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ROOMIES

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

Jackie Germann sat at a table surrounded by her friends in Mitten State University’s library. Snow was falling outside, but warm air blew through the vents to keep them toasty. Their cute winter outfits also helped. Jackie, Tara, Grace, and Mary all took fashion seriously.

Jackie didn’t know how many more times she could read over her notes because her eyes were growing tired. She loved what she was learning about business, but lectures and tests were boring. Jackie had dreams of climbing a corporate ladder. Being trans wouldn’t stop her from making it to the top. Jackie wanted to work for a major corporation in Chicago or Detroit, but they wouldn’t take her seriously without a degree. At least she was a senior with an internship under her belt.

“You won’t believe what I saw.” Jackie closed her textbook. She saw a guy trying to kiss his girlfriend before slipping on ice and falling to the ground. She’d wanted to tell her friends when she got to the library, but they were stressed about finals.

“Shh,” Tara said. “No talking yet.” Grace and Mary kept their eyes trained on the papers in front of them.

Jackie fluttered her eyelashes, opening her textbook without looking at the words. She pulled out her phone after a few minutes of intense boredom and left the study room when she noticed an email from her landlord, Joy. Joy was the biggest pain in Jackie’s life. She was an older woman with a rental unit above her home. It was a tiny one-bedroom apartment, but it was walking distance to campus and didn’t have roommates.

Joy had seemed so sweet when Jackie first looked at the apartment. She told Jackie that she spent little time at home. She talked on and on about all the activities she did around town. How she never had time to sit around the house. Jackie should have known she was lying.

Ever since she signed the lease, it’d been nothing but misery with Joy. She sent a message every few days. Complaints about how Jackie parked. Remarks on how she disposed of her garbage. The plants Jackie used to have on her tiny terrace before the weather turned cold. Joy complained about Jackie’s friends visiting. Jackie couldn’t keep track of Joy’s gripes.

Jackie read over the email. It was about how she had placed cardboard in the trash when it should have gone into the recycling. Jackie knew Joy was right, but everyone made mistakes. Why did Jackie’s mistakes have to be examined under the microscope?

Jackie didn’t reply to the message. She couldn’t. If she did, her email would have nothing but profanity. Jackie had a copy of her lease agreement on her phone. She needed to get out of her apartment before the lease ended. Was there a chance she could get out of it before she had to pay her rent on the fifteenth of December? Jackie didn’t know, but she would try.

Tara, Grace, and Mary were talking when Jackie returned to their study room after taking a few laps around the library to calm herself.

Jackie sighed when she walked through the door, collapsing into her seat. “You guys won’t believe what that bitch Joy did now.”

“What?” They gave Jackie control of the floor. Jackie slammed her hands on the table before telling them how Joy had complained about her methods of disposing garbage.

Grace shook her head. “Get out of there.”

“That lady is so crazy. What’s her problem?” Tara asked.

“I wish your situation were better, Jackie.” Marry offered a soft smile when their eyes met.

Jackie didn’t want to spend her precious time complaining about Joy. She took action. There was no clause in her lease agreement that she couldn’t find someone to take over her lease, so she made an advertisement. Jackie placed the ad everywhere she could find. Her phone was ringing with responses within the hour.

***

“I can’t live here anymore, man. I’m sorry,” Michael said to his roommate Louis. They were juniors at Mitten State University and lived in a two-bedroom apartment off campus. It was walkable, but far enough that they took the bus most days.

Louis frowned. He knew Michael was having problems with school, but he hadn’t expected him to leave. “What do you mean you can’t live here?”

“I failed all my classes this semester. There’s no more hope for me. My mom said she’s not spending another dime on Mitten State or my rent here,” he said.

What could Louis say? He didn’t want to lose his roommate. They weren’t friends, but they got along well enough. Louis never had any issues with Michael. He mostly played video games in his room.

“I wish it hadn’t come to this. I feel pretty stupid if I’m being honest.”

“College isn’t for everyone,” Louis said. “You’ll find something that works better for you.”

“I hope so,” Michael said. “My mom said she wants me to find someone to take over the lease. I thought I’d tell you, so you could help me look and have a say about who lives here.”

“I appreciate that. When did you want to look?”

“I’ll post the ad tonight,” Michael said. “You mind leaving for a bit while I take pictures?”

Louis shook his head. “I can study at the library. Tell me when you give tours, and I’ll be here.”

“Alright.” Michael was leaning against the kitchen counter. Louis watched from the dining-room table as Michael disappeared to his bedroom. Louis heard artificial gunshots seconds later. He didn’t know what would happen to Michael, but he only wished the best for his roommate.

Who would take over? Louis hoped it was someone quiet.


CHAPTER TWO

“So, what do you think?” Jackie asked. She was giving a tour of her apartment to a junior named Kyle. He had a dopey smile. Jackie was positive Joy would hate Kyle much more than she’d ever hated her. It made her laugh on the inside, even though part of her felt nobody should have to deal with someone as annoying as Joy.

“I love the apartment,” he said.

“You can take over on the fifteenth. What do you say?”

“Do you mind if I call my dad?” he asked.

Jackie spread her lips into a wide smile. “Not at all. Take your time.” Jackie watched as Kyle went to the other side of the room. It was much too cold to step outside. Inches of snow had fallen overnight, and the temperature had dropped when the clouds parted in the morning.

Kyle talked on the phone as Jackie looked around her apartment, wondering if she would miss it. It sounded like Kyle would take the apartment from what Jackie could hear of his phone conversation. Kyle glanced at her as he tried to have a hushed conversation with his father, but the apartment was much too small to hide.

He hung up a few minutes later. Jackie plastered a smile on her face as Kyle sighed, stepping toward her.

“What did your father say?”

“He’s happy with the price. How is the landlady?”

“She’s sweet like her name, Joy. She spends a lot of time volunteering in the community,” Jackie said. It wasn’t a lie, but Joy spent much more time at home than she’d let on when Jackie signed the lease.

Jackie had a contract printed out. She had Kyle sign it before asking her next question. “Would you like to meet Joy? She’s downstairs, and I’m sure she would love to meet you.”

“Yeah, I’d like that,” he said. It wouldn’t be long until he was living there. Jackie didn’t want to pay her rent on the fifteenth. Jackie didn’t care if she had to stay in a hotel because she refused to live above Joy any longer than necessary.

They went downstairs and knocked on Joy’s door. She hollered a second later, stomping through the house to open the door. She looked surprised when she saw Jackie standing on the other side with a strange man. Joy had accused Jackie on more than one occasion of having late-night guests when her girlfriends came to visit.

As much as Jackie dreamed of finding the perfect boyfriend, she had yet to find anyone. There’d been a few one-night stands over her years in college, but Jackie tired of men using her for her dick and never calling again. She wanted a man who wanted her heart more than her juicy member.

“Jackie, what are you doing here?” Joy asked.

“I live upstairs,” Jackie said with an aggressive side eye. “Not for long, though.”

Kyle glanced at her with a nervous expression. He’d already signed the papers, so Jackie didn’t much care how he felt. She had to look out for herself first.

“What are you talking about, Jackie?”

Jackie gestured toward Kyle. “This is Kyle, Joy. He’s taking over my lease, starting on December fifteenth.”

Joy’s eyes widened. She glanced at Kyle with a disgusted expression glued to her face. “I only rent to women,” she said.

“That’s discrimination, Joy. There’s nothing about that in your contract. Should I add it?”

Joy narrowed her eyes at Jackie. “That won’t be necessary, Jackie. Nice to meet you, Kyle. Please communicate when you finish the move,” Joy said and slammed the door in their faces.

“What’s her deal? I thought you said she was sweet.”

“Give her time to warm up, bud. You’ll be fine,” Jackie said and patted Kyle’s shoulder before walking past him to her car. She had to leave to attend some showings unless she wanted to end up living in a hotel.

Kyle stood there in Joy’s makeshift parking lot as Jackie reversed and turned toward the main road. She rolled down the window. “See you on moving day,” Jackie said as she raced toward the street. She glanced in her rear-view mirror. Kyle was waving in her direction, growing smaller as she drove.

***

Jackie was striking out. The first apartment she saw had terrible windows and did nothing to keep out the fierce Michigan cold. The second had a moldy bathroom. Jackie wasn’t sure how either had passed inspection, and she wasn’t excited to see the third apartment. The photos of the place were cute, but it was shared. She’d grown used to having her own space. It was one thing to have Joy living under her, but Jackie was over having someone live with her. She’d done it enough since starting college, but her options were running thin.

Freezing nights, a moldy bathroom, or deal with a roommate?

Jackie wouldn’t decide until she found out who the roommate was. She walked toward the third apartment with an open mind. Maybe living with a roommate wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. Grace had been her roommate freshman year. It was how they met. They loved each other now, but they had hated living together by the time freshman year ended.

Jackie sighed at the memory of the fights she used to have with Grace as she lifted her fist to knock on the door. A man with black hair and dark brown eyes opened the door. “Jackie?”

“Yeah, are you Michael?”

He nodded. He was wearing sweatpants and a stained t-shirt. His hair looked like he hadn’t washed it since waking up. Despite that, he didn’t smell terrible. Another man with red hair and brilliant green eyes was sitting on the couch when Jackie stepped inside. The apartment had a fresh scent to it, as though they’d spent the morning cleaning.

“This is my roommate, Louis. You’d be living with him. He’s a nice guy. Low maintenance.”

“Nice to meet you, Louis.” Jackie glanced around the room. “Do you mind?”

“Help yourself,” Michael said.

“My door is closed,” Louis added.

Jackie turned her attention to him. There was something delicious about Louis. His eyes fell straight to the ground when Jackie looked at him. She knew he wouldn’t push her around like Joy had tried. If Jackie left a recyclable in the trash on accident, she doubted Louis would say anything to her.

“Don’t worry. I won’t go into your room,” she said.

Jackie walked around the apartment. It was a standard apartment. Plain kitchen. Cabinets, older appliances, and a cheap countertop. It wasn’t Jackie’s dream kitchen, but she was still in college. She had to work her way up a few rungs of the ladder before she could become picky.

Jackie went to check out her future bedroom. It had enough space for her queen-size bed. The closet didn’t have enough room for all her clothes, but she could fit a dresser into the bedroom. The window faced a barrier of trees, which Jackie found much more pleasing than her old view of Joy’s makeshift driveway.

Sharing with Louis was Jackie’s cheapest option, and there was a chance it could be the most fun. The way he looked at her had her wanting to dress him up in a pair of panties and play with his dick.

Jackie had always dreamed of finding a submissive man. She was versatile, but so many guys expected her to bottom. Some would suck her dick. One had let her fuck him a few times, but then he told her he got a girlfriend and stopped calling. Jackie saw him with the girl at a restaurant once, and he looked like he was going to pee his pants.

“I’ll take it,” Jackie said to Michael.

“You will?”

“Yeah. Can I have it on the fourteenth?” Jackie wanted to get out of Joy’s house one day early.

“It’s all yours,” Michael said. “You’ll have to pay the difference, but—”

“We can work that out.”

“Right,” Michael said and smiled.

Jackie turned to Louis, and he dropped his gaze. Jackie laughed inside herself, knowing she could have a lot of fun with a guy like Louis. “Only if that’s okay with Louis. Is that alright?”

“You don’t like to party, do you?”

“I promise to warn you before having any parties,” Jackie said. “Not that I have many, but my girlfriends and I like to get together sometimes.”

“That should be fine,” Louis said.

“It’s settled, Michael. Let’s sign the papers.”


CHAPTER THREE

Jackie put up a Christmas tree the day after she moved into her new apartment. It was so boring and white, but the tree added a lot of charm to the space. She would worry about artwork after the holidays. There was plenty to choose from at the thrift stores near campus.

Finals were on the horizon and moving had already taken a lot out of Jackie. She couldn’t pick out artwork when she had to worry about passing her business finals. A lot of employers asked for transcripts, and she wanted hers to stay perfect. She had maintained straight A’s since starting college and didn’t plan for that to change, but Jackie was also arranging a party for after finals and before everyone went home to spend winter break with their families.

It'd only been a week since Jackie moved in with Louis, but the tension had grown exponentially. They couldn’t pass each other without Jackie feeling a jolt of electricity. Would Louis still like her once he found out she was trans? Jackie didn’t care either way, but she wanted to tell him to see how he would react. Jackie felt complete after having a boob job and shaving down her Adam’s apple. Some girls needed to have bottom surgery. Jackie supported them, but she’d always wanted to keep her dick. Every trans girl was different.

Jackie was sitting at the dining-room table with her textbooks. Louis was on the living-room floor. Didn’t he know how cute his butt looked in those jeans he was wearing? His bottom looked like a little hill as he lay on his stomach, flipping through the pages of some anthropology textbook. Jackie had learned Louis was an anthropology major and an economics minor, but she knew little else.

She wanted to learn if he would like to wear panties. Would he want to stay up late watching trashy television and painting their nails? He seemed to take his studying too seriously. How would he act with a few drinks in his system?

Jackie couldn’t wait to take her finals and put the tests behind her. She had memorized the information she would need several times over. She had even applied the material to several real-world situations. Jackie went to the living room, dropping to her knees by Louis’s side.

He turned toward Jackie with a confused look on his face. “Did you need something?”

Jackie wanted to ask Louis what his darkest secrets were. She wanted to present him with lingerie and lipstick, dressing him up like a girl. She’d always fantasized about feminizing a boy she liked romantically ever since the night she and Grace had dressed a boy up as a girl at a party during a game of truth or dare. Jackie and Grace had discovered an unspoken love that night.

Jackie sat with her back against the sofa as she looked at Louis. He had a million notes in his textbook. “Do you want me to quiz you?”

Louis looked from Jackie to his notes and back. “Sure.” He passed Jackie his notebook.

Jackie asked Louis as many questions as she could produce from the notes. Louis got every answer except one correct. “Excellent work.”

“I guess,” he said. He sighed and tossed his notebook to the side. Jackie had earned his attention. He was sitting on his knees, facing her. “Did you want me to quiz you?”

“No, I’m okay.” Jackie didn’t want to hear anything about profits or business law or anything else she studied. “What’s your favorite color?”

“Orange,” he said.

“I like pink. Or white. Sometimes black is my favorite color,” said Jackie.

“You can’t decide?” Louis had been harboring a crush for Jackie ever since she walked through the door. She had big blue eyes. They were bright, wide, and round. They commanded attention. Louis stared at them, wondering what kind of guys Jackie dated. He knew he had no chance with her, but he could at least fantasize about her when he touched himself.

“I’ve never been able to decide. All colors are beautiful,” she said.

“It’s true. Why did you study business?”

Jackie grinned before telling Louis how she planned to climb a corporate ladder. Louis had been quiet and behind his closed door all week, so it was great to converse with him in the living room. Louis told Jackie his dream was to return to South America with some American organization to study ancient cultures, but he was sober eyed about his chances. He’d taken a gap year to explore South America. They talked about their future ambitions until a lull occurred in their conversation.

“There’s something you don’t know about me, Louis.”

“What?” he asked. He couldn’t imagine anything she said would diminish his crush. Louis couldn’t believe how intelligent and strong Jackie was. She was a major change from Michael, who’d spent all his time playing video games.

“I’m trans,” she said.

“You are? I had no idea,” Louis said. He looked at Jackie, searching for any sign of the boy she used to be, but he couldn’t see it. Jackie looked like any other girl, except prettier. She wore minimal makeup. Nothing but a light layer of foundation and a pink lip gloss on her lips.

Jackie smiled, reaching out to touch Louis’s arm. He glanced at it, feeling a heat surge across his body. Jackie’s touch was everything he’d been dreaming about since he first met her. It didn’t matter if she was trans. Their connection was deeper. It felt almost cosmic, as though the universe had brought them together.

Jackie felt the same. She didn’t want to get ahead of herself, but there was something about Louis that she really liked. He was handsome, shy, and perhaps secretly submissive. Could he be the man of her dreams? Jackie wasn’t sure, but she wanted to find out.

“Do you have questions?” Jackie asked.

“I don’t know,” Louis said.

“Most people ask if I still have a penis, and the answer is yes. I kept mine. A lot of trans women don’t, but I did. I’m attracted to men. Women are cute, but I like men more. My breasts aren’t real, but I like to pretend that they are. All of my girlfriends tell me they feel incredible.”

Louis sat on the floor, staring at Jackie with wide eyes. He didn’t know what to say to the information she’d given. It was a lot to take in, but he still found her sexy. He wanted to see her naked. Louis had never imagined himself with a trans woman, but he didn’t care if Jackie had a dick. Maybe he would like it because he really liked Jackie for her personality. She was enthralling. The way she floated through the apartment. Her presence was majestic and had Louis wanting much more than simply being her roomie, even though he was much too afraid to act on his feelings.

“I see,” Louis said. “How do you feel?”

“Fabulous,” Jackie said. She couldn’t read Louis’s face, but he didn’t seem to mind that she was trans. She was delighted Louis knew her truth. Now she could spend her time trying to seduce him. He could never say she didn’t warn him. “I love my body. I’m happy with where I am in life. Every day that I get to live as my truest self is a blessing. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah,” Louis said.

“Louis, I’m thinking about having a party after finals. I hope you don’t mind,” said Jackie.

“Will it be a big party?”

“Not really. Just my girlfriends and whoever they want to bring. Some might have dates. I’m not sure,” she said.

Louis nodded. He wouldn’t tell Jackie she couldn’t have a party. Not when her lips against his was the only thing he wanted more than passing his final exams.


CHAPTER FOUR

Jackie was eating lunch with Grace in the university’s cafeteria between finals. They each had chili to combat the freezing weather.

“Why does it have to be so cold outside?” Grace asked as someone opened a door near them, letting in a gust of cold air.

“It’d be better at a table farther from the door,” Jackie said. She hated the weather as much as Grace, but she had more pressing matters on her mind. She couldn’t stop thinking about Louis. He was so adorable. They’d been talking more since their first real conversation, sneaking in a few lines by the coffee machine or on the way out the door.

He was still shy, but Jackie was opening his shell.

“Look, there’s a table. It just opened up.” Jackie pointed across the room. They raced to the open table away from the door before anyone else could take it.

“This is much better,” said Grace.

Jackie took a bite of her chili, glancing around the room. She knew her crush on Louis was growing because none of the other guys looked attractive. She used to want so many of them, but her desires had fallen to the wayside.

“What’s up with you? Every time I look at you now, you have that goofy smile on your face.”

Jackie pulled out her phone and found a picture of Louis. It was on the anthropology department’s page. It wasn’t the best picture of Louis, but he still looked cute. Jackie never thought he looked bad. Jackie turned the phone to Grace. “This is my new roommate. I have the biggest crush on him.”

Grace snatched the phone from Jackie. She zoomed in on Louis’s picture, taking in his red hair and green eyes. He had major nerd vibes. They always crushed on jocks, so Grace had no idea why Jackie wanted her nerdy roommate. She gave the phone back to Jackie, shaking her head.

“What?” Jackie cried. “He’s cute.”

“If you say so,” said Grace.

Louis wasn’t the guy she normally went for, but none of those guys had fit her personality. Jackie still got butterflies when she thought about all the conversations she and Louis had around the apartment. He was gentle, caring, and much more attentive than any jock Jackie had dated.

“Are you still having a party after finals?” Grace asked.

“Yeah, why? You better come.” Jackie had invited all her friends to a party. After lunch, she was going to take her last two finals, and then she would be free. She couldn’t wait to blast music, get drunk, and shake her hips all night long to the beat.

Her girlfriends would probably leave around midnight, but she liked to pretend they were party animals. They went to the club sometimes and stayed out dancing until two or three. It wouldn’t be that kind of night at her apartment. Not with a roommate and neighbors.

“I’m coming to the party,” Grace said. “Don’t worry, but what if we did something?”

“What did you have in mind?”

A wild smirk formed on Grace’s face. “Do you remember that time we feminized a boy after a dare?”

Jackie’s eyes widened. It was clear what Grace had on her mind, and Jackie thought she was crazy. Louis was her roommate. She had to see him every day, and she thought he was cute. “We can’t do that, Grace.”

“Why not? It’d be so much fun,” she said. “How about we do it the morning after? I’ll spend the night, and we can feminize him in the morning. What do you say?”

Jackie bit her lip, unsure how to respond to her friend. The idea sounded hot, but she didn’t want to risk her budding relationship with Louis. What if he hated her after? What if he sublet his room to some stranger? If Michael could leave, what was stopping Louis from doing the same thing?

“Come on, Jackie. It’ll be fun. We can tease him to no end and then dress him up like a girl. He’s such a nerd.” Grace threw her head back and cackled. Jackie picked up her chili and took another bite. “I can’t read your mind, Jackie. What’s your answer?”

“I guess we could try it,” she said. Jackie knew she was playing with fire, but sometimes the risk was worth the reward. Grace’s idea sounded fun, and it sounded hot. Jackie only hoped Louis wouldn’t hate her afterward. They ate in the cafeteria for another ten minutes until they had to run off for their last finals of the semester.


CHAPTER FIVE

Everyone was dancing in the cleared-out living room. It was only ten, but most of the people at Jackie’s party were already trashed. They lived within walking distance. Finals had ended. It was time to celebrate.

“It’s winter break, bitches,” Tara yelled before throwing back a shot. Jackie went up to her and wrapped her arm over Tara’s shoulder. They sang along to the song playing through Jackie’s speakers. They stared at each other as they sang, laughing when they chopped up the lyrics after the melody.

Tara and Jackie had met at an LGBTQ group on campus. They were both trans and fabulous, turning heads everywhere they went together. Tara had done most of her transitioning at college, and Jackie had known her since the beginning. They supported each other. Jackie knew Tara would always have her back, and vice versa.

Mary came up to them. Mary was more Tara’s friend than Jackie’s, but they got along. They’d hung out a few times on their own. Not often.

“Shit, I’m drunk,” Mary said. She danced on Tara and Jackie. They moved their hips to the beat of the song. Many people filled the apartment. Jackie had a lot of friends and acquaintances, but Grace and Tara were by far her best friends. Mary would come after them, and then the rest came after Mary.

“Are you gonna be able to walk home?” Jackie asked.

Mary put up her thumb. “I’m going to switch to water, and I should be fine.”

Jackie nodded and moved past them to find Grace. She’d disappeared over half an hour ago, talking to some boy Tara brought from the art department. Grace got around more than the other ladies in their group, but nobody judged her for it.

Jackie found Grace outside with the boy sharing a cigarette. It was freezing outside, so Jackie put on a coat before heading out to join them. Grace turned to Jackie when she slid open the door.

“There you are,” said Jackie.

Grace smiled, taking a drag from the cigarette before passing it to the guy by her side. He was a handsome black man with dreads. Jackie greeted him before turning her attention back to Grace.

“I don’t know if I can go through with our plans for the morning,” she said.

Grace turned to the guy she’d found and asked if they could have some privacy. He nodded, passing her the half of the cigarette they hadn’t finished. He opened the door, letting out a blast of music before stepping inside and closing the door behind him.

Grace took a drag from her cigarette and crossed her arms over her chest. “What do you mean, Jackie? We made a plan, and I intend to follow through with it.”

“You aren’t going home with him?”

“Troy? Hardly,” Grace said. “He was sharing his last cigarette with me. He was trying to hit on me, but I don’t think he’s my type. Too artsy.”

“He’s an artist,” Jackie said in a flat voice.

Grace’s face turned serious as she took the final drag of her cigarette. She tossed it to the half-melted snow below. “We’re doing what we planned in the morning, Jackie. I brought clothes for Louis and everything.” Grace looked past Jackie into the apartment. Her eyes scanned the crowd, but she saw Louis nowhere. “Speaking of that nerd, where is here?”

“He’s in his room. I told him to join the party before people got here, but he said he wanted to stay in his room.”

“No.” Grace shook her head and charged past Jackie into the apartment. Jackie followed Grace through the crowd as they walked to Louis’s door. Grace banged on it, making Jackie cringe. She didn’t want to turn Louis off before she had a chance to date him.

Louis opened the door a second later. He was wearing a cute button-up shirt and chinos. He looked dressed for the party, but Jackie noticed the books on his bed. There was a stack of fiction from the school library.

Grace grabbed Louis’s hand and pulled him into the loud apartment soaked in body heat. “Come on, Louis. Come dance with Jackie and me.”

“Yeah,” Jackie said. She took Louis’s other hand, and they all walked to the dance floor. Jackie and Grace made a sandwich around Louis. They stared at each other over his shoulder, each thinking about how hot it’d be to feminize Louis in the morning.

He was putty in their hands, pliable and willing to do whatever they pleased. They danced and drank. People started dropping off slowly around eleven, and everyone was gone by twelve thirty.

Jackie grabbed Grace’s hand and led her to the bedroom. They changed into pajamas and brushed their teeth, still a little wobbly from all the booze they drank. They climbed into bed and fell asleep, each excited about their plans in the morning.

***

Louis awoke to a knock on his door. He’d drunk way too much the night before. He appreciated Jackie and Grace for pulling him out of his bedroom, but he’d never been more hungover in his life.

“Louis,” he heard. It was a female voice. As he woke up more, smells of coffee hit his nose. Another knock on the door rang in his ears. “Are you awake?”

Louis groaned. He was in the twilight zone between sleep and awake.

A voice he recognized brought him to reality. It was Jackie’s. The woman of his dreams. His roommate. Was it forbidden to feel as strongly as he did about her?

“Come in,” Louis called. He couldn’t believe his eyes when Grace opened the door. She was wearing a skimpy mesh robe. It was pink and had fluffy material around the edges. Jackie was wearing an identical outfit. They looked like angels as they stepped into his room.

Jackie was carrying a tray. It held a steaming cup of coffee, orange juice, scrambled eggs, bacon, a cup of cut strawberries, and hotcakes. Louis’s mouth salivated as the scent of the meal hit his nose.

“What is all this?” he asked. Nobody had ever prepared him such a gorgeous meal. Not even his mother. He had no idea what Grace and Jackie were doing, but he wouldn’t complain. Food was necessary to stifle the hangover making his head pound.

“We thought we’d make you breakfast,” Jackie said as she placed the tray over Louis’s legs. She sat on the bed next to him. Grace got on his other side. They stared at him and batted their eyelashes. “We already ate.”

“This was kind.” Louis glanced at each of the ladies, wondering why they were wearing such revealing outfits. He didn’t want to question their judgement when they looked so beautiful, but nobody made someone else breakfast unless they wanted something in return.

Louis picked up a piece of bacon, chewing slowly as the ladies stared at him. “Did you poison the food?”

Jackie laughed and picked up bacon from his plate. “Why would you think we poisoned the food?”

“I don’t know. It’s a little weird that you guys made this.”

Grace and Jackie shared a knowing look. They had an outfit picked out for him. They had supplies to rid his body of all that yucky body hair, and they couldn’t wait to see how Louis would look all dolled up and girlified.

“Should you tell him, or should I?” Grace asked.

Jackie looked at Louis, who’d turned a few shades paler than he was minutes ago. “Why don’t we let him eat his breakfast first?”

Louis took a sip of his orange juice, suddenly terrified of Jackie and her friend Grace. He missed the background of fake gunshots. Michael’s door that was always closed.

“What do you have planned? I’ll call the police if you try anything crazy,” he said.

Jackie reached out, making Louis flinch. She narrowed her eyes. He didn’t move when she reached out the second time. Jackie cupped her hand around Louis’s face, staring into his green eyes. “We’re going to have a fun morning. A morning you’ll never forget, but you should know that we would never hurt you, okay?”

Louis looked into Jackie’s eyes. He wanted to trust her. His feelings for her were intense, but he also didn’t know her well. Against his better judgement, he let go of his fear and accepted that his desires were stronger. “Okay. I trust you,” he said.

Jackie leaned forward and kissed Louis on his forehead. “Enjoy your breakfast, handsome. We’ll be in the living room when you’re ready.” Jackie stood. Grace winked at Louis as she climbed off the bed. She and Jackie held hands as they left Louis alone in his bedroom to enjoy his breakfast.

It would have tasted much better if he wasn’t shaking with nerves.

***

Grace and Jackie’s hushed whispers fell silent when Louis walked into the living room. He was carrying the tray, which was empty of the food Grace and Jackie had cooked. Louis had a shy expression on his face, watching the ladies with the eyes of a prey within sight of its predator.

“How was the food?” Grace asked. She rubbed Jackie’s exposed thigh as she stood from the couch to cross the room. Grace wrapped her hand around Louis’s shoulders, making him shiver at her touch.

Louis didn’t respond to Grace’s question as he tried to steady himself from her graceful fingers. The hairs across his body were standing at attention. Bumps formed on his skin.

Grace turned to look at Jackie as she felt Louis’s goosebumps under her fingers. “Jackie, he’s nervous.”

They shared a laugh. Jackie stood from the couch. She went to Louis, taking the tray from his motionless hands. Jackie still didn’t know how she felt about sharing Louis with Grace, but she was half-erect at the idea of feminizing Louis’s cute little body.

Louis glanced down at Jackie’s panties, noticing the outline of her dick. He couldn’t believe it was true. She looked nothing like a boy, but there was a cock in her panties. Louis got hard at the revelation, but he still thought Grace and Jackie had more than sex planned for him. They had a mischievous look in their eyes.

Jackie took the tray to the kitchen. Grace made Louis turn in circles, examining his body. He was thin and had a nice ass, but they needed to do something about the blonde hair covering his body. It was light, but Grace wanted to get rid of it. Jackie returned to the living just as Grace was telling Louis to take off his shirt.

“My shirt?” he asked.

“Did I misspeak?”

Louis shook his head. Jackie approached her friend, watching as Louis took off his shirt with timid fingers. He glanced around the room. Nobody was there except Grace and Jackie, but he felt like the entire world could see his freckle-covered body.

“Look how gorgeous he is,” Grace said. She stepped forward and rubbed her fingers along Louis’s exposed abs, sending a tinge of jealousy running through Jackie. She didn’t want to be left out, so she stepped forward and touched Louis’s body. The hardness of his frame surprised Jackie.

“Do you work out?” Jackie asked.

“Sometimes,” Louis said with a sly smirk.

Grace and Jackie had never fooled around. When they feminized the man together, it had stopped with him running around the party dolled up like a girl. The surrounding people had dampened the sexual tension, but their tension was off the charts behind closed doors. Was Jackie making a mistake? She didn’t want to lose her friendship with Grace or ruin her chances of having Louis in the future.

Jackie turned to Grace, speaking in a whisper. “Are you sure we should do this?”

Grace’s face turned to a scowl. “Why would you ask that now? Look how cute we look.” Grace threw out her arms and twirled in a circle. Her long brown hair danced in the wind. She stopped, and her eyes landed on the hardness beneath Jackie’s panties. Grace stepped forward, placing her fingers on Jackie’s dick. “Plus, it looks like you’re already excited.”

Jackie moaned as Grace stroked her cock through the panties. She knew it was wrong to sleep with her friend, but they’d already come so far. What was the harm in stepping over the line?

Grace turned to Louis, pointing her finger at him. “Take off your pants. We have work to do.”

Louis was wearing sweats. They were the clothes he wore to sleep. He pushed the sweatpants to the ground, standing in nothing but his underwear. The windows had frost from the cold outside. They were using the heat, but little drafts of chilly air crept through the windows.

“Do you see all his body hair? It’s blonde, but we still need to get rid of it.” Grace said.

Jackie stepped forward, grabbing Louis’s hand. She pulled him toward the bathroom. Grace followed.

“What are we doing?”

“Don’t worry,” Jackie said. “Sit on the toilet while I gather a few supplies. Did you have his outfit?”

“Oh my. How did I almost forget?” Grace asked before running out of the bathroom.

Jackie glanced at Louis, smiling to herself before opening the cabinet under the sink to pull out some hair-removal cream. It was her favorite way to rid herself of hair when she went a week without shaving. Those times only happened in winter when she wore tights most days. Jackie kept her legs smooth and glistening all summer for the short shorts and skirts.

“What’s that?”

“A cream to get rid of the hair on your body. We want to turn you into a girl,” said Jackie.

Louis stood from the toilet. He looked even smaller without his sweatpants and t-shirt. He had his arms crossed over his chest. “I don’t want to be a girl.”

“It’s only for the morning. Don’t you want to look pretty like us? We could have so much fun,” Jackie said.

Her smile shook Louis. How could he pass up this chance? He had two girls who wanted to doll him up and make him look beautiful. It could lead to something even better afterward. It was unconventional. Maybe it was wrong of them to seduce him, but what if he wanted to be seduced?

Louis knew he would regret refusing Jackie’s offer as he stared into her big blue eyes. Her blonde hair parted down the middle and hung perfectly on her shoulders. Louis wished it were just Jackie. He knew her. He’d been crushing on her for what felt like forever, but he wouldn’t say anything.

“How do I use the cream?”

Grace came back into the bathroom as Louis asked the question. She clapped when she saw Louis with a can of hair-removal cream in his hand. “Make him take off his boxers first.”

He shook his head. Jackie shrugged. “You heard her, Louis. Take them off.”

Louis hesitated before pushing his boxers to the ground. His dick looked shriveled and close to his body. Jackie placed a hand over her mouth, suppressing laughter. She was certainly much bigger than Louis, but maybe he was a grower.

Grace wasn’t as kind. She giggled and pointed at Louis’s cock, telling him she thought it looked tiny.

Jackie placed a hand on Grace’s shoulder. “Maybe it’ll look bigger once we trim that massive bush.”

“I hope so,” Grace said.

Louis’s face was redder than Jackie had ever seen it. He felt humiliated, but he’d measured his dick enough times to know it was an average size once he got hard. Maybe it was on the smaller side of average, but he knew it wasn’t tiny.

“Whatever,” he said under his breath.

Grace turned him around and smacked Louis’s ass. Jackie smacked his other cheek. “Don’t sass us, mister.” Grace said with her hands on her hips. Jackie glanced down and saw Grace’s panties were soaking wet. Her nipples were hard. Louis’s dick was growing, and Jackie had been painfully hard ever since she saw how round and perfect Louis’s ass looked without boxers.

“Put that cream everywhere you have hair, except your jewels. We’ll take care of those delicate areas.”

“Coffee?” Jackie asked.

Grace nodded. She gave Louis a few more instructions before they left. Jackie made them coffee, talking about their finals and speculating what grades they might receive while they waited for the timer on Grace’s phone.

It went off minutes later, and the ladies returned to the bathroom to tell Louis to scrape off his hair.

Louis couldn’t believe how easily the hair slipped from his body. He watched in awe as each scrape revealed smooth skin. It wasn’t long before his entire body was hairless, except for his precious parts.

“Where’s the shaving cream?” Grace asked.

Jackie had it in her hand. “I want to do it,” she said.

Grace grinned. “Be my guest.”

Jackie told Louis to step out of the shower. He stood in the middle of the bathroom. His dick looked much larger and more swollen than it had when he first took off his boxers. Jackie reached forward with a hand full of shaving cream, rubbing it all around his junk.

“Be careful,” he said.

Jackie looked at Louis with a soft smile. “I will,” she said. “Grace, do you mind getting me a bowl of hot water?”

Grace ran out of the bathroom as Jackie played with Louis’s hardening dick. He was certainly a grower, and Jackie really wanted to hold his dick as she slid hers in and out of his tight hole.

“Do I make you hard?”

Louis looked down at Jackie, biting his lip. “Yes.”

Grace returned with the bowl of hot water before Jackie could say anything, but what words were needed when they both had erections? It didn’t take long before Jackie had Louis’s region hairless, and his dick looked so much bigger.

“Fuck,” Grace said. “His dick doesn’t look small anymore.”

Louis held his dick by its base and wagged it.

“You’re such a naughty boy, Louis.”

“We got you a pretty outfit,” said Jackie. “Moisturize your body, and then put on these panties with this robe.”

Louis looked at the clothes, harder than he’d ever been in his life. He held his dick against his pelvic region. He had never known he wanted to dress up like a girl until arriving at this moment, standing naked and hairless in front of Grace and Jackie.

Jackie passed Louis a bottle of lotion. “Meet us in the living room when you finish.”

Grace and Jackie held hands as they left the bathroom. They grabbed a towel from the hall closet. They placed it on the sofa, stripping from the panties they were wearing. Grace wrapped her hand around Jackie’s hard cock without thinking. It was so large. So thick. It looked like Grace’s favorite dildo. Her pussy was wet, wishing Jackie’s cock was deep inside of her.

“We can’t tell anyone about this,” Jackie said. Grace was her friend. They’d changed in front of each other, but this was naked on a different level. They were wearing robes, but the mesh did little to hide their bosoms. The fabric stopped a few inches past their hips.

“I won’t tell anyone,” Grace said. She still had her hand on Jackie’s cock. Jackie said nothing because Grace’s touch felt magical. Grace didn’t stop until Louis walked into the living room wearing his robe and panties, looking positively girly. Grace squealed when she took in his long, hairless legs. His freckled chest, almost looking like tiny breasts.

“Don’t you look fabulous?” Jackie cried as she approached Louis.

Louis had never expected to love dressing up like a girl, but he felt wonderful. Jackie told him to twirl, and he did so with a smile glued to his face. He twirled in a circle until he felt too dizzy to continue.

