go pretend to be sociable and happy. Come down here." 

Jeanie continued to look at me like I was insane, eyebrows arching severely. And then I could see the exact moment where she realized what I was up to and her frown morphed into a grateful smile. She lay down on the soft grass next to me, snuggling close so that her head rested on its usual spot above my heart and one of her arms snaked around my waist to squeeze me tighter. 

I brought one of my hands down to gently run my fingers through her curly dark hair, smirking when she sighed and relaxed further into me. Her shaking and nervous twitching had finally abated which is exactly what I'd been aiming for. 

We lie side by side on the fresh grass for a long, silent few minutes, me still in my white dress shirt, tie, and dark slacks and Jeanie in her smart black dress and matching stockings. It was blessedly quiet save for the screaming children playing on the jungle gym a few hundred yards away, and in many ways it felt like we had the entire park to ourselves. 

"I'm so glad that's over," she finally mumbled, breaking the comfortable silence that had developed between us. 

I nodded my agreement, even though she couldn't see it. "Yeah, it was a lot." 

"I'm kind of surprised he didn't bring up the fact that I'm trans." 

"He was probably advised not to by his lawyers, if I had to guess. Sure, this is Georgia, but admitting that he assaulted us because of that would be a hate crime which is a federal offense. He'd be looking at a few years in actual prison if that were the case." 

Jeanie looked up at me and cocked an eyebrow. 'Since when do you know so much about the legal system?" 

I casually shrugged a shoulder. "I was laid up for like a month. I had a lot of time on my hands." 

She smiled briefly at that, though it quickly fell. "I know you were trying to protect me, but I still feel like they got off too lightly for what they did to you. I don't care who knows about me if it means those assholes get what they deserve." 

"Yeah, but I care. They'd have to make a record of it if he brought it up, and I want you to be able to tell people on your own terms and in your own time. Your safety and happiness matter way more to me than any kind of revenge." 


"I still feel like shit about it though," she sighed. 

"Well, don't." I rubbed her back soothingly, and it occurred to me then that this moment—this brief period of time where it was just us alone together basking in each others' presence—felt truly perfect. If I could do this at least once a day for the rest of my life I wouldn't have any complaints at all. "I'm gonna say something really weird," I started self-consciously. 

"How is that any different than usual?" 

I gave her a sharp smack on the butt for that, and she giggled. "Anyway, when I first met you, I never in a million years thought we'd end up here." 

"What, getting grass stains on our best clothes that our parents will yell at us for later?" she asked, glancing up at me with a little smirk. 

"No, I mean...together. Like this." 

"Well, I didn't either. I did think you were cute, though." 

I looked down at her, eyebrows raised. "Really?" 

"Yes, really. You didn't think I liked you for your humor, did you?" 

"Ow," I laughed, my chest swelling with sudden emotion. My heart rate skyrocketed as I spontaneously but firmly decided on the words I'd say next, and since her ear was right above it there was no way she couldn't have noticed the sudden increase in speed. "What would you do if I said that I loved you?" 

Jeanie fell silent for long enough that I was worried I'd overstepped; that I'd fucked up the moment by being too honest too soon. 

But then her eyes opened wide to look up at me, shining with unshed tears as a bright smile spread across her face. "I'd say you were a dork." She leaned up and pressed a hard, passion-filled kiss to my lips. "And then I'd say that I love you too." 

She possessively brought her knee up over my body, squeezing me in a full body hug, and I wrapped an arm around her shoulders to hold her close. We'd have to get up and start moving soon—already our phones were buzzing and chiming with texts and missed calls as our families finally realized that we'd ditched them—but for now I just wanted to hold the person I loved most in my arms. 

Even if she moved clear across the country, and even if it seemed like the entire universe was conspiring to keep us apart, I knew that we were going to be alright. 


Epilogue 

I tiredly dragged my beaten up old bag across the LAX airport, the rolling suitcase borrowed from my dad because I didn't have any luggage of my own. The flight had been painful and exhausting; there was no other way to describe it. Not knowing any better I'd stupidly booked the cheapest ticket I could find and I was practically skipping as I left the torture chamber behind. 

It was my first time going anywhere out of state alone and more than that I hadn't even gone past Texas, so I made sure to take in the sights of the airport I'd seen dozens of times before in movies. 

My eyes scanned the passenger pickup area for a familiar face, and despite the fact that the airport was air conditioned I still felt myself begin to sweat from nervousness. It'd been months since I'd seen Jeanie face to face. 

Well, okay, it'd only been a little over two, but the time I'd spent apart from her had been tedious. It took her leaving for me to realize that outside of work and school and her I really didn't have much else going on in my life. 

Sure, I occasionally hung out with acquaintances from high school who'd also stayed in town and a few new classmates from community college—I wasn't a total loser—I just...preferred not to. It wasn't that I didn't care about them. They were all great people who allowed me to complain about missing my girlfriend without rolling their eyes too much. It was more so that the plans I'd been making for my future unfortunately meant that our friendship had a clear expiration date. 

I grinned when I finally spotted her in the crowd of waiting people, holding up a piece of cardboard that just said 'Frumps' in black permanent marker. She looked tanner and her hair was longer than it'd been when she left, but she was just as beautiful as ever—maybe more so since her normally pale skin had a healthier glow to it than I remembered back in Georgia. 

The second her eyes met mine she threw her sign down to run and jump into my arms, her lips attacking every available surface of my face while I just laughed and held her against me. I ignored the amused smiles and jealous eye rolls from some of the people around us and squeezed her tighter, taking in her unique, comforting scent like she often did to me. 

"You're here," she breathed, something like awe in her voice. She stared up at me like she was seeing me for the first time, her bright blue eyes roaming across my features. 

I stared right back at her, doing the same. "I'm here." I was more pleased than I cared to admit by her reaction to seeing me again. I'd honestly been worried on the entire flight over that with a little distance her feelings towards me might've cooled somewhat. 

We texted or video chatted daily, sure, but for some reason I couldn't shake the thought that she might've been tired of me; that she'd been waiting to tell me in person that she had someone new. She'd been living in the heart of Los Angeles where some of the most gorgeous and worldly people in the country lived, and since she too was beautiful I felt like it wouldn't be hard at all for her to trade up. 

A small town Southern boy like me couldn't compete with the Timothee Chalamets and Jaden Smiths of LA. 

"That was a long flight. Are you tired? You must be tired, right? Or hungry? We can stop somewhere if you want. What do you want to eat?" 

I couldn't help but grin as she fussed over me like usual. God, I'd missed her. "I'm good. I slept terribly on the plane, and those dry, disgusting pretzels they gave me are surprisingly filling." 

Someone coughed quietly then, and I looked over Jeanie's head to see a brown-haired, rather mousy-looking girl with thick-framed glasses smiling awkwardly at me. She was around my height—maybe taller—and unlike Jeanie who was in short blue jean shorts and a white tank top, this girl was covered from neck to toe in loose-fitting, nondescript clothing. I'd talked to her a few times while video chatting with Jeanie and stuck my hand out to greet her. 

"Hey, Melanie, right?" 

"That's me," she said, taking it with a firm grip. "It's nice to finally meet you in person, Frumps." 

I laughed at the nickname, because of course Jeanie referred to me as that to her roommate. "Same. Anything Jeanie told you about me is a total lie, by the way." 

"I certainly hope not, because all she does is gush about you. Ready to go?" Melanie asked, smirking at the embarrassed flush that had spread across Jeanie's face. It was nice to know that even with her tanner skin she still couldn't hide her blushing at all. 

I nodded and followed her towards the exit with Jeanie clinging to my arm like a Koala, almost to the point of making it hard to walk. We braved the crowd and made it out to her roommate's car, a beat up old Toyota that had definitely seen better days. Jeanie slid into the backseat next to me, and even though I felt it was rude to leave her friend in the front alone I immediately understood why she'd done it when she pressed her nose into my neck and took a deep breath. 


"You still smell the same," she murmured, just low enough to where her roommate couldn't hear her. There was a look in her eyes that I could only describe as hungry; predatory. She luckily left it at that and backed away, though she did keep her hand pressed possessively into my inner thigh. 

"Um, thanks. Good to know." 

Melanie and Jeanie pointed out things of interest as we drove to their place, and I could only nod along in awe as we passed by locations I'd only seen on TV. It was so incredibly different from our town back in Georgia that I couldn't stop myself from staring. 

The weather was different, the cars were different, the shops were different—hell, the people were different. Everyone seemed so much more stylish and put together than they did back home, though that was kind of a low bar to jump over and maybe it was also just because we were in the heart of the city. 