Grace and Jackie sat on the couch as Louis swatted away the invisible birds flying around his head.

When Louis gained his footing, he couldn’t believe the beauty sitting in front of him. Jackie had a hand around her hard dick. Grace was fingering herself. They both looked stunning. Glorious. Louis dropped to his knees. His hardness pressed against his panties. The robe bunched up on his backside.

“Come here, beautiful.” Grace wagged her finger. Louis went to her. She was a flower he couldn’t resist. Grace wrapped her hand around Louis’s face as he sat between her legs. “Don’t be afraid. Lick it.”

Louis moaned as he moved his lips closer to Grace’s cunny. Grace had her hand on the back of his head, guiding him. Louis pressed his face against Grace’s pussy, taking in her delectable scent. He had little experience, but he wouldn’t act afraid. Being on his knees and feminized in front of Grace and Jackie was hotter than any three-sum fantasy he’d ever had.

Louis let go, immersing himself in the moment.

Grace turned her head to Jackie, leaning over to kiss her friend. They were crossing the line, but it was such a beautiful line to cross. Grace and Jackie kissed as Louis licked Grace’s pussy, making her moan into Jackie’s mouth. Jackie stroked her dick, wishing Louis’s mouth were around it.

“Come suck my dick,” Jackie said after breaking the kiss.

Louis moved to Jackie, doing as she had commanded. Her cock tasted so good in his mouth. It differed from eating Grace’s pussy, and he might have liked it even more. He loved how it slid past his lips. Louis had never sucked a dick in his life, but it was different with Jackie. She was a girl. Her balls were hairless and powdered. Her dick smelled like rose petals.

“Fuck,” Louis said as Grace lifted his wet mouth from Jackie’s dick. Grace placed his lips on her pussy. He went back and forth between ladies, lost in the sea of dick and pussy. He wasn’t even touching himself, and his dick was rock hard.

Louis had his lips on Grace’s pussy when her moan vibrated his eardrums. She moved his mouth to her clit. He took it in his mouth and sucked on her button, making her scream moments later. Jackie covered Grace’s mouth with her lips, kissing her deeply as Grace came.

Louis moved his mouth to Jackie’s cock when Grace released him. He wanted it. Every time he went from Jackie to Grace, he instantly wanted to return. Her cock felt so good in his mouth. It was like sucking on a popsicle.

Jackie moaned as Louis wrapped his lips around her cock. He sucked it with enthusiasm, playing with her balls as he slobbered all over her member. She wouldn’t last long with his wet lips around her dick, and she didn’t want to last. She wanted to cum in Louis’s mouth and fill it with her salty goo.

“Fuck, I’m cumming,” Jackie said.

Her balls tightened. Her hands balled into fists. Louis moaned and pushed his mouth as far as he could along her cock until it made her choke. He tightened his lips around her member, desperate to taste her sweet cum.

Louis got his wish when Jackie exploded into his mouth. Her thick cock released streams of hot cum against his tongue. It was salty, but he’d tasted nothing so sweet. Louis swallowed every drop as he stared into Jackie’s eyes. She reached forward, running her hand through his red hair.

“What about you? I want to see you cum,” said Jackie.

Jackie licked her lips as Louis stood on his knees, moving his cock out the side of his panties. It was hard and begging to cum. Jackie and Grace watched as Louis stroked his dick, cumming into the palm of his hand a few seconds later. He collapsed to his ass, relieved from his release.

Louis, Grace, and Jackie looked at each other without saying a word. They took turns using the bathroom. Grace changed and left without saying much. Louis went to his bedroom after she left, and Jackie sat at the dining-room table staring at the Christmas tree in the corner, wondering if they had gone too far.


CHAPTER SIX

Jackie couldn’t shake the feeling she had made a mistake by feminizing Louis with Grace. It was probably the hottest sex any of them had ever had, but Jackie was hoping for more with Louis. She had wanted to love him. How could he ignore the three sum they had going forward?

Louis hadn’t even made eye contact with Jackie since their affair a few days prior. Grace hadn’t messaged Jackie. Christmas was quickly approaching, and Jackie didn’t want to spend the holiday feeling how she felt. The only good news Jackie got was her grades. Perfect across the board.

Jackie was reading a book on the couch, but she couldn’t concentrate on the words. All she could think about was what she’d done with Grace and Louis.

It surprised Jackie when Louis came out of his room, approaching her. “Hey,” he said. It was the first time he’d made eye contact in days.

Jackie moved upright from a reclined position, staring into Louis’s green eyes, doing everything she could to read how he was feeling. She only wished she had magical powers. “What’s up?”

Louis was holding his phone. He looked nervous. The truth was, Grace had sent him a message asking him to meet her for a date, but he didn’t know what to say. Louis thought he and Jackie had something. Not that he would mind dating Grace. She was hot, adventurous, and made him a little nervous. He only wanted to ask Jackie before giving Grace an answer.

Jackie stared at Louis as he did a little dance, not moving his lips. She didn’t have time for games. Her heart was too fragile. Her emotions too raw. Every time she closed her eyes, a pang of shame jolted through her. “Is there something you wanted to say?”

Louis held his phone in the air with a jubilant smile on his face. “It’s Grace. She asked me out on a date, but I didn’t want to say yes without asking you first.”

Jackie felt offended Louis thought he had to ask her permission. She wasn’t his mother, but then the realization hit her. If Louis and Grace dated, she would never have a chance with him. It wouldn’t be right for her to date a friend’s ex, and there was no telling how long the relationship would last before Louis realized Grace wasn’t the right one for him. Jackie was. Couldn’t he see it?

“No,” she said. Jackie felt terrible as Louis’s face fell into a frown. If he were anyone else, she wouldn’t care, but she wanted him. “She’s not the one for you, Louis. Don’t tell me you can’t feel it.”

Louis dropped his phone, throwing his arms around Jackie. She was the one he wanted. He hugged her tightly before pulling back to an arm’s length. “Are you saying what I think you are?”

“I want you, Louis. It might not work, but I want to try. You can’t date Grace. It’d ruin our chances.”

Louis glanced at his phone on the ground. “What are you going to say to her?”

“I’ll call her, but do you want me?” Jackie asked.

Louis stared into Jackie’s beautiful blue eyes, thinking about how amazing her cock had felt between his lips. She was the woman he wanted. His crush had started the moment she walked through the door to take over Michael’s lease, and it grew every day. Louis kissed Jackie. He couldn’t resist her pull. She pushed her fingers into his hair, pressing her lips hard against his.

Their kiss broke. They placed their foreheads together. “Can I take you on a date?” Louis asked. “I’ve been wanting to ask since before… you know.”

“It’s okay. I’m glad you asked me before going out with Grace.”

“You’ve always been the one I wanted,” he said. “I hope Grace doesn’t hate me.”

“She’ll find a new guy soon enough. Don’t worry. I wouldn’t have told you no if I didn’t feel as strongly as I do.”

“Would you mind calling Grace for me?”

It would be a tough conversation, but Jackie hoped Grace would understand. Louis had come into Jackie’s life first. Grace wouldn’t know anything about Louis if it weren’t for her. Jackie bundled up in a coat before stepping onto her balcony to make the phone call.

“Jackie,” Grace hollered into the phone. “How are you?”

There was a hint of artificial joy in Grace’s voice. Jackie knew they could move past what they did, but they both needed time to forget. Until the new semester started in January, at least.

“Louis told me you asked him out on a date.”

“Yes, that’s right. I’m still waiting to hear from him. I hope you don’t mind. He’s so cute, and I think we could really have something.”

Jackie cringed at Grace’s words. She sounded so confident, as though she were positive Louis would want her. Jackie took a deep breath. “I told him he couldn’t go out with you because I want him for myself. I’m sorry, Grace, but you can’t have him.”

There was a long silence before Grace said anything, but Jackie could wait. “Is that so?”

“Grace, come on. You’ll find another guy. What about that Troy guy you met from the art department?”

“I don’t want Troy.” Grace said nothing for a few beats before sighing into the phone. “I don’t want to make a big deal about this, though. We had fun the other day, and we can leave it at that. Louis is yours.”

“Thanks, Grace.” Freezing winds swirled around Jackie, but she felt warm on the inside to have such an understanding friend.

“Just don’t forget how fun it is turning Louis into a girl. He makes such a beautiful one.”

“I won’t,” Jackie said. “So, you aren’t mad?”

Grace laughed. “Not in the slightest, dear. Thanks for calling. Louis knows you want him, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Jackie said. She hated how she was smiling so hard it hurt. She glanced over her shoulder and saw Louis on the couch watching her. “I told him. We’re going to go on a date.”

“Make it one to remember. If you don’t mind, I’m taking a bath. We’ll talk soon.”

“Bye.” Jackie ended the call and slid her phone into her pocket. She went back inside. Louis watched her from the couch, looking like he might explode from the anticipation. “She’s fine, Louis. She understands.”

“You have a good friend,” Louis said.

Jackie sat on the couch next to him. She placed her head on Louis’s shoulder, and he wrapped his arm around her. “What should we do on our date?”

“I thought we could take a walk.”

“In the freezing cold?”

“It’s not that bad today,” Louis said and laughed. “We can get a hot chocolate after to warm up.”

“Deal,” Jackie said. “Let’s just sit here for a minute before we go, though.”

***

Snow covered the forest floor. The trails had minimal footprints. Jackie couldn’t believe she was on a date with her roommate, but he was cute. They were bundled up, holding hands, and pointing out abandoned nests in the trees.

Everything was perfect, except for Jackie’s lingering doubts about the sex they’d had with Grace. She squeezed Louis’s hand as dark thoughts ran through her mind.

“What’s wrong?” Louis asked.

Jackie turned to look at him. “I don’t know. I really don’t want to talk about it, but I can’t stop thinking about the three sum we had. What if it cursed us?”

Louis stopped walking and turned Jackie toward him. He placed his hands on her shoulders. “I don’t care about that, Jackie. The entire time we were having sex, I was wishing it was just us.”

“Really?” Jackie asked.

Louis offered a charming grin. There was no doubt in Jackie’s heart as she stared into his green eyes. His words were pure. He wanted her, and she wanted him. “Yes, really. I feel like the luckiest man in the world to be here with you on this trail.”

“I’m the luckiest woman, then.”

“You never needed luck to get me,” said Louis. He stepped forward and kissed Jackie lightly before wrapping his arms around her. They stood there hugging each other in the middle of the snow-covered forest. The world beyond the trees didn’t matter. “What do you say we head back for hot chocolates?”

“I’d love that,” Jackie said. They held hands as they walked back to Louis’s car. He was driving. Gray clouds rolled through the sky as Jackie stared out the window. They went to a café near their apartment and ordered two hot chocolates. It was the best date she’d ever had, and it never seemed to end since they lived together.

They went home and watched movies and ordered Chinese food when they got hungry. Jackie only hoped their relationship stayed as perfect as it was that day.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Jackie and Louis spent all their time together since it was winter break. They had sucked each other off more times than either could count. It was like they couldn’t keep their pants on, but Jackie didn’t mind. She loved feeling Louis’s dick in her mouth, and his lips around her cock were even better.

It was Christmas Eve, and Jackie was waiting for Louis to come home with dinner. They had spent the day baking cookies to take to their families’ homes the following day. They each had to visit their parents separately. Jackie loved Louis and was positive he felt the same, but they didn’t want to rush telling their families.

She rode his dick for the first time the night before, making him cum within seconds of swallowing his cock with her hole. She loved making Louis cum, but she really wanted to fuck him. Jackie hadn’t feminized him since the day with Grace, but she’d bought him a gift that might put him in a bottoming mood. They were exchanging gifts on Christmas Eve since they would have to spend Christmas Day apart. There were gifts under the tree.

Louis arrived home fifteen minutes later. He huffed as he walked through the door with bags in his hands. Jackie hopped up from the couch to help him. They placed all the bags on the dining-room table. Jackie kissed Louis after he got settled.

“How was shopping?”

“It was okay,” he said. “I got us Thai. The Indian restaurant closed early.”

Jackie pouted before reversing her frown into a smile. “Thai is fine. All that matters is that we’re together.”

Louis pulled Jackie close. “I was missing you the entire time I was out.”

“You’re here now,” she said. “What are you going to do?”

They stared at each other. Jackie waited for Louis to say something. He looked like he wanted to say something, but he didn’t.

“What is it?”

“Are you hungry? Let’s eat before the food gets cold.”

Jackie glanced at Louis with a suspicious expression, but she couldn’t read his mind. She didn’t know the desperation coursing through him. She didn’t know how badly he wanted to be put in a pair of panties and told to get on his knees to suck her thick, delicious cock.

They ate while watching one of their favorite sitcoms. Jackie couldn’t help wondering what Louis hadn’t told her, and Louis spent the entire time wishing he could express his desires. Insecurities blocked him. They laughed when the show was funny, but their hearts weren’t in it.

“Which cookie did you want for dessert?”

“A sugar cookie,” Jackie said.

Louis cleaned up their mess and grabbed them cookies from what they’d made in the morning. They ate their cookies as a second episode of the show they were streaming began, but Jackie’s curiosity was intense. It killed her not knowing what Louis was going to say.

“Should we exchange gifts?” Jackie asked. She wanted to push aside her doubts and fuck her boyfriend.

“Yeah,” Louis said. He paused the show and grabbed their presents from under the tree. He gave Jackie the one he’d wrapped, keeping the one for him from Jackie.

“What did you get me?” Jackie asked, rotating the small, wrapped box in her hands.

“Open it,” he said.

They each opened their gifts. Jackie cupped a hand over her mouth when she saw the necklace Louis had bought her. It was a silver necklace with a pendant in the shape of a ‘J’. “It’s perfect,” she said. “Help me put it on?” Jackie turned her back to Louis as he clasped the necklace in place.

Louis was more confused by his gift. He held them in the air. “Are these panties?”

“They’re lace jockstraps.”

“Why did you get me these?”

“To fuck you,” Jackie said. “I thought you might enjoy looking pretty and girly while I do it. What do you say?”

Louis moaned as he squeezed the fabric in his hand. “You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted this.” Louis had three colors to choose from: red, black, and pink. He looked over them, choosing pink.

“Should we shave your legs?”

Louis glanced toward the ground. “I’ve kept them smooth,” he said. “I love rubbing them as I’m falling asleep.”

“Ooh, I want to see. Show me,” Jackie said. “Change into that cute pink jockstrap right here.”

Louis stood and did as Jackie said. He took off the clothes he was wearing. His cock was stiff when he removed his underwear, but he did nothing to hide it. Jackie was his girlfriend, and he loved her, so he said it. What point was there in hiding how he felt?

“I love you, Jackie.”

Jackie got off the couch and went to Louis. “I love you, too.” She wrapped her hand around Louis’s hard cock, feeling hers grow stiff beneath her layers of warm clothes, but she wanted nothing more than to be naked like her boyfriend.

“Take off my clothes,” she said to Louis.

He stripped Jackie down to her bra and panties, staring at her erection with hungry eyes. Her cock was so delicious. Louis pushed Jackie’s panties over her ass, revealing her cock within seconds. He dropped with her panties, sitting on his knees.

Louis wrapped his hand around Jackie’s cock, but she wagged her finger in his face. “No, not before you put on your pretty pink jockstrap.”

Jackie was rock hard. There was a drop of precum at the tip of her dick, begging Louis to lick it clean, but he wouldn’t disobey her order. He crawled across the room and grabbed his pink lace jockstrap from the couch. He pulled it up his hairless legs and loved how it fit around his package. It made his cock look huge.

“What do you think?” he asked.

“Turn over,” she said.

Louis grinned and flipped over to his stomach, revealing his ass surrounded by pink fabric. Jackie purred as she got to her knees by his side. She smacked his exposed cheeks, running a finger along his split. Louis giggled, turning his body over to lie on his back.

“You wanna fuck me?”

Jackie reached between Louis’s legs, placing her finger on his tight hole. It was tiny, but Jackie would stretch it. Louis would grow to love her dick. He would beg for it with enough time, judging by the way he was moaning and pushing his ass against Jackie’s fingers.

She smacked his cheek, making Louis moan. “You want this dick?” Jackie slipped a finger into his hole as she asked the question.

“I need that dick,” he said.

Jackie unhooked her bra and tossed it to the side. She was naked except for the necklace Louis had gifted her. “Turn around and suck my dick.” Jackie climbed back onto the couch, sitting with her legs spread. Her blonde hair hung down to her breasts. Her hard dick dangled, ready for Louis’s lips and his tight little hole.

Louis crawled to her. His hole throbbed, wishing Jackie was still playing with it. His dick leaked against the fabric of his pink jockstrap, but Louis paid his cock no attention as he stared at Jackie’s beautiful member.

She was watching him with those big blue eyes as he held her dick and moved his lips to her cock. Jackie moaned when Louis’s mouth closed around her cock. She put her fingers into his hair, guiding his head as he bobbed it along her cock.

He pressed his tongue against her member. Louis loved its taste in his mouth. He craved her cock in his mouth whenever they were apart. He couldn’t go minutes without thinking about the weight of her womanhood against his tongue. Her tip hitting the back of his throat.

It didn’t take long before Jackie needed Louis’s ass more than his mouth. She’d bought all the supplies. She’d planned to take him, and the moment had arrived.

Jackie lifted Louis’s face and looked into his green eyes. “Do you want me to fuck you here or in the bedroom?”

“Fuck me here,” he said. He lifted his mouth and got to his hands and knees in the middle of the living room. His ass faced Jackie. Louis stretched his body forward, spreading his cheeks for Jackie’s benefit. She grabbed her cock, taming it. She needed a condom before she could bury her member in Louis’s beautiful hole.

Jackie went to her bedroom and grabbed the condoms and lubrication she’d bought with the lace jockstraps last week. Louis was moaning under his breath and moving his ass when she walked into the room. Jackie dropped to her knees behind Louis. His hole was hairless and beautiful. She rubbed her fingers along his smooth legs. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

“I’m yours,” he said.

Jackie growled before placing her mouth against Louis’s hole. She licked his hole, sticking a finger into it and spitting on it. She had to warm him up, but Louis was begging for her dick after a few minutes of her tongue and fingers.

“Aren’t you eager?”

Louis looked over his shoulder at Jackie. “I need your dick in me, baby. Give it to me.”

Jackie slapped Louis’s ass and stood on her knees, rolling a condom over her dick. Jackie lathered her dick and Louis’s hole with lubrication. She placed her dick along Louis’s split, running it up and down his backside.

“Fuck, that feels good.”

“Let’s see how you like this,” Jackie said. She held the base of her cock and guided it to Louis’s entrance.

Louis yelped when Jackie pushed into his hole, but he could handle it. She’d loosened him up enough to take her dick. It hurt, but the pain subsided after Jackie added another squirt of lubrication to where his hole and her dick met.

“Fuck,” Jackie said as her cock pushed deeper into Louis’s opening. His walls were tight and welcoming. His cave was warm, exactly what Jackie needed on such a frigid day. “You feel so good.”

Louis moaned as Jackie picked up a rhythm, fucking his hole. He never would have imagined liking penetration so much, but it was blowing his mind. He was hard without touching his dick, and it felt like he could cum. Jackie was hitting his spot every time she pushed into his hole. Louis had felt nothing as intense or amazing.

Jackie fucked Louis with slow, long thrusts. Her balls tightened. Louis’s hole was milking her dick, and she wanted to give him her seed. She wanted to cum deep in his hole.

Jackie bent her body. Her breasts pressed into Louis’s back as she fucked his hole slowly. They were sweaty, both on the edge of an orgasm. Jackie reached around Louis’s body, moving the fabric of Louis’s jockstrap to touch his dick. He hollered. Jackie’s hand was slick with lube. It was paradise on his dick.

Louis couldn’t stop himself. Between Jackie’s slick hand and her cock stuffing his ass, it was too intense. Too incredible. Louis came all over the living room floor. He squirted a bit on Jackie’s hand before she could pull away. His hole was squeezing Jackie’s dick, and he couldn’t concentrate on anything.

Jackie smacked his ass as she fucked him with quicker thrusts. A few beats later, Jackie grabbed the waistline of Louis’s pink jockstrap before cumming deep in his ass. She screamed, letting her load fly.

Louis dropped to the floor when Jackie pulled her dick out of his hole. Jackie lay by his side. Louis glanced down and saw the condom filled with his cream. Louis stood on his knees and removed Jackie’s condom. He tied it and tossed it to the side.

Jackie put out her arms. Louis got in them, turning his back to her. Jackie wrapped her arms and legs around Louis, pulling him close. Her breasts pushed into his back. Her softening dick was touching his ass. He was still wearing the pink jockstrap, and it looked adorable. Jackie kissed the side of Louis’s neck.

They got up a bit later to clean up, but it wasn’t long before they were cuddling in Jackie’s bed.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Merry Christmas,” Louis said to Jackie as her eyes fluttered open.

Jackie coughed. “Merry Christmas.” Her mouth was dry, but it delighted her to see Louis’s gorgeous face. She only wished she didn’t have to spend the day away from him. Jackie would have given anything to spend her day in his perfect little hole.

“I made breakfast. You want to eat with me before we leave?”

“Yeah,” Jackie said. She took Louis’s hand and got out of bed. He had a spread of dishes prepared for them on the dining-room table. “This is incredible, Louis. You outdid yourself.”

“Anything for you, Jackie.”

They sat at the dining-room table and ate the delicious meal Louis prepared. Jackie sipped coffee when she got full, checking over all the messages she’d received since falling asleep. She responded to them all, feeling extra fuzzy about one.

Grace: Merry Christmas, Jackie. Love you forever *hearts*

They hadn’t spoken since Jackie told Grace she wanted Louis, but Jackie knew their friendship wasn’t over.

Jackie: Merry Christmas, Grace. I miss you and can’t wait for next semester. Last one!

Jackie turned her phone over and gave Louis all the attention she could before she had to get ready. Her parents were expecting her by noon, and she would have to hustle if she wanted to make it on time. Jackie grabbed her box of cookies. Louis had his. They walked outside to their cars together, lingering in the parking lot.

“You’ll be late if you don’t leave,” he said.

“I know, but I’m going to miss you.”

“We’ll see each other tonight.”

“I’ll bring leftovers,” Jackie said.

“Me too.”

Jackie glanced at her running car. She had to leave, no matter how painful it was. Jackie kissed Louis quickly before turning to her car. “See you tonight.”

“Bye,” Louis said. He licked his lips, tasting what he could of his girlfriend. The woman he loved. He got in his car, and they drove their separate ways. Even though they were apart for the day, they would always be together in the memories they shared. Louis couldn’t go a minute without feeling his ass twitch, hungry for another taste of Jackie.


GRACE’S DOLL
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To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Steven

I’ve been watching her from afar. Grace. She has flowing brown hair. She always wears heels and has her hair styled to perfection. Her scent floods the classroom when she walks through the door. Nobody at Mitten State University looks as professional as her, and I know she doesn’t even notice me.

Why would a beautiful woman like Grace Fitts want a dweeb like me?

I don’t know why Grace is in my finance class, but seeing her is a treat. Every time we are within a few feet of each other, I feel like I can’t breathe. She is as intelligent as she is beautiful. Grace raises her hand to answer questions before anyone.

I hide away in the shadows at the back of the class. My grades are fine, but I don’t have the confidence she does. Her demeanor is intoxicating. I find myself thinking about it when I study at night. How she walks everywhere with her shoulders held high.

Grace is majestic. She’s the woman of my dreams, but I will never have the courage to approach her. She looks like a million dollars. I would be on the bargain rack.

I already know the semester will end with Grace never learning my name while I spend years thinking about her. It has been a long time since I’ve had a crush as intense as the one I developed on Grace during our first day of class.

She came into class that day dressed to impress and accurately answered every question the professor asked. Everyone had to pick their jaws up from the floor, but Grace left as though nothing had happened. She floated out of the door like a lost butterfly entering a home.

I want Grace, but she’ll never have me.

***

Grace

Jackie got Louis, but there are other men out there. Our friendship means more than some man, and Louis was in Jackie’s life before I ever knew who he was.

Jackie, Mary, Tara, and I are at Sapphire American Bistro for lunch to catch up on what we did over winter break. Jackie is telling us how she and Louis never left her bed, which makes sense because they are living together.

I didn’t have any romantic interests over the break, but that was fine. I went to a fabulous party on New Year’s Eve and danced all night with Mary and Tara. Jackie refused to come out with us, and we are hearing all about why now.

Jackie’s voice trails to a silence as nobody replies. We’ve heard enough about how she and Louis fuck in every position they can imagine. “Is everyone excited about their last semester?” I ask.

Mary sighs, grabbing a fry from the plate at the center of the table. “I can’t wait to graduate, but I’m coming right back to get my master’s degree.”

Sapphire American Bistro is a cute restaurant in downtown Onarga, and they have the best French fries in town. The dining area on campus has a lot to offer, but we wanted something different to catch up.

“Why would you do that to yourself?” I ask. I thought about staying to get my MBA or law degree, but thinking about continuing with school any longer than necessary makes my skin crawl.

“Most jobs I want require a master’s degree. I’m doing internships this summer, but it doesn’t make sense for me to apply to jobs until I have my master’s.”

“That’s annoying,” Tara says. “I might get a master’s someday, but I need a break from school. I can’t wait to have a degree in my hand. Freedom from homework is on the horizon.”

Mary nods her head in agreement, even though she won’t be free from school for a few years. Jackie looks like she wants to talk more about how she and Louis spent their winter break, but I’ll crumble into itty-bitty pieces if I hear Jackie tell another story. I know she doesn’t want me to tell everyone how I put her boyfriend Louis into a pair of pretty panties.

Jackie says nothing when my eyes land on her. She knows what I’m thinking.

“I can’t wait to graduate. I want to start my own business. Make a name for myself. I’ve also been studying to take a real-estate exam,” I say.

“You want to sell houses?” Jackie asks.

“I want the option.” I lift my drink to my lips. It’s a diet cola. I sip it through a straw. My brown hair hangs over one shoulder. I run my fingers through it as I return my diet cola to the table.

We talk until our busy schedules force us to leave. We split the check. I drive to the parking garage closest to my next class, finance. It isn’t required for my major, but I thought it sounded practical for my future ambitions.

Everyone on campus wears drab clothing. Besides my girlfriends, it seems. They look like they roll out of bed and come to class without even running a comb through their hair. Maybe I’m being a little hard, but there’s nothing more depressing than seeing someone in their pajamas at noon.

I also don’t love the trend of wearing yoga pants outside of yoga class. If I want everyone to see my pussy, I will wear pretty lingerie and a pair of heels. There’s nothing worse than camel toe.

“Good afternoon, Ms. Fitts. You look sharp.”

“Likewise, Professor Tompkins,” I say. Professor Angelica Tompkins teaches my finance class, and she is always wearing a fierce outfit. It’s clear she has made some excellent investments in her life. She drives a nicer car than the other professors, and I know for a fact some of the purses she carries cost thousands. I haven’t figured out why she teaches at Mitten State University, but I love having such a fabulous professor.

The class goes like the others we’ve had. I answer all the questions, and it quickly becomes a conversation between Professor Tompkins and me and a couple of others. I don’t enjoy hogging all the attention, but most everyone else acts like they’re too afraid to speak. We’re too old for such nonsense.

We talk about markets, private investments, corporate finance, and so much more. I love the class, and Professor Tompkins only makes it that much better.

Toward the end of class, I notice someone staring in my direction. The brown eyes hit me first. It takes a moment to discover what lies beyond them, and I like what I find. He’s cute. There’s something shy and delicious about him. He doesn’t look at me again after I notice him, but he can’t escape me.

I won’t let him.

Class ends, and I rush into the hall to chase after the guy who was staring in my direction. He jumps when I touch his shoulder.

“Don’t worry,” I say. “I only wanted to say hello.”

“Hi.” He places a hand on the back of his head and scratches.

His nervousness makes me chuckle. We’re standing in the hall. People pass us. He’s around my height. I’m wearing heels, but I like how I can stare into his eyes without straining my neck. He’s so adorable. So handsome. I want to dress him up like a girl and play with his dick. I won’t tell him, though. Not yet.

“I’m Grace. What’s your name?”

“Steven.” He looks like he ate a pepper. I want to toss water on him to see if it would cool his nerves.

“What do you think of Professor Tompkins?”

“She’s cool,” he says.

“I think she’s fabulous.”

Steven scrambles to correct himself, saying he agrees with me. He is speaking gibberish within seconds.

“We’re allowed to have different opinions,” I say. He lifts his eyes to mine, looking ashamed. “I’ll see you around, Steven. Bye.” I use the lightest voice I can and blow Steven a kiss before tossing my hair over my shoulder as I walk away from him.

I can assume Steven watches me leave, but I don’t know. I’ll never know for sure because I refuse to look back to see.


CHAPTER TWO

Steven

She is torturing me, and I don’t want it to end. Ever since Grace spoke to me in the hallway, I can’t stop thinking about her. When I walk through the sea of people on campus, I always hope she’s among them. I scan every face, desperate to see her, but I never do.

Grace is everything I want, but she’s what I can’t have. We’ve had class together since she spoke to me, and nothing. No more words. She didn’t even glance in my direction. I don’t know why Grace introduced herself to me in the hallway, but it’ll always be one of the best memories of my life.

I wish she would repeat herself. I would give anything to have a chance with Grace. If only I had the courage to ask her on a date.

***

Grace

Steven is so easy. Almost too easy. I didn’t speak to him for one class after our conversation in the hallway, and he looked like he could have exploded by the time class ended.

I wish he knew how much I love watching him struggle with his emotions. We’re sitting in class now, and he has his eyes glued to his textbook. I doubt he’s reading with my perfume floating through the air.

If he asked me on a date, I would say yes, but I doubt he’ll take that step. He drops his eyes so fast every time ours meet. It’s adorable.

I’ve been staring at him all class, occasionally answering a question. I’m not performing at my usual level. Steven is sucking my attention like a leech. I can’t let this continue.

I throw myself into the lesson, distracting myself from Steven for the rest of class. He tries to run out when Professor Tompkins dismisses us, but I catch him.

“Why are you running from me?”

He turns to face me. His eyes dart around the hall, watching everyone who passes us. He’s looking everywhere but at me, and it’s driving me wild. I place my hands on his shoulders. His eyes finally rest on mine. I rub his shoulders, making him relax.

“It’s okay, Steven. You don’t have to run.”

“I don’t want to run,” he says. “I’m sorry for staring at you so much.”

“Don’t worry.”

“Are you angry? I’ve been trying to stare at you less. I promise I’ll get better.”

Steven makes me chuckle. He looks offended by the laughter leaving my mouth, but I can’t help myself. “What if I like you staring at me?”

“Do you?”

“Why don’t we go out for coffee sometime, Steven? What do you say?” I can already see him in a pair of cute panties. I’ve been wanting a boy of my own to doll up and love. Steven might just be the guy. I used to date jocks, but few liked it when I tried to get them in a pair of panties. I wonder how Steven will react.

“I would love that,” Steven says. His face looks like fireworks bursting in the air. All the jocks I’ve dated act like I should be lucky or excited to go out with them. It’s pathetic. Don’t they know I’m the catch? Unless they make it pro with a million fans, I’m going to outperform them in the long run. “Are you being serious?”

“I’ve never been more serious in my life, Steven. Are you old enough to drink?”

“Yeah,” he says. “I just turned twenty-one last month.”

“Junior?”

Steven nods. I’m a senior, but a year of difference isn’t a deal breaker. Steven is too cute and innocent to pass up. I can already picture him in dresses, heels, and everything womanly.

“Are you a senior?”

“Yes,” I say. “Meet me at The Garden tonight? Eight o’clock.”

“I’ll be there,” Steven says.

“See you then,” I say and blow a kiss at Steven before running down the hall in the opposite direction. My heels clicked against the floor, and my long brown hair bounced on my shoulders.


CHAPTER THREE

Steven

The Garden is a town favorite. They have incredible food and even better beer. The restaurant’s full name is ‘Fat Table Beer Garden’, but nobody ever calls it that.

I’m meeting Grace there for our first official outing. I don’t know if I should think about it as a date. Or is it something different? Grace says she doesn’t mind if I stare at her, but my confidence is not high enough to accept she might want to date me.

Her brown hair shimmers like the surface of the ocean on a sunny day. Her eyes are clear. Commanding. She dresses and walks around like she runs the world. I don’t understand how I can be anything but her minion, but I am willing to accept the role.

Doesn’t a woman like Grace want a dominant man? One of those jocks who acts tough and knows how to tell women what to do. I’m far from that.

I could throw up as I step out the door to drive to The Garden. It’s early, but I wanted to arrive a few minutes early. Grace doesn’t seem like the type to enjoy waiting.

She isn’t there when I get to The Garden. The host takes me to a table near a window. It’s freezing outside, but it’s nice and toasty inside. During the summer, The Garden opens their patio. Everyone loves it. I wish we could sit out there for our quasi date, but it’s not an option.

Grace walks through the doors ten minutes late, but I won’t dare criticize her. Her eyes land on me. I watch her tell the host something, and then she walks in my direction.

The air leaves my lungs. Grace is wearing a white dress in the middle of winter. It has long sleeves. She is wearing white heels to match. Grace has a white faux fur scarf wrapped around her neck.

I stand to greet her. She wraps her arms around me, and I take in her scent. It’s warm, like pie fresh out of the oven.

“Don’t you look handsome,” she says.

I’m wearing jeans and a button-up shirt. I have on thermal clothing under the outer layer to combat against the cold. “Not as great as you.”

Grace smiles. She glances at her chair, and I lurch forward to pull it out for her. She sits. I push in her chair before returning to my seat.

“What have you been doing today?”

“Studying. You?”

“I was working on my business plan. I’m about to graduate and need to think about my future,” she says.

“What do you want to do?”

“I’m getting my real-estate license. I might do that until I can start some of my own businesses. Who knows? I don’t really want to work for anyone. What about you, Steven?”

“Part of me wants to work on Wall Street, but I don’t know if I’m cut out for it. They seem intense,” I say.

Grace coos at my response. “You would look so handsome walking out of one of those skyscrapers.”

“Have you ever been to New York?”

“Sure,” Grace says. “My parents love traveling. They’ve taken me many places. I’m very blessed.”

“I’ve never been to the city, but my degree lends itself to Wall Street. I could also work for money managers in Detroit or Chicago, but part of me wants to escape the Midwest.”

“I hear you. I wish I could pack a bag and travel around the world. Wouldn’t it be amazing to live in a different country every month?”

I am much too nervous to travel around the world like that. Even New York would be a frightening change. “Perhaps,” I say. I’m afraid to say the wrong thing. I don’t want Grace to grab her bag and leave me. She’s the hottest girl on campus, and for whatever reason, she’s giving me her attention.

A server comes over and saves me from myself. He takes our order. Grace requests a sweet cocktail. I ask for the lightest beer they have. Her cocktail sounds amazing, but I don’t want to come off as a punk.

“I can’t believe you only have one semester left,” I say.

Grace chuckles. “I could have graduated last semester, but I wanted to stick around. Leaving my friends in the middle of winter sounded too hard. I also have my lease to worry about, and my parents don’t care if I take extra classes. They’re afraid I’ll leave and never visit once I have the degree.”

“You seem like you’d know how to fly on your own,” I say.

Grace shrugs, staring into my eyes. Her eyes are lighter today than I remember. They almost look green with specks of gold.

“Your eyes are beautiful,” I say.

Grace pulls a compact out of her purse and squeals when she sees her reflection. “My eyes change colors all the time. They’re brown. Then they are green. I can’t keep up with them.”

“They’re beautiful.”

The server returns with our drinks. Grace lifts her red, fruity drink to her painted lips. She’s gorgeous, and it’s making me nervous. I don’t want to ask her why she is here with me. I know it’s pathetic to doubt myself, but Grace could have any guy on campus.

The words leave my mouth before I can stop them. “Why me, Grace?”

Grace licks her painted lips. Their redness is driving me wild. I want her to smudge her lipstick against my lips. I want to press it against a piece of paper to keep forever.

“Why not you, Steven?”

Her obvious question kills me. She knows nobody would expect her to date a man like me. “You know why, Grace.”

“I think you’re adorable.”

“Adorable?” What man wants his date to call him adorable? “I’m drinking beer. I’m a man.”

Grace rages with laughter. I tried to drop my voice when I spoke, but clearly it didn’t work. Grace lifts the fruity red drink to her lips, sipping it as she stares at me. My body shakes as I wait for her to reply. Several beats pass before she sets her drink on the table. “I know you’re a man, Steven. I like men, and I like you. Don’t overthink it.”

“I’ll try my best,” I say. The server returns a few seconds later. We order our dinners. We talk about Professor Tompkins’s class. Grace asks me questions about finance and economics, even though I know she knows the answer to them.

We discuss the markets, which stocks we think are overvalued. The companies we think are on the rise. Grace is a big believer in the metaverse, but I don’t think people will want to spend all of their time behind goggles. We argue, but it’s friendly. We’re smiling like fools.

“This food is delicious,” Grace says to change the subject.

I can’t disagree. We eat in moderate silence until our plates are clean. It’s the best date I’ve ever had, and Grace is the most beautiful woman who has ever paid me attention.

The bill comes after we decline dessert. I dive to the center of the table to grab it. Grace tries to hand me her credit card, but I refuse. I hold the bill until the server returns to take it. Grace runs her foot along my leg under the table, making my dick twitch. “You didn’t have to do that, Steven.”

“I couldn’t let you pay. Not on our first date,” I say. Maybe she can pay for the third date, or we could split the bill then. Today, though, I can’t let her pay. My father would slap me.

“I hope we can have a second date,” she says.

“Me too.”

Our gaze lingers until the server returns. I sign the receipt and we head outside. It’s freezing. It’s dark. I hold Grace’s hand all the way to her car. She starts her car to warm it up. We stand outside of her car.

My hands rise to her sides. “When will I see you again?”

“Are you free this weekend? It’s supposed to snow.”

“I really like outdoor activities. Do you?”

Grace shrugs. “Sometimes.” My hands are on her sides. Her beauty mesmerizes me. She jumps when my hands squeeze her.

“This weekend?”

“Yeah, I’ll text you.”

“Do you have my number?” I ask.

“Give me your phone.”

I reach into my pocket and unlock my phone before handing it to her. She glances at me as she moves her fingers. She types her number into my phone and passes it back to me, shivering as she does.

“It’s freezing out here. I’m leaving, Steven. See you soon,” Grace says.

Before I can respond, Grace is leaning forward to plant a kiss on my cheek. It’s cold outside, but her lips warm me by a thousand degrees. “Bye,” I squeak out before Grace slides into her car and closes the door.

She cracks her tinted window. “Bye, handsome.”

I stand there and wave as Grace pulls out of the space and disappears into the distance.


CHAPTER FOUR

Grace

“I don’t know what to do,” I say to Jackie. She’s sitting across from me at the café in the library. It’s still early in the semester, so our classes aren’t too hard. We said we were going to review our notes, but we have yet to do so.

A week has passed since I started dating Steven. He’s adorable. I’m falling in love with him. I thought he would be a guy to feminize and toss away, but I can’t even bring myself to introduce him to panties. Some jocks took to panties when I asked, but we never speak again after I feminize them.

Would Steven be the same? I don’t want to lose Steven. He’s intelligent. Handsome. He makes me laugh when we’re together.

After our first date, Steven and I went on a winter walk. Snow covered the trail. We found a clearing and built a snowman in the middle of it. None of the guys I’ve dated in the past would have done something as fun. I don’t want to lose what Steven and I have, but I can’t hide my true desires forever.

Won’t he want me to be happy? Won’t he want to support me however he can?

“What’s wrong?” Jackie asks. Her big blue eyes show concern.

Jackie runs her fingers through her blonde hair as I explain how I’m feeling. Jackie knows better than anyone how much I adore feminizing men. She and I feminized her boyfriend Louis together. We turned him into a cute little doll dressed in panties. Shaved legs. He was so pretty, and I only want my boyfriend to do the same. Is it too much to ask?

“What should I do, Jackie?”

“How do you think he will react?”

I sigh. How am I supposed to know how Steven will react? He’s not the manliest guy, but that doesn’t mean he wants to wear lingerie or paint his nails. The visions, though. Every time I close my eyes, I see Steven at various levels of feminized. He could be a gorgeous girl. That beautiful brown hair. His fair skin. His thin frame.

It makes me weak thinking about how pretty Steven would be as a girl.

“I don’t know. I wish I had a way to see the future.”

“Don’t we all?” Jackie asks.

“You’re not helping.”

“I can’t tell you what to do. You have to decide on your own.”

Jackie is right, but I don’t want to decide. I want her to tell me what will happen. If someone had a way to see the future, I would pay them to tell me. I don’t want Steven to leave, but I have to take our relationship to the next level.

“I’m seeing him tonight. I’ll figure out something.”

“Good luck,” Jackie says. She raises her latte in the air. I lift my coffee reluctantly, and our mugs clink.

***

Steven

I stand outside of Grace’s apartment, butterflies in my stomach. It isn’t my first time at her place, but that doesn’t make me less nervous. Grace lives in a cute one-bedroom off campus. She has a balcony on the back, tasteful furniture, and it always smells amazing.

Even from the hallway, I catch a whiff of the feminine fragrances floating through Grace’s place.

Despite my nerves, I raise my fist to knock on the door. “Coming,” Grace calls from the other side.

I swallow as her footsteps approach. I don’t want to fear her, but she’s better than my wildest dreams. Grace opens the door wearing nothing more than a slip dress with stockings on beneath them, making me quiver. I grab the doorframe to steady myself.

“Don’t fall,” Grace says with a light laughter in her voice. She pulls me upright. I follow her into her apartment. “I’ll grab you a glass of water.”

Grace has a scented candle burning on her coffee table. Her apartment is spotless. There are vacuum lines on the carpet. I thank Grace as she passes me water. No ice.

“Take a seat,” she says.

I sit next to her on the sofa. She watches me. I try to keep my eyes above her waistline, but the part in her thighs makes it nearly impossible. She doesn’t have her legs closed, and I’m dying to know if she’s wearing panties. There haven’t been many women in my life, but I won’t let that stop me from accepting Grace’s affection. I grow more confident the more time we hang spend together.

“Do you want to touch me?”

I bite my bottom lip. There’s nothing I want more than to run my fingers up her thigh to touch the space above where her stockings end. “There’s nothing I want more.”

“Touch me,” she says.

I move my hand slowly to her leg. She moans when I make contact. My dick is harder than I’ve ever felt it. Grace watches me as I slowly move my hand up her covered legs. Her stockings are white, matching the slip dress. White looks gorgeous against her skin. So pure. So delicate.

“I think about you day and night, Grace. I feel like I can’t breathe when you aren’t with me.” My fingers move toward the edge of her stockings. Grace is moaning at my touch. Her legs spread as I move my fingers up her legs.

“Fuck, Steven. Keep touching me.” Her back arches, and I continue gliding my fingers along her leg. I still can’t see beneath her slip dress, but I’m close to its edge. My dick throbs in my pants. It’s uncontrollable when Grace is within reach. When my hands are on her. When she moans at my touch.

I reach the edge of Grace’s stockings, and I could cum in my pants without even touching my dick. Grace is moaning with each brush of my fingertips, driving me wild.

“Kiss me,” she says.

I move closer. I wrap my free hand around the back of Grace’s head and push my lips against hers. Kissing Grace by candlelight with my hand on her thigh is the most magical moment.

It’s incredible until Grace pushes me away. “What’s wrong?” I ask.

“Your lips. They’re so dry.”

I touch my lips. Their rough feeling against my fingertips confirms Grace’s words. “What can I do?”

“Wait here,” she says. I watch as Grace runs to her bathroom. She returns with something in her hand, but I can’t make out what it is. “Close your eyes.”

“Why?”

“Do as I say,” she says in a commanding voice.

I close my eyes. Grace laughs as something cool and sticky touches my lips. “What is that?”

“Clear lip gloss,” she says as she brushes it onto my lips. I flinch and open my eyes. Grace pouts. She grabs my shoulder. “Don’t move. I’m almost finished. This will smooth out the roughness of your lips. You can’t expect me to kiss you with dry lips like that. Right?”

I settle as Grace stares at me with a frown. I can’t disappoint her. She’s gorgeous, and I love talking to her. What’s a little lip gloss?

“Perfect.” Grace smiles as she runs the brush over my lips. She coats them in a thick layer of clear clip gloss.

“Can I see?”

“Sure.” Grace gets off the couch and runs to her bathroom. She comes back with a mirror. I don’t hate what I find. My lips look incredible. They’re plumper than they were. I stare at myself for several beats before Grace snatches the mirror from me. “Let’s see how they feel.”

Grace moves to straddle my legs. I moan as she bends toward me, pressing her lips against mine. The kiss transfers lip gloss from my lips to hers. She rocks her hips, making my dick wild. I want to be inside of her.

“Touch me,” she says into my mouth. “Your lips feel incredible.”

I move my hands to Grace’s back. I run them up her slip dress as our kiss deepens. She isn’t wearing a bra, which makes me wonder if she is wearing panties. We’re wearing clothes, and I want nothing more than to be naked with Grace. I want my dick sliding in and out of her hole, making her scream my name.

Will she want it on her hands and knees? Will she want me to fuck her with her legs in the air?

Grace lifts herself from me, breaking our kiss. She stands in front of me. Her hard nipples clear through her white slip dress. I glance down and see a wetness on my jeans, unsure which of us caused it.

I stand. She steps backward when I step toward her. “What is it, Grace?”

She huffs, wiping her hands down the front of her slip dress. I’m still rock hard. I want Grace, but I need to know that she’s okay above all else. “Don’t move.”

I stand still. “Did I do something?”

“No,” she says, but I’m having a hard time believing what she says. “It’s not you. I want you, but there’s something I haven’t told you.”

“Can we sit?”

Grace nods. She lets me take her hand, and we return to the sofa. We sit next to each other. I wrap my arm around her shoulder and pull her close. “What do you have to say, Grace? Whatever it is, I’m sure I can handle it.”

“Do you like the lip gloss?”

“It’s okay. I don’t know if I would wear it in public, but I like it. My lips needed it.”

Grace pushes against my chest and straightens herself. I do the same, staring into her big brown eyes.

“Tell me,” I say.

“It was fun putting lip gloss on you, and there’s a strong chance I’d like to do more.”

“What are you saying?” I can’t process her words, even though I hear them. “What’s so special about clear lip gloss?”

“What if it were pink? How would that make you feel?”

I shrug, not understanding. “Are you saying you want to put pink lip gloss on me?”

Grace scoots away from me. There’s a gulf between us on the couch, and I hate it. “It’s nothing,” she says and waves her hand in the air.

“Speak clearly, Grace. I want to please you, but you have to tell me what it is you want.”

Grace stares at me for several beats before averting her eyes. She doesn’t look at me when she speaks. “There are times when I might want to make you more girly. I don’t know how to explain it, but it’s something I like to do.”

“Really?” I ask.

“I knew you wouldn’t understand,” she says and hides her face.

“You’ll have to give me time to think about it.” The lip gloss on my lips suddenly feels heavy. Thicker than molasses. “Maybe I should go.”

“Maybe you should.”

I don’t wipe the lip gloss from my lips as I stand and gather my things. Grace says nothing as I move toward the door. I want her to stop me. I want her to tell me everything will be okay, but she’s angry. She’s bothered. Neither of us is in a place to compromise.

“Bye,” I say at the door.

Grace waves without opening her lips. She’s hurt, but I leave. I’m too confused to stay, but I never once wipe the lip gloss from my lips. I wear it for the rest of the night and wonder what my life might be like if I become a little more girly.


CHAPTER FIVE

Grace

Things were rough with Steven for a couple of days after I told him about my desires to feminize him. We didn’t look at each other for an entire finance class one day, and it almost killed me. I called him that night, and we talked for hours about the future we could have. We agreed Steven wouldn’t change overnight, but he wouldn’t close the door to my desires either. If we could keep it a secret, he was willing to play by my rules.

I clean around the house as I wait for Steven to arrive. The weekend is here, and I need to get out of the house. Jackie and Louis are meeting us at The Garden tonight, but I have a present to give Steven before we leave.

Steven knocks on the door minutes earlier than expected, making me smile to myself. He always arrives a few minutes early and responds to my messages within the hour.

I open the door. “Welcome.” Steven steps inside, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. I’m wearing a pink wool dress with black tights. I have black heels waiting by the door for when we leave.

“You look incredible, Grace. I love your dress,” Steven says.

“Thank you. It’s vintage. I found it at the thrift store,” I say.

“We’re having dinner with your friends?”

“Yeah, I hope you don’t mind. They’re great. You’ll love them.”

“Any friend of yours is a friend of mine,” he says.

“You’re adorable, Steven. Did you want something to drink before we leave? I can drive. I don’t think I’m going to drink tonight.”

“Sure. I’ll have whatever you’re offering.”

I head to the kitchen and pour Steven a glass of the white wine I have in the fridge. He thanks me. I have water for myself. His present is waiting in my bedroom, and I can’t wait to give it to him.

“What is this?”

“White wine. Chardonnay,” I say.

He tastes and declares that it’s delicious. “What are you drinking?”

“This is water.” I swirl the glass in my hand. “I told you I’m not drinking tonight.”

“Right,” he says. “Are you trying to get me drunk to take advantage?”

“Would you be upset if I were?” I ask.

We laugh, and Steven moves closer to me. He’s wearing cologne, and I love the way it smells. It’s a manly scent. It has me wanting to strip him naked and forget about dinner. “I got you a present.”

“What is it?” he asks.

“You’ll have to open it to find out.” I stand and grab the bag from the bedroom.

Steven pulls the wrapped box from the bag, asking me again what it is, but I refuse to say. He rips off the wrapping paper. My stomach does somersaults as I wait for Steven to discover the surprise.

He gasps when he lifts the lid from the box under the wrapping paper. A pair of black panties is sitting inside a valley of tissue paper.

“What is this?” Steven asks as he lifts the panties from the box.

“They’re panties. I want you to wear them tonight when we’re at dinner. Won’t it be the sexiest thing in the world knowing what you have on beneath your jeans?”

“You want me to wear panties?”

“Don’t sound so surprised,” I say and cross my arms over my chest. “I told you I might want them, and you agreed to keep an open mind.”

“You can’t expect me to wear these under my jeans.”

“Why not? They’re sexy, and they cost a pretty penny.”

“Well, return them.”

I’m at a loss for words. Steven and I already discussed my desires. I don’t want to give him an ultimatum, but he’s leaving me little choice. What use is it to waste my life with a man who doesn’t want what I do? I adore Steven, but it’s better to break things off before my heart grows too attached.

“Fine,” I say and snatch the panties from Steven. “If you don’t want to wear them, you can leave. I have no problem going to dinner without you.”

Steven frowns. He takes a big gulp of his white wine before speaking. “That’s not fair, Grace. How are you going to exclude me because I don’t want to wear panties? I thought we talked about taking it slow.”

“This is slow, Steven. We’ve been together for weeks, and all you’ve done is wear a little lip gloss. If you want this to work long term, I need to know that you’re willing to wear panties.”

Steven scoots away from me, providing relief. I don’t want him here. I don’t want him sitting next to me if he isn’t willing to wear the black lingerie. I’m tired of running through the revolving door. There’s a man out there for me. I thought it was Steven, but I’ve been wrong before.

“Are you saying you don’t want me if I don’t wear the panties?”

“I’m saying I want a man who understands me and my desires. It’s okay if you don’t want the same things as me, but I think it’s better to break it off while we’re ahead.”

Steven glances around the room before training his eyes on me. “I don’t want to lose you, Grace.”

“Nobody except us will know you’re wearing the panties. What do you say?”

Steven swallows as he stares at the panties on my lap. I pass them to Steven. He takes a deep breath before taking them from me. “Is it okay if I change in the bathroom?”

“My bathroom is your bathroom,” I say and wave my hand toward the hallway leading to the bathroom.

***

Steven

I hold the blank panties in my hand, wondering if I’m doing something too crazy for love. Grace is the woman of my dreams, but maybe we’ve come to the end of the road. Can I really wear panties? What will she want next? My mind runs wild with the possibilities, and it scares me half to death.

I lift the black panties, holding them wide to get a better idea of their size. They are tiny. I have no idea how they’ll hold my junk.

My heart races as I undo my belt. Wearing lingerie will be one of the craziest things I’ve done in my life, but losing Grace would be worse. I place my belt on the counter before unbuttoning my jeans. I push them to the floor. My dick is half hard, a residual effect from being near Grace moments ago.

I push my boxers to the floor, still wondering how the lingerie will ever hold my dick. They are tiny when I place them around my ankles. I take a deep breath before pulling the black panties up my legs.

They fit surprisingly well, and my dick doesn’t hang out of them after I adjust. I press my legs together. If it weren’t for the hair, my legs would look feminine and beautiful. Is there a chance I like wearing panties? I pull on my jeans before I let my mind run too wild.

Grace knocks on the door. “Is everything okay in there?”

“Yes.” My voice cracks. My jeans are up my legs, but they’re unbuttoned. I’m mesmerized by my reflection in the mirror. I love how my dick can’t hide under the tiny layer of black fabric. “Everything is fine in here.”

“Are you wearing the panties? I want to see how they look. We have to leave soon.”

I swallow as I turn toward the door. If Grace wants to see me in panties, I will show her. There’s no way I would wear them without her. “Don’t laugh.” I have my hand on the doorknob.

“I won’t laugh.”

“Okay.” I open the door. Grace puts a hand over her mouth when she sees me. She steps forward and pushes my jeans farther down my legs to get a better look. Her face turns from amused to serious as a deep breath moves through her lungs. “You look incredible. How do they feel?”

“Amazing,” I say.

Grace licks her lips. Her eyes move from my face to my dick at rapid speed. It looks like she wants to jump on me until her buzzing phone in the background distracts us. “Button your pants. I’m sure that’s Jackie telling us not to arrive late.”

“Is that a habit of yours?”

Grace waves her hand in the air. “Hardly. Jackie is dramatic, and she’s impatient.”

I realize I hardly know anything about Grace’s friends. She has mentioned them in passing, but nerves crash over my body as we gather our things to leave. “What should I know about Jackie? Her boyfriend is Louis. Right?”

“That’s right. He’s delightful,” Grace says. Hearing her speak affectionately about another man makes me jealous. I hate the feeling, but it’s impossible to ignore.

“How is he delightful?”

Grace laughs before dropping her lips into a frown. “Oh, come on. You can’t be jealous of Louis.” Grace steps closer to me. We’re standing in her living room. Her scent envelopes me with a comfort I have grown to love. Grace places her hands on my shoulders and looks at me with her commanding eyes. “You have nothing to fear, Steven. You’re the only boy I want.”

“Promise?” The word sounds pitiful leaving my mouth, but I must know her answer. I want to look into her eyes as she says it.

“Yes, Steven. I promise. Are you ready?”

I nod and follow Grace to her car. She drives us to The Garden, telling me more about Jackie and Louis on the way. Jackie has been her best friend since they were roommates freshman year. Their relationship almost fell apart after living together but quickly repaired after they got separate living quarters their sophomore year. She mentions Jackie’s transition to womanhood, which I don’t expect based on the photos I have seen of Jackie on Grace’s social media.

“Jackie is trans?”

Grace nods, flying down the street toward The Garden. “You would never know it by looking at her, but yes. She’s trans and fabulous. I love Jackie.”

“You guys have a lot of pictures together online.”

“We love to pose for the camera.” Grace smiles as she falls silent. We arrive at The Garden. Jackie and Louis are already there when we walk inside. Jackie has long blonde hair and big blue eyes. Louis has vibrant red hair, and they look cute as a couple.

I’ve never been on a double date, but I’m suddenly excited. Eyes land on us from around the restaurant. We’re the cutest couples in the building, and we have a table near the center of the restaurant.

Jackie and Grace act like they don’t notice everyone staring at us, but Louis and I do. Louis is an anthropology major, but we find common ground discussing the economy and speculating about when the market might crash. The ladies join us sometimes, but they mostly discuss their friends and teachers they have.

It's an incredible dinner. I feel filled with renewed energy. I have a roommate, but we never have lengthy discussions. Anthony and I talk about when our bills are due and when we might leave the apartment. It’s best to know when we will be alone ahead of time. We don’t discuss politics, school, or anything outside of our living arrangements. It’s nice sometimes, but I wish I knew Anthony more. All I know is that he’s studying engineering.

“Tonight was a lot of fun,” I say as we stand by the door with our boxes. It’s much too cold to stand outside by our cars.

“We have to do this again,” Jackie says. She bats her big blue eyes before hugging me. I hug Louis second. They each hug Grace, and we’re all saying our goodbyes and walking outside together.

Grace squeezes my hand when Jackie and Louis diverge from us and walk toward their car. Grace turns to me, staring at me with those gorgeous brown eyes of hers. It’s freezing outside, but her hands warm me. They make me feel protected. My dick is growing against the black panties beneath my jeans.

“You were incredible tonight, Steven.”

“Your friends are great. I hope we can see them again soon.”

“We will, but there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“You can ask me anything, Grace.”

“I want you to spend the night. Will you?”

It would be the first time we slept in the same bed, but I can’t think of a better way to spend my night. Anthony won’t miss me at the apartment. “I would love to spend the night.”

“Should we get something to drink before we head home?”

“I thought you didn’t want to drink tonight.”

“Can’t a girl change her mind?”

“As long as you don’t change your mind about me.”

Grace squeezes my hands before dropping hers to my sides. We’re still standing outside, but the cold can’t compete with the heat flowing through my body.

“Never,” she says. “Let’s head home.” Grace plants a kiss on my lips before turning to her car. We get inside of it to head to the grocery store.

***

Grace

Steven was perfect at dinner. I’m even more in love with him than I was a few hours before, and it’s driving me crazy. How much can he handle? Will he want more than the panties, or will he reject me? I’m treading water, and I don’t want to get pulled under.

Steven puckers his lips when he takes the first sip. I got us a bottle of brandy. It’s cheap and does the trick. I pour us two doubles on the rocks, hoping the liquor will loosen me up to make something happen before we fall asleep.

“This is strong,” Steven says.

I place my glass to my lips, taking a sip of the brandy. I attempt to keep a straight face even though the alcohol burns. “It is, but I need it.”

“To deal with me?”

“No,” I say and reach out to place my hand on Steven’s thigh. My center burns to strip him of his clothing. I want to rid him of his hair, but it’s already so late. “It’s been a long day, and I like to have a nightcap.”

Steven places his hand over mine. We’re both holding our drinks with our other hands. I turned on the radio when we walked through the door, and it’s playing at a low volume in the background. Comments about a deal on used cars hit my ears, but I don’t register the words. Steven’s touch consumes me.

“Will you take off your pants? I know it’s cold, but—”

“Yes, I will.” Steven stands. He moves around to the other side of my coffee table to have more room, unbuttoning his pants as he stares into my eyes. His gaze makes my pussy dampen with desire. My thighs burn as I press them together, watching Steven with desperate eyes.

Steven does a little dance, and I imagine him moving around a pole. He would look incredible as a stripper. Steven pulls his shirt off first, tossing it to the floor. His jeans are unbuttoned. The sliver of his black panties teases me. “You like?” he asks.

I bite my lip and nod. “Take them off.” My words come out as a growl.

Steven giggles as he moves his hips from side to side. He lifts his hands in the air, and I’m loving his newfound confidence.

“You’re so sexy,” I say. Steven stares as I lift my legs and place them on the coffee table. I spread my legs to reveal myself to him, reaching up my pink wool dress to press my hand against my pussy. The tights are in the way, but I’m driving Steven wild.

Steven follows my command, pushing his jeans over his hips. He’s wearing nothing but the black panties, and it’s so sexy. The panties do nothing to hide Steven’s dick. He pushes his hand against them as I press my hand against my cunny.

“Get down here and take off my tights,” I say.

Steven moans as he drops to his knees. I move my body. I place one foot on the coffee table and another on the arm of the sofa. Steven crawls between my parted legs and reaches up my dress to rid me of the tights and panties I’m wearing.

I moan as the fabric slides down my thighs. I need my dress off. My body is begging to be naked. “Take off my dress.”

Steven reaches behind me and unzips the dress. I move my body to pull the heavy fabric from my frame. Steven places his hand against my bare thigh, staring at me with a look of unfulfilled desire.

“Lick my pussy, baby.”

Steven groans, reaching forward to press his thumb against my button. My back arches, and I need more of him. I take Steven by the back of his head and press him against my womanhood. His tongue glides along my pussy lips, making me moan without control. Steven is everything I’ve ever wanted. I push him deeper into my womanhood. He takes my direction with ease, licking me like a dripping ice cream cone.

I holler. I curse. Steven is pushing me to my edge, and I don’t want to hold on. “You’re going to make me cum,” I say. My fingers are in his hair. I press my legs together. My thighs squeeze his cheeks. Steven moans into my pussy, sending waves of pleasure washing over me.

I can’t hold what’s coming. My grip tightens in Steven’s hair as my body rockets to another universe. I lose all control. I don’t care who hears me through the walls as I scream. Steven has his hand on my button and his mouth on my pussy, making me ride my first orgasm into a second.

He laughs when I push him away. The pressure is too intense. I tell Steven to sit on the coffee table and give me a show.

Steven doesn’t take off his panties. He moves the fabric to the side to free his dick as he stares into my eyes. “Is this what you want?”

I stare as Steven strokes his fat cock. It’s not too long, but it’s thick and delicious. “Yes, that’s exactly what I want.”

Steven moans as he rubs his cock. Its bulbous tip is wet. I want him inside of me, but it’s too soon. I have to break him before he can fuck me. My spread legs allow Steven to view my womanhood as he pleasures himself. I have my fingers mindlessly on my pussy. We moan together as he works himself to an orgasm.

“You’re so sexy,” Steven says just as cum erupts from his cock. He catches it in his hand.

“You should taste it,” I tease. I don’t expect Steven to lift his hand to his mouth, but he does. My breath escapes me when Steven sticks out his tongue to lick the cum. His eyes are on me as he does, making me shiver.

“It’s delicious.”

I smile at my man. He’s so sexy. “Why don’t we clean up before bed? I’m excited you’re spending the night.”

“Me too,” Steven says. He holds the cum in his fist and helps me up from the couch with his clean hand. We head to take a shower together and spend the rest of the night cuddling naked in my bed.


CHAPTER SIX

Steven

Grace and I stare at each other from across the classroom. I’m wearing a pair of pink panties under my jeans. She gave them to me yesterday to wear in class today. She checked me in the bathroom before class began, making me hard. Grace stroked my dick, nearly making me cum in the stall of the men’s restroom.

Grace winks as I stare at her. I look around, but nobody else seems to notice. They’re all paying attention to Professor Tompkins. I wish I could concentrate on her lecture about finance, but the beauty staring at me from across the room preoccupies me.

Professor Tompkins breaks us into groups a few minutes later to work on an assignment. Grace isn’t in my group. It’s easier to concentrate on class when she isn’t within my sight lines, but I hate not being able to see her.

People talk to me. They ask questions. I do my best to answer. We slug through the assignment. I can’t wait for class to end. We’re stuck in groups until the time runs to zero. I smell Grace, but she’s impossible to see. My back is to hers, and it’s driving me insane.

We finish the assignment. I say enough not to piss off my classmates, but I know I’m not performing at my best.

Professor Tompkins dismisses us. I’m excited until I see Grace racing out of the classroom without saying goodbye, making my heart sink to the pits of my stomach. I grab my bag and chase after her, hoping she hasn’t gone too far.

Her laughter stops me when I reach the hallway. Grace pulls me close to her and plants a kiss on my lips in front of everyone. I feel the pink panties tightening in my pants. Everyone watches as Grace sticks her tongue into my mouth, deepening our kiss. Normally I hate PDA, but I don’t care with Grace. She can kiss me wherever she wants, and I will never complain.

Grace breaks the kiss after a few beats. She is wearing tall heels today. They make her an inch or so taller than me. I look into her eyes, wondering how I ever got lucky enough to date her.

“Here,” Grace says and passes me a note.

“What is this?”

“You’ll see.” Grace kisses me lightly on the cheek before turning on her heel and disappearing down the hall. Her hair bounces on her shoulders as she walks away from me, paying nobody any attention, even though everyone is looking at her. I glance around the hall, wondering how many people watched us kiss.

I open the note Grace gave me. Her cute, bubbly handwriting greets me. The note says to head over to her house at six. I fold the note and tuck it into my pocket, knowing I would arrive at Grace’s at the time she wrote.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Grace

Candles burn around my apartment. There are fifteen minutes until six, and I can’t wait for Steven to arrive. I want to take our relationship to the next level. I only hope he’s ready. There’s food on my kitchen counter I ordered for dinner. I don’t want Steven to worry about anything except the gifts I have for him.

A knock comes at the door several minutes before six. I love how Steven always arrives a few minutes early.

I open the door, wearing nothing but a mesh robe with lingerie and heels. The outfit gives me strength. It makes me feel like a woman with limitless powers.

Steven’s mouth falls open as he takes in my outfit. “You look incredible.”

“Get in before someone sees me.” I pull Steven into my apartment. He wraps his arms around me, and we kiss. His breath tastes like peppermints.

Steven pulls something from behind his back. It’s a box wrapped in newspaper. “I got you something.”

I squeal and take the box. “Thank you, Steven. We can exchange gifts. Go sit on the couch.”

I run to my bedroom and grab the bag with the gift I got Steven. He’s smiling when I return to the living room, still holding the gift he gave me in my other hand. Steven takes the bag from me as I sit next to him on the sofa. “I knew you were going to get me something, which is why I didn’t come empty-handed this time.”

“That was sweet of you to get me something.”

“Open yours, and I’ll open mine.”

I nod and turn my attention to the gift wrapped in newspaper. It’s heavy, so I do not know what to expect. Steven parts the bag I gave him. I’m sure he knows what to expect, but there are plenty of surprises in his bag.

When I open my box, I find a candle. It’s a warm scent, perfect for winter. “I love it,” I say. “Should we try it now?”

“Sure,” Steven says as he fusses with the mountain of tissue paper I included with his gift.

I blow out the candle burning on my coffee table and light the one Steven gave me. He is holding the panties I bought him as I turn my attention back to him. “You can’t keep spending all of your money on me, Grace.”

I smile, shaking my head. “It’s nothing. I get them from the clearance bin, anyway. Don’t worry.”

“Okay,” he says and smiles. I lean toward him to peck his lips, finding them irresistible. He doesn’t even know about the next present I have waiting for him in my closet once he uses what he has yet to find in the bag.

“There’s something else in the bag.”

Steven lifts the bag up and down. “You’re right. What could it be?” Steven pulls out a bottle of hair-removal cream. He turns it over in his hand.

“I want to rid your body of hair. I want to take things to the next level,” I say to Steven.

Steven looks from me to the bottle and back with an expressionless face. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You weren’t sure you would like the panties, and you’ve grown to love them. Give the hair-removal cream a chance.”

Steven looks at it before turning to meet my eyes. He nods. “Okay, but you have to help me.”

“Should we get started?”

“Yeah,” Steven says. I point to the bathroom, and he leads the way.

***

Steven

I didn’t know what to expect when Grace showed me the hair-removal cream, but I’m amazed by how well it works. Grace removes the hair from my body with ease when she slides a plastic blade over my lathered skin. I gasp as my hairless body gets revealed, excited to see what I’ll look like in the panties Grace bought me.

She spoils me. She loves me. I can’t help but grow hard when she touches me, but Grace doesn’t seem to mind. I’m standing naked in her bathtub. She ignores my erection as she works, making me hairless everywhere except my head and package.

“Rinse off,” she says.

I glace down at my hairy manhood. “Are we going to shave that?”

“After you rinse off. Wash yourself with the soap.” Grace points at a bar of soap she has in her shower.

I nod and turn on the water to do as she commanded. I lather myself with soap, letting the hot water run over my body. My erection dampens, but it doesn’t go completely soft. I wash my hair, already feeling a million times more girly. My hairless body is smooth to the touch.

I run my fingers along my body, growing harder by the second. I’m washed. Smelling fresh. Smooth to the touch. It’s the most exhilarated I’ve ever felt.

Grace pulls open the shower curtain. “What are you doing in here?”

I stare at Grace’s gorgeous body. “You’re not wearing your bra.”

“I took it off. Do you have a problem with that?”

“No,” I say. Grace is only wearing stockings, panties, and a mesh robe. She looks so pretty. I want to lick from her nipple to her toes. I want to taste her pussy against my mouth. “You’re beautiful.”

“So are you, but we have a little more work until you’re ready.”

“Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.” I no longer fear what I once did. Grace can have me as she pleases. It’s clear she knows what I want more than I know myself. I never would have considered ridding my body of hair, but it’s magical. I’ve never felt more beautiful.

“Careful what you say, darling. Turn off the water. I need to shave your balls.”

I shiver, excited to see my dick how Grace most wants. Grace lathers my area with shaving cream. She fills the tub with an inch of hot water. I’m standing naked in front of her, no longer nervous.

“I love you, Grace.”

Grace has a razor in her hand as she looks up at me. My half-erect dick is in her hand. “I love you too, Steven.”

“Can I call you my girlfriend?”

“As long as I can tell people you’re my boyfriend.”

“I’m yours, Grace.”

Grace glances at the razor and my dick in her hand. “Stay still. I don’t want to hurt you.”

I take shallow breaths as Grace works. Her touch is comfortable as she glides the blade over my lathered junk. It doesn’t take long until I’m bare, minus a tiny little bush around my dick. Grace pours water over my manhood to clear away the extra shaving cream. “What do you think?”

I glance down and smile. “It’s perfect, Grace.”

“Dry off and wait here.”

Grace races out of the bathroom. She returns with a box as I’m patting myself dry. “What? Another gift? You’re going to make me feel guilty.”

“Don’t say that, Steven. I bought you something to make you look even prettier than you already do.”

I hold out my hand, letting the towel drop to the floor. Grace gasps when she sees my hard dick. I’m doing nothing to hide how stiff she makes me. I love her gifts. They’re always better than the last.

“Wait,” Grace says. “Don’t open the gift until you lather yourself with lotion. You don’t want to break out.”

“Whatever you say.” Grace hands me a bottle of lotion. I rub it into my skin, sitting naked on the edge of the tub. Grace rests against the counter and watches me. It’s like a river of energy runs between us. I can hardly breathe when we’re alone together. Spending time with Grace is like being in another reality. A place where life isn’t terrible. Where school doesn’t exist. Where there’s no money or hate or anything but the love between us.

I pass the lotion back to Grace and pick up the box she gave me. I open it and grin when I see what’s inside. “You outdid yourself.”

“Put them on. Don’t bother with any panties.”

I raise my eyebrow, wondering what Grace has in mind after I put on this adorable outfit. It’s a purple slip dress with black stockings. I put them on as Grace watches me, stiff and eager to use my dick.

Grace claps when I pull the second stocking up my leg, placing my hands on my hips. There’s a tent under my slip dress, but I don’t care. Why would I hide my boner from my girlfriend? I want to walk around the quad with a megaphone shouting to everyone how Grace Fitts is my girlfriend, but I’ll resist the urge. It’s enough to have her to myself and be her secret doll.

“What do you think?” I move my hips from side to side, feeling sexy.

“Those stockings look so hot on your smooth legs. Fuck, I need that dick in my mouth.”

I moan as my eyes land on Grace’s beautiful lips. I want them around my cock, moving along its length. Grace grabs my hand and pulls me to her bedroom. She throws me to the bed.

Grace pushes my slip dress up past my dick. She runs her fingers up my covered thighs until they reach the end of my stockings. She squeezes her fingers against my bare flesh, making me whimper. My dick twitches, desperate to have her gorgeous lips around it.

Grace wraps her hand around my dick. “Your dick looks so big without all that hair, doesn’t it?”

I sit on my elbows to look at my dick, and it’s incredible. It doesn’t even resemble the dick I knew. “Yeah, fuck. It’s huge.”

Grace opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, licking the tip of my dick. My head falls back to the pillow beneath me. Her bed smells of lavender. Her room is organized and feminine. Everything about her makes me fall deeper in love, especially the feeling of her lips wrapping around my cock.

“Fuck,” I say as Grace boobs her head along my cock. I curse under my breath, trying to maintain control, but Grace has been edging me ever since she lathered my body with the hair-removal cream.

Grace lifts her lips and wipes them dry. “Don’t cum yet. I want to ride that fat, girly cock.”

“You like my girly cock?”

“I love it,” she says. Grace spits into her hand and wraps it around my cock. She rubs it up and down my length, making me thrash. I don’t want to cum. I want to follow her orders, but she is making it nearly impossible.

“Use my dick before you make me cum,” I holler.

Grace laughs and plays with my cock a few seconds longer before climbing off the bed. She goes over to her closet and grabs a condom. She comes back to the bed. I’m taking deep breaths to steady myself, or I risk cumming all over before Grace can use my manhood.

Grace opens the condom with her teeth, rolling it over my cock. She doesn’t know how inexperienced I am, but I’m learning with her. She’s teaching me everything I’ve ever needed to know, and part of me hopes she’s the only woman I ever have.

Grace straddles my legs. She rubs my cock before lifting her hips and lowering her pussy lips against the head of my cock. I moan as her warmth kisses my dick. She holds my cock against her slit and runs her pussy lips along my cock, making me moan and thrash. I’m not even inside of her, and I could explode. I curse. Grace ignores me.

“Don’t cum yet,” she says.

I nod, but I don’t know how long I can last. Grace moans as she lifts her hips and quickly sinks her pussy onto my cock. Her lips swallow my member, and I have never felt anything more amazing in my life. Her walls are tight. They hug my dick like a glove. We’re both moaning. We’re both hollering. Grace raises and lowers herself on my cock, using me how she pleases.

“I won’t last, baby.”

“Don’t wait. Cum for me,” she says. Grace lowers her hand to her clit and rocks her hips back and forth on my cock. “Fuck, I’m close. Cum with me.”

Grace doesn’t have to tell me twice. I close my eyes and lift my hands to her hips. I squeeze her sides and thrust into her. She moans as her fingers pleasure her clit. She presses her knees into my thighs, and I know she’s cumming. We’re cumming together, and I never want the moment to end.