We eventually arrived at a cluster of old apartments not too far from their school, and after parking they led me up the stairs to the second floor flat they shared. 

There wasn't much to see, all told, and it looked very much like a student's living space. From what I could glimpse upon entering It had a rather spartan living room, a small kitchen, and a hallway that I assumed led to the bedrooms. They had a pretty nice couch and a huge TV that Jeanie's grandmother had apparently bought her as a housewarming gift, which was extremely generous of her since as I recalled she was also paying for a good chunk of the rent; Melanie wasn't exactly loaded like Jeanie's family was. 

She'd met her roommate on the USC student forums while trying to figure out housing. Melanie was also trans, and after a few weeks of chatting back and forth and commiserating over how difficult the whole process was for the both of them they'd ultimately decided to get an apartment together to avoid the whole process entirely. 

All things considered the cost came out to be quite a bit cheaper, especially since she didn't need to purchase the overpriced meal plan, and it turned out that they had a lot in common and had become fast best friends. I didn't want to say that I was jealous that Jeanie had found someone else to confide in, but...look, no one's perfect. 

The three of us sat in the living room and talked for ten or so minutes, Melanie in an overstuffed armchair while Jeanie perched herself on my lap on the couch. She refused to break contact with me for a single second and she kept playing with my hair, her fingers running through the long brown strands. I'd been laser focused on work and school and studying lately so it'd gotten longer and shaggier than I normally liked, harking back to my preteen skater days. 

"So, I have to meet up with my study group," Melanie suddenly announced, standing and gathering her keys. I saw her exchange a meaningful glance with Jeanie and I tried not to smile. 

"Sure, thanks for picking me up from the airport. I really appreciate it," I said. 


"Anytime." She paused at the front door and smirked back at us. "I won't be back until around ten; there's plenty of Gatorade and Red Bull in the fridge if you need it." she wriggled her eyebrows suggestively before leaving, closing the door and locking it behind her. 

The minute the girl shut the door Jeanie attacked me like a woman possessed, lips attaching themselves firmly to mine. Without her roommate around all bets were off as her hands roamed over every surface of my body, almost like she couldn't figure out what she wanted to touch first. Finally she pulled back to let me breathe and jumped to her feet, dragging me bodily down the hallway while I was still trying to get my bearings. 

"What, no tour?" I joked as she opened the door to one of the bedrooms. I recognized it at as hers immediately when I saw the TV, posters, and gaming chair we'd had sex in a dozen times before. 

"After we fuck." Her hands went to my t-shirt to pull it over my head and throw it into a forgotten corner. She removed my jeans and underwear next, sliding down to the floor along with them, and then she stuck her nose directly into my crotch for a sniff. 

I knew how much she liked my smell, but this especially seemed excessive. "I've been on a cramped plane for eight hours," I said self-consciously. 

She snapped her eyes up to glare at me. "And I haven't had sex in two fucking months." 

In the weeks leading up to her departure we'd had a lot of sex. Like, a lot a lot. We'd fucked every single day, sometimes twice if we could manage it as though we could store it up somehow until we met again. At the end of the summer, even though I felt miserable watching her go, my dick was more than grateful for the reprieve. 


I cocked my head and shrugged. "Fair enough." 

She only gave me the barest of blowjobs, just enough to get me slick and rock hard which wasn't very difficult given that I'd been far too busy with school and work lately to take matters into my own hand, and then she stripped down to nothing and lay back on the bed. She raised her arms towards me and I readily embraced her with my own naked body. 

We spent a long minute just hugging, feeling the comfort of warm skin against warm skin. I'd missed her softness though she definitely felt thinner than I remembered which concerned me somewhat. I knew how easy it was for her to forget to eat when she was busy, and I resolved to check in daily from now on to make sure that she wasn't skipping meals. 

Soon enough I felt her begin to grind her cock impatiently against mine and with a smirk I reached down to finger her ass. I needn't have bothered since it slipped inside with barely any resistance; unsurprisingly she'd already prepared herself ahead of time. I leaned back enough to line my cock up with her slick hole, and with practiced ease I slid myself home. 

It was a smoother entry than I'd expected given how long it'd been and immediately I felt her tighten around me. The both of us groaned in tandem when I bottomed out, relieved to finally be connected with each other again. 