Grace collapses against my body, moving her hips high enough to let my dick fall out of her loving cave. Her breasts press against my chest. She’s still wearing the robe, and I have on the slip dress. I wrap my legs around Grace, and my stockings are soft against her skin. Grace presses her hand into my chest.

“You’re a fantastic man, Steven.”

“You’re the woman of my dreams, Grace.”

Grace wraps her other hand around my softening dick. It’s hers. We cuddle. I’ve never felt more at peace and hope our love endures. I hope it lasts forever.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Grace

“Sorry, babe. I wish I could come, but Louis called me with a flat tire. I have to help him,” Jackie says.

I sigh into the phone. She can’t be serious. I got us tickets to a pole dancing glass. It starts in an hour. “Won’t you be done helping Louis by the time the class starts?”

“He’s like thirty minutes away from home. He had to go to a museum in Detroit for one of his projects.”

I groan. “You can’t be serious. There’s no way I can go to this pole dancing class alone.”

“Girl, you know how much I want to be there, but my man comes first. He’s stuck and needs my help. I hope you would skip the class to help me if it were necessary.”

“You know I would, Jackie.”

“I’ll call you tonight to take you out to a drink to make up for it. Promise,” she says.

I can’t argue with her. “Fine. Call me later.” I hang up the phone and look around my apartment, wondering who I could invite. I send a message to Tara and Mary. They both tell me they’re busy with classes within minutes. I sigh and scroll through my phone, not really wanting to take a pole dancing class with anyone else.

A crazy thought pops into my head. I call Steven. “Hey, are you free in an hour?”

Steven hesitates. I know he probably wants to tell me he can’t do anything. If I were anyone else, he would. “I could be free. What do you have in mind?”

“It’s a surprise. I’ll send you the address.”

“Should I wear something special?”

“Bring some options. We’ll be doing a little exercise.”

“Hmm. I wonder what you have in mind. See you there, beautiful. Love you.”

“Love you too,” I say and hang up the phone.

***

Steven

I arrive at a random strip mall and realize Grace invited me to a studio. I wonder if we’re taking a dance class. Doesn’t she know I’m a terrible dancer?

Grace stands when I approach the entrance. Women fill the room. I notice poles throughout the space and a sign on the door advertising a pole dancing class. My eyes widen as the women stare at me, probably just as confused as me.

Grace runs outside when I turn around to head back to my car. I don’t mind her feminizing me in the privacy of her apartment, but she must have lost her mind.

“Where are you going, Steven?”

I ignore Grace and continue to my car. She catches up to me and pulls on my shoulder. We’re standing outside of my car. I turn to her and jut out my arms. “What am I doing here, Grace? I could be at home studying, so we have time for something worth doing. You can’t expect me to dance around a pole.”

“Why not?” Grace says in a hurt voice.

“I’m a man, Grace.” I drop my voice to a whisper; afraid someone might hear me. “You can’t expect me to do this. Only women are in there.”

“Come on, Steven. I wasn’t really going to invite you, but Jackie backed out at the last minute. You can tell everyone that because it’s the truth. Why can’t you just do this with me?”

I look past Grace toward the entrance of the studio. “I don’t know, Grace. Can’t we hang out later or something?”

Grace folds her arms over her chest and pouts. “Fine. I’ll take the class alone. See you later.” Grace turns away from me and walks toward the door. I call after her, but she doesn’t respond. I hate myself for not leaving, but I have to follow her. If she’s mad at me, it’ll break my heart. I won’t be able to concentrate.

The women inside are kinder than I expected after Grace explains why I’m there instead of her best friend. They laugh when she says she tricked me. The instructor is happy to have me though, and the class is a lot more fun than I was expecting. All the women wear heels while I dance in my socks. Their shoes make me jealous.

The class ends, and I can’t shake my desire to try on the heels. Everyone gathers their things to leave, but I can’t leave without trying the heels. I walk over to the instructor. Her name is Carlene. “Do you have anything in my size?”

Carlene lifts her eyebrow. Grace comes up behind me. “Is everything okay?”

“I want to try dancing in heels,” I say to Grace.

Grace and Carlene share a look. “I think he’s a size nine and a half.”

“We have something for you,” Carlene says.

I expect everyone to leave, but they stay as Carlene comes back with a pair of heels. Grace encourages me to continue. I glance around the room and remember Grace’s opinion is the only one that matters, and she has a smile on her face. Carlene and Grace clap as I slip into the heels. They’re surprisingly comfortable on my feet.

“He’s a natural,” Grace says. Carlene nods at her comment.

The women watch as I walk toward the pole, feeling a rush of confidence. I’m in a strip mall, but I feel like I’m in a different world as my hand wraps around the pole. I twirl in a circle. Everyone claps. They cheer when I jump and wrap my legs around the pole.

Carlene fills the room with music, and I lose myself dancing for the duration of the song. I get a round of applause when the song ends. Grace runs up to me and wraps her arms around me, showering me with kisses. The energy slowly fades as people leave, but my smile doesn’t.

Grace holds my hand as we walk to the parking lot. “That was hot watching you dance.”

“I’ll have to give you a private dance soon.”

“As long as you do it wearing something cute.”

“Only the cutest for you,” I say and kiss Grace.


CHAPTER NINE

Steven

Grace and I are sitting on her couch painting our nails. Our relationship has been going great. We’re spending more time than ever together. Sometimes it feels like nobody else exists besides us. I know Grace still spends a lot of time with her friends, but she spends a lot of time with me too, and it makes me feel like the luckiest man in the world.

Grace picked pink polish for me. I picked white for her. The colors match the slip dresses we’re wearing, so it’s only appropriate.

“What are we going to do for Valentine’s Day? It’s around the corner,” Grace says.

“I could cook you a meal,” I say. “If you don’t want to go to a restaurant.”

“I would love that. What would you make us?”

“Can I surprise you?” I ask.

“Please,” she says. We finish painting our nails, waving them in the air to dry. I love Grace, and I can’t believe a boring finance class brought us together, but I’ll always be thankful it did. “Should we watch a movie?”

“Yeah, I’m down to watch whatever you want.”

“Chick flick,” she says. I smile as she scrolls through the options and chooses a romantic comedy.

“Wine?”

“Can you make popcorn too?”

I nod and run to the kitchen, careful not to mess up my nails as I work. I have wine and popcorn ready just as the movie is starting. We don’t eat popcorn until our nails are dry, but it’s snuggles and giggles once they are.

Grace pulls me to the bedroom when the movie is over. I fuck her with slow, long thrusts while we wear our slip dresses until we’re cumming together. I hold her through the night, whispering how much I love her into her ear.


CHAPTER TEN

Grace

I smell the food before I walk through the door. It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’ve never been more in love on the holiday. I have flowers in my hand, excited to see the man I love.

Steven has a key to my apartment. I have one to his, not that I ever use it since his roommate Anthony is there most of the time.

“You’re home,” Steven says when I open the door. He’s wearing an apron with nothing more than a pair of panties on beneath it. He has a pair of black pumps on his feet, walking with ease around the apartment. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

“It smells incredible,” I say as Steven kisses me.

“These flowers are gorgeous.”

Steven takes the flowers and fetches the vase from my cabinet. He doesn’t let me lift a finger. He tells me to take a shower if I please, so I do. I rub myself with soap as he finishes our meal in the kitchen. I love having Steven around, and the longer we spend together, the more I can’t imagine a life without him.

Steven has the meal ready when I return to the kitchen. He also changed outfits. He has switched the apron for a cute black dress. I’m wearing a plush robe and stockings with nothing else.

“What did you make us?”

“Steak with green beans and French fries.”

“Yum,” I say. Steven serves us. He even made a homemade ketchup to go with the fries. He pours us wine. I lift my glass in the air. “Cheers.”

“Happy Valentine’s Day, my love.”

I clink my glass with Steven’s. We eat, and the meal is delicious. He tells me how he marinated the steaks and started cooking everything the day before. I tell him he’s the best cook in the world, and the prettiest one too.

“You’re too kind.”

“I mean it. I love that outfit.”

Steven blushes as he looks down at the black dress he’s wearing. He always keeps his legs smooth. Steven kicks his heel into the air, and we laugh.

When we finish the meal, Steven cleans the table. I’m more than ready for dessert. Steven prepared cookies, but I have something better in mind.

I open my robe. “Don’t you want this dessert first?”

Steven stops what he’s doing, and we don’t even make it to the bedroom. We make love on the living room floor. It’s the best sex we’ve had yet, but I know even better is on the horizon.
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CHAPTER ONE

Jackie, Grace, Mary, and Tara were at Sapphire American Bistro, gossiping about their classes and what they’d done for Valentine’s Day. It was freezing outside, but they were warm inside of the bistro.

“Steven cooked me the most romantic dinner,” Grace gushed.

“You should have seen what Louis bought me,” Jackie said. She couldn’t let her friend outshine her.

Mary and Tara shared a look of contempt. Neither had a boyfriend. They were fine without one, but listening to their friends gush about their boyfriends was annoying.

“A present doesn’t mean as much as cooking for someone,” Grace said.

Jackie fluttered her eyelashes, running fingers through her luscious blonde hair. She didn’t need Grace telling her what was better. “Can’t we just agree we both have amazing boyfriends?”

“Fine,” Grace said. She lifted her coffee mug into the air. Jackie clicked hers with Grace’s. Mary and Tara shared another look of disdain, silently begging the other to change the direction of the conversation.

Their server saved them. “Are you guys ready to order?” His nametag read ‘Bryon’. Everyone agreed they were ready and ordered. Bryon pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket, placing it on the table.

“What’s this?” Jackie asked as she picked up the paper.

“The owners want to throw a party next week to celebrate the woman who saved this business nearly one-hundred years ago, when it was a speakeasy.”

“Like an undercover bar?” said Tara.

Bryon nodded. “That’s what my bosses told me. Apparently, her name was Sapphire, and she saved the building somehow. I don’t know, but they’ll tell you all about it if you come to the party. It’s next week.”

They always had parties at the bistro, so it was no surprise to receive a flyer. Bryon disappeared to place their order as the ladies read over the flyer he’d left.

“What do you guys think? Should we go?” asked Grace.

“I don’t know,” said Jackie.

“Why not? They always clear out the tables for dancing here,” said Mary.

“Money?” asked Jackie. “I don’t want to spend all I have on overpriced drinks.”

“You could bring Louis,” Tara said in a teasing voice.

Grace snapped a picture of the flyer, passing it to Mary and telling her to take a picture. Grace told Jackie she had to go, and Jackie reluctantly agreed.

***

Michael Branscomb sat in his bedroom playing video games. The sound of artificial bullets was driving his mother in the neighboring room crazy. She’d made him move home at the end of the last semester after failing his classes. He wasn’t stupid, but he was lazy. Linda was at the end of her rope. She was about to make her adult son homeless and wash her hands of the situation.

“Mom, get out.” Michael fell out of his chair when Linda charged into the room.

“You can’t tell me to get out of here! I pay the bills. I paid for your classes. You don’t know the first thing about earning money, you ungrateful little shit!”

Michael watched in terror as his mother pulled the plug on his game. He threw his controller against the wall, leaving an enormous hole in its wake.

A nail-on-the-chalkboard scream erupted from Linda’s mouth. She marched across the room to where Michael had made a hole, and she snapped. She took the game console, lifted it into the air, and threw it on the floor. It shattered into pieces. A rush ran through Linda. She grabbed a laundry basket and filled it with all the electronics Michael loved.

“I paid for this, and this, and this.” Linda flicked her wrist each time she threw something into the basket until there was nothing left in Michael’s room except some furniture and his clothes and the television that was too big to move. She would get rid of it the next time he left home.

Michael sat on his bed, speechless. His eyes focused on the bits and pieces of his game console. It was the saddest thing he’d ever seen in his life. “What was that for, mom?” he asked. He felt nothing but a black hole in his chest.

“I told you. You’re ungrateful, and it must change. You’re too old for this, Michael. I’ll tell you one thing right now. I don’t plan on having you here when you’re thirty.”

“There’s no way that’ll happen.”

Linda laughed. The sound grated on Michael’s ears. “You’re right, you won’t be. At the rate you’re going, you’ll be homeless and on the streets.”

Michael grunted, but Linda wasn’t kidding. When he met her eyes, Michael knew she wasn’t. He dropped his head and waited for her to leave with everything he loved most in the world.

Linda stood in the doorway, turning to her son. “Get a job,” she said before marching down the hall to lock everything of Michael’s in her closet.


CHAPTER TWO

Michael didn’t know what to do with himself the first hour he went without video games. Linda had taken his controllers, but his fingers still moved as though he had one. His hands curled. It was ridiculous. If he closed his eyes, it was almost like he was playing the game, but he wasn’t.

When Michael’s reality without video games set in, he heard his mother’s words ringing in his ears. Michael needed a job. He freeloaded from his mother, but she had allowed it. Ever since his father left, she’d babied him, and he had taken advantage.

Michael knew that was ending. His mother could put him out if she wanted, and nobody would be there to help him.

Michael grabbed the keys to his car that his mother bought him years ago. He punched directions into the phone that his mother paid for, grateful she hadn’t taken it. When he thought of his life, it was easy to recognize how much Linda did for him. Michael felt terrible for putting a hole in his bedroom wall. A wall his mother had purchased. Michael never paid for anything.

He followed his GPS to Sapphire American Bistro. It was a popular restaurant in Onarga, Michigan. Michael used to eat there before he had to move back to the outskirts of town with his mother. Michael parked outside of the bistro. His heart raced as he thought about what he’d write on his resume. ‘Never employed college dropout’ didn’t sound impressive.

Michael went inside and asked to speak to the manager. A sharp-looking woman approached him a few minutes later with an outstretched hand. “Hello, I’m Margaret.”

“Michael,” he said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Here’s an application. Why don’t you fill it out, and then we can talk after?”

Michael nodded. His stomach was in knots, but he needed a job. He needed to prove to his mother that he wasn’t some deadbeat. Maybe he was doing it all so he could afford to buy a new gaming system, but he told himself it was for his mother.

Michael sat at a table to fill out the application with a pen Margaret had given him. She was walking around the restaurant. It was open all day. People came in the morning for coffees and returned at night for drinks. Margaret came back around just as Michael was finishing the application. He had little information to provide.

“You finished?”

“Just about,” he said.

Margaret nodded and took a seat across from him. She scrolled through her phone as she waited for him to finish, snatching the resume from Michael the second he dropped his pen. “You’ve never had a job?”

“My mom has made me volunteer with her before, but nothing besides that. I was in school until last semester.”

“What happened?”

Michael swallowed, hesitating.

“Tell me the truth, Michael. It’s okay.” Margaret had one arm stacked atop another. Her head tilted to the side.

“I stopped going to my classes,” he said.

Margaret chuckled. “I hated college. I only got my two-year degree and refused to continue.”

Michael sighed, sitting more upright in his chair. Margaret was still smiling, which encouraged him. Maybe he had a chance. “What did you study?”

“Business,” she said. “It helped get the job I have now, and I’m pretty happy.”

“That’s great,” Michael said. “I promise to show up to work if you give me a chance.”

Margaret nodded. “Work differs from school. I don’t doubt you’ll show up, but I don’t know if you will want what I can offer.”

“I’ll take anything,” he said.

“Dishwasher? You can start there and work your way up over time, if that’s what you want to do. We offer lots of room for advancement. I started as a server here before becoming the manager.”

Michael nodded. He didn’t want to apply for another job, so he agreed. “When can I start?”

“We can start your training in a few days. I’ll send you a few times to choose from tonight. How does that sound?”

“Perfect,” Michael said.

“Are you hungry? I’ll buy you lunch.”

Michael smiled, already feeling like a part of Sapphire American Bistro’s family. “I would love a hamburger with fries.”

“Wait here. I’ll tell the kitchen. Anything to drink?”

“Just water,” he said while looking into Margaret’s eyes as she stood by the table. “Thank you for the opportunity.”

“We’ll get your papers on file and get you started working. Could I get a copy of your ID? Do you have your school one too?”

Michael nodded. He fetched his wallet and gave Margaret what she needed. She smiled and disappeared into the kitchen. A server came by with his hamburger a few minutes later. “Margaret told me to give this to you. Are you going to work here?”

“Yeah, I’m starting as a dishwasher.”

“Cool. My name is Bryon. What’s yours?”

“Michael,” he said.

“Welcome to the team. Enjoy the burger.”

“Thanks.” Michael lifted a fry to his mouth and already felt more at peace. The first thing he’d buy with his paycheck was a wall patch. The second would have to be a gift for his mother. Michael enjoyed his burger and thought about how he could make amends. He wondered how long he might work at the restaurant. It strangely felt like home.

Margaret returned a few minutes later with his IDs. “How’s the burger?”

“Fantastic,” he said.

“I’m glad. I wanted to give you this too,” Margaret said and placed a flyer in front of Michael.

“What’s this?”

“We’re having a party next week to celebrate Sapphire. She saved the restaurant when it was a speakeasy named Honey Diamonds.”

“Honey Diamonds? A speakeasy?”

Margaret threw her head back and chuckled. “The owners put together a little video with her history. I honestly don’t know much more than the fact that we’re having a party. You know people love any reason to get drunk.”

Michael smiled.

“Think about coming. You’ll probably have had your first training day by then.”

“Here’s hoping,” Michael said, raising his glass. “Thank you again for giving me a chance.”

“Everyone deserves a chance. See you soon. I’ll email you tonight.”

Michael nodded and went back to enjoying his meal. He left a few dollars for Bryon, telling his future coworker goodbye on the way out. Michael got into his car and stared at the flyer for the party next week for a few beats too long. Michael shook his head, tucking the flyer into his glove box.

He turned the engine to his car and hit the road.

Michael was a few miles from the restaurant when he felt violently ill. His hands shook. His palms were sweating. He was only a few blocks from his old apartment and didn’t know where else to go. He parked outside of his former building, struggling to get out of the car on his own.

***

Louis and Jackie were inside watching TV when someone banged on the door. They stared at each other with wide eyes. Jackie felt the hairs on her arm stand at attention.

“Were you expecting someone?”

“No,” Louis said.

Jackie ran a hand down her face, staring at the door as someone banged on it again. The person on the other side yelled for help.

“Wait, that voice sounds familiar,” Louis said.

Jackie followed behind Louis as he went to the door, using him as a shield in case the person on the other side was hostile.

Louis opened the door, and they both gasped a sigh of relief when Michael Branscomb was standing on the other side. “Michael, what are you doing here?”

“I’m not feeling well.” Michael gasped for air, pushing past Louis and Jackie. He didn’t know what was wrong with him, but he felt like he was dying. Like the life he knew was being ripped from his soul. Louis and Jackie followed behind Michael as he stumbled further into the living room.

Jackie and Louis looked at each other, asking each other what they should do without speaking a word, but neither had an answer. They could only watch as Michael fell to the floor in the middle of their living room.

His eyes closed, and Jackie screamed. She didn’t want someone dying in her apartment. She didn’t want to get accused of his death. “What’s happening, Louis?” Jackie ran to her phone. “Should I call the police?”

Louis growled. “Calm down for a second.” He squatted next to his old roommate to check his pulse. Michael’s heart was beating at a normal rate. His chest rose and fell as he breathed. “He’s breathing. I think we should just wait for him to wake up.”

Jackie shook her head, but she didn’t have the words to argue. It was the middle of the afternoon. She’d planned to study after watching TV, but she would never be able to concentrate with Michael splayed out in her living room. “I don’t know what to say, Louis, but I don’t feel comfortable with this.”

“Michael wasn’t my best friend, but we can’t turn him away. What are we going to do? Put him outside in the freezing cold? That would kill him.”

Jackie considered what Louis said. She sighed and plopped down on the sofa, turning off the TV. She screamed. The noise didn’t even make Michael flinch. She stared at Michael, willing him to open his eyes, but he never did.

Louis and Jackie stared at each other, neither quite sure what to do.


CHAPTER THREE

I awake to the sounds of a radio. Smells of frying bacon hit my nose. My stomach rumbles. I look around, having no idea where I am. I swing over the side of the bed, taking in the contents of the room.

There is a radio on a vanity. A chest of drawers. A closet. The bed holding me, but I’m not myself. Something has changed.

I stand to look at myself in the mirror. I gasp, covering my mouth. There’s no way to explain it, but I am a woman. I have flowing brown hair. My chest is round where it was once flat. My boxy body has become an hourglass.

There’s no telling what will happen if someone sees me, but I have to leave this room. I don’t know where I am, but I have a suspicion I’m no longer in the twenty-first century judging by the room where I stand. I open the closet. Inside there is a collection of women’s clothing. Is it mine?

I close the closet. My heart is racing. What awaits me beyond the door? Is this real? How in the world have I gone from Louis’s living room to some random bedroom in the past?

I walk to the bedroom door and open it, peeking into the hallway. Nothing looks familiar, but it looks like a new version of something old. It’s not a hallway one would desire in the twenty-first century. I close the door, too nervous to step into the hallway. What if there is a monster? I know it’s irrational, but my reasoning left when I woke up in this strange bedroom after collapsing to Louis’s floor.

I walk over to the radio, hoping it can provide some clues. My body flinches when static fills the room. I quickly reduce the volume, hoping nobody in the house heard me. When I find a working station, I return to my bed to listen.

“Good morning, everyone. We’re blessed with a sunny and temperate day today. Only a few days until Halloween, and then we’ll have the election. Are you ready to cast your vote? We’ll have speakers later to argue on behalf of both President Hoover and Mr. Roosevelt. Please tune in at three p.m. to hear what they have to say. Now, this next song will make you want to move.”

I shut off the radio and curse myself for not paying more attention in history class. What year does Roosevelt get elected? Is Mr. Roosevelt even FDR? I’ve heard two Roosevelts were president, but I can’t be sure. I’ll have to find a newspaper, but that will require leaving my room.

I take a deep breath and prepare myself for whatever might await me on the other side of the door. When I step into the hallway, the sounds of frying bacon are no longer present. I walk with light steps toward what I assume will be the kitchen.

“Good morning, Sapphire. How are you?”

“Okay,” I say. There is a plate of cooked bacon on the counter. My stomach grumbles upon seeing it. I reach for it but stop when a screech hits my ears.

“Excuse me, Sapphire. What do you think you’re doing? Bacon is too expensive to share. I’m sorry.”

I lift my hand, putting it along my side. “I’m sorry. Is there something I could eat?”

The woman lifts her eyebrow. “I told you to write your name on any food you buy. Don’t you remember?”

“Right,” I say. Whoever this woman is, I get the sense that we aren’t family. I open the cabinets and fridge but cannot find anything with my name written on it. The fridge isn’t modern at all. It has a foot pedal and the tiniest freezer section I’ve ever seen. I want to ask the woman her name, or how long I’ve been living here, but those questions would make me sound crazy.

“I hope you have your rent money at the end of the money, dear. Times are tough, but you can’t keep your room if you don’t pay.”

“I understand,” I say. There is so much I don’t know, but I know people want their money. I hope I can figure out enough about myself and where I’m living to pay my bill before the end of the month. I excuse myself from the kitchen, looking for anything to give me clues.

There is a calendar in the living room. I cover my mouth when I see it. October 1932. It’s so far in the past, I don’t even know the first thing about it. How do people live? What technology do they have? I want to drop to my knees and cry. Am I stuck here? Will I never feel a controller beneath my fingers again? Will I be a woman forever?

So many questions are running through my mind. I don’t even realize I’m hyperventilating until my landlord comes up behind me. She rubs my back and tells me to breathe. “Now, don’t go putting on those waterworks. I know you lost your job at the market, but you have to find something else. I can give you a one-month credit, but you can’t live here for free forever.”

“How much extra will you charge?”

“Your rent is six dollars a month. How about you give me six fifty if you need the credit?”

I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself. Six dollars? That sounds like nothing to me, but I have no idea how much people make. I don’t know how much anything costs. The lady wouldn’t even let me touch her bacon, so I assume things aren’t great beyond the door. I apparently lost one job already.

“I always hear you singing in the shower. Why don’t you use that voice of yours to make some money?”

“We’ll see what I can do.”

She rubs my back. I still don’t know her name, but there’s something comforting about her. At least she told me my name. Sapphire. I am the woman who saves the bistro, but I don’t even know where the bistro is. It surely isn’t named after me like the one in the future. My heart grows heavy.

My landlady leaves me and returns to the kitchen. I see a piece of mail sitting on a buffet along the wall. Mildred Kahle. Mildred must be the woman who I’m living with, but that’s all I know about her. I look outside the front window. The leaves are vibrant colors. The announcer said today will be warm and sunny, so I run to grab my things from my room. I find an ID with my name but no picture. There are four pennies and a nickel in my top dresser drawer. I put them into my dress’s pocket along with my ID. I slip on a pair of flats before heading outside.

Mildred lives in Onarga, near the center of the city. It’s different in the past. It seems like there are a lot more people out walking. Streetcars run through many streets, but I don’t know how to use them. All the women wear dresses. The men have pants and pressed shirts. I keep my head low, using my peripheral vison to take in everything around me.

I walk for hours. A few men whistle at me and say things, but most people leave me alone. There are no big-box stores. No smartphones. No internet. It’s a different world, but people seem to get along just fine. I spend a couple of my pennies on a newspaper, reading about the upcoming election between Hoover and Roosevelt. Everyone on the streets talks about it, and everyone seems to hate Hoover. They blame him for the depression, which I realize I’m living.

No wonder I lost my job at the market.

The only place I recognize is the University, which is much smaller than it will become in the future. Many streets are different. Dirt covers most roads. I walk through the university, wondering why I have traveled back in time. What if I never return? What if I’m stuck and can’t find a job?

I find the quad of Mitten State University, which is mostly the same in 1932. I walk from there to where Sapphire American Bistro is. Its name is different. A sign hangs in the window that says ‘Honey Diamonds’. Margaret told me that during the interview, but it’s surreal seeing it in person. There’s a larger sign telling customers they only serve breakfast, which doesn’t make sense if they are also a speakeasy.

I walk inside. Nobody turns to pay me any attention until a young woman approaches. There’s something familiar about her, but I can’t say what.

“Morning,” she says. “Are you eating breakfast?”

“I was hoping for an application.”

The woman frowns. Jobs must be harder to come by than I realize. She looks me up and down before putting her finger up and running to a room in the back.

“I don’t know what Terry will say, but you can fill this out. We know times are tough, but the restaurant is fully staffed.”

I take the application, feeling void of hope. The application looks so different from the one I’d filled out for Margaret. Instead of filling out the paper, I fold it and stick it into my dress’s pocket. I need a job, but I need to figure out what is happening with my life more.

I walk from the bistro to a park. The trees are a symphony of colors, and I lose myself staring at the leaves. The weather is perfect for sitting outside. I hum, trying to forget I am sitting nearly one-hundred years in the past with no idea how to return nor any idea of why I’m here.

A few leaves fall from a gentle breeze, fluttering through the air to my feet. I pull my knees to my chest and twist the leaves by their stems with my fingers, inspecting each one as it falls. The first is red. The second orange. Another is yellow with hints of brown. I hum more loudly, hoping it’ll transport me back to the future, but nothing happens.

My voice isn’t bad. It differs from the one I had when I was a man. I start singing a song before realizing it’s from the future. How am I supposed to sing when everything I know hasn’t yet been created?

I wish I had my phone to look up what songs are popular in the thirties, but it’s pointless. Even if I had my phone, the internet doesn’t exist here.

I search my mind and remember the melody of a popular French song. I learned it my freshman year of university. It is one of the few things that has stuck in my mind. I used to hate singing it, but I find confidence as I part my lips.

The words leave my mouth, sounding like honey against my ears. For whatever reason, I have a delightful voice as Sapphire. Is she me? Am I her? Are we the same person, or am I only observing this moment in her life? How does she know the words to this song without me?

My mind hurts. Sapphire’s mind hurts. I keep singing as I rub my forehead; the words becoming fuller with each rendition.

Someone tosses a penny to my feet. My voice cracks. I stop singing to thank the man. He smiles at me and tips his hat, continuing down the dirt trail in the park. I gather a few fallen leaves to form a bowl, placing his penny where the leaves meet. The copper contrasts against the color of the leaves.

I sing in French. A lot of what I say is gibberish, but it doesn’t seem to matter if I use words from a foreign language. After a few minutes, I have a crowd around me. They’re staring. People give me pennies. It will take forever to make six dollars for my rent, but I prefer singing to waiting tables. The holidays are around the corner. I could switch to era-appropriate jingles if I bore of the French songs.

Even if I’m stuck in the past, I can make it work. I have to. I keep singing. People come and go, but one man catches my attention. His gaze lingers on me. I see his eyes taking in the shape of my womanly body, and I suddenly feel vulnerable. I keep singing, but slowly everyone disappears until only the man is remaining.

It's like he scared them away.

“I’ve been watching you,” he says.

Part of me is afraid. Another part of me is tantalized. This man has dark eyes. They’re serious. Commanding. If he tells me what to do, I might just listen. I don’t know why he makes me feel wild, but he does.

“What’s your name, Melody Girl?”

“Sapphire,” I say. My voice is a breath of air. Gasped syllables. I have never been attracted to another man, but I am now a woman. I feel the heat between my legs as this stranger stares at me. “Who are you?”

“My name is Terry. I’m surprised we’ve never met,” he says.

I look each way, wishing anyone else was in the park with us. I taste danger. “Why is that?”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in town.”

My cheeks turn to fire. My body could melt into the dirt path beneath my feet. “I bet you say that to every woman.” Terry has much more confidence than I ever did as a man.

His eyes soften. “I’ve said it to a few, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t true. You’re gorgeous.”

Terry isn’t bad looking himself, but I can’t let him know how attracted I feel. It would put me in a position of weakness. “You’re the only person who didn’t put money in my leaves.” I point to my makeshift bowl on the floor. Pennies fill it, but I’ll need to make a lot more before I can pay my rent.

Terry pulls out his wallet and opens it. He hands me two fives. Ten dollars must be worth a fortune if two pennies can buy me a newspaper. “I wanted to wait until everyone left before I gave you anything.”

I fold the bills and stuff them into my pocket. “Don’t expect me to sleep with you.”

Terry smirks. “Why would you say that?”

“A lot of men think they can buy whatever they want.”

“I was hoping I could buy your time for my club. Consider that a signing bonus.”

“What kind of club?”

Terry looks both ways before lowering his voice. “Don’t tell nobody, but Honey Diamonds becomes a bar after hours.”

“Isn’t alcohol illegal?”

“Don’t tell me you’re a stiff,” Terry says. “Not like I don’t have the cops paid off anyway, but I don’t need you running to nobody.”

“No, that’s not what I was saying. How much are you paying?”

“I’ll give you eighty a month, and you can eat for free. Drink if you want, too, but only after you sing. I don’t want you sloppy on stage.”

“When can I start?”

“Friday night. Come early. I’ll meet you at the backdoor around five p.m., and we can run through what songs you’ll sing.”

I nod, nervous but excited about my new job. Terry steps forward. He places one hand on my side, making my body an inferno. He stares into my eyes. I think he’s going to kiss me, but he doesn’t.

“I’ll see you Friday, Melody Girl. Keep your voice crisp until then.”

I nod. I don’t know what to say, but I have ten dollars and some change in my pocket. A job awaits me. How can I complain? Before I leave the forest, a feeling similar to the one I had after my interview at Sapphire American Bistro overtakes me.

I drop to my knees. My hands catch me. I tumble onto my back. The world fades.


CHAPTER FOUR

“His eyes are opening,” Jackie yelled.

Louis grabbed the glass of water he’d made from the counter and rushed over to Michael. Louis helped lift Michael. Jackie kneeled by them. She took the glass from Louis, so he didn’t drop it.

Michael blinked. The last thing he remembered was standing in a park and watching Terry walk away from him. He remembered being a girl. Sapphire.

“Are you okay?” Louis asked.

“How long was I out?”

“Only a minute,” Jackie said. “Here, drink this.”

Michael nodded and took the glass of water, but he didn’t understand how he’d been gone for only a minute. He’d spent an entire day in the past. Walking around. Applying for a job. Meeting Mildred and Terry and many others who helped him through the day.

Was it all a dream? Michael didn’t know what to think, but his experience felt realer than any dream he’d ever had.

“What happened? You came in here and just passed out,” Louis said.

“I don’t know how to explain it. I went to Sapphire American Bistro to apply for a job and started feeling ill on my drive home. When I came here, I collapsed and woke up in the past.”

Jackie and Louis shared a look. Michael knew they thought he was crazy, but what his experience was real. It had to be. “Maybe you were just having a dream,” Jackie offered.

“Maybe.” Michael didn’t want to argue. He hoped whatever happened wouldn’t happen again. He needed to go home. Michael drank the water he was holding before passing the glass back to Jackie. She put it on a table next to her. “Will you guys help me up?”

Jackie and Louis grabbed Michael’s hands. Pennies fell from his pocket when he rose to his feet. Michael’s heart raced as he bent down to look at the dates. Most were from the twenties and the surrounding years. Michael ignored Jackie and Louis as he dug into his pocket. More pennies spilled to the floor, but what frightened him most were the two five-dollar bills.

“Let me see that.” Louis snatched the money from Michael, but it turned to dust in his hands. The pennies did the same. Everyone looked at each other with stricken expressions. “What the heck is happening?”

“I wish I knew,” Michael said.

“What else happened in the past?” Jackie asked.

Michael opened his mouth to speak, but a sharp pain surged through his body. He collapsed to his knees, falling onto his back. His vision became fuzzy. He hadn’t been back to the present for more than a few minutes, but he was already being pulled back to the past. To Sapphire. He didn’t know how they were connected, but their bond was strong.

“Are you leaving us again?” Jackie asked. Her blonde hair fell in her face. Her big blue eyes focused on Michael. They were the last thing he remembered as he nodded and closed his eyes, letting Sapphire pull him into the past.

***

I understand more when I travel to the past this time. Sapphire is her own being, and I’m sharing her mind. I feel there is a duty I need to fulfill through her. With her. She has brought me here to help her, even though I’m not sure she knows it.

I’m sitting on the same bed as last time in Mildred’s house, fully clothed. Does Sapphire sleep in a dress? Does she nap in one? I realize how little I know about Sapphire’s habits, but I know she can sing. I know where she lives. Her handwriting no longer looks foreign. It’s neat whereas mine was sloppy.

I reach for the radio on the vanity. When I turn it on, the announcer speaks about how Roosevelt won the election in a landslide. He says it is a date in mid-November, and I wonder what Sapphire has done since I’ve been away. Maybe Mildred can fill me in on some details.

“Good morning, Sapphire.” Mildred seems much happier to see me than the last time. I must have paid my rent. “Did you sleep well, dear? You keep waking up later and later. What time did you get in last night? Midnight?”

I glance over my shoulder, unsure of when Sapphire returned home. She might have late shifts. “Morning, Mildred. I slept well.”

Mildred folds her lips and nods, returning her attention to the paper. I know she’s judging me, Sapphire, a little. When I look in the cabinets, there are many items with my name scribbled on the side. I can’t believe how far Sapphire has come since I left.

“Have I thanked you for giving me the idea to sing?”

“Many times,” Mildred says. “I’ve heard around town you’ve been singing on the streets.”

“Have you?”

Mildred nods. “I’m glad more people know how your lovely voice sounds. It seems to pay well. Much better than you were making selling fruit at the market.”

I smile at Mildred and turn back to the cabinets. My stomach is rumbling. I find oatmeal with my name on it, and there is milk in the fridge with my initials on the glass.

“Leave out any jars you want filled. I’m having more milk delivered today.”

“How much is it again?”

“Twenty cents a jar.” Mildred looks at me with questioning eyes.

“I’ll take one.” I start my oatmeal on the stove before running back to my bedroom. There’s change in the top drawer of my dresser. A lot more than the last time I looked. I grab two dimes and head back to the kitchen. My oatmeal is bubbling. Mildred watches me with narrowed eyes. I leave my empty milk jug and twenty cents on the counter, sitting next to Mildred at the table with my bowl of oatmeal.

“How come you’ve been coming home so late recently?”

I assume I have a job at the club, Honey Diamonds, but I probably shouldn’t tell Mildred that if the place is a secret. They serve breakfast during the day, and I assume most don’t know about the business they operate at night. “I’ve been working, ma’am.”

“Are you working the streets, dear? I don’t want riffraff coming into my home.”

“I promise not to bring anyone here without your permission.” Mildred sounds like my mother. Why is Sapphire living with her? How much does a single apartment cost? “We’ve been having late nights at my new job.”

Mildred frowns. “People not worthy of association roam the streets at night. Is that who you want to become?”

“I paid my rent, didn’t I?”

“Hopefully not from whoring out your youthful body,” she says. “I don’t understand how you went from broke to paying rent in full within a week. Collecting pennies doesn’t buy all that food you have, either.”

There’s a tension in Mildred’s voice that makes me uncomfortable. I don’t know how to explain what I do to her, so I fall silent. She needs to simmer down. Mildred stares at me for several beats before returning her attention to the paper she’d folded to interrogate me.

I finish my oatmeal and wash the bowl in the sink before disappearing to my bedroom. Does Mildred ever leave the kitchen table? It seems her life is there. I wish I had access to Sapphire’s memories, but I only know where she is now. Where she was when we last shared consciousness.

I open the closet, and there are dresses that weren’t there the last time. They are elegant. Glamourous. Most are floor length and offer an ample amount of cleavage. I grab the red one, staring at it with admiration. I want it on my body, but it seems too sexy to wear in front of Mildred. There’s a bag on the floor. My gut tells me it’s for the dresses.

I ball up the red dress and toss it into the bag. There are matching heels on the floor of my closet. I grab them, too. My closet is tiny and stuffed to the max with dresses and shoes. How I ever paid for them all is beyond me, but I have a feeling it has to do with the man who gave me the ten dollars.

Terry.

He is the owner of Honey Diamonds, and it’s clear he has money. Did he give me these dresses? There is only one way to find out. I gather my things and head out the door.

The town surprises me again with its old-world charm, except it’s my present day. I’m living in the past, and I feel it all around me. The clothes people wear. The streetcars flying through the streets. Old-school cars. Nobody looks at me twice, except for a couple of horny men. I ignore them and continue to Honey Diamonds. It’s about a twenty-minute walk from Mildred’s, which seems far in the compact Onarga of the past.

They are serving breakfast when I arrive. I look around, searching for Terry, but I don’t find him anywhere. The woman who gave me an application last time I was here runs outside. Her eyes are different this time, like she knows me.

Something about her feels familiar, but I still can’t figure out what.

“Sapphire. What are you doing here? It’s so early.”

“I was wondering where Terry is.”

She laughs. It’s a laugh I’ve heard, as though it were coming from a movie that I’ve seen a million times. “You know he doesn’t come here until later.”

I blush. “I’m so forgetful today. Who knows what’s wrong with me?”

“Don’t worry. I can let you upstairs if you want to practice your set for tonight, but you’ll have to be quiet.”

I nod and follow the woman inside. Someone shouts her name, and she puts up her finger for me to wait. Her name is Victoria. I instantly know why I recognize her. She is my great-grandmother. She died when I was six, but I remember sitting on her lap. I remember her humming songs to me. I can’t believe how much different she looks from the memories I have of her.

Victoria comes back to me after helping a fellow waitress. It’s clear she runs the show at Honey Diamonds, and judging by her youthful face, she must be in her twenties.

“How long have you been working here?” I ask her casually as we head through a backdoor and up a flight of stairs.

“A few years. I’m here from morning to night, which is why Terry trusts me. If I could have sung my way to his heart, I’d have done that. Seems a lot easier.” Victoria turns to look at me. We stop walking up the stairs, and I want to fall back down them. The daggers in her eyes are unrelenting. It’s clear she isn’t fond of my skill.

I say nothing and follow Victoria to a lounge, which is clearly soundproof judging by the thickness of the walls. It has velvet wallpaper and several chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. There are two huge bars, and a stage. I’ve never been in the room, but it’s like I’ve seen that stage a million times in my life.

The stage calls me, and I go to it. There’s a microphone. It’s boxy and made of metal. “The microphone won’t be turned on until later. We don’t want any unsuspecting diners learning about the club up here.”

“How do people get in?”

“Who are you today, Sapphire?” Victoria asks with a light laugh. I want to tell her I’m a man from the future in a woman’s body, but she would never believe me. “We have a secret password. It changes every week. Not that we’ll be boozeless for long. People are tired of this nonsense.”

“It’s like I hit my head or something.” I touch my forehead.

“Don’t make me call the doctor.” I smile at her words. Victoria looks around the room like she forgot there’s a room full of customers downstairs. She races back down the stairs, leaving me alone in the quiet lounge. It’s crazy thinking of my great-grandmother running a restaurant in her early twenties, but she’s doing it. I tap the microphone, wondering how many times I’ve already stood on this stage to sing. It feels like the most natural thing I’ve ever done.

I glance around, walking off the to a room out of view from the audience. I find a binder with a bunch of different songs. They seem unfamiliar, but it’s like I know them once I read the words. I walk back to the stage with the binder, holding it open in front of me. Words leave my lips. I lose myself practicing until a familiar sound stops me cold.

“Don’t tire those vocal cords too much, Melody Girl.”

My heart races as I watch Terry approach the stage. He looks sexier than ever in a slick gray suit. We’re alone, and there are booths everywhere. There’s the stage. We could disappear to the rooms in the back. I don’t care where, but I have a strong desire for Terry to do to me as he wishes.

“Terry, what are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same question. You’re early. You know I don’t pay you to practice, right?”

I don’t need Terry to pay me a dime if he keeps looking at me like that. When I’m Michael, men do nothing for me, but it’s different as Sapphire. I need Terry more than the air I breathe. More than any paycheck he can provide. I suddenly don’t care if I have to sleep on the streets if it means Terry putting lips against mine.

“Do you want me to sing you a song?”

Terry licks his lips, looking at me with his predatory eyes. He grabs a chair and places it several feet in front of the stage, directly in front of my line of vision. I’m still wearing my day dress and wish I were wearing the sexy red one instead. “Sing me something good, baby.”

I don’t know if Terry and I have already done something, but the energy running between us is electric. There’s no denying our mutual attraction. I open my binder to a romantic song, suddenly afraid to sing acappella with Terry sitting in front of me. Staring at me.

I take a deep breath and part my lips, focusing on the melody. Terry places his hand on his lap. My eyes drop to his movement as he runs his thumb along the lump in his pants. I lick my lips between words, focusing on the song, even though Terry is distracting me to no end.

Terry claps when I finish. The bulge in his pants looks even bigger when he stands and climbs onto the stage. When he hugs me, I feel his member press against my thigh. I smell his aftershave on my nose. A wave of desire washes over me, and I need Terry. I want to drop my dress to the floor and throw my legs into the air for him. I want him to take me. Claim me.

He doesn’t. Terry steps away from me, taking deep breaths. “What are you doing?” I ask.

“Aren’t you too much of a lady to do something like that here?”

I want to tell Terry that I am. I want to tell him that a lady like me would never be so nasty, but he’s making me feel unhinged. Terry looks at me with heavy eyes. I wonder if Sapphire has been better at controlling herself. I wonder if I’m ruining her life by being a little hussy.

Terry leaves me there, even though I know he still has an erection. It makes me frown when he walks out the door, but what can I do? He doesn’t want me.

I sit on the edge of the stage for over an hour, kicking my feet and wondering why I’m in the past. Why am I coming back to possess Sapphire’s body when I’m just making her life worse?

The night rolls around, and I see the club in action for the first time. I’m in the back, changing into my red dress, when someone knocks on my door. “Come in,” I say.

It’s Victoria. She has a folder in her hand. “How are you doing? Ready to sing?”

“Are you working tonight?”

“I work all day, every day. It’s how I pay for the apartment I never see.”

“Terry better pay you buckets of money,” I say. “Can you help me with the dress?”

Victoria nods. She zips the back of the dress and looks at me through the mirror. “You’ll need more foundation than that. We’ll have bright lights on you. Let me help,” she says. Victoria turns my chair and stands in front of me, powdering my face for with foundation. She runs a red lipstick across my lips. I’d pinned my hair before Victoria knocked, but now I look like I should be on a stage.

“Thanks,” I say. “Is Terry out there?”

“He’s manning the bar. Terry has worked every evening ever since our last bartender stole money and threatened to report Honey Diamonds to the police after Terry fired him.”

“Can I get in trouble if the police come?”

Victoria shrugs as she plays with my hair, making sure every strand looks perfect. “Terry has most of them paid off, but we’ve been having problems with Detective Daniel Davis.”

“What has he been doing?”

“He has shown up several times with the wrong password, but now we know he is a cop. Nobody is going to let him inside.”

Nerves spike within me. I don’t want to get arrested in the past. Would it stop me from traveling back to the future if they arrest me? Living in a world with illegal alcohol is crazy. The club is full of people, desperate to have a drink after work. Will we all go to jail? What would happen to Onarga if everyone here ends up behind bars?

“What’s with you today, Sapphire?”

“I don’t know. Feeling a little nervous.”

“It’s the same as yesterday. Sing your songs. Keep the people happy. Collect your tips.”

It sounds easy, but my feet feel like stone. How can I ever lift them?

Terry walks into the room, and my feet suddenly feel lighter. Victoria gives us a dirty look before picking up her folder and heading to the door. “Five minutes, Sapphire.”

I nod, and Victoria disappears. Terry steps forward to cup his hand around my face. It feels warm and fits perfectly. “Are you ready to sing, Melody Girl? Everyone is here to see you.”

I blush. “They’re here to drink.”

“Maybe, but they love to hear you sing.”

“Victoria told me you were tending bar tonight.”

“I am, but I had to come wish you good luck. I’ve been thinking about our kiss.”

“What about it?”

Terry studies me. It must have been our first kiss by the way he is looking at me. Will Sapphire remember the kiss? I hope she does. It was the best kiss of my life. “I want more of them.”

“Are you asking me to go steady?”

“You should know I’m not one to keep a woman for long.”

“Do you think that will change with me?”

Terry steps closer, and I shift away from him. Is my red lipstick intoxicating him? “I will want more than a kiss if we’re going to be serious.”

“We’ll see how well behaved you are. I don’t know what came over me today, but I’ll be more careful in the future.”

Terry smirks and kisses me lightly on the forehead before leaving the room. Victoria appears in the doorway and rushes me to the stage. I nearly fall in the tall heels I’m wearing, but Victoria doesn’t let me. I make it to the stage. Everyone claps when they see me. I’m overcome with joy at the response.

A man sitting in front of a piano plays the melody of a French song I was practicing earlier in the day. I sing the words, feeling them throughout my body, as though they are carrying me through the heavens. People listen as I sing. They clap between songs. I’ve never felt more alive in my life. It’s eleven o’clock when the piano man stops playing. He comes up next to me, and we bow to the audience.

I glance around, and Terry has his eyes on me. He’s been watching me all night. He drives me wild, and I wonder how long I’ll have to act like I’m too good to sleep with him, when all I want to do is drop to my knees and wrap my lips around his throbbing manhood. I want to feel him stretch my pussy, but is that what Sapphire wants?

It must be if her body makes me feel as insatiable as I do.

People in the crowd finish their last drink and slowly disappear. A man I don’t recognize is rotating records for background music. He feels familiar, but I can’t pinpoint his name in my head.

I grab my tips from an upside-down hat on the stage and walk up to the bar, making Terry smile. I sit right in front of him. “Anything to drink, Melody Girl?”

“I love when you call me that.”

Terry says nothing, but his devilish smile makes my stomach flip. “You normally have a rye on the rocks.”

“Sounds perfect,” I say.

Terry pours my drink, passing it to me. “Are you riding home with me tonight?”

“You wouldn’t let me walk home all alone, would you?”

“I never do,” he says. Terry finishes up at the bar, and he drives me home after locking up. It’s well past midnight. We park a few houses down from Mildred’s. I don’t want her watching us from the window. “See you tomorrow?”

“I hope so,” I say. Terry and I stare at each other. He looks like he wants to kiss me, but it isn’t the time. “Thank you for driving me home.”

“I’ll wait here until you get inside.”

“Goodnight, Terry.” I open the door and step out of his car. I walk down the street, looking over my shoulder when I get to the door. Terry is still there. His lights are off. I see a shadow of him wave, and I wave back.

I expect to wake up in the future, but I don’t. The past greets me when my eyes open in the morning. I go through another day, increasingly worried I’ll be stuck in the past this time.

The second night ends the same as the first, with Terry and I daring each other to make the first move. The tension grows, but nothing else happens.

I seem to work every night but Sunday. It’s a grueling schedule, but I make more money than most people just by singing in Terry’s private club. Tensions grow with Mildred because of my late-night arrivals, but she’s crazy if she thinks I’ll give up my job. Terry always makes sure I get home safely.

Victoria and I become closer, and I learn more about Sapphire’s habits. It’s like she guides me. My gut tells me what to wear. Where to walk. I know where something is, even if I’ve never seen it before.

By the time a week passes, I worry I’ll never see the future again. Terry and I are growing closer. Sapphire’s body is my body. I enjoy my time in the past, but what’s happening to me in the future? Are Jackie and Louis still standing over my body, wondering what’s wrong with me? Are they thinking I took some drug and need to go to the hospital?

Many questions run through my mind as I live out days in the past, but I can’t let them stop me from living. I have to make money. I have bills. Mildred will toss me out on the street if I don’t pay her rent, but I have a feeling she might toss me out for thinking I’m a hussy.

If only she knew how closed my legs are. Terry has been trying to pry them apart all week, but I’m shut with a lock and key.

My walls weaken on my tenth day in the past. All the late nights coupled with gazing at Terry from across the lounge have made me an inferno of desire. He makes me wet when we’re alone. I’ve touched myself at night more times than I can count. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted and all that I shouldn’t have.

Without Terry, I will be back at the market begging for a job, and I already know where my last one was. I used to sell fruit in the mornings, making in a week what I make in a night now.

Terry visits me backstage before my performance. I’m wearing a white dress that hugs my hourglass figure. It has a long split down the front, revealing the valley between my breasts. Terry steps close to me. I feel his minty breath on my lips as he squeezes my sides.

“I can’t play this game of cat and mouse much longer, Sapphire.”

I gasp, but my feelings are no different. Tonight must be the night. I need him and can no longer resist. “Can we leave right after my set?”

“Will you stay at my house tonight?”

I nod, casting my eyes to the ground. Terry lifts my chin and stares into my eyes. He’s gorgeous, and I don’t know how I’ve resisted him this long. “I love the color of your eyes.”

“They’re the reason my mother named me Sapphire.”

“I can tell. Tonight after your set, we’re leaving.”

“I’ll be ready.”

Terry kisses me before leaving me to stew in the pool of yearning he left at my feet. I can’t get him off my mind when I take the stage. I take my time singing to the beat, but my body feels rushed, like the minutes can’t move fast enough.

The time finally passes. I collect my tips and get off the stage. Terry is finishing up at the bar. I walk toward him, but the feeling stops me. I’m getting pulled back to the future. At the worst possible time. I’ve been dying for Terry all week, and now I will miss him.

I fall to the floor. People run toward me as my vision blurs. I hear Terry ask me if I’m okay, but I’m gone before I can reply. Hopefully Sapphire is as ready to take him as I was because I’m returning to my old body, and it feels sadder than when I failed all of my classes.


CHAPTER FIVE

“He’s waking up,” Jackie said.

Michael’s eyes fluttered open. He sat upright and coughed. He’d been gone for over a week, but it looked like he’d only been out of it for a few minutes.

Louis helped Michael to his feet. “What happened to you? Did you take something?”

“No,” Michael said. “I was driving home from my interview at Sapphire American Bistro and felt sick. Then I traveled back in time.” Michael reached into his pockets, but he had nothing this time. “You guys saw what happened to the money.”

“Yeah, but—”

“But nothing, Louis. It happened to me. I don’t know why, but it did. I became a woman.”

“A woman?” Jackie asked. She looked offended. She was trans, and the thought of someone becoming a woman without the pain she had experienced rattled her. “How did you become a woman?”

Michael paced the living room, thinking about everything that’d happened to him in the past. From meeting his great-grandmother, Victoria, to falling in love with a man. It felt like a cloudy dream in Louis’s living room, but Michael knew it was real. It had to be.

“Look up the story about Honey Diamonds. I went back in time to Onarga. It’s so different back then.”

“What was your name?”

“Sapphire,” Michael said. He felt her in his heart. He always would, even if nobody ever believed him. It would be easier to process if Jackie and Louis weren’t looking at him like an alien, but he could prove them wrong. All he needed was a cell phone.

“You were the Sapphire from the flyer? The one who saved the bistro?” Jackie asked.

“I was working there. Singing. It’s still a speakeasy.”

“What year are you living in when you go to the past?” Louis asked. Doubt mixed with curiosity in his voice.

“1932,” Michael said. “Are you going to help me prove it or not?”

Jackie stood and raced to where she’d left her cell phone on the kitchen counter, but it was too late by the time she got back. Michael could feel his body being pulled into the past. He didn’t resist. He couldn’t wait to get back to Terry and sing in front of all those people. His fans. Sapphire’s fans.

***

I am sitting on my bed. Tears run down my face. I hold my hands in front of me, not understanding why I’m crying. Is it Terry? Did he do something to me?

It takes a moment, but there’s a bareness to my room that wasn’t there before. I open my closet. It’s empty. Where is everything I own?

Banging sounds in the kitchen inform me someone else is in the house. I hope it is Mildred as I open my door to step into the hallway. I walk to the kitchen, and I notice the corner of a suitcase by the front door.

“Perfect, you’re awake. I’m about finished cleaning all your food out of the cabinets.”

I don’t understand, but this must have been the reason for my tears. “What are you doing, Mildred? That’s my food.”

“You’ll have to find somewhere else to store your food. I saw you kissing some man last night when you got dropped off, and I told you I don’t have time for a hussy living in my house bringing riffraff over here.”

“He’s my boss, Mildred. He was only making sure I got home safely,” I say.

Mildred scuffs. “You think I don’t know about that thug Terry Auster? People talk, Sapphire, and they aren’t saying good things about you.”

“You should know me better than that, Mildred. You should know my character.”

“When I met you, you were the fruit girl at the market. You’ve become something else. Those dresses. Your makeup. Everything. How am I ever supposed to feel safe when you’re coming and going all hours of the night?”

“I’m only coming… home.”

Mildred drops a bag of my oatmeal into the box. She turns her attention away from me and continues emptying her cabinets of my possessions. I have no idea where I’ll live, but it’s clear I can’t live here. What about my rent? What day is it? I find the calendar Mildred has hanging on the living-room wall. It’s mid-December. A week before Christmas. How can Mildred be so heartless?

“Can’t this wait until after the holidays?” I ask Mildred upon returning to the kitchen.

“You know my son Larry is coming home for Christmas, and I don’t want a harlot like you staying here when he comes. My son is married. He’s a man of God.”

I place a hand on my chest. “How dare you call me a harlot and a hussy, Mildred. I work hard for what I earn and don’t deserve to be talked to like this.”

“Then I suggest you find somewhere else to live. You have until my son arrives, or I’ll put you on the street myself.”

I groan and grab my things. I can’t sit in the same room as Mildred, or I might throw her against a wall. It’s not in my character to hit an old woman, no matter how much of a bitch she’s being. I stomp along the dirt roads, half wishing I could just stay in the past and live out my life.

When I make it to Honey Diamonds, there’s an escalating dispute in the alley. I crane my neck and notice Victoria backed up against a wall with a towering man in front of her. He has rabid eyes. She looks like stone. Nobody else is around or paying them any attention, but the man is yapping at Victoria like a wild dog.

I can’t take him alone, but I hope Victoria will help me if I help her. “Hey,” I yell. “What’s going on back here?”

My interruption makes the man take a step back, but his eyes don’t lose any intensity. Victoria puts her hand on the man’s shoulder and says something. He swings his arm around. Victoria ducks before it hits her in the face. She does a sweep kick, and the man falls to the ground.

Victoria spits on him. She turns to me, grabs my hand, and we run. I look over my shoulder, feeling like I recognize the man. Isn’t he a bartender at the club?

“Does he work with us?” I ask Victoria when we stop running a couple blocks from Honey Diamonds.

“Yeah, that’s Thomas.”

That’s my great-grandfather’s name. He shares some of my features. “Are you dating him?”

“I was accusing him of sleeping with that whore, Everette. She comes upstairs every night and flirts with Thomas, trying to get him to give her free drinks.”

“Does he give her anything?”

“I saw him give her a drink last night, and then I swear he was gone from the bar for ten minutes while Everette was nowhere to be found.”

I place my hand on Victoria’s back as tears fall from her eyes. The evidence is damning against Thomas. I’ve seen Everette around the club, and it’s clear how she makes her money. All the men know her. They love her. “What does Thomas say?”

“He said Everette was servicing another man in the bathroom when he went. He told me he loves me and doesn’t want anyone else.”

“How long have you two been together?”

“I don’t know. Six months. We’ve been trying to keep it from the boss. He doesn’t like employees dating, but it’s driving me crazy watching Everette lean over the bar. I swear I’ve seen her bend over to give Thomas a view of what lies beneath her petticoat.”

I stifle laughter and force myself to frown. Relationship problems have changed little. From social media to the speakeasy, there’s always someone stirring trouble. “Don’t you believe him?”

“I don’t know,” Victoria says. She looks around, as though she’s searching for Thomas. Is she expecting him to run after her? “Why did you come to Honey Diamonds so early? Surprised you aren’t hanging off Terry’s arm.”

“Mildred kicked me out of her house.” I picture my luggage by the door. Mildred on her stool cleaning out everything I own from her house. “She called me a harlot and a hussy. She accused me of wanting to sleep with her son who’s coming to visit. I don’t even know him.”

“To the lake with her,” Victoria says, pointing toward Lake Huron. We laugh. As much as I’d love to toss Mildred in the lake, I know I won’t. Victoria sighs. “I have to get back to work.”

“Will I see you tonight?”

“Yes. Hopefully Everette doesn’t show her face tonight. I don’t know what I’ll do if I see her. If anyone is a harlot, it’s her.”

“Agreed,” I say. Victoria looks at me with hard eyes before turning on her heel. She takes a few steps before looking over her shoulder at me. “If you really need somewhere to live, you could stay with Shirley and me for a while.”

“The waitress at Honey Diamonds?”

“Is that a problem?” Victoria asks. She’s on edge, so I don’t take her tone personally.

“No, not at all. Just confirming.”

“Give me a couple days to make room, and I’ll let you know.”

“I don’t know how to thank you, Victoria.”

“You saving me from killing Thomas was enough. See you tonight,” Victoria says and walks toward Honey Diamonds.

I wander around the city for a few hours, avoiding Mildred’s house at all costs. It’s fine that she’s kicking me out because I don’t even want to live there.

The evening comes, and I head back to Honey Diamonds. Terry is waiting upstairs in the dressing room when I arrive. I fall into his arms, feeling a blanket of security hug me. He brushes the small of my back before moving his hand slowly down to my ass. He squeezes it and kisses my neck. His touch makes me come undone. I feel like a dam is breaking between my thighs.

Terry pushes me onto the vanity table, spreading my thighs as he steps between them. He reaches between my legs and presses his hands against my damp panties. I bite my lip and moan. Terry fingers around, pressing against my clit when he finds it. His breath is hot on my neck, and my fluttering eyelids blur my vision.

“I’ve missed you, Melody Girl. What are you going to sing me tonight?”

I struggle to form words, so I say nothing. Terry’s fingers on my womanhood are everything. He knows my body better than I know it myself. I give myself to him, spreading my legs further. Terry groans. He steps away, leaving me feeling hot and bothered. I glance down at his pants, and there’s a tent beneath them. Why won’t he fuck me? I don’t want to beg, but I’m not sure I can do anything without having his dick in me first.

“Where are you going?” My voice is a pant. I need a bucket of ice water to calm my blistering desire.

“Use that energy during your set. If you sing well enough, I’ll give you what you want tonight.”

I touch my chest. My nipples are rock hard. My pussy throbs each time I brush it with my fingertips. Terry watches me like he wants to pounce, but he does nothing. I gasp when he leaves the room, leaving me alone and desperate for his touch.

There are dresses in the dressing room, but they don’t compare to the ones Terry bought me. I feel bad for not grabbing one before storming out of Mildred’s house, but I had to get out of there. I would have done someone terrible if I hadn’t. Hurting Mildred isn’t worth losing the amazing life I have with Terry, and I could never live with myself if I did something to her. It’s best if we go our separate ways.

I take the stage. Terry is the only person I see as I sing. He’s my most important fan. I can’t get over how filled my heart feels with love. It’s Sapphire’s love, but it’s also mine. We’ve fallen deeply in love with Terry since the last time I was here, and I can’t wait to see where it takes us.


CHAPTER SIX

The bar is empty. I’m not going home tonight. Terry is taking me to his house. I’m waiting for him to count the till, and then we will leave.

“You did incredible tonight, Melody Girl.”

“Only because I was singing for you.” I sip my rye cocktail and stare at Terry over the rim of my glass. His dark eyes drive me wild. They look so dangerous, but I know how soft Terry is when we’re alone. I know he would do anything to protect me.

“I never want you to sing for another man,” he says.

“I never will.”

Terry finishes with the money and tells me to wait while he goes to his office. I drink my rye cocktail, wondering how long I’ll stay in the past this time. I hope I don’t get pulled back before I can experience what it’s like to have Terry inside of me. If I’m a harlot, I’m Terry’s harlot. I’ll be his whore and his girlfriend. I’ll do whatever he asks of me behind closed doors.

“You ready?”

“Yes,” I say. Terry takes my cocktail and dumps it down the drain. He turns the glass upside down in the sink before wrapping an arm around my shoulder. We walk outside together. It’s mid-December and freezing, but I have a coat. I have Terry’s warmth. He helps me into his car. He drives us back to his house.

It's a small house with a large plot of land on the outskirts of Onarga. There’s an American flag hanging by the front door. He turns off his car and runs around to my side to help me out. I’m still wearing heels and the dress from the club, which makes it a little hard to walk across the snow-covered dirt.

Terry supports me as I stumble through the snow. We laugh when I kick off my shoes the second that we walk through the door, except I didn’t realize how cold the hardwoods would feel against my feet. I hop around in place as Terry builds us a fire. He gets it started in no time. The fire heats the house with ease.

“Do you want to change into something more comfortable?” Terry asks as he steps closer to me. His house has one bedroom, a small living room, and a rustic kitchen. It’s looks like he built the house himself, which wouldn’t surprise me. His thin body is muscular. His strength catches me by surprise every time he touches me.

“I could change,” I say.

“You left a few things in my bedroom. I washed them and put them in my dresser. Top drawer.”

“You’re incredible. When do you have time to wash clothes?”

“I make time,” he says. His hands are on my sides. He runs them north before pushing the coat from my body. It’s much warmer in the house, but I feel even better when Terry pulls me close. He hugs me, nuzzling his nose into my hair. I let him hold me, feeling his manhood grow against my leg.

“Take me,” I say.

Terry lifts me into his arms. The house is warm with the fire he built, but I’m about to be a lot hotter once he slides inside of me. My womanhood is aching for Terry.

He kicks open his bedroom door, stepping inside. He lowers me to the bed. I’m still wearing my cocktail dress. “Help me take this off,” I say and get to my knees on the bed.

Terry unzips my dress, slowly pushing the fabric down my arms and body. I gasp when it moves over my breasts, leaving my hard nipples exposed to the frigid air. Terry stops when the dress is around my waist. He reaches out to cup his hands around my breasts. His touch is gentle. Intimate. I throw my head back as Terry moves his hands down my body.

I suddenly wonder if Terry will have a condom as he moves my dress over my flower and ass. Part of me wants to be safe, but the other part doesn’t care what happens as long as I can have Terry right now. My body betrays me. It controls me.

I bite my lip as Terry pushes me forward to my hands and knees, making me lift my legs to remove the dress. I’m naked besides a pair of skimpy panties. He took my heels and tights off with the dress. He’s an expert, and I’m a toy in his hands. Sapphire might have had him before, but I never have, and I’m sweating with nerves.

“What’s wrong?” he asks.

I hope time travel doesn’t betray me. “Do you have a condom?”

Terry laughs. He moves from the bed to his dresser. He opens the bottom drawer and pulls out a metal tin. It has condoms inside, and they don’t look much different from modern ones. A square package with a circular imprint. “They’re dirt cheap nowadays. Thank goodness because everything else costs an arm and a leg.”

He isn’t kidding. Things in the thirties cost coins to buy, but it takes a long time to make those coins.

“Do you want me to help you put it on?”

Terry grins. “You’re so naughty, Sapphire. How did I get lucky enough to have you?”

“I feel like the lucky one,” I say.

Terry unbuttons his pants and pushes them to the floor. He removes his boxers with them, leaving nothing but his shirt and hard dick.

“Take off your shirt.”

Terry stares at me with his dark eyes as he slowly unbuttons his shirt. He pushes it over his shoulders. He has several scars from his days as a soldier in The Great War. I don’t mention the war that’s on the horizon. It’s too depressing.

Terry steps closer to me, naked. I run my fingers along a pair of scars on his shoulder. There’s another on his forearm. I lift his arm to kiss it. Terry rubs his fingers along my feminine body. My hairs stand at attention, and I’m ready for him.

I moan as Terry guides me to my back. He kisses my shoulder. His lips touch my breasts. He sucks on my nipple, touching my body like he can’t get enough of me. I’ve never felt more wanted. I’ve never felt more desired.

“Are you going to help me?” Terry asks. He holds the condom in the air.

I nod and sit up. He’s standing at the edge of the bed. My legs are dangling off the side. His dick is inches from my cunny, and I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. I open the condom and roll it over Terry’s dick.

He pushes me to my back and closes the distance between us. I’m dripping wet for him, but I’m still nervous. My nerves have little time to stew before Terry is pushing into me, opening my pussy lips for his dick.

I’ve never felt anything better in my life. He fills me in the best way.

“Oh, Terry.” I purr as Terry thrusts in and out of me. He has his arms wrapped under my shoulders. He’s using every inch my cave offers. I can’t do anything but moan and squeak. Each thrust takes me closer to the edge. His passion. His touch. The kisses he plants on my skin.

I feel nothing but love as Terry fucks me. I don’t know how I’m ever supposed to go back to the future when I have this in the past.

“I love you,” Terry says into my ear as he fucks me. I know people say crazy things during sex, but I believe his words.

“I love you, too. You feel so good inside of me.”

“I won’t last long,” he says. He lifts himself to a standing position. He raises my legs into the air, hitting my spot with each of his thrusts. His face contorts, and I know he won’t last.

“Fill me with your milk,” I say. I reach out and scrape my fingertips against Terry’s hard midsection. He stares at me as he fucks me. I touch my clit, and I’m ready to cum with him seconds later. We’re pushing each other to a climax.

Terry bites his lip. His movements slow, and I know he’s about to explode. I’m there with him, ready to cum. Terry grunts, pushing deep inside of me. I’m rubbing my clit with fury, and it takes me no time to cum with him.

We reach our climax together, and I’ve never felt anything more beautiful.

Terry moans as he pulls his dick out of my womanhood, leaving me feeling empty yet satisfied. I sigh. I press my legs together and roll over. Terry smacks my ass, telling me how gorgeous he thinks I am.

He falls on the bed next to me. We’re naked, except he still has on his damn socks. I take them off. He cracks his toes. His dick is softening, but I can’t stop myself from touching it. Terry doesn’t mind. He wraps himself around my body.

“I meant what I said, Sapphire. I love you.”

“Me too, Terry. I love you.”

He pulls the cover over us, and we drift off to sleep. I wake up for a second later in the night when Terry goes to tend to the fire that keeps us warm. I love when he wraps his arms back around me, and I instantly fall asleep.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Terry and I stay at his house all day the next day, avoiding the world. I don’t care about Mildred or Honey Diamonds or my life as a man in the future. Nothing matters except Terry when we’re together. I feel foolish sometimes for loving a man as much as I love Terry, but he completes me.

The thought of losing him cripples me.

The evening arrives much too quickly. We leave for Honey Diamonds. It’s my job to sing every night of the week.

Terry and I talk as he drives us across town, but an unwelcome surprise greets us. It’s Detective Daniel Davis. He’s been pestering Terry for ages, trying to catch him red-handed. He’s even tried to enter the club with old passwords, but everyone knows who he is now. Everyone hates him. Terry turns off the engine and tells me to wait in the car.

I hear everything they say. It’s freezing outside. I wrap my coat tight across my body to keep warm.

“What are you doing here, Detective?”

“I’m closing in on you, Terry. It’s just a matter of time.”

Terry shrugs. I don’t know if his red face is from Detective Davis or the cold air. “I don’t know what you think you know, but it’s probably not true.”

“My sources are reliable, Mr. Auster. You’re going to be spending many years behind bars for running your bootleg operation.”

My heart races at the thought of my Terry behind bars. I can’t bear to live without him. We must stop while we’re ahead. I don’t care if we’re poor, as long as we’re free.

“Have you seen my house, Detective? You think I would live in that shack if I had this massive operation you’re referencing?”

“You’ve been warned, Mr. Auster. The poor-boy act isn’t fooling me. I know you’ve paid off some of my colleagues, but I won’t be bought.”

“No, you won’t. Are we done here?”

Detective Davis narrows his eyes at Terry, and my stomach drops. I feel like I want to vomit. How can Terry act so calmly when affronted with such danger? I don’t understand him. Why not stop while he’s ahead? Doesn’t the breakfast joint make plenty without running a risky side business?

Terry comes to the car. His eyes are hard. Soulless. He barely looks at me as he puts out his hand. I take it and step out of the car. We rush upstairs. It’s much warmer inside, so I take off my coat. Terry paces around the empty lounge.

I don’t want to upset him, but I can’t keep my mouth shut. “We can stop serving alcohol.”

Terry scowls, making me fall silent. I hate how he’s looking at me. I hate how Detective Davis won’t leave us alone.

“We’re not closing because of some low-rate detective. I’ve worked hard for what I have. Making alcohol illegal was idiotic. I shouldn’t have to close when so many people demand a good. I don’t want to hear another word about this, Sapphire. Do you understand?”

I can walk out the door. I have money saved. What’s stopping me from hopping on a bus and fleeing to another city?

My heart.

I bow my head, knowing I’ll stand by my man. “Yes, Terry. I understand.”

“Good. I expect you to keep singing, too. We’re nothing without our Melody Girl.”

His comment makes me grin. He steps close to me and lifts my bent chin.

“I need you by my side, Sapphire.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Terry kisses me on my cheek and helps me to my feet. There’s a pressed dress waiting for me in the dressing room. I clasp a hand over my mouth. “What’s this, Terry?”

“I had Shirley get it for you. Can you wear it tonight?”

“Yes. I’ll be ready in an hour.”

“Take your time.”

Terry disappears and leaves me alone with a gorgeous silver dress. It’s short in the front and long in the back, and it offers plenty of cleavage. I work on my makeup before changing into the dress. People come to visit me in the dressing room. Honey Diamonds feels like home.

The night passes. I sing my heart out, focusing most of my attention on Terry, but I don’t forget about my fans. I run my hand along my dress. They cheer when I hit high notes and clap far too much, but I don’t complain. I love the attention.

I spend the night with Terry again, and we go to Mildred’s together the following morning.

She looks shocked when she opens the door to Terry and me. “What are you doing here, Sapphire? I won’t be intimidated by a thug,” she says and points a finger in Terry’s face.

“I’m no thug, ma’am. We only came to grab Sapphire’s things. She has found other living arrangements.”

Mildred frowns, looking almost sad. I step forward and gently place my hand on her arm. “Mildred, I’m only doing what you asked. This is my friend Terry. He’s also my boss, but you know.”

Mildred looks Terry up and down before turning her face back to me. “I certainly do know, miss. Why don’t you come inside, and I’ll make us some tea?”

Terry and I share a look. He nods, so we agree to tea with Mildred. I don’t hate her for judging me. She’s a product of her time. If only she knew the love Terry and I share, but I suspect she’s picking up on it the longer we’re together in her home.

Terry and I sit while Mildred makes tea. My bags are still sitting by the door, ready for me to take on my way out. There’s a picture of a man in a military uniform on the table in the kitchen. I lift it, examining the man’s face. Mildred sees me and snatches the photo, but I’ve already memorized it. “Is that your son?”

“Yes,” she says. “Don’t you already have a gentleman friend?”

“I hardly think looking at a picture constitutes as cheating, ma’am.” My voice is calm and steady.

Terry grins and shrugs when Mildred darts her eyes at him. “He’s a handsome fellow, your son. I served in The Great War as well.”

Mildred studies the photo for a second before placing it on the counter. “I suspect he is handsome. Thank you for your service.”

Terry nods. We drink our tea and have a light conversation. An hour passes, and I realize I’ll miss Mildred, but it’s time for me to move on from this house. Mildred walks us to the door. I give her a long hug, clinging to her for a few beats too long. She kisses me on the cheek and whispers that she likes Terry into my ear. “Call me if you ever need something,” Mildred says.

“I’ll stay in touch.” She stands by the door as Terry and I grab my bags to load into his car. She waves at us as we drive off with my things.

Victoria is waiting for me at her house. She and Shirley greet me with open arms. They’ve made space for me in the living room, giving me a sheet as a wall. It’s not much, but it’s cozy. The living-room is large, so there’s still plenty of communal space.

“It’s not much, but—”

“It’s incredible, Victoria. Thank you.”

“If things work out, we can look something bigger in a few months.”

I nod, happy with my bed in the corner. Victoria accepts me as I am, and that’s more than enough to make me comfortable. Shirley is funny, but I can tell they’re a little at edge with Terry standing over my shoulder.

He bids us goodbye. The girls and I talk for a while. I give them a few details about my love life with the boss. Victoria tells us she and Thomas are still fighting, which makes me worry I’ll never be born in the future.

Time passes, and I start to forget about my life in the future. Christmas is magical. Terry and I spend most of it naked in his bed. I spend a lot of my time at his place. Nobody judges us for the love we share. It’s impossible to hide.

My worries about Detective Davis fade by the New Year. We have a party at Honey Diamonds, and I sing all night.