"Oh my god I missed your cock," she breathed in a rush, her face a mixture of pleasure and relief. She wriggled around as though trying to find a more comfortable position. "It feels bigger." 


I grunted at the delicious sparks shooting down my spine as she moved around on my dick, struggling to hold back from shooting off too early. "Nah, you're just tighter." 

I had full intentions of taking it slow—of making love to her after being apart for so long—but after a few slow strokes that plan immediately went out the window and I began to slam into her at full speed. 

"Fuck yes," she moaned, arms wrapped tightly around my neck. "You feel so fucking good. I'm never letting you leave here." I watched redness creep into her cheeks as I reamed her and was surprised by the growl that slipped out of my own throat in response. 

"Yeah?" I asked as I redoubled my efforts. Our hips made a slapping sound where they slammed together, and her hard nipples dug sharply into my chest. "You gonna cum for me?" I angled my strokes to rub against her prostate, knowing that I was hitting the right spot when she gasped and shuddered. Her slick cock slid helplessly between our stomachs, lubricated by our sweat and her own precum, and soon after I felt it harden and grow between us. 

"Wait—don't—" she didn't get to finish her statement as her eyes rolled back into her head and she released a soft, high-pitched wail directly into my ear. Her legs crossed above my lower back to squeeze me tightly to her, and I felt her shaft suddenly expand with blood to the point where it became like velvet steel and I could feel each and every individual vein. 

The sheer amount of warm stickiness I felt splashing against my stomach amused me. No wonder she'd cum so fast, she clearly hadn't gotten herself off in days at least. The strong scent of sex filled the room as she went limp beneath me, her legs falling to my sides and her body regressing into a shuddering mess, and I slowed the pace of my thrusts to a crawl to let her recover no matter how tempting it was to chase after my own orgasm. 


It took an agonizingly long minute, but I eventually felt her begin to push her ass against me once again; her usual signal for when she was ready for me to continue. I was amazed she'd recovered so fast since she usually needed a breather before she could get back into the action, and I was even more astonished when her deflated pink cock slowly sprung back to life, reaching half mast as I pumped myself firmly into her. 

"You're a greedy little thing, aren't you? Trying to cum again?" I asked her. I wrapped my hand around her dick and ran my thumb over its sticky head, smirking at the way her hips jerked erratically as a result. It felt really good, so I did it a few more times until she whined and her hands pushed me away. 

"Stop, I'm too sensitive," she gasped out. 

I brought my hand up to slide it around her slim neck and squeezed; not hard enough to actually cut off oxygen, but hard enough to let her know that until I got mine her complaints meant absolutely nothing to me. 

"Quiet," I snapped down at her, giving her a few especially hard thrusts and drawing a mewling whimper from her throat. At her insistence we'd experimented with me being a little more dominant in bed right before she'd left, and to no one's surprise she'd absolutely loved it. Even now I could see that her expression was one of wanton lust, her pink lips gently parted and her vivid blue eyes intensely focused on mine, and I knew that if she kept looking up at me like that I wasn't going to last very long at all. 

I abruptly flipped her over onto her stomach and she squeaked, her shoulders pressed into the bed and pelvis arched at an angle where I could slide myself in unimpeded, and with one hand on her hip and the other resting on the middle of her back I slammed myself in again in search of my own selfish release. 

I was worried I was being too rough until Jeanie began to throw herself back into me, matching me thrust for thrust, and then I was hammering her without a concern in the world. Every muscle of my body strained with the effort of maintaining my blistering pace, and a few droplets of sweat rolled down from my forehead to drip onto her pale, equally sweaty back. 

She rarely came twice in one session—in fact, it'd only happened once before that I could remember—but a few weak spurts dribbled from her cock and onto her sheets as she mewled against my onslaught. She slumped forward into her bed, her body shaking and her abused asshole becoming a quivering vice around my shaft. 

Finally with a sound that could only be described as a mix between a roar and a guttural moan I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and released everything I had into her. It felt like my very soul was being drained by her, my aching balls producing upwards of ten huge spurts from my body that disappeared into her greedy little hole. 

I had to close my eyes against the pleasure as my body seized and my vision blurred, and then I was falling off of her and onto my side. My exhausted cock slipped out of her with a wet slurp as a result, the slimy appendage resting uselessly but happily on my thigh. 