I’m so in love it hurts. The longer I stay in the past, the less I want to return to the future. I know anything can happen, so I savor every moment I have with Terry, burning the memories into my mind.

***

It is nearing the end of January. I gather some bills to give to Victoria for my rent. I’m nearing a breakthrough on the Thomas front. Everette confessed she had never bedded Thomas, much to our relief, but he’s still pissed.

“Here’s my rent for the first,” I say and pass Victoria the dollar bills.

“Should we find something bigger in the summer?”

“I would like that.”

Victoria counts the bills, nodding when she confirms the twelve dollars is there. She folds it and places it in an envelope we have in the kitchen. Luckily, we all make enough to pay our bills by working for Terry, so there’s no issue with leaving money around.

Victoria sits at the table in the kitchen. I join her. “What’s wrong?”

“I should have trusted Thomas,” she says. Her eyes look watery, which hits me in my core. Normally, Victoria is a boulder void of emotion. “Why didn’t I trust him, Sapphire?”

“Anyone would have thought like you did. You can’t blame yourself,” I say.

Victoria puts her head in her hands, screeching. I rub her back, but it feels like I’m doing nothing to help. “Should I go find him?”

“What is your gut telling you to do?”

“It’s telling me to leave,” Victoria says.

I nod and tell her to go. She grabs her coat to head out of the door, and that’s when I feel the pull of the future. Victoria is saying something to me as she stands in the doorframe, but I don’t hear her words. I’m leaving Sapphire.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Michael’s eyes fluttered open. Jackie and Louis gasped a sigh of relief. They’d been doing research since he left the last time, and they were eager to tell him what they’ve discovered.

Michael blinked as he sat upright. Jackie and Louis rushed to help him. He looked around, confused after being in the past for so long. The flat-screen television. The computers. Endless technology. It all looked foreign this time. He struggled to remember why people even wanted those devices. Things in the past took longer, and life was harder in many ways, but there was something rewarding about living in the past. It was like people were more in-tune with nature.

“How are you feeling?” Jackie asked.

Confused. Hoping to return to the past. Depressed to be without Terry. “I don’t know,” Michael said. “I was gone for a long time that time.”

“How long?”

“Two months.”

“Every minute in the present must be like a day in the past,” Louis said. “You were out for about an hour.”

Michael scratched his head. He wanted to scream. Why was the universe playing with him? Michael fell to the floor and balled his body, rocking back and forth. He had experienced so much, and it was like nothing had changed in the future. Louis and Jackie believed him now, at least.

“What’s wrong?” Jackie asked.

Michael didn’t know how to explain, but he sat up and tried his best. They listened as he told them about Terry and Honey Diamonds and his great-grandmother.

“That’s crazy that you get to experience all of that,” Jackie said.

“I can’t decide if it’s a blessing or a curse,” Michael said.

Louis leaned forward. He and Jackie had read all about Sapphire and Terry online. There was a story about them and Honey Diamonds on a local website. “Do you want to know what happens? Jackie and I did a lot of research while you were out, and we read about everything you just mentioned.”

Michael considered whether he wanted to know, but he got pulled to the past before he could respond. Louis and Jackie caught Michael and lowered him to the floor as his eyes closed and his breath evened.

***

I wake up lying in Terry’s bed with him stroking my hair. He’s gazing into my eyes. We’re naked. I know we’ve just had sex because of the smell in the air. There’s also dry semen at the tip of Terry’s half-erect dick.

“Are you ready for tonight?”

“What’s tonight?” I ask.

“We’re going on that double date with Victoria and Thomas. We had to close Honey Diamonds for a night to make it happen,” Terry says with light laughter. “Don’t make me send you to the doctor to check your head.”

I bury my forehead in Terry’s chest. “No, don’t do that.”

“I won’t. I know you’re perfect.”

“If only.”

“Don’t doubt yourself, Melody Girl. You’re perfect in my eyes, flaws and all.”

I hug Terry, and we lie there until the evening rolls around. Terry and I dress. He drives us to a restaurant in the city, where we find Victoria and Thomas. The restaurant doesn’t serve alcohol, but they have cigars. We all smoke one after dinner. It’s a lovely time, and seeing my great-grandparents happily together puts me at ease.

Terry and I fall more in love. We celebrate Valentine’s Day. I’ve never had such amazing sex in my life. We make love at least once a day. We can’t get enough of each other.

I wonder when it will all end. Was I brought back to save my great-grandparents from leaving each other? If so, it’s possible I’ll never return after going back to the future the next time. If there’s a next time. I walk on eggshells, but it doesn’t stop me from enjoying Terry. I savor what we have, and nothing will stop me from doing so.

***

It's a random weekday night in late February. Terry and I are kissing in the dressing room. He helped zip my black midi dress. I love the slit up my leg and the low neckline. It’s jeweled and shines when I turn in the light. It’ll be perfect.

Terry steps back, breaking our kiss. My lips feel cold without his against them. I step toward him, and he lets me hug me. We can’t resist one another, but we must if we’re going to make it through the night.

We can have each other when the night is over.

“Sing for me, Melody Girl.”

“You know I will,” I say. Our lips press together once more before Terry disappears to tend bar.

I sit in front of the vanity mirror to make sure my hair and makeup are perfect. Victoria comes to check on me. We gossip about her blossoming relationship with Thomas. They’re more in love than they’ve ever been, and it’s incredible to see.

The moment comes when I have to take the stage. The audience claps when they see me. I wave, feeling a rush in my heart. I greet everyone, telling them how much I love them for coming to watch me sing, but my eyes land on Terry. My words are for him as I begin a sultry ballad.

My second song is more upbeat. A few couples get up to dance beneath the stage. I belt out the words. My eyes close for the high notes. I feel the music in my heart, and everything I do is for Terry.

He watches me with a sparkle in his eye until someone interrupts him to ask for a drink. I turn my attention back to the crowd, scanning the audience. I let my eyes land on each person for a few beats.

My heart races when I see Detective Davis near the back of the crowd. My words fumble as I watch him cross the room. He raises his arm, and a glint of light catches my eye. He’s carrying something metallic. I gasp when I see the barrel of a gun pointed at Terry.

I scream. The microphone falls to my side as I hop off the stage. I run across the room in my black dress and heels. Detective Davis turns his attention toward me as I run in his direction. Terry, Detective Davis, and I form a triangle. If only Terry was on this side of the bar to stop Detective Davis.

“No,” I yell. My voice cracks as I lurch toward Detective Davis, and that is when he pulls the trigger. Twice. One hits me in the gut. The other near my heart.

Terry screams and hops over the bar, catching me as I fall. Thomas walks up to us and punches Detective Davis, making his jaw crack before he falls to the floor.

“Don’t leave me, Sapphire. Don’t leave me.”

Terry is begging me. I want to stay with him, but I can’t. My life, Sapphire’s life, is passing before my eyes. Visions of a gypsy mother singing to me in the park. Gossiping with friends at a schoolhouse. Working at the market selling fruit. Meeting Terry on the trail. Our first kiss. The first time we made love.

Terry is crying. His tears land on my face, but I feel at peace. “I will see you again, Terry.” I cough. Everyone is standing around me. I hear someone on the phone in the distance asking for help, but there’s no use. Sapphire’s dying, and I’m getting pulled back to the future.

“You can’t leave me, baby.”

“Stay pure, my love. You are everything I ever wanted and more.”

Terry stares into my sapphire eyes, nodding slowly. He leans forward to kiss me softly on the cheek. I take what I know are my last breaths of air, using them to stare at the man I love.


CHAPTER NINE

Michael didn’t know how to react upon returning to the future after Sapphire’s death. He felt a part of his soul had left his body, but at least he knew she died for love.

Jackie and Louis were kneeling by Michael’s side when he finally registered their presence. “Are you okay, Michael? You were crying.”

“I died. Sapphire died.”

Louis and Jackie shared a knowing look.

“What?” Michael asked.

“We read that Sapphire died inside of Honey Diamonds. She got shot by a detective.”

The painful memory flashed through Michael’s mind. He nodded to confirm what they said was true, even though it killed him to think of Sapphire’s death. She was so young. “She died to save the man she loved.”

Jackie exhaled deeply. “It’s incredible you got to experience that.”

“I lived months of someone else’s life in mere hours. I don’t know how to adjust from that.”

Jackie glanced at Louis, and he nodded. She took a deep breath before speaking. “I found something online that might help you adjust.”

“What?”

“Maybe it’s better if we show you,” Jackie said.

Michael needed to walk around. He needed to get out and see the world as it was in the twenty-first century. He’d lived for months in the past, and his mind was struggling to adjust. Louis and Jackie helped Michael to his feet. They all piled into Jackie’s car, and she drove them across town.

Michael’s heart raced when they drove through the gates of a cemetery. “What are we doing here?”

“Sapphire’s grave is here. Do you want to see it?”

Michael looked out at the sea of headstones, knowing the woman he became was out there. She had to be. Part of him thought it was all a dream. Jackie and Louis knew Sapphire had died from a gunshot, which reassured him his time travel was true, but doubt lingered in his mind. Seeing Sapphire’s grave would clear up his doubt, so he agreed. “Yes, let’s find it.”

They parked and walked around. It took thirty minutes before Louis hollered. Michael’s heart raced as he ran to Louis. Jackie caught up to them moments later. They stood in front of Sapphire’s grave. It brought tears to Michael’s eyes seeing her name and the year she died, 1933.

“It’s true. She was real.”

Michael dropped to his knees, crying his eyes out for everything Sapphire lost. Jackie and Louis squatted by his side to rub his back. It took Michael a minute to recognize the headstone next to Sapphire’s. He cried even harder when he read the name.

Terry Auster

“This was him,” Michael hollered and stood. The headstone said that Terry died in 1949. There was a dedication to Sapphire on his headstone, which made Michael’s heart flutter. “This was the man we loved.”

“The article I read mentioned Terry. It said he closed the lounge section of Honey Diamonds for over a year, and alcohol was legal again by the time he reopened it. Seems like he loved you.” Jackie touched the words dedicated to Sapphire that were carved into the stone. “You two must have had something special.”

“We did.”

They stood between the two headstones for several minutes. Michael would savor the love he felt with Terry for the rest of his life, but he knew he had to move on from the past. Whatever had happened to him, it felt final. Michael would what he learned through Sapphire and apply it to the future, but Michael knew he’d never travel to the past again as he stood there in the graveyard.

Michael touched his heart, wishing peace to the lost souls. “Can we leave?”

Jackie and Louis clung to each side of Michael, and they all left the cemetery together.


CHAPTER TEN

A week had passed since Michael time traveled, and he felt more on solid ground. He’d started at Sapphire American Bistro. He was being more respectful to his mother, promising to give her his entire first check. Michael wanted to stand on his own two feet as Sapphire had in the past. She worked for her money.

Washing dishes wasn’t the best job in the world, but Michael loved knowing how fabulous Honey Diamonds was in the past. He wished he could still sing on that stage, but the memories would persist. Not that he told anyone about his experience. Jackie and Louis were the only ones who knew.

The party to celebrate the anniversary of when Sapphire saved Honey Diamonds arrived. They were having the party upstairs. Some wore vintage clothing, but everyone had a cell phone. They took selfies and danced to hip-hop music. It looked a lot different from the lounge that occupied the space in the past.

The upstairs of Sapphire American Bistro was used for large parties and events. There was also an office for the managers.

Everyone was half drunk by the time Michael cleaned up the dish tank and went upstairs. Jackie and Louis came up to him. They hugged him, making him feel warm for the first time in days.

“How are you doing?” Jackie asked. Concern filled her big blue eyes.

“I’m hanging in there,” Michael said.

“The drinks are extra strong. You should get one.”

“Yeah, I will.” Michael went to the bar as Jackie and Louis turned to the dance floor. Michael watched them dancing from the bar as he waited for his rye cocktail. It wasn’t as tasty as the ones Terry used to make, but it was a close second.

Michael wandered around until he realized they were setting up karaoke. He approached the DJ and asked for the song list. He found a French song he used to sing when he was Sapphire and asked the DJ if he could sing the song.

Margaret, the manager at Sapphire American Bistro, played a short video sharing information about the building when it was Honey Diamonds. Michael smiled to himself because he knew the full history.

Everyone turned their attention to Michael when he took stage after the video. The music started, and Michael closed his eyes. He was back at Honey Diamonds, wearing one of his fabulous dresses. There was an old-school microphone in front of him. Michael was living his past, and nobody could stop him.

His voice wasn’t as smooth as Sapphire’s, but he remembered all the words. He belted the song without caring about what others thought.

Melody Girl was in his heart, and he was letting her fly.


SPRING AWAKENING

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Mary was sitting with her girlfriends in the library’s café, thinking about a boy in her Spanish class. His name was Kyle, and he was gorgeous. Not that he knew who Mary was. Mary longed for him to end up in her group every class, but her wishes never came true.

Tara, Mary’s best friend in the group, was talking about an upcoming psychology test. The subject was her major. Tara said the test would make the difference between her receiving an excellent grade or an average one. Mary felt for Tara, but she couldn’t get Kyle out of her mind. His dreamy blue eyes. His blonde hair. The accent he had when he spoke Spanish.

Everything about him was driving Mary wild, but she didn’t have the courage to do anything about it.

Jackie looked like she saw a ghost and had said little all morning, which wasn’t like her. No wonder Mary was hearing so much about Tara’s exam. There was no way Jackie would allow the conversation to continue for as long as it had if something wasn’t wrong, which their friend Grace seemed to detect.

Grace turned to Jackie, cutting into what Tara was saying. Mary didn’t blame her. She loved Tara, but hearing her repetitive thoughts about her potential grades was cutting into Mary’s daydreams.

“What’s up with you today, Jackie? Why are you so quiet?”

Jackie took a sip of her coffee, a startled expression on her face. She didn’t want to disclose the drama of her life or what she’d done last month to help Louis’s old roommate, Michael, so Jackie waved her hand in the air. “Nothing is wrong. I’m thinking about what I’ll do after graduation.”

It was the beginning of March, and their graduation from Mitten State University was quickly approaching. They all looked at each other. There were only months left until their lives would branch off in four different directions. It was exciting, but it was also depressing.

Nobody spoke for a few beats, but then Mary couldn’t contain herself. She had to let out her secret. She had to speak. “Guys, there’s something I’ve been wanting to say.”

“I know,” Grace said. “You’ve been looking like it all morning.”

Mary glared at Grace for a beat, telling her to shut up without saying a word. “Anyway, there’s this boy in my class. I have a major crush on him, but I don’t know what to do about it.”

“Dish,” Tara said with greedy eyes. “How have you not told me anything?”

Mary’s face grew red. She could feel its burn, and her hot drink provided zero comfort. “I don’t know. I doubt he even knows my name.”

“If you like him, go after him. Don’t think too hard about it,” Grace said.

“You’re confident, Grace. That’s easy for you to say.”

“She’s right, Mary.” Jackie knew Grace had more confidence than most, but Mary was beautiful, and Jackie thought she would have a chance with whatever guy she wanted if she took the first step. “Sometimes guys just need a little push.”

Mary took a deep breath, feeling overwhelmed. “You guys think I should talk to him?”

“You can either do that, or he can live in your fantasies for the rest of your life. What do you want?” Grace asked.

Reality. Mary didn’t want to fall asleep thinking about Kyle. She wanted to fall asleep next to him. Mary looked at Tara for reassurance, which Tara offered with a soft smile.

“Fine, we’ll see what happens when I talk to him in Spanish class.”

“There you go, Mary.” Jackie lifted her hand and crossed her fingers. Her blue eyes shined as she looked at each of her friends. “Let’s cross our fingers for Mary.”

Everyone mimicked Jackie’s gesture, and Mary suddenly felt filled with hope.

***

Kyle Meyer was walking around his apartment, waiting for Joy to leave. She always went to some volunteer meeting in the evening, and Kyle couldn’t wait to play his favorite videos with volume.

Joy wasn’t the easiest landlady, but she also kept Kyle’s friends from showing up unannounced. She said she didn’t mind visitors, but her actions spoke differently. She had harassed Kyle’s friends one too many times, so they never came around.

Kyle sat down to read over his notes. Not that he could concentrate much on the words. His heart raced when he heard the purr of an engine. He raced to the window, checking to see if Joy was leaving. Her car pulled out of the driveway and into the street, disappearing into the light stream of traffic.

It was Kyle’s favorite time of day, and he could hardly contain his excitement. He closed his laptop and books, skipping to his bedroom. Kyle had a secret nobody else knew. He looked over his shoulder as he closed his bedroom door, even though nobody else lived with him.

When he had roommates, Kyle could never fulfill his truest desires. He had his own bedroom, but there was always the possibility Gary or Joel would open his door without warning. They didn’t care if they caught another masturbating. Kyle was almost positive his former roommates went searching, trying to catch each other in the act.

Kyle wasn’t dense. He guarded his secret for the times when he was out of town, staying alone in a hotel. Sometimes he would break out his secret stash when he was at his parents’ house. They never checked what he was doing behind a closed door.

Kyle’s father ran an importation business. Kyle knew he would one day have to run it. He never had many options in life, but he had plenty of choices in the back of his closet. Kyle opened his closet and pulled out a black box. It had a passcode-protected lock. Kyle unlocked the black box and grinned as he lifted its lid.

Panties, stockings, slip dresses, and all his favorite womanly treasures greeted him. Kyle knew Joy would return from her meeting in two hours, and Kyle planned to use his time wisely.

He always kept his body hairless. His former roommates used to make fun of him for shaving his armpits and legs, but he didn’t care what they thought. He told them it was what the ladies wanted. Kyle heard no complaints. Not that he had many ladies in his life.

Kyle preferred to spend his time with the powerful women in the videos he’d found online than go on a date with someone from school. He didn’t think they would understand his desires, so he kept to himself.

The colors. The textures. Kyle loved everything about lingerie. He picked up a black thong. It was one of his favorites. He took off his clothes. His body was smooth. Kyle ran his fingers along his skin, savoring how they glided with ease over his hairless body.

Kyle was hard by the time he pulled the black thong up his legs. His dick didn’t even fit beneath the fabric, so he poked it out of the side. His cock wasn’t huge, but he could use his full hand to jack off. Kyle lost himself as he rubbed his cock, wishing a girl would wrap her lips around it.

He knew he could find sex, but he wanted sex like this. He wanted to wear his thong without judgement. Why was that so impossible to find? Kyle hated how every woman wanted a manly man. How they wanted their alpha.

Was finding a woman who accepted him wearing lingerie too much to ask?

Kyle took a deep breath as he released his cock. He was getting close to cumming and nowhere near finished enjoying his time with Joy away from the house.

Kyle sat on the edge of the bed. His dick softened as he painted his nails. He used a pink polish. The smell intoxicated him. The color popped when he finished. He walked around his apartment with spread fingers and toes, careful not to mess up his polish.

He turned the blinds, making sure nobody could see into his apartment. Kyle hooked his laptop up to the television he had, bringing up his favorite porn site.

He started a video but paused it to run to his bedroom. He drew a pair of black stockings up his legs, placing his hands on his hips as he looked at himself in the mirror. His soft dick was growing and pushing out the side of his thong as he took in the image of himself.

Why couldn’t a woman love him like this?

Kyle thought he looked beautiful. He hugged himself and whispered that it didn’t matter what anyone thought, as long as he was happy. He wasn’t hurting anyone, and he wasn’t alone. There were other men like him.

There was one in the video he was watching. It was of a woman dressed in a business suit. She had on heels. Red lipstick. Her blouse was parted to expose her cleavage. There was a man at her feet wearing nothing except a lace jockstrap. He had makeup smeared across his face. They were in a white room. Nothing except them and some toys.

“Were you a bad boy?” the woman asked.

The man in a lace jockstrap bit his lip and nodded. Kyle touched his hardening dick, wishing he were the man in the video.

The woman pulled out a flogger and told the man to get to his hands and knees. He did as the woman commanded. Kyle dropped from his couch and did the same. He moaned, moving his ass in the air. Nobody was in the room with him, but it was like the woman was there.

Each time she brought the flogger down on that man’s ass, it was like Kyle could feel the sting on his own. He moaned as he touched himself.

Kyle fell to his back, close to an orgasm. He stroked his dick. He watched the couple in the video. The man was eating the woman out. She was still wearing an unbuttoned blouse, her bra, and a pair of heels. She’d taken everything else off before telling the man to crawl across the room to her.

The woman held the man’s head against her flower. Kyle wished his lips were wet with her juices. He wished he had her scent on his nose. Kyle imagined his life as the man in the video as he worked himself to an orgasm.

Stream after stream of hot cum covered his stomach. Kyle rubbed his covered legs together, feeling sexy and feminized. The synthetic fabric was soft against his skin as his body relaxed from the orgasm.

Kyle lay on the floor for several minutes. He got up and showered after the video ended. The woman came, but the video ended just before the man was about to shoot his load. He turned off his television and unhooked his computer, closing the website. Kyle went to the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror.

His dick was soft. The sticky cum had dried, leaving a flaky crust. Kyle was still wearing his panties and stockings as he looked at himself.

He asked himself if he could hide who he truly was for a woman, and he wasn’t sure. Kyle took several beats before removing his black thong and stockings to take a shower. He changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt, returning his black box to the back of his closet.


CHAPTER TWO

It was several days after Mary saw her friends in the library. She was in her Spanish class. Kyle was across the room. They were reviewing for an exam that day, but Mary couldn’t concentrate. All she thought about was Kyle. She was staring at him when he looked her way.

It was the first time he looked directly at her, and her heart about stopped.

Mary kept her eyes trained on her book and the teacher for the rest of class, but Kyle peered at her several more times. She couldn’t look up without noticing his eyes moving away from her. Did he like her, or did he think she was a freak who stared?

Near the end of class, Mary decided she had to make a move. She couldn’t hide behind her fear forever. It was crippling her. How long until it affected her grades? Mary couldn’t keep losing sleep running through scenarios of how her conversation with Kyle might go.

Their teacher dismissed them. Mary lost her nerve when Kyle grabbed his bag to leave, but she gained it back when he was walking out the door. Mary ran after him. People stared at her like she was crazy, but she couldn’t let their gawking stop her.

“Kyle,” Mary called down the hallway.

Kyle stopped walking and turned toward Mary, smiling when their gazes met. He walked through the stream of people. Mary’s heart fluttered as she thought about what she might say, but all the words in her mind dissolved into mush the closer Kyle got.

“Isn’t your name Mary?” he asked. His eyes traveled up and down her frame, making her feel exposed. Desired.

Mary nodded. “I’m sorry if I was staring earlier.”

Kyle grinned. “I don’t mind.”

Nobody stopped to watch them, but they were like rocks in the ocean. People had to move around them because they were clueless of their presence. They recognized nothing outside of the bubble between them.

“What do you think about Spanish class?” Mary asked.

“It’s cool.” Kyle stared at Mary as neither spoke. He wasn’t in a rush. He took in Mary’s strawberry blonde hair. How she tucked it behind one ear. Her hazel eyes. She had a plump figure, which Kyle liked. She didn’t hide it under baggy clothes. Her jeans hugged her thick legs. Her sweater emphasized her bosom. She was gorgeous, and Kyle wanted to get to know her better.

“Did you call my name to ask me about Spanish class?”

Mary blushed. “No, I didn’t.”

“Why did you stop me, Mary?”

“I wanted to ask you out on a date.”

Kyle said nothing long enough to make Mary’s palms sweaty. She felt like she could throw up as she waited for Kyle to speak. His beautiful blue eyes focused on her.

“Where should we go?”

Mary sighed. “Wherever is fine with me.”

“Can I give you my number?”

“Yeah.” Mary fumbled with her purse as she got out her phone. She opened a new contact page, and Kyle put in his number. He sent himself a text message before handing Mary back her phone.

“Now I have your number.”

“I’ll text you later, but I have to run. See you soon, Mary.”

Mary waved as Kyle sprinted down the hallway. He wasn’t in a hurry, but he wanted to get home to release himself before his next class. He rarely needed a release in the middle of the day, but having a girl come after him made him hot.

Mary felt the same. She stood in the hallway for several beats, wondering what would happen now that Kyle had agreed to a date. Would she get to see him naked? Would she get to feel him inside of her? She had to bite her lip every time a mental image of her making love with Kyle popped into her head.

She even touched herself late in the night when she couldn’t keep her desires at bay, and Mary almost never touched herself.


CHAPTER THREE

Snow was falling from the sky as Mary walked to meet Kyle for their first date. It was the second week of March in Michigan. The days were getting longer, which offered hope for spring and warmer weather, but there was still plenty of cold.

Kyle already had a table when Mary made it through the door. He was wearing a sweater and jeans. He had his hair styled. Mary caught a whiff of his cologne when they hugged.

“You made it,” he said.

“Yeah, sorry I’m a little late. I walked here.”

Kyle looked down and noticed Mary was wearing heels. “You walked in heels through the snow?”

“I had to look my best for our first date,” she said. They were at Mango Lounge, which was a bit of a dive bar. She probably could have gotten away with something a little more casual. They were also in Onarga, Michigan, which was hardly a fashion capital of the world. “Do you mind?”

Kyle rushed to help Mary with her coat. “You look amazing,” he said. A hint of envy in his voice.

Mary was wearing a black dress with long sleeves and a white collar. She had on black tights and black heels with an ankle strap. Kyle hugged her a second time and kissed her on the cheek before placing her coat on the back of her chair.

They sat. Kyle picked up a menu to steady himself. Mary was so gorgeous. How had he never noticed her? Mary was all he noticed now. She consumed his thoughts from when he woke up in the morning until he went to sleep at night.

“Why are you learning Spanish?” Mary asked.

“My father wants me to take over his importation business. I’m also learning Mandarin, but I think my father will move most of his production out of China in the next ten years.”

Mary’s eyes widened. She was learning Spanish to help treat future patients. She’d never thought to learn a language for an importation business. “How long has your father been doing that?”

“My entire life. He started his business right out of college and never looked back.”

“Is taking over his business what you want to do with your life?” Mary asked.

Kyle shrugged. A server came over to take their drink order before Kyle could reply, but he didn’t have to say anything. Mary had seen the frown cross his face when she asked the question. She had no idea what it’d be like to have a career handed down to her. Her parents didn’t care what she studied, as long as she was happy.

“I don’t know if I want to become an importer, but I have little choice.”

“Don’t we always have a choice?”

Kyle sipped his water. “The job will pay well, and my father doesn’t trust anyone else to take over what he’s built. I don’t mind the work, either. Why are you studying Spanish?”

Mary told Kyle how she was studying to become an occupational therapist. She wanted to help people get back to their lives however she could. She’d done internships, which only confirmed her desires to become an occupational therapist.

“It’ll require more time in school, but I think it’s worth it to have a career I know will make me happy.”

“Yes,” Kyle said. The server had returned with their drinks. Kyle lifted his into the air. “Cheers to having successful careers.”

Mary clinked her glass with Kyle’s. She hoped their date was going as well as she thought in her head. She couldn’t read Kyle’s mind, no matter how much she tried to stare into his eyes.

They ordered some snacks. Appetizers to share. Kyle pointed out a jukebox in the corner during a comfortable lull in their conversation. “Do you want to see what they have?”

Mary smiled. “Sure.” They crossed the room with a hand full of quarters to see what the jukebox offered. They picked out a few oldies. Upbeat songs people would listen to during a day on the beach. They held their drinks and danced by their table, unaware of everyone looking at them.

Mary had never felt so comfortable with a man, and Kyle had never been as at ease with a woman.

They sang to the songs, not caring if they butchered the lyrics. Kyle placed his hand on Mary’s side. She placed her hand on his shoulder, and they moved their hips to the beat. Mary and Kyle lost themselves dancing and singing to the songs they’d chosen, sloshing their drinks as they moved.

The fun didn’t stop until Mary felt someone tapping her on the shoulder. She turned, spilling most of her drink, to find Jackie and Tara standing behind her.

“Mary, what are you doing here?” Tara asked.

Mary steadied herself, coming down from an intense natural high. She could have danced with Kyle all night. Mary laughed as she thought about how to explain why she was at Mango Lounge.

Kyle stood behind Mary, thinking the girl with blonde hair looked familiar. He couldn’t stop staring at her, trying to click together the puzzle pieces in his mind.

Jackie wasn’t paying Kyle any attention. She snapped her fingers in front of Mary’s lifeless face. “Mary? Hello? Are you there? Tara asked you a question.”

Mary blinked to bring herself back to the moment. “I came here to meet my friend, Kyle.” Mary gestured over her shoulder.

Jackie seemed to acknowledge Kyle for the first time, staring at him. It only took her a second to remember he was the guy who took over her lease. He lived above that evil woman, Joy, but Jackie said nothing. Not yet.

“Wait a second, Mary. Is this the guy from your Spanish class?” Jackie asked in a teasing voice.

“Yes,” Mary said with as much confidence as she could muster. “This is Kyle. He’s in my Spanish class.”

Jackie turned her attention back to Kyle, letting her eyes run up and down his body as though she were scanning him into her memory. “Oh my, goodness!” Jackie acted as surprised as she could. “You’re the guy who took over my lease. I remember you now.”

Kyle snapped. “That’s right. I was wondering how I knew you.”

“How’s Joy treating you?” Jackie asked.

Kyle thought about all the nights he watched porn when Joy was at her meetings, relishing how she kept his friends at bay. “It’s better than I thought it was going to be. The first week was rough, but Joy and I get along now.”

Jackie grunted, crossing her arms over her chest. She jerked her head to throw her blonde hair over her right shoulder.

Tara stepped forward and hooked her arm with Mary’s. She leaned over to whisper into Mary’s ear. “Are you two on a date?”

Mary nodded to answer her friend’s question, glancing at her through the side of her eye. Kyle and Jackie argued about how terrible Joy was for a moment as Mary and Tara watched in awe. Jackie huffed when she got fed up with the conversation, turning her attention from Kyle to Tara.

“You ready to grab a table? Why don’t we let these two get back to their date?”

“I’m ready,” Tara said. “Have fun, guys.”

Jackie and Tara disappeared to a table that was out of sight. The songs Mary and Kyle had picked were over. They sat and finished the last sips of their drinks. “I can’t believe you are friends with the girl who rented my place before me. What a tiny world.”

“I know,” Mary said. “Did you want another drink?”

“No. I have to study,” Kyle said. It was true, but he was really worried about making it home before Joy left for her evening meeting. “I’d like to see you again soon.”

Mary smiled, feeling relieved. “Me too.”

Kyle waved his hand at their server. He passed his credit card to the server before Mary could even argue about paying. She dropped a few dollars on the table as a tip. Kyle walked Mary all the way back to her apartment, which wasn’t far from his.

“I’ll see you soon.” Kyle’s mouth was only inches from Mary’s.

“Good luck studying.”

“I’ll need it,” Kyle said. He stepped an inch closer to Mary.

Mary felt a breath escape lips. She didn’t realize how much she wanted Kyle until they were standing in her hallway. Together, yet apart. There was no space between them, but it felt like a gulf.

“Can I kiss you?”

“I’d like that,” Mary said.

Kyle closed the distance between them. Mary melted as Kyle’s lips pressed against hers. She fell into him when his hand landed on her side. She wrapped her arms around Kyle’s neck. Her body accepted his. She was opening for him when the kiss ended as quickly as it had started.

Mary glanced down and noticed a stiffness in Kyle’s pants. He covered himself with a hand, grinning when their eyes met. “I should go.”

Mary didn’t want to see Kyle leave, but she nodded. Kyle kissed her once on the cheek before running down her hallway. Mary stepped into her apartment and fell against her closed door. She pressed a finger against her mouth, already missing Kyle’s lips against hers.


CHAPTER FOUR

Mary and Kyle had been spending a lot of time together since their date at Mango Lounge, but she felt Kyle was hiding something.

They ate lunch together between classes. They texted all day, but Kyle always had to run home to study in the evenings. Mary didn’t understand it. She’d finally gotten him to agree to an evening date. They were cooking dinner at his place. Mary was at her apartment, getting ready to leave.

She and Kyle had only been dating a week, but Mary was ready to give herself to him. It’d been far too long since she was intimate with a man, and Mary needed some dick, so she was wearing a fitted red dress that she hoped would have Kyle dropping his boxers to stick his dick inside of her.

Mary spritzed herself with perfume, hoping Joy wouldn’t be there when she arrived. The last time Mary saw Joy, there’d been spit flying out of her mouth. Joy yelled at Mary for parking in the makeshift driveway. There’d been plenty of space for Mary’s car, and she’d parked right behind Jackie, but it didn’t matter. Nothing was good enough for Joy.

Mary wore silver jewelry with her red dress. She wore clear heels. The dress had long sleeves and fabric all the way to Mary’s feet, but there was a long split up the leg. It was an elegant dress for dinner at home, but Mary was hoping her dress wouldn’t stay on all night.

She put on her coat and left her apartment. Her nerves grew as she got in her car. They intensified as she drove across town. Mary pulled up to Jackie’s old house, parking on the street. Mary got out of her car, expecting Kyle to come downstairs, but Joy came outside first.

“What are you doing here?” Joy asked. She was dressed like she’d be leaving soon, but she hadn’t left soon enough.

“I’m here to see Kyle, ma’am. We’ve met before. I was here once to visit Jackie. She’s my friend, too.”

Joy frowned and tilted her head to the side, studying Mary’s face. “Ah, I think you were the one who parked in the driveway without permission. Aren’t you?”

Mary faked a smile and nodded. “Yes, that was me. I parked on the street this time. Didn’t you see?”

Kyle ran around the corner of the house before Joy could respond. “Good evening, Joy. This is my friend, Mary. She’s a special friend. I hope you don’t mind her visiting.”

“Just make sure she parks on the street,” Joy said. Mary waved at her, but Joy slammed the door in their faces.

Kyle turned his attention to Mary, putting out his arm. “Why don’t we get inside? It’s pretty chilly out here.”

Mary couldn’t disagree. The thin fabric of her dress did little to keep her warm. Kyle helped Mary up his stairs. It was much warmer inside his apartment. Kyle took off Mary’s coat and hung it over the chair of the desk by his door. “Would you like something to drink?”

Mary’s heart fluttered as took in Kyle’s apartment. It looked much different from what it had when Jackie inhabited the space. Kyle seemed more dedicated to his studies than fashion. He had Chinese and Spanish grammar posters taped to his wall. Jackie would never put her study materials on such public display.

“I’ll take water,” Mary said.

Kyle’s apartment wasn’t huge. She could see his kitchen from the living room. It was all one room and then a bedroom and bathroom. Kyle gave Mary a glass of water and sat next to her on the couch.

“Is it nerdy of me to have grammar posters on my walls?”

“No,” Mary said. She was more worried about what secrets Kyle might be keeping behind closed doors. Why was he busy in the evenings? Mary’s thoughts were growing darker by the day about what Kyle might do during that time. Even if he had grammar charts on the walls, she didn’t think he ran off every evening to study.

“I think your posters are cute.”

“You’re cute.”

Mary blushed at Kyle’s words. She thought he was a million times sexier than she was, but she wouldn’t tell him that. “What are we cooking, Kyle?”

“I’m not much of a chef, but I bought frozen meatball and pasta sauce. So, that’ll be easy, but we’re also going to make my mom’s garlic bread. She sent me the recipe.”

Mary laughed, touching Kyle’s shoulder. They both felt a jolt run through their bodies. “I’m up for the challenge.”

“Let’s do it.” Kyle paused after saying the words, and they both laughed. Their sexual tension was through the roof, but they were too hungry to do anything before they ate. Kyle held Mary’s hand as they walked to the kitchen. “Do you think your dress is safe?”

Mary thought about offering to take it off, but she could have it cleaned if anything terrible happened. “I think it should be fine. It didn’t cost as much as you’d think.”

Kyle nodded with a smile on his lips. He wondered if Mary could be the one. Would she understand his desires to wear lingerie? Would she accept him for the man he was? Kyle glanced at Mary, wishing he could blurt out his secret. He needed to set himself free. He was falling in love with Mary and needed to know if she could handle his truth before they got too serious.

Mary read the expression on Kyle’s face. It was the same one when he said he was going to study in the evenings. Dishonestly clear as a sunny day.

“What is it, Kyle? What are you hiding?”

Kyle put down the knife he was using to chop garlic. “Why do you think I’m hiding something?”

“I don’t know. You get a look when you say you’re going home to study, and you have that look now. What are you thinking about? If you want to break up with me, you better tell me now.” Mary placed a hand on her hip and took a step away from Kyle.

Kyle wanted to tell Mary, but he had never told anyone. “Promise to keep it a secret if I tell you.”

Mary took another step away from Kyle, afraid of whatever he had to say. Kyle stepped toward her, but she told him to stop. “Whatever you have to say, you can say it from right there.”

“Mary, you know I like you. Can’t you feel it in the way I look at you?”

“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean whatever you have to say won’t piss me off.”

“Will you promise not to tell anyone else?” Kyle asked. His heart was racing as he played with the words in his mouth. Could he really reveal himself? He liked Mary. Maybe even loved her, but she would always know once he told her.

“If what you tell me isn’t illegal, then yes, I promise to keep a secret.”

Kyle took a deep breath. He stared at Mary, saying nothing. Not until she stepped forward to wrap her arms around his body. She pulled him close. “What is bothering you, Kyle? Please, tell me.”

“I like to wear lingerie.”

Mary’s eyes widened, but she didn’t let go of Kyle. She knew Grace and Jackie liked boys who wore panties. Mary wasn’t sure how she felt about men wearing lingerie. She forgot where she was as she held Kyle close, afraid to look him in the eye.

“Say something, Mary.”

Mary broke their hug and cast her eyes to the floor before Kyle could look at her. She took a seat on the couch, careful not to look at Kyle until she could keep a straight face. She didn’t find the situation funny, but knew her nerves would betray her if she met Kyle’s gaze.

Kyle sat next to Mary. He placed his hand on her back. “Mary, did you hear what I said?”

“Yes, Kyle. I did.”

“Aren’t you going to say something?”

“What do you want me to say? I don’t know how to react. I obviously love lingerie, but I don’t know if I want my boyfriend wearing it.”

Kyle frowned and turned his body away from Mary’s. “I knew you wouldn’t approve. No woman does, and frankly, I’m tired of hiding who I am.”

Mary frowned. “Hey,” she said, and reached out to touch Kyle’s knee. He flinched, but he didn’t move away from her. “Give me a chance to process what you told me.”

Kyle nodded. “We don’t have to talk about it tonight.”

“Let’s finish cooking, and we can see how I feel.”

“Deal,” Kyle said.

They returned to the kitchen. There was an awkward energy in the room, but it wasn’t terrible. Neither wanted to leave where they were.

The meal came together, and Mary got nothing on her dress. They followed Kyle’s mother’s directions and had perfect garlic bread when they finished. Kyle made them each a plate, and they went to his couch to eat.

Mary lifted the garlic bread. “This isn’t exactly date-night food.”

“I don’t care if you have garlic breath. I’ll still want to kiss you.”

Mary smiled as she twirled pasta around her fork. They ate and watched TV, enjoying a white wine Kyle had bought them. It was the perfect date. Mary didn’t know what to think about Kyle wearing panties, but she felt like she’d found her soulmate when she was with Kyle. Didn’t that mean she at least had to try?

Mary waited until they were about finished eating to bring up the lingerie. The show they were watching had just ended, and it seemed like the perfect time. “Thank you for giving me time to think. I can’t guarantee that I’m all for you wearing lingerie.” Mary thought about the times Grace told her how she’d dressed up this or that boy in lingerie but said nothing. Kyle was hers, and she wasn’t trying to give him any ideas that might make him run off with her friend.

“Would you mind showing me what you look like in a pair?”

Kyle considered Mary’s question. It was reasonable, but he became overwhelmed with nerves. No other woman had asked him. They normally freaked out when he even mentioned the idea of men wearing lingerie.

“What’s wrong? I thought this was what you wanted,” Mary said.

“It is.” Kyle nodded, but his eyes were on the floor. His stomach was in knots. “I have to do this, don’t I?”

“I would like you to, Kyle. Why are you afraid now?”

Kyle shrugged, feeling like he was pouting on the floor of the toy store. He knew he couldn’t stay afraid, or Mary would be right to leave him, and he would have to spend the rest of his life alone. Kyle picked himself up from the couch and went to his bedroom.

Mary struggled to lift herself, as she was wearing the red dress. Kyle told her to stay in the living room, slamming the door in Mary’s face.

Mary wanted to grab her purse and leave, but she poured herself more white wine instead.

Kyle emerged from the bedroom a few moments later, wearing nothing but red lace panties. Mary about choked on her wine when she saw Kyle standing in the middle of the living room with his hands on his hips. He had a new confidence about him Mary found tempting.

“What do you think?” Kyle asked in a soft voice.

Mary stepped forward. She had taken off her clear heels and felt like making Kyle wear them. She was learning what Grace enjoyed about dressing men up like girls.

Mary noticed Kyle’s growing manhood. She wanted to touch it, but then she felt like teasing Kyle. “You must really like those panties if they make you hard.”

Kyle crossed his hands over his package, blushing. Mary reached forward and pressed her finger into Kyle’s chest. She ran her fingers down his hairless torse. Kyle shivered at her touch.

Mary stepped back and tilted her head to the side. “Don’t cover up that beauty. I want to see it.”

Kyle was taking deep breaths. He sounded like he might collapse. He sounded like he wanted to fall apart.

Kyle moved his hand, revealing his hard manhood. Mary resisted the urge to drop to her knees and wrap her lips around Kyle’s gorgeous member. She wanted to control him. She wanted to make him her doll, just as Grace had described doing to her boyfriends.

“I want you to jack off while you’re wearing the panties.”

Kyle groaned, pushing his thumb along his dick. “Where do you want me to do it?”

“Right here. Why don’t you drop to your knees and stroke that beautiful cock?”

“Like this?” Kyle kept his eyes on Mary as he dropped to his knees in front of her. He was low enough nobody could see him through the blinds. Plus, he lived on the second floor. Mary took a seat at the bar stool, licking her lips as Kyle wrapped his hand around his cock.

“I love that,” she said. “You look so sexy in those red panties.”

Kyle bit his bottom lip and stroked his dick, locking his eyes with Mary’s. Neither could look away. They were entranced. Mesmerized. Mary was wetter than she’d ever been in front of a man. She wanted Kyle inside of her, but he would have to wait until she knew she had the control.

“I picked them to match your dress.”

“You made a wise choice,” she said.

Mary watched as Kyle’s dick jerked and throbbed. His balls tightened. It didn’t take as long as Mary would have expected until he was shooting his load into his palm.

“Fuck,” Mary said. “That was hot.”

Kyle was panting and nodded. His chest rose and fell. He was glistening with a light layer of sweat. His eyes were closed, and they stole Mary’s breath when he opened them. “I’ve never done anything that hot.”

“For now, but we’ll be in touch. Thanks for dinner, Kyle.” Mary grabbed her purse and pulled out her car keys.

“You’re leaving?”

Mary smiled at Kyle without saying a word as she walked to the door. She bent her body to stick out her ass as she slipped on her clear heels. She put on her coat. Mary looked over her shoulder and blew Kyle a kiss before slipping out of the door to walk to her car that was parked on the street.


CHAPTER FIVE

Mary bought Kyle a gift and couldn’t wait to give it to him. Every time she closed her eyes, images of Kyle on his knees in the middle of his living room with his hand on his dick passed through her mind. She’d had sex before, but she’d never had an experience like that.

It'd happened several days ago, and they hadn’t fooled around since, but Mary needed him. She needed to have Kyle inside of her.

Mary: Do you want to come over to my apartment tonight? We can order takeout.

Over the past few days, Mary did research about men who liked to wear women’s clothing. She found out a lot of interesting details. After her readings, she believed there was a woman inside of every man. Maybe there was a little man in every woman, too.

Kyle: Yeah, I’d like that. You want me to pick it up on my way?

Mary: Sure.

Mary texted Kyle what she wanted to eat, and he agreed to have it to her place by seven thirty. Mary studied while she waited for Kyle to arrive, wondering where life would take them after college. Kyle’s father worked in the area, and Mary wanted to study for her master’s. Mary always thought she’d move away from Michigan after college. Maybe fate had different plans.

***

Kyle was carrying Chinese food as he walked to Mary’s door. They hadn’t been to each other’s places since the night they cooked dinner. School kept them busy. Kyle also worried he’d gone too far too fast. He hoped he could salvage what he and Mary had because he really liked her.

Mary answered the door wearing a short pink dress. It had thin straps. “Not planning on going out?”

“Is it necessary?”

“No,” Kyle said. He stepped inside with the bag of Chinese food. Mary’s apartment smelled like flowers. She had candles burning. It was much more feminine than his place, and he loved it. He wished they could live together. He wanted her to decorate.

Mary tried to give Kyle money, but he refused.

“It didn’t cost that much.”

“If you say so,” Mary said. She took the bag from Kyle. He grabbed her arm as she did and pulled her close. Mary gasped as their bodies slammed together, but it was a feeling she enjoyed. Kyle had his lips inches from hers.

Mary closed her eyes. Kyle did the same, and they kissed. Their lips were warm pillows against each other. Kyle touched Mary. She ran her hand down his side. They lost themselves for several beats until Mary broke the kiss. She had to stop before she pulled up her dress to reveal herself.

“I got you a surprise, but it has to wait until after dinner.”

“You’ll kill me if you make me wait that long.”

Mary laughed and moved away from Kyle to grab the bag of Chinese food. She placed all the boxes on her small dining table. It was in the space between her living room and the kitchen. Kyle touched her side as she worked, but she swatted his hand. She told him to make them glasses of water.

They ate dinner. Kyle was eager to see what Mary got him, but that didn’t stop him from conversing. They discussed their Spanish class, even speaking together in Spanish for a few minutes.

“Guess we should stop that while we’re ahead,” Kyle said after making several mistakes.

“You’ll need to speak well for all those business trips you’ll take to Mexico.”

Kyle shrugged. “Will you be at home waiting for me?”

Mary blushed at Kyle’s suggestion. They hadn’t been dating long, but they both talked about the future. A future where they were together. “Perhaps I’ll be there.”

“After you spend all day taking care of patients, I’ll need you to take care of me.”

“We could arrange that,” Mary said. They had mostly finished eating, so she went to her bedroom to get Kyle’s present. She could hardly wait for him to see it. Kyle dropped his fork when Mary returned with the gift.

A box wrapped in pink paper, close to the color of the dress she was wearing.

“I hope you like what’s inside.”

“I’m sure I’ll love it.” Kyle broke the seal. He removed the paper from the box, and his present was still a mystery. He was holding a plain white box, nervous to lift its lid.

“Come on, Kyle. Open the box.”

Kyle took a deep breath as he lifted the lid, and he couldn’t believe what he found inside. It was a pink thong. Kyle lifted the thong with a wicked grin on his face.

“I wanted you to match my dress. There’s something else under the tissue paper.”

Mary had taken Grace shopping with her, and they gossiped about feminizing boys. Grace told Mary she couldn’t leave without a cute lightweight robe.

Kyle lifted the tissue paper and gasped as he pulled out a pink mesh robe. He thought Mary had used far too much tissue paper, but now he realized the weight in the box was from the most beautiful gift he’d ever received in his life.

“You want me to wear this?”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

“No,” Kyle said. “Do you mind if I change now?”

“I wouldn’t want anything else,” she said.

Kyle took his presents and went to Mary’s bathroom. His cock was stiff, and he was desperate to have Mary. He would jack off for her again if that was what she wanted, but he wanted to take their lovemaking to the next step. Kyle had never felt more in love with a woman. He wanted to confess his love and claim Mary. He wished she would claim him.

Kyle took off the clothes he was wearing, staring at his naked body in the mirror. He loved how he looked as a man, but he loved his body even more in womanly clothes.

Mary was quickly becoming the woman of his dreams. The woman he hoped to marry. He hoped what they had wouldn’t crumble. Was this gift a joke, or was it sincere?

Kyle would find out soon enough. He took a deep breath as he slid the pink thong up his bare legs. He’d shaved during his shower before going to pick up the Chinese food. Kyle saw Mary had lotion on her counter. He applied some to the skin that’d dried out from the cold air.

Kyle was hard, but he tucked his dick in the pink panties. His tip popped out, but it wasn’t too bad. Kyle put on the mesh robe. It went down to just above his knees. He’d never worn heels because he was too embarrassed to buy them, but he wanted nothing more than a pair of pink heels on his feet. Maybe a pair of strappy sandals with a heel and pink, poof fabric around the toes.

Mary was sitting on the sofa when Kyle left the bathroom. Her face showed no expression as she took in Kyle’s outfit.

“What do you think?”

“I’m wondering what size shoe you are,” she said.

Kyle’s heart fluttered. Would she be willing to loan him a pair? Was he even close to the right size? Kyle grabbed his shoes. There was a little tag on the inside that said his size. He told Mary, and she scrunched her face.

“I don’t think you’ll fit my shoes, but we can try.”

Kyle clasped his hands together. “Please. You don’t know how much that’d mean to me.”

Mary went to her closet and came back with a pair of strappy sandals. They weren’t the shoes Kyle had imagined, but they were perfect. They were clear with clear straps. “You love clear shoes, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Mary said. Most men never noticed her shoes. She could get used to dating a boy who liked fashion. “They are great, especially after getting my nails done. Have you ever painted your nails, Kyle?”

Kyle thought back to the pink polish he wore recently. “Yes, I have.”

Mary clapped. “Why don’t we paint your nails?”

“Okay.” Kyle waited as Mary grabbed polish from her closet. She pulled Kyle onto the sofa when she returned to the living room. “It’s really cool you’re doing this, Mary.”

“I appreciate your honestly. I wasn’t sure how I felt about you wearing lingerie at first, but the idea has grown on me.”

“It has?”

Mary reached forward to touch Kyle’s thigh. He was warm beneath her fingers. She watched as his dick grew harder, eager to use it.

“Which color polish would you like?”

“Pink.”

Mary beat a bottle of pink polish against her palm. She told Kyle to put out his hand. He had filed his nails recently. The more Mary took in details of Kyle, the more she realized he wasn’t like every other man. He was softer. More in touch with his feminine side.

Mary chose white polish. She loved how it popped. “I’ll paint yours, and then you can paint mine.”

“Deal,” Kyle said.

Mary held Kyle’s delicate fingers as she spread the pink polish over his nails. His hard dick hung out of the side of his pink panties, but neither said anything about it. Mary knew Kyle had seen her look at it. He knew she wanted it.

“When was the first time you wore panties?” Mary asked.

Kyle shrugged. “It wasn’t until I got to college, but I’ve always known I was different from others.”

“There’s nothing wrong with being a little different.”

Kyle nodded and watched as Mary brushed his nails with polish. He’d come to terms with who he was. He wished his friends could understand, but Kyle didn’t think they would. They thought men who didn’t conform to the alpha-male stereotypes were sissies, even though he thought they acted a little gay themselves sometimes.

Even if Kyle was a sissy, he didn’t want to be anything else because he loved lingerie, painted nails, and dominant women. He’d been born how he was and wouldn’t change it for the world.

“I guess not, but it’s hard sometimes. It feels like I’m carrying a secret.”

“You told me, though.”

“I trust you,” Kyle said. He met Mary’s eye. She smiled before dropping her eyes to paint the last bare nail on Kyle’s hand.

“There. I’m finished,” she said. “When your fingers dry, you can paint mine.”

“Do you trust me?” Kyle asked.

“You haven’t given me a reason not to trust you. Why?”

“I love you, Mary. I know it’s early. You don’t have to say it back, but it’s how I feel. I’m going crazy, Mary. I fucking love you.”

Mary warmed at Kyle’s words. He was holding his hand on her knee, and it was making her body stir. “I feel the same, Kyle. Should we be exclusive?”

“Yes.”

Mary got to her knees on the couch before falling on top of Kyle, pressing her body against his. She needed him. She ran her hand over Kyle’s bare chest. The fabric of his pink mesh robe brushed against Mary’s skin. His hard dick pressed into her leg.

“You’re so sexy, Kyle. I’ve thought so since the moment I saw you.”

“I can’t get enough of you, Mary.” Kyle pressed his lips against Mary’s shoulder. He moved her until his mouth was atop her breast. “We need to get you out of this dress.”

With one quick motion, Kyle pulled down Mary’s zipper. She gasped as the fabric detached from her curvy body. Kyle worked quickly to get Mary down to her bra and panties, knowing he’d seen nothing as amazing in his life.

Mary wanted to wrap her lips around Kyle’s dick, and she could no longer resist. She had to feel his warm thickness in her mouth. Mary lifted her body and stared into Kyle’s pretty blue eyes. “Don’t move.”

“I won’t,” he said.

His breath quickened as Mary lowered herself, kissing from his chest all the way to the waistline of his pink thong. His dick was hanging out of the side of his lingerie, begging for Mary to wrap her lips around it. Kyle moaned as Mary took his member in her hand.

“You’re so thick and juicy. I’m going to play with your cock, and I don’t want you to cum. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand. Use me how you please, Mary. I’m yours.”

Mary stroked Kyle’s cock with a hand as she stared at him, making sure her body was bent in a way that allowed Kyle to look down her bra. He was staring at her, at his cock, and at her breasts. He moaned as Mary stroked his cock, edging him toward an orgasm.

“You’re going to make me cum,” he said.

“I told you I don’t want you to cum. Are you disobeying my order?” Mary asked. She didn’t know where this woman came from, but she liked her.

“No,” Kyle said. “I’m not trying to disobey you. It just… it just feels so good.”

“If you cum before I tell you, I’ll make you drink it.”

Kyle swallowed a breath. He didn’t want to have to swallow his cum. He curled his toes, forcing himself to remain steady.

Mary parted her lips and closed them around Kyle’s member. He screamed. Each bob of Mary’s head made Kyle want to cum. Her mouth was so wet. So warm. Her lips felt pillowy soft as she moved them up and down his cock.

Mary could feel Kyle struggling to hold his orgasm. It made her hot listening to him groan. She loved how he followed her orders. She loved how he wanted to please her, even if it meant he suffered. Mary bobbed her head a few seconds longer before lifting her lips.

Kyle sighed. His body thrashed. His dick was jumping, drops of precum leaving his cock.

“You want to cum?” Mary asked. She reached between her legs and pressed her hand against her pussy. Her panties were soaking wet, and she needed a release. She needed Kyle’s lips on her clit.

“Yes,” Kyle said. He watched in awe as Mary played with herself, desperately wishing her hand were his. “Can I feel it?”

“Take off my panties and eat me out,” Mary said. She felt a dominance awakening within her, and it wouldn’t be stifled. Kyle moved toward her, but Mary pointed to the floor. “Get to your knees.”

Kyle let out a deep breath as he stepped off the couch and sank to his knees. Mary was everything he ever wanted. He sketched her strawberry blonde hair and curvy frame into his mind, hoping he could watch her grow old. Hoping they could spend every day of the rest of their lives together.

Kyle got between Mary’s spread knees and pulled the wet panties from her legs. Her pussy had a little bush. Her clit vibrated and told Kyle it wanted his lips on it.

“Your pussy is perfect,” he said.

“So is your dick.”

Kyle licked his lips before diving in for his dessert. Mary moaned as Kyle ate her out, paying special attention to her button. He had better skills than any man she’d ever been with. He placed his hands on her thighs. She saw his pink nails, and it turned her on to no end.

“You’re going to make me cum, Kyle.”

Kyle lifted his lips to wipe his wet mouth. “Cum all over me.”

His words. His lingerie. Everything about Kyle was so sexy. Mary threw her head back and enjoyed as Kyle returned his mouth to her cunny. He licked her until she was screaming for him to stop. It was the only time he didn’t listen, and she was grateful for his disobedience.

Mary hollered as she came, unable to control herself. Kyle only had to stroke his cock once. He caught all his cum in his hand with his face pressed against Mary’s exquisite pussy. She had her hand on the back of his head, but he was in no rush to leave her flower.

Mary sighed as she released Kyle. He fell back to his ass, wiping his cum on his thigh to avoid it falling to the floor.

“Did you cum?” Mary asked.

“Yeah.” Kyle didn’t bother wiping his face. He loved having Mary on him. It took them a minute to move. Mary pulled Kyle to the shower when they did. It’d always been her fantasy to shower with a man, and she made her dreams come true.

Her boyfriend liked to wear women’s lingerie, and Mary didn’t care. She was in love. Kyle was sexy. Mary’s world felt perfect, like it could never fall apart.


CHAPTER SIX

A week passed. It might have been the best week of Mary’s life. It was certainly the best Kyle ever had. He and Mary had done things they never did before: hiking in winter, skiing, and making love outside. She sucked his dick behind a tree halfway through their hike. He was wearing panties when she did it. It was the hottest thing Kyle had ever experienced.

He would have done it again, but Mary denied his request.

Kyle and Mary were at his place, getting ready for a party. Gary and Joel were hosting. They used to be his roommates until Kyle got his own space above Joy. They were still friends and had worked past hating Kyle for renting his room out to a stranger.

“I can’t wear panties to my friends’ place.”

“Why not?” Mary asked. “You love wearing panties, and I think these white ones are perfect.”

They were perfect. Kyle couldn’t disagree, but they had a ribboned waistline. “I can put them on when we get home.”

Kyle was standing naked in his bedroom. Mary was already wearing a little black dress. She’d gotten ready before heading over, and Kyle had just gotten out of the shower when she arrived at his place. He tried to put on boxers, but Mary protested. She wanted him to wear panties under his jeans.

“I want you to wear them to the party. What’s the big deal? You wear lingerie everywhere else.”

Kyle didn’t want to disappoint Mary, but he feared his friends ridiculing him more. He’d gotten his own apartment to have more privacy for his feminine desires, and he didn’t want to risk his friends catching him in lingerie.

“Fine,” Mary said. She crossed her arms over her chest and cast Kyle a deadly look. Her eyes cut through him, leaving him like shredded paper in the wind. Mary stood from his bed and went to the living room. Her silence was worse than her disapproval.

Kyle sighed and pulled the white panties with a silver ribboned waistline up his legs. He put on jeans and fastened his belt, making sure it was extra tight. He wore an untucked button-up shirt that hung low in the back. By the time he had finished dressing, he was happy he’d listened to Mary. The white panties felt amazing against his package.

Mary didn’t make eye contact when Kyle walked into the living room. He stepped in front of her. “I wore them.” Kyle undid his tight belt and unzipped his pants to show Mary his white panties.

Mary’s frown turned to a smile, and she clapped. “You’re the best boyfriend in the world.” Mary threw her arms around Kyle and showered him with kisses. If they weren’t already late for the party, she would have pulled him to the bedroom.

They couldn’t get enough of each other. They were having sex every chance they could get. Mary loved riding Kyle’s fat cock, and he loved how he could fuck Mary while they both wore lingerie.

“Let’s go.” Mary hooked her arm with Kyle’s and pulled him toward the door. He stumbled as he pulled up his pants and fastened his belt. Mary and Kyle put on their coats, and then they were out of the door.

***

There were dozens of people at the party. Everyone was laughing, dancing, and talking about how excited they were for summer. How much they needed the snow to stop falling. Some were slurring their words more than others.

Mary needed to catch up.

Kyle took shots with his former roommates, Joel and Gary. “We hate you for leaving us,” Joel said. He was already a little tipsy. Kyle took an extra shot after they threw back the first one, feeling the sting of tequila.

“Yeah, you left us with some guy who doesn’t even like to party.”

“You guys like to party too much,” Kyle said. “Don’t you do this every week?”

“When else are we going to do this? We’re in college,” said Joel.

Kyle shrugged. Mary came up at that moment and wrapped her arms around Kyle. She’d invited Tara to the party, but she had yet to arrive, and she was tired of talking to strangers. “What are you guys doing over here?”

Joel and Gary eyed Mary as she hung off Kyle. Kyle leaned over his shoulder to kiss Mary. “We’re taking shots. Do you want one?”

“Yeah, I’ll take one.”

Kyle poured them each a shot. They hooked their arms together before throwing back the shot. Joel said nasty comments under his breath as Kyle and Mary stared at each other, laughing. Gary looked like he’d seen an alien touch down on Earth.

Kyle and Mary unhooked their arms. Kyle was already a little tipsy, making him move his hand too quick. His plastic shot glass fell to the floor. Kyle cursed under his breath. “I’ll pick it up,” Mary said.

“Don’t worry about it.” Kyle bent over without thinking. He didn’t feel his shirt riding up his back. He didn’t notice until Joel sputtered and slapped his knee as laughter flowed from his mouth. Kyle stood upright, playing dumb. “What’s so funny, Joel?”

Joel stepped forward and lifted Kyle’s shirt, revealing the ribboned waistline of his panties. Nobody was paying them any attention, but Joel and Gary were the last people Kyle wanted finding out about his secret feminine desires.

Kyle pushed Joel away from him to drop his shirt. “So what? Leave me alone,” Kyle said. His shoulder hit Joel’s as he stormed away from the living room.

Mary went to chase after him, but Tara had just walked through the door and was waving at her from across the room. Mary watched as Kyle flew past Tara without really recognizing her. He went out the door. He slammed it behind him, making everyone turn their heads.

“Wasn’t that Kyle?” Tara asked. She was looking over her shoulder at the closed door. Everyone had gone back to what they were doing.

“Yeah,” Mary said in a frustrated tone. “Do you mind giving me a second?”

Tara shook her head. Mary ran out the door. She was wearing black stilettos, and it was impossible to run down apartment stairs in them. Her heart raced. She worried Kyle would leave without taking a breath. She worried he would blame her. He would have worn boxers if it weren’t for her pushing him.

Mary was gasping for air by the time she got outside, but Kyle hadn’t left. His car was running, and he was standing outside of it.

“What are you doing, Kyle? Come back inside.”

“I can’t go in there, Mary. I told you I didn’t want to wear panties. Look what happened.”

Mary felt a surge of shame rise within her body. She wanted to vomit. Her eyes become watery as she tried to find the words to apologize. “Kyle, please. I never thought this would happen.”

“I love you, Mary, but I don’t know how I’ll ever face my friends again.”

“Come on, Kyle. They don’t really care. They were just being jerks.”

“I’ll never live this down. They’ll always use it against me.”

Mary ran her hands down her face. Her feet were killing her, and she had run outside without a coat. It was March, but the night air was freezing. Kyle wasn’t acting like he wanted to forgive her. Everything was falling apart before her eyes.

“Kyle, please. Come back inside.”

“I think you should go back in there. I saw Tara arrive. It’d be rude to leave her.”

“How can you expect me to go back inside without you?” Mary asked. She didn’t want to lose Kyle, but it felt like he was already slipping from her fingers. “Don’t leave me.”

Kyle averted his gaze and cast his eyes to the ground. He didn’t look at Mary again as he opened his car door and slid inside. “I’m sorry, Mary. I have to leave. Can Tara take you home?”

Mary turned away from Kyle and marched back toward the building. She heard Kyle leave, but she didn’t turn around. Mary walked into Joel and Gary’s apartment. She took the first drink she could find and tossed it in Joel’s face. She found another to toss in Gary’s face. “Don’t be assholes to your best friend,” Mary said. She jabbed her finger in their faces. All they could do was blink, wondering what the fuck had just happened to them.

Mary turned and found Tara, grabbing her to leave. They gathered their things and rushed out the door. “What happened in there?” Tara asked when they were walking through the hallway. She still had her drink in her hand. “I have to dump this.”

Mary sobbed when they got outside. “Kyle left.”

“Why?” Tara asked.

“Can we talk about it with ice cream?”

“Yeah. Let’s go back to my place,” she said.

They got in Tara’s car and went to a convenience store for ice cream. Mary told Tara everything when they got back to her house. Tara told Mary to give Kyle time. If they were meant to be together, he would come around.

“It’s hard for us to accept who we are sometimes,” she said.

Mary nodded. Tara was trans, so she knew all about having to come to terms with herself. “Let’s hope he comes around sooner rather than later. I really don’t want to lose him, Tara.”

“Have faith, Mary. You two seemed to be having a really good time at Mango Lounge that one day.”

Mary thought back to when they’d sung and danced around Mango Lounge, and the memory brought a smile to her face. “Yeah. I’ll have faith.”

“You better,” Tara said and wrapped her arm around Mary’s shoulder. They cuddled, ate ice cream, and watched TV. It was just the night Mary needed after the fight with Kyle.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Mary’s faith was short-lived. Kyle stopped texting her. They had a Spanish class together, and Kyle didn’t even look at her. She was going crazy trying to figure out how to pull Kyle back into her life. Didn’t he love her? Weren’t those words he said more than hot air?

It wasn’t until their second Spanish class of the week that Mary finally got Kyle to look at her. It was a warm spring day near the end of March. The month had been a rollercoaster, but Mary wouldn’t change it for anything.

Kyle waved at Mary halfway through class. She checked her phone, and there was a message from Kyle.

Kyle: Can we talk after class?

Mary met Kyle’s eyes and nodded. Their teacher dismissed them. “Should we go sit in the quad to enjoy the warm weather?”

“Yeah,” Mary said. She offered her hand to Kyle, and he took it. It was like all the worrying she’d been doing was for nothing. Mary felt loved when Kyle looked at her. She saw how much he cared in his eyes, and she understood the pain of what happened. They were walking through the hall, and Mary couldn’t contain herself. “Kyle, I—”

“Can we wait until we’re outside?”

Mary folded her lips. She glanced out the window, wishing they were at the door already. It took much less time than it felt in her heart.

They found a bench under a tree offering shade from the warm sunlight. They turned toward each other, holding hands. “Mary, I’m sorry for leaving you at the party. I hope you understand why I did.”

“I do,” she said.

“Joel and Gary told me what you did. That was pretty badass.”

“They pissed me off,” Mary said with a soft laugh.

“Me too. You were right that I shouldn’t have left. Joel and Gary told me they didn’t really care. They were just jealous because we were kissing.”

“I’d like to make them jealous again.”

“Me too,” Kyle said. “Do you forgive me?”

Mary moved as close as she could to Kyle. “Yes, Kyle, but don’t leave me like that again. I hated not talking to you.”

Kyle dropped his head. “I know. It wasn’t right of me to avoid you like that.”

“Promise not to do it again?” Mary asked. She lifted Kyle’s chin to look into his beautiful blue eyes. “I love you, Kyle. I only want you to be happy.”

“You’re the best girlfriend in the world, Mary. What did I do to deserve you?”

Mary smiled and leaned forward, closing her eyes. Kyle mimicked her movement. The space between them disappeared as they pressed their lips together, losing themselves in a kiss under a tree in the quad.


CHAPTER EIGHT

It was the weekend, and Mary was getting her friends together for a night of cocktails and board games. She told them to bring their boyfriends. Tara was the only single one now that Mary had a boyfriend, but she didn’t mind coming alone. Joel and Gary had come too, looking like they were on Mars by the conversations Mary and her friends were having.

They talked about fashion, sissy boys, makeup, their classes, and whatever else popped into their minds.

One topic of discussion was underwear. Louis wasn’t wearing panties, but Steven and Kyle were. Joel said he had on boxer briefs, and Gary said he was going commando. All the girls told him he was gross, falling into a fit of laughter.

“We have to see whose panties are cuter,” Grace said to Mary. “I made Steven put on a sexy pair before we left the house.”

Steven blushed. He thought his girlfriend was crazy sometimes, but he loved her.

Joel and Gary said something under their breath, but Grace was quick to catch them.

“Excuse me, boys? Is there something you wanted to say? I’m sure I could find Mr. Commando something cute to wear.”

“Dude, get your girlfriend,” said Gary.

“I can’t control what she does,” Steven said.

“That’s right, mister. Nobody controls me. I’m Grace, bitches.” Grace’s voice slurred. She and the other ladies laughed.

Gary crossed his arms over his chest and looked defeated.

“What do you say, boys? Do you want to show us your sexy lingerie?”

Kyle was redder than a ripe tomato. He glanced at Steven. Steven looked like he was ready to take off his pants and strut around the living room.

“What do you say, man? Wanna give them a show?”

Kyle swallowed. He looked at Mary. She lifted her thumb. “Why not?” he asked.

Steven stood and helped Kyle to their feet. They unbuttoned their pants and dropped them to the ground. They didn’t do a runway walk, but they twisted and turned for everyone to see all sides of their panties.

Steven’s panties were a sage green with crisscross strings up to his torso.

Kyle wanted the pair for himself, feeling inadequate in his black lacey thong.

“Okay, everyone. Who wore it best?” Grace asked. “Round of applause for Kyle. Come on, guys!”

Everyone in the room roared. They clapped and hooted and beat their hands on whatever they could find. Joel and Gary had even joined in on the fun.

“All right, guys. Now let’s hear it for Steven.”

They made a lot of noise for Kyle, but they made even more for Steven. Steven twisted and turned as they screamed for his sage green panties.

“Looks like our winner is Steven, y’all!” Grace hollered. Steven bowed to the crowd. Everyone laughed as the guys pulled up their pants.

Mary and the ladies refilled the cocktails in the room. They turned off the lights, so that candles lit the room. Everyone danced like there was no tomorrow, having the time of their lives.
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CHAPTER ONE

Melvin Cooks was staring at Tara Williams from across the room. She never seemed to notice him, but he noticed her. All day. Every day. Melvin thought about her when he was eating. He thought about her when he showered. There were few times during the day Tara wasn’t on Melvin’s mind.

It was already April, and Melvin’s time was running out to make a move. They would graduate at the end of the month. He might never see her again after their class ended, which was a prospect that made Melvin sick if he thought too long about it.

Tara raised her hand to answer the teacher’s question. He listened as her voice filled the room. She spewed confidence when she spoke about psychological terms, but Melvin could tell she was shy.

Tara was dripping with innocence, and Melvin was afraid he might corrupt her.

The teacher told Tara her answer was correct. Some students groaned, but they were just jealous of Tara’s brilliance. Melvin found her riveting. From the clothes she wore to how her hair always looked perfect. Tara was a million times more magnificent than any other woman in the class.

The class was nearing its end, and Melvin was already dreading how he’d feel when Tara was far from him. He knew it wasn’t healthy to obsess about her, but it was impossible to control himself. Tara made him crazy.

“We’re going to start our final projects next week. I’d like you all to work with a partner,” the professor said. Several groans followed her words. “I know. I know. Think of working together as a psychological exercise.”

Melvin’s eyes went to Tara. She was looking around the room. He was staring. Her eyes landed on his, and they expanded. It was hardly noticeable, but Melvin noticed everything about Tara. She couldn’t change her hair or wear a new scent without Melvin picking up the change.

Tara averted her eyes, but they landed back on Melvin. He pointed at himself before turning his finger to her, suggesting they work together. Claiming her.

Across the room, Tara felt her body explode with nerves. Melvin Cooks was the most handsome man in their class. His hazel eyes. His lush brown hair. He was the only person as serious as her in the entire class.

Tara didn’t know what to say to Melvin, so she ran out of the room when the professor dismissed him. Tara didn’t stop running until she was down the hall and out of the building.

Tara would love to work with him, but she didn’t know if it was safe. What if she embarrassed herself? What if she said something stupid when they were alone?

Melvin took much longer to move from his seat, smiling to himself at Tara’s reaction. He couldn’t wait to work with her. Who else could she choose now that he’d claimed her?

Judging by the way she ran out of the classroom, Tara wanted Melvin just as badly as he wanted her, and he couldn’t wait to make their wishes come true.

***

Tara ran across campus to the library, where her best friend Mary was waiting. The weather had finally warmed, and a breeze lifted Tara’s pressed hair as her feet pounded the pavement.

Mary had requested a study room. She was the only one there when Tara arrived, much to her relief.

“What’s wrong? Did you run all the way here?”

Tara would have to touch up in the bathroom before her next class. She didn’t want to sweat out the product that was keeping her hair flat and shiny. “Yes,” Tara said. Now that she’d stopped, she was having to catch her breath.

“Why?” Mary got up and wrapped her arm around her friend’s shoulder, guiding her to a seat.

“Melvin Cooks.”

Mary arched her eyebrow, having no idea what Tara was jabbering about. “Tara, are you okay?”

“Melvin Cooks wants me to be his partner,” Tara said. She thought about the way his hazel eyes had landed on her from across the room. Tara had never been with a man. She knew Jackie had found love with Louis, but Tara was nervous to date. Telling guys about her dick had been uncomfortable when she’d done it on dates, and Tara figured she would leave the city when she graduated.

What was the point of falling in love if she wanted to leave? She would hate leaving Mary and her friends behind, but Tara wanted to spread her wings.

“What’s wrong with him wanting to work with you?” Mary was trying to soothe her friend, but Tara could explode sometimes.

“You should have seen the way he looked at me, Mary.” Tara shook her head as Melvin’s hazel eyes pierced through her soul anew. “How will I be able to concentrate if all I want to do is run my fingers through his hair?”

Mary covered her mouth and stifled a giggle. She’d felt the same desire many times with her boyfriend, Kyle, but Mary could touch Kyle as much as she wanted.

“You will have to keep your hands to yourself, unless he wants you to touch his hair, which might be the case from the sounds of it.”

Tara glanced at her friend with doubt. She took a deep breath and told herself to get it together before Jackie and Grace arrived. If she was in a mess when they walked through the door, she would have to tell them about Melvin too, and Tara wasn’t sure she wanted to feel pressured by them.

They were much faster than Tara. Tara loved her friends, but they weren’t afraid of their bodies. They weren’t afraid of their sexuality.

Tara wanted a man to call her boyfriend, but she wanted someone who would love her for who she was, like Louis loved Jackie.

“I can always tell him I don’t want to work with him on the project,” Tara said. She crossed her arms over her chest in defiance. Nobody could tell her who she had to work with, including Melvin.

“Is that what you really want, Tara?”

Mary’s question lingered in the air, but Tara couldn’t respond to it. Grace and Jackie walked into the room moments later. They shared a look as they sat at the table, pulling out their books.

“What’s going on in here?” Grace asked. “Did someone die?”

“Nothing is wrong, Grace. Why don’t we study?” Mary suggested.

Jackie glanced around the room. Her eyes met Tara’s. Jackie could tell there was something wrong, but she could also see that Tara didn’t want to talk about it.

“Yeah, let’s study.” Jackie opened her book.