We were both too spent to do much more than just stare at each other, panting, our sticky bodies cooling in the low light of her bedroom. It was far too hot to cuddle at the moment, so instead I reached a hand out to intertwine our fingers. 

"I wanted that to last longer," she said, pouting. 

"Could've fooled me. You came on my dick almost immediately." I paused then, realizing with a start that despite being with her for a couple of hours at this point I had yet to say the words she loved hearing from me the most. "I love you," I mumbled tiredly as I felt myself begin to drift. 

Jeanie hesitated and then lowered her gaze. "Don't be mad at me." 

My eyes snapped open, and now wide awake I eyed her warily; fearfully. "What?" 

"I...I half thought you wouldn't love me anymore." Relieved because I'd truly been thinking the worst I snorted which made her scowl. "What's so funny?" 

"I was kind of thinking the same. Like, maybe some ripped, blonde surfer dude would come along and sweep you off your feet." 

Jeanie rolled her eyes. "Are you kidding me right now? I don’t have the time to even entertain the idea with my course load." 

"Yeah, well, that wouldn't stop most guys from chasing." 

"I don't want most guys. I don't want any other guy. A little over a year ago, I...I tried to kill myself because I felt hopeless and alone. I didn't have anyone outside of my family that I could trust, and I'd already decided to never let anyone else get close to me ever again. I definitely didn't think I'd ever find someone who'd love me." She paused to wipe at her eyes, swallowing hard as she fought against old feelings. "But then I met you, and you made me feel safe, and wanted, and normal. You're it for me, and that's why I love you, too." 

I struggled to push back the burning I felt behind my eyes. I could safely say that Jeanie was the best thing to have ever happened to me, and to both know that she felt the same and that I almost hadn't gotten a chance to meet her at all threatened to make me tear up. 

I took a couple of deep calming breaths until I felt composed enough to speak again, and then I put on a secretive smile. "So, even though I love you and missed you like crazy, I didn't come out here just to see you." At her confused frown, my smile widened. "I applied to transfer in next spring and have a meeting with USC admissions in a couple of days to discuss my major." 

Jeanie sat up on her elbow to stare down at me, shocked, her naked breasts hanging enticingly over my face. "Wait, what?" 

"I know that's months away and I still have to actually get in of course, but I'm pulling high A's in all of my classes so far and a couple of my professors have already agreed to write me a letter of recommendation. The cost won't be a problem between the leftover settlement money, the money my parents had saved for me, and my own savings, so even if I don't get any scholarships or grants I can probably pay my way without taking out any additional aid. Worst case I end up having to get a job out here; I'm sure there's a diner around that could use a pro dishwasher." 

Her smile lit up the room. "See? I told you you were smart! You just needed a reason to try!" 


I thought back to the conversation I'd had with my father all those months ago, about how she'd added something to my life and made me a better person with just her presence alone, and I had to agree. I couldn't imagine where I'd be right now without her; probably rinsing dishes at the Hot Rod and wondering if I'd be a dishwasher forever. 

"You're my reason. You make me better. You're more than I ever could have wished for." 

She gaped at me, stunned into silence, and then she exasperatedly shook her head and rolled her eyes again even though I could see that they were wet with moisture. "If you're making a ‘Jeanie in the lamp' joke I swear I’m dumping you." 

"Close. It was more of an 'I Dream of Jeanie’ joke." I paused and slowly raked my eyes up and down her body, smirking lasciviously. "Speaking of, I wouldn't say no to seeing you in that little pink bra she wears." 

Jeanie blushed prettily and scoffed. "I can't believe I'm in love with such a cornball." 

I lifted her chin until she was looking directly at me, making sure that despite all my joking around she knew there was absolutely no doubt at all about how I felt. "I prefer cheeseball, personally." 

"Oh my god, shut up, would you?" She leaned down and captured my lips in a burning kiss; one that made me want to march down to the admissions office and demand that they let me start classes the next Monday so that I never had to go back home and be away from Jeanie again. 

Sure I'd be seeing her at the big Thanksgiving dinner our moms were planning together and then again when she flew home for the winter holidays, but even that felt like too much time to be apart. I was well and truly bewitched by her, and I couldn't be happier about it. 


I broke the kiss and moved away, ignoring her soft whine of protest. 

"So, how about that tour?" 
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