The tension faded from the room, but it didn’t leave Tara’s heart. She didn’t know how she’d ever face Melvin, but their meeting again was pretty much inevitable.


CHAPTER TWO

Melvin walked into his psychology class, ready to work on his project with Tara, but she wasn’t there when he arrived. His heart dropped to the pits of his stomach. Was not showing up her way to avoid him? He’d thought she was too dedicated to her studies to run from fate.

As much as she tried, Tara couldn’t escape Melvin. Not after he saw the way she ran from him. Not after he saw the flash of desire in her eyes. Melvin had a mission to claim his beauty, and he wouldn’t stop until he succeeded.

The professor started class. She mentioned they’d need to pick their partners for the project in a few minutes. Melvin looked around the room, willing Tara to appear. Several eyes met his, but he didn’t want to work with anyone but Tara. Nobody in the class had her intelligence or grace. They were lame compared to her greatness.

Down the hall, Tara was hyperventilating behind a closed stall. She couldn’t face Melvin. She’d been dreading it ever since she ran from class the last time. Tara had broken down in front of Mary. Cried like a fool. Why she shed tears for a man she barely knew was beyond her, but she couldn’t rewrite her past.

Mary had seen her. Jackie and Grace had seen her as well, even though they said nothing about it after walking into the study room.

Tara couldn’t find the strength to pick herself up from the closed stall. She couldn’t find the strength to face handsome Melvin. She was falling apart. Tara hated herself for letting a man drive her to this point, but there she was. Away from class. Tarnishing her perfect record. Disappointing her teacher.

Back in class, their professor moved to the front of the classroom to ask everyone to find a partner. Her name was Christina Thomas, and she had her PhD in psychology. Melvin respected her. He didn’t want to show the beast within him, but he had to have Tara.

“Professor Thomas, if you don’t mind, Tara and I spoke. She wasn’t feeling well before class, but we decided to become partners.”

Professor Thomas glanced at Melvin, but he knew how to lie. He knew how to keep a straight face. Tara would learn how to forgive him, with enough time. “Very well, Melvin. You and Tara can work together. We’ll confirm the details when she arrives.”

Melvin nodded, trying to suppress a smile from forming on his lips. Professor Thomas used to interrogate criminals before turning her hand to teaching. She knew how to read people better than technology, but even Melvin had fooled her.

The rest of the class went about choosing their partners as Melvin kept his eyes low and his hands busy. If he acted like he was working, Professor Thomas wouldn’t be able to know how happy he was. How close he was to having the woman of his dreams. His obsession.

Tara finally picked herself up from the toilet lid. She washed her hands and fingered her hair. She kept her shoulders as high as she could as she walked to the classroom. Tara hoped Melvin had another partner. She didn’t care who she had to work with, as long as it wasn’t Melvin.

“There you are,” Professor Thomas announced when Tara walked into the classroom. Everyone was sitting in pairs. Tara glanced around the room. She stopped when her eyes landed on Melvin. He was the only one sitting alone. “Tara, Melvin said that you had discussed working with him. Is that correct?”

Tara thought back to when Melvin had pointed at her in the last class, as though he were choosing her then. Her mind wandered to the afternoon that’d followed. Her collapsing in Mary’s arms. The desperation she felt to touch Melvin. To push her fingers through his hair.

Tara glanced at Melvin. He had his eyes narrowed in on her, like nothing else existed in the room. Tara didn’t know whether to feel admired or afraid.

“Yes, Professor Thomas. Melvin and I discussed working together,” she said.

“Very well, Tara. Please take a seat next to Melvin, so we can discuss what we need to do with the project.”

Tara nodded and walked across the room. Her heart felt like it was beating in her throat. Her eyes stayed on Melvin, and they didn’t move. He looked at her. Tara wasn’t sure if anyone else in the room was watching them, but whatever was happening between them was something Tara had never felt in her life.

Tara had fallen into Melvin’s orbit, and she wasn’t sure how she would ever break free from his pull.

Melvin pulled out the chair for Tara to sit. She took a deep breath as she sat by him. She nearly screamed when Melvin’s hand landed on her thigh, but nothing more than a whimper left her mouth.

“You made the right decision,” he said.

Tara glanced out of the corner of her eye at Melvin, wondering if she had made the right decision.


CHAPTER THREE

Professor Thomas spent most of the class giving directions and explaining what she expected from the project. Melvin and Tara came up with a rough idea of what they wanted to do. They were both fascinated by advertisements and how they affected the mind, so they planned to do a study on different mediums of advertisements and how effective they are for buying a specific song.

Melvin waited for Tara to leave, giving her enough space to feel safe before he got up and ran into the hallway to chase after her.

“Tara, wait up a second.”

Tara turned to face Melvin. He looked so handsome running toward her. Tara knew she was a prude, but she’d been taught to keep her legs closed. She’d been taught to love a man before she slept with him. She was following the rules she’d always known, but there was a naughty voice whispering in the back of her head to toss the rules out of the window.

“Yes, Melvin?”

Melvin stopped in front of Tara. He wanted to touch all over her body, but he kept his hands at his sides.

“Do you have a class soon? Why don’t we head to the library and work on the project? I want to have the best one in class,” he said.

Tara looked into Melvin’s hazel eyes, seeing him in a different light. There was so much soul behind his eyes. Tara didn’t have a class and couldn’t think of a reason to deny Melvin’s request, so she agreed.

They walked across campus together. “I hope you don’t mind me telling Professor Thomas we agreed to work together.”

Tara had been in the bathroom freaking out about working with Melvin, but she wouldn’t tell him.

“I don’t mind,” she said.

“You’re the smartest one in class. Working with anyone else would have been insulting my intelligence.”

“You’re cocky, aren’t you?”

Melvin shrugged. “Everyone has issues, including me.” He thought about how he’d stalked Tara online. How he’d thought about her every time he touched himself. Melvin wanted to undress her and watch as she sat on his dick.

Tara looked at Melvin, and he was drinking her up with his eyes. She’d never felt more attracted to a man, but she still had a secret to reveal. Not every man wanted a trans woman, which Tara understood, but her dick was part of her identity. She felt right with it, and she didn’t think it made her any less of a woman. If she’d had a choice, she would have been born as a woman from day one.

“What issues do you have, Melvin?”

“Ones I hope won’t scare you away,” he said. The darkness in his voice unsettled Tara. She walked a little faster. They were outside of the library when Melvin told Tara to wait. “I’ll open the door.”

“Oh, that’s not necessary,” Tara said.

“Yes, it is.”

Tara waited as Melvin opened the door. He stared at her with an intensity she’d never seen coming from a man as she stepped through the doors of the library. They walked to a table in the back and pulled out their laptops.

Melvin sat by Tara’s side. He was so close that she could hear his breath. It was distracting. Intoxicating. Tara wanted to feel his breath against her neck. She wanted to feel his lips kissing her breasts. No man had ever had her, and she wanted to give herself to Melvin.

Tara was wearing a new scent, and it was driving Melvin wild. It smelled like citrus honey. He wanted to suck on her neck. “When did you switch perfumes?”

Tara’s eyes widened at Melvin’s question. How did he know she’d tried a new perfume?

“This morning,” she said.

“I like it. You should wear it more,” he said.

Tara felt her cock twitch under her panties. It never got hard for a stranger, but Melvin was quickly becoming much more than a stranger. Much more than a classmate. Would he be her first? She only hoped she could get so lucky.

“Thanks.” Tara was blushing as much as her cock was hard. “Why don’t we focus on the project? How did you want to perform the study?”

Melvin was only thinking about how he could perform with Tara. Would she want it on her back, or did she prefer to be on her hands and knees?

“Fine,” Melvin said. They spent the next two hours talking about nothing but psychology, which only made Melvin become more obsessed with Tara. She had such a captivating mind. It impressed her how she knew so many studies that weren’t mentioned in any class they’d taken. She went beyond what professors presented, which so few did.

“Why do you want to give your brilliance to business? You should be a researcher.”

“I want to work in the art business,” Tara said. “It’s a little different from working for some big corporation.”

Melvin scoffed. “Hardly.”

“I’m an artist, Melvin. How are you going to judge what I do?”

“You’re too brilliant to give your life to rich people. They’re the only ones who can afford to trade artwork.”

Tara folded her arms over her chest and turned away from Melvin. “That isn’t true,” she said. Tara knew there were a lot of rich people who bought art, but she wanted to make art to sell. Until she could live by selling art of her own, she would make money for other artists.

“You know it’s true, Tara.”

“I don’t have time for this. Are we finished for today?”

Melvin smirked. He loved watching Tara stir. “Yeah, we’re finished. See you next class.”

Tara’s stomach flipped. Her heart fluttered. She was weak around Melvin, but she couldn’t let it show. “Bye, Melvin.” Tara walked away from their table at the back of the library, holding her shoulders high until she got to the door.

Melvin was going to make her crazy, but Tara wasn’t sure she wanted to be sane.


CHAPTER FOUR

Melvin and Tara didn’t talk until their next class after planning their experiment in the library, but they couldn’t separate after that class.

They spent every evening together. They walked to restaurants off campus after hours of working. The weather was warmer, and every evening felt like it was from a fairytale. Melvin always opened the door. He paid for every meal they ate.

Tara didn’t think they were dating, but it felt like they were more than partners for a final project. Something was bubbling under the surface, and Tara was ready to accept whatever Melvin had in mind.

It was late one Friday evening. When most people were going out to dance, Tara and Melvin were walking back from burritos at a Mexican place close to campus.

Melvin stopped when they were halfway back to his apartment, where they’d been spending most of their time. It was basic, clean, and somehow mysterious, much like Melvin.

“What’s wrong?” Tara asked when Melvin stopped walking.

“I don’t know how to tell you this because we’re working together on the project, but I want you, Tara. You’re the sexiest girl I’ve ever seen, and I can’t stop thinking about you. It drives me crazy when I try to concentrate, and your face is all I can see.”

There was a bench near them. Tara took Melvin’s hand and led them to the bench. They sat together. Tara had been feeling many of those same emotions. Every evening they worked together drove her a little more insane. She’d thought about doing things to Melvin that had never occurred to her to do with any other man.

“I think you’re pretty sexy too, but—” Tara couldn’t find the words to tell Melvin about her long, thick womanhood. “Shouldn’t we wait until after our project is over to do something?”

“I wanted to wait. Trust me, that was my plan, but I can’t.” Melvin stepped forward, and he pressed his lips against Tara’s before she could protest. His kiss was everything she’d needed. Tara let go of her fears and leaned into the kiss.

Melvin and Tara forgot they were walking home. They could have been anywhere, as long as they were together.

Tara floated on air as they walked back to Melvin’s apartment, holding hands. She was stuffed from a burrito Melvin had bought. He opened his apartment door. Everything was as plain as Tara remembered. Few items populated the room. Only the essentials, along with a stack of books on the floor.

“Do you want a beer or something?”

“What are you having?”

“A scotch on the rocks,” Melvin said. He didn’t drink often, but he needed something to help him digest the burrito he’d just eaten.

“I’ll take a scotch,” she said.

Melvin went to his tiny kitchen to fix them two drinks. He came back, and Tara had her textbook open, but she was hoping they wouldn’t study. They’d already done so much for their project. They needed to find participants for their experiment before they could do anything else.

Tara took a sip of her scotch. Her face pinched at the strong flavor.

“Is it too much for you? It might be a little smoother with water.”

“Would you put some in it?” Tara held out her drink.

Melvin took Tara’s drink to the kitchen to add a splash of water. He gave it back to her, resisting his urge to push her to her back. He wanted to peel those jeans she was wearing from her legs.

“Much better,” Tara said after taking a sip. “There’s something you don’t know about me, but I have to tell you.”

“What?”

“I’m trans, and I still have a penis.” Tara said the words while looking directly into Melvin’s hazel eyes. She couldn’t read what he was thinking, but her therapist had told her to tell men with confidence. It wasn’t Tara’s fault how she’d been born, and she shouldn’t apologize to anyone for living how she felt in her soul. “Take it or leave it, but that’s who I am.”

Melvin licked his lips. He didn’t let his gaze flicker. It was certainly a surprise to learn Tara was trans, but he found her just as sexy as he always had.

“So?”

“So, what?” Melvin asked. Tara bit her lip and shook her head. She’d spoken clearly enough for Melvin to hear. Melvin wrapped his arm over Tara’s shoulder and pulled her close. He kissed her forehead.

Melvin was rock hard thinking about Tara’s naked body, and he really liked the idea of her with a cock. He hoped she was ready to take him because he was dying to fuck her tight hole.

“Did you want to watch a movie, beautiful?” Melvin asked.

“Yeah, let’s watch one. Then I should head home.”

“Okay,” he said. Melvin opened his laptop on the coffee table and pulled up a movie on a streaming service. They watched the movie as they drank their scotches. They kissed a few times, but nothing more than that.

Tara left Melvin’s apartment feeling so in love she wanted to puke. She felt like she’d found the man of her dreams. She only hoped it was reality and not delusion.


CHAPTER FIVE

“We’re never going to find the record, Melvin. I need to head home to get ready for tonight,” Tara said. They’d spent all their free time the past couple of days trying to find the vinyl version of the song they were using for their project.

They’d gone to every thrift store and every music store in town. Tara was over searching and wanted to soak her feet before dancing.

“Let me look in this last row,” he said.

Tara waited as Melvin flipped through the records, taking his sweet time. She was tapping her foot, but the sound only made Melvin move slower. Tara wasn’t about to rush him. She could huff and sigh all she wanted because Melvin was being meticulous.

After a few minutes, Melvin knew he’d come up short. “Fine, I guess we won’t find it.”

“Told you,” Tara said.

“I will tell you what to do if you aren’t careful,” Melvin said. He went up to Tara and pressed his weight against her. She ran into a structure behind her. Melvin stepped even closer to her. He kissed her deeply, pushing his tongue into her mouth. He placed his hand on her side.

They’d been dating about two weeks. They still hadn’t had sex, but Melvin was ready. He’d been waiting because he wanted to be sure he liked Tara as a person before committing to her, but he loved her more every time they hung out. Melvin knew Tara was the one. Anyone who had a problem with his love for her would have to speak to his middle finger.

Tara gasped as Melvin’s hand snaked along her side. His touch had her wanting to strip naked right there in the thrift store. If Melvin told her to take off her clothes, she would.

Melvin bit her earlobe, sucking on it gently. “I want to taste you. I can’t wait any longer, Tara.”

They were in a shadowy corner of the thrift store, but they were still in public. People were shopping all around them. Melvin had Tara rock hard, and she was afraid her bulge would show if she walked the wrong way.

“We have to leave. We’re going to be late for dinner if we don’t go now,” she said.

Melvin didn’t want to release her. He wanted to turn her around and drop her jeans to the floor. He wanted to hold her thick manhood, feeling it throb in his hand. “I’m taking you tonight.”

Tara couldn’t argue with his commanding tone. She wouldn’t. “Please,” she said. It would be her first time, but she was ready. “You should know that I’m a virgin, though.”

Melvin growled. “I’ve only been with one woman, and that was only one time. Years ago. I guess I’ve always been waiting for you.” Melvin leaned forward and placed his lips on Tara’s neck. She moaned, but the sound was nothing more than a breath. Nothing anyone could hear but Melvin.

“Me too,” she said.

Melvin kissed her neck lightly for a few beats until she begged him to stop. She was going to throw him on the floor and suck his dick if he didn’t. Tara took Melvin’s hand and pulled him toward the door of the thrift store, and all felt leveled once they got outside to the parking lot.

“Tonight isn’t far away, Tara.” Melvin ran up behind Tara and slapped her ass. “I’ll be even more ravenous after dancing. You sure you don’t want to give up now?”

“I’m positive,” Tara said. “Drive me home.”

***

Tara, Mary, Jackie, and Grace were at Grace’s place getting ready for the night. The guys were meeting them at Sapphire American Bistro and getting ready at Louis’s place, which he shared with Jackie. Sapphire American Bistro was having a party. They had one a few times a month. Cocktail specials. A DJ. They sold some food on party nights, but it was always just a few appetizers.

Tara hadn’t told her friends much about Melvin. Mary knew the most details, but she spent so much time with her boyfriend Kyle that they had spoken little.

“I didn’t tell you guys, but my friend Melvin is meeting us at the bar.”

“He is?” Mary asked. She dropped her phone and turned her attention to Tara. Everyone was doing something else. Makeup, nails, hair. It took a lot of effort to look fabulous for dancing.

Tara nodded. “Yeah, we were together this morning searching for a record.”

“Did you find it?” Grace asked. She had a foundation brush in her hand, patting her face.

“No, we didn’t find the record, but we did something else.”

“Do you hear her?” Jackie asked. She was playing with her blonde hair in a mirror. There was nothing Jackie loved more than staring at her reflection. “Tara sounds like she’s in love.”

“Shut up,” Tara said. She hated it because she knew it was true. She couldn’t even think about Melvin without smiling like a fool. “I’m not in love.”

“Yes, you are.” Mary teased. She was sitting around in her bra and panties, trying to decide between two dresses. They were having the party on their patio because the weather had been incredible. Mary couldn’t wait to dance outside, but she was a little worried the temperature would drop once the sun went down.

“I might be a little in love, but you guys won’t believe what Melvin did to me in the thrift store.”

Everyone stopped what they were doing as Tara told her friends how Melvin had pushed her up against some wall organizers. She gushed how Melvin had made her feel like a dirty little whore and how much she loved it. She added how Melvin whispered into her ear that he couldn’t wait.

“Oh my, hot damn.” Jackie hollered as Tara finished her story. “My girl is about to get her some dick tonight.” Jackie humped the air. Tara covered her face.

Mary looked at Tara with concern. She knew her friend was a virgin. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

Tara knew what Mary was asking. “Yes, I’m ready.”

“Why wouldn’t she be ready, Mary?” Grace asked. “If you see some good dick, go after it.”

“You’re crazy, Grace.” Tara took a deep breath, ready to reveal her truth. “I’m a virgin. That’s why Mary was asking.”

“You’re a virgin?” Jackie asked.

“I got close once, but it didn’t work out. I focus on my studies. What can I say?”

“That you need to open those damn legs,” Grace said. “Sex is the most beautiful thing in the world.”

“Not all of us are as confident as you, Grace.” Mary narrowed her eyes at Grace.

Grace waved her hand in the air. “Pick out a dress already, Mary. I’m ready to leave.”

Mary rolled her eyes and chose the black dress. She liked how it looked against her skin. She put it on and took a tube of Grace’s lipstick. Mary went to the big mirror Jackie was using it and leaned over Jackie’s shoulder as she lined her lips with a pink gloss.

“I’m ready when you are,” Mary said to Grace in a sassy voice.

Grace still had a few touches to finish on her makeup, but then she was ready. The ladies grabbed their things and headed out the door. They were all wearing heels, even though they had to walk several blocks to the party. When they got closer, there were a bunch of others walking toward the entrance of Sapphire American Bistro. Music spilled out onto the streets.

Jackie moved her hips. Grace joined her. “Let’s get lit tonight, bitches.”

The warm weather had everyone acting crazy after a long winter. There was still a chance the temperatures could drop, but that was a problem for the future. The weather couldn’t have been better for dancing outside as they paid a small cover fee before making their way to the patio.

Louis, Steven, and Kyle were already there. Her friends went up to their boyfriends, showering them with kisses and stealing drinks of their beverages. Kyle’s old roommates, Joel and Gary, were also there. Tara recognized them and waved, but she didn’t say hello because she was too busy scanning the crowd for Melvin.

Then she saw him, like an owl in the night. His eyes focused on her, piercing her through the thickness of the crowd.

Tara couldn’t move as Melvin walked toward her. He didn’t ask permission. His eyes never left her, yet everyone moved for him. It was like they could feel the energy between them. They knew they shouldn’t mess with Melvin.

“I was wondering when you would show up,” Melvin said. He placed his hands on Tara’s sides and pulled her close. He kissed her gently on the lips.

People were watching them, but they didn’t notice.

“My friends take a long time to get ready.”

Melvin looked over Tara’s shoulder at the group of people gawking at them. Tara’s friends and their boyfriends and the tag-alongs. Melvin didn’t want to introduce himself, but he didn’t protest when Tara pulled him toward the group.

“Everyone, this is Melvin. Melvin, this is everyone.”

Melvin put up his hand and waved, but he pulled Tara into the crowd before everyone could tell him a name he would forget five seconds later. Tara giggled as Melvin pulled her deeper into the crowd. The DJ was playing electronic music, and the bass was intense. The speakers shook their bodies.

Melvin moved his hips, grinding his dick against her side. Tara forgot about her friends. It was as though Melvin had enclosed them in a bubble of his energy.

Melvin turned Tara around so that her ass was on his dick. He pulled her close. Tara threw her head back, letting Melvin have her. She pushed her ass into the outline of his member, grinding against him.

Melvin placed his hands on Tara’s thighs. He pushed his nails into her skin. His fingers moved until his hands were on the hem of her dress. Melvin placed his mouth on Tara’s neck. If he didn’t have her, he would lose his mind.

They danced for twenty or thirty minutes, close to fucking on the dance floor, until Melvin could no longer handle it.

“We have to leave. Now.” Melvin lifted Tara into his arms and walked with her through the crowd. “We’re leaving,” Melvin said to Tara’s friends.

Tara waved at them, and they watched with open mouths as Melvin carried Tara out of Sapphire American Bistro. He didn’t live too far from the bar, and he planned on carrying her the entire way. Tara told Melvin she could walk, but Melvin refused. He didn’t want her getting cold feet and running away.

Tara gave in, letting Melvin carry her all the way to his apartment, feeling like a princess as he did.


CHAPTER SIX

Melvin didn’t even put Tara down as he searched for his key to open the door. She protested, but Melvin was firm.

“Hold on while I look.”

Tara did as he said, and Melvin opened the door with Tara in his arms. He kicked it open, making Tara’s body explode with desire. Melvin wasn’t large, but he was strong. He carried Tara into his living room with minimal effort, not even sweating from having carried her from Sapphire American Bistro to his apartment.

Tara’s feet hit the floor for the first time. She was nervous, but ready. She needed to have Melvin.

Melvin stepped closer to Tara, making her walk backward. She fell to the sofa. Melvin grinned as he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his defined body.

“Do you want me, Tara?”

Tara bit her lip and nodded. Melvin stood over her as her chest rose and fell. She was wearing a dress, so she lifted her knees and spread her legs. Melvin growled as he stared into the shadow of her dress. It was getting dark outside, and it was even darker in his apartment, but Melvin didn’t need lights to make love to his girlfriend. His obsession.

“I want to see it,” he said. “You show me yours, and I’ll show you mine.”

Tara hesitated as her fingers scraped against her thighs. She wanted to show Melvin her dick, but it would be the first time another man had seen it.

“I can go first,” Melvin said. There was a darkness to his voice Tara had never heard. Melvin undid his pants, pushing them to the floor. His dick was thick and a little longer than average. Tara was bigger, but her mouth watered at the sight of Melvin’s dick. He had a little patch of hair at his base. His dick was stiff, and his balls looked incredible beneath it.

“Now, it’s your turn to show me yours.”

Tara couldn’t deny his request. He was standing naked in front of her. As nervous as she was, she wanted to wear her clothes less. Tara sat up and stood from the couch. She turned her back to Melvin. “Would you mind helping me take off the dress?”

“Not at all,” Melvin said. He unzipped Tara’s dress and pushed it over her shoulders. She still had her back to him. Melvin pressed himself against her backside, wrapping his arms around her body. She was so soft. So warm. “You’re so sexy, Tara.”

Tara moaned as Melvin’s cock pressed into her ass. She was still wearing her panties, and her dick was straining to break free. Melvin lifted his hands to Tara’s bra. He unhooked it from behind and pushed it over her shoulders. Tara lifted her arms to cover her breasts, but Melvin moved them out of the way.

“Turn around so that I can see you.”

Tara’s heart raced as she slowly turned on her heel. Melvin was rock hard. She moved closer to him, and his cock pressed into her skin. Melvin brushed his thumb over Tara’s nipple, making her even harder. A moan escaped Tara’s lips as she threw her arms over Melvin’s shoulders. She couldn’t resist his lips. Melvin kissed Tara deeply, rubbing her back. Brushing his cock against hers.

“I can’t get enough of you, Tara.” Melvin said. He kissed Tara’s neck. He moved to her collarbone. Her uncovered breasts. He took Tara’s nipple into his mouth and placed his hand on the outline of her thick womanhood. It was like a can of shaving cream in his hand, heavy even with the support of her beautiful panties.

“Me either, Melvin.” Tara moaned, but she had struggled to speak. Melvin’s touch was overriding her senses. “That feels so good.”

Melvin sucked on Tara’s nipples for several more beats until the pull of her cock became too strong to ignore. Melvin sank to his knees in front of Tara. They were in the middle of his basic living room, but there was nothing basic about Tara.

“I’m going to suck your dick,” Melvin said. He looked at Tara through hooded eyes, unable to pull his gaze completely away from the bulge under her panties. “Tell me if you get too close.”

Tara nodded. She had always wondered what her first time would be like, but she’d never expected something like this. She never envisioned herself with a man as gorgeous as Melvin. A man who made her feel like liquid when he looked at her.

Melvin swiftly removed Tara’s panties. Her cock stood erect. Melvin had seen nothing as beautiful, and he told Tara. He kissed her thighs as he held her cock in his hand, telling Tara she was the sexiest woman in the world. Tara’s heart fluttered. Her body twisted. Each time Melvin stroked her dick, Tara felt she could cum.

Melvin moved his lips from Tara’s thigh to the tip of her cock. He kissed her dick before parting his lips. Tara moaned as warmth encircled her cock. She pushed her fingers into Melvin’s wavy brown hair as he bobbed his head along her cock.

“Choke me with your dick,” Melvin said.

Tara’s eyes widened, but she was so into the moment that she could only follow Melvin’s command. Tara tightened her fingers around Melvin’s hair. She pushed her dick into the back of his throat until he was making gagging sounds.

“Fuck,” Melvin said as he broke contact to take a deep breath. “I love that dick.” Melvin moved from his knees to his ass and sat with his back against the couch. “Fuck my mouth, sexy.”

Tara stood above Melvin. Her cock dangled in the air, slick and wet from Melvin’s mouth. Tara rubbed her cock once.

Melvin admired Tara’s shaved and feminine cock. Her perky breasts. Her gorgeous hair. Everything about her was perfect, and Melvin was dying to have her dick in his mouth. “I told you to fuck my mouth.”

Tara grunted and stepped forward. If Melvin wanted her dick so badly, she was going to give it to him, down to the last millimeter. Tara held her cock at its base and wagged it in front of Melvin’s lips. His plump, soft lips. They were one of his sexiest features.

Melvin opened his mouth as he stared at Tara standing above him with her cock in her hand. Tara glided her member into Melvin’s hole. She started with her tip, making Melvin push his mouth farther up her cock, but Tara took his hair in her hand to stop him.

She said nothing, but Melvin stopped. He let Tara take control, submitting to her cock. Tara slowly fucked Melvin’s mouth as she held him by the hair, moving deeper and deeper with each thrust of her hips.

Melvin took Tara’s cock, opening his throat. He breathed through his nose. He had one hand on the back of her thigh and the other on his stiff cock. Tara fucked his mouth until she reached the edge of her cliff. If she spent another second in Melvin’s warm mouth, she would fill his throat with her seed.

“I’m about to cum.”

Melvin hopped to his feet and pushed Tara to her knees. “Not before you return the favor.”

Tara sank further to face Melvin’s cock. She’d loved fucking Melvin’s mouth, but there was nothing more she wanted than to feel his cock sliding between her lips. She’d fantasized about sucking a dick, and she was about to experience her first time with a man she loved.

Melvin moaned as Tara moved her lips over his dick. She closed her eyes, losing herself. She loved how Melvin’s thickness pressed against her tongue. She loved when he pushed his cock into the back of her throat while holding her head.

Melvin moved his hips faster, fucking her mouth with an intensity she hadn’t expected.

Tara held her cock and breathed through her nose as Melvin enjoyed her mouth. It wasn’t long before Melvin felt his balls tightening.

“I’m going to cum in that hot mouth of yours,” Melvin said.

Tara moaned and nodded, but she couldn’t speak with Melvin’s cock stuffing her mouth. She didn’t want to speak. She wanted Melvin’s warm seed sliding down her throat. Tara had never tasted cum, not even her own, but she was eager to drink Melvin’s.

Melvin hollered and pushed Tara’s head down on his cock as streams of cum emptied into her mouth. His cum was much sweeter than Tara expected. She had a taste for the white goo, wrapping her arms around the back of Melvin’s legs. She sucked on his cock until she got every drop.

Melvin stumbled backward when Tara released him. Tara climbed onto the couch and held her cock. Melvin dropped to his knees in front of it. He wrapped his lips around her member and bobbed his head once, making her shoot a load into his mouth.

Melvin lifted his lips and stroked her cock, watching in awe as semen oozed out of her cock. Melvin licked up the stream of cum that’d slid down Tara’s cock, thinking it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted.

Tara rubbed Melvin’s hair as he rested his head against her thigh. Both their cocks were softening. Neither said a word, but they were both feeling the same emotion.

Love.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The project presentation was quickly approaching, but Tara and Melvin had collected all the data they needed. Their sample size wasn’t enough to form any real conclusions, but it would be enough to get them a decent grade on their project.

“I love you,” Melvin said. It was only the hundredth time he’d said it that day. A week had passed since the first time they had oral sex after the party at Sapphire American Bistro, and their relationship had been moving at the speed of light since.

“I love you more,” Tara said. They were cuddled up in a chair in the library, reading a psychology textbook. Melvin read one paragraph, and Tara read the next. Some people gave them dirty looks, but they didn’t care. They were whispering. They never kissed more than a few seconds at a time.

Melvin’s cock was hard as Tara sat on his lap, and all he could think about was her juicy cock in his mouth. They’d talked about trying anal, but Tara was still nervous. She had no problems with sucking Melvin’s cock, though. He was resisting every urge to pull her into the library bathroom to exchange blowjobs.

“It’s your turn,” Tara said, pushing on Melvin’s shoulder.

He’d forgotten all about what they were reading because of the images of Tara on her hands and knees running through his mind. He wanted to stretch her hole. It was all he could think about, but he would wait until Tara was ready.

“Sorry,” Melvin said. He whispered a paragraph, then he closed the book.

“What are you doing?”

“I think we’ve studied enough for one day.” Melvin squeezed Tara’s thigh as he looked into her eyes. When they were together, it was like nothing else mattered. Melvin would even fail all his classes if that was what it took to keep Tara. He would do anything to spend his days with her, no matter how much it cost him.

“We will have our final in less than two weeks. How can you say we’ve studied enough?”

“We’re already guaranteed to graduate, and I already got accepted to a graduate program. Why are you stressing?”

“You’re the one who should stress. You wouldn’t want a poor grade on your transcript now.”

“Fine,” Melvin said. “What if we study after having a little fun at my place?”

“What kind of fun did you have in mind?”

Melvin smirked. He had already bought condoms and lube. They were waiting at his place. All Grace had to do was unbutton her jeans, and Melvin would do the rest. The fabric hugged her legs so tightly, she would need help.

Tara moaned as Melvin squeezed her ass. “You know what I have in mind. Think you’re ready?”

Tara wanted to give Melvin her ass. She’d been dreaming of having him inside of her ever since wrapping her lips around his dick. Tara had even talked to Jackie about it. Jackie gave Tara a ton of tips, but Tara still didn’t feel ready. She loved sucking Melvin’s dick, but she could feel he wanted more.

“I want to be ready.”

“Tell me you’re ready. You know I won’t hurt you,” he said.

Melvin’s eyes burned into Tara. How could she deny his request when he looked so handsome? How could she consider telling him no when all she wanted to say was yes?

“I know you won’t hurt me, but—”

“Stop saying ‘but’. We’re going to make this work. All I’m asking is you try. We can stop whenever,” Melvin said.

Tara bit her lip and nodded as she stared at her boyfriend. “I love you, Melvin.”

“I love you,” he said. He wrapped his arms around her back and buried his face into her bosom. She was wearing a yellow sundress, so his cheek touched her smooth skin. “Can we leave?”

Tara stood and put out her hand. Melvin took it, and they forgot all about studying to head to his place.

***

Melvin and Tara were holding hands as they walked to Melvin’s apartment. He lived closer to campus, and Tara enjoyed spending time at his place, but she never expected what was awaiting them.

“What are you doing?”

Melvin dropped Tara’s hand. The little color he had left his face. Tara didn’t know what was happening as Melvin turned his head and took several steps away from Tara.

“Why are you holding her hand, Melvin?” A woman with dirty blonde hair and a round body pushed off her car to walk toward Tara and Melvin. She was wearing frumpy jeans and a short-sleeve blouse.

“Mom, what are you doing here?” Melvin asked.

“This is your mother?” Tara asked and gestured to the woman who was scowling at her.

“My name is Andrea, and you should learn to use it.” Andrea placed a hand on her hip. She tossed her head, throwing her shoulder-length hair into the wind.

“Sorry, ma’am. Andrea. I wasn’t expecting to meet Melvin’s mother today.”

Andrea ignored Tara and turned her attention to Melvin. She narrowed her eyes at him. “I thought we talked about this, son.”

Melvin let out a nervous chuckle. “You can’t be serious, mom. Tara is the most amazing woman I know. I love her. She’s intelligent. She’s kind.”

Tara’s heart was warming until she saw the look on Andrea’s face. There was something about Tara that Andrea didn’t like. Tara didn’t know how they’d ever work if Melvin’s mother hated her. She was so happy she hadn’t given herself to Melvin fully. What skeletons was he hiding in his closet?

“I don’t care how sweet or smart she is, Melvin. We told you about this. If you don’t mind, I need to speak with my son privately.”

Tara didn’t want to argue with her boyfriend’s mother, but she was so confused about what was wrong with her. “What did she tell you about, Melvin?”

Andrea turned to Tara and narrowed her eyes. “Honey, my son is going to be someone. We can’t have some hussy like you distracting him from his studies.”

“Mom, stop it.”

Andrea slapped Melvin. Tara’s eyes widened in horror. “You listen here, young man. We pay good money for you to attend this school. You have a career path. If you want to speak about this openly, then speak.”

“Mom, you’re embarrassing me. Tara and I are just friends.” Melvin glanced at Tara. She was shaking her head. The man she’d seen as strong had crumbled. If he was willing to toss her aside because of his mother’s crazy wish, how important was she?

“Just friends?” Andrea asked.

“Yeah, we weren’t holding hands. He was just passing me a note,” Tara said. She pulled out a piece of paper from her pocket. One she’d slipped into her pocket while she was sitting on his lap in the library. “Melvin and I are working on a psychology project together. Actually, I don’t think I’ve ever seen him with a girl.”

“What was all that about him loving you, then?”

“I don’t know. It was a surprise to me,” Tara said.

Tara watched as belief washed over Andrea’s face. She exhaled through her nose, grinning from ear to ear. Denial was an amazing thing. She couldn’t believe how easily Andrea had accepted her lie. She couldn’t believe Melvin was letting the lie stick.

He wasn’t a man. He was a coward.

By the time he spoke, it was too late.

“My, I’ll be. Dear, please forgive me for my outburst. You must understand…”

“Don’t worry about it,” Tara said. She put her hand in Andrea’s face and turned on her heel. “I’m out of here.”

Tara didn’t turn as Melvin called after her. She didn’t stop when Melvin placed a hand on her shoulder. She pushed him out of the way when Melvin tried to jump in front of her.

“Go to your mother,” Tara said.

Melvin stopped. He stood there and watched as Tara disappeared into the distance.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Melvin: I’m sorry. My mother is a little off her rocker. Give me a second chance.

Melvin: Why won’t you answer my calls? I’m going crazy over here.

Melvin: We still have to present our project together. Shouldn’t we practice?

Melvin: I told my mom everything after you left. Please, let me explain.

Melvin: I miss you.

Those were only a few of the messages Tara had received since meeting Melvin’s mother, Andrea, in the parking lot of his apartment complex. She wasn’t the most pleasant woman, and Tara wasn’t sure she wanted anything to do with Melvin if his mother was that crazy.

Melvin was more than capable of dating and maintaining his grades. Tara wondered how Andrea couldn’t see that, but she didn’t want to get in the middle of a family fight.

Tara wished she’d chosen a different partner for her final project, but it was too late to switch. They only had a couple of days until their presentation, and Tara could no longer avoid contacting Melvin to practice.

It’d been several hours since Melvin’s last message when Tara pulled out her phone to write him. Her heart ached as she typed the message.

Tara: We need to practice. Can you meet tonight?

Tara was lying in her bed. She’d spent most of her time cleaning and studying since the incident with Melvin’s mother. There wasn’t a spot left for her to freshen or a word remaining for her to read.

Melvin: I’m home all day. What time did you want to meet?

Tara: I can come over now.

Melvin: I’ll be here.

Tara had her legs along the wall. They fell to the bed as she thought about seeing Melvin. They hadn’t spoken in days. It was the longest they’d gone since they started working on the project. Tara hated it, but she hated the way he’d acted in front of his mother even more. Tara didn’t want a spineless man.

Tara put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She wore flats to show her freshly painted nails. The nail artist had painted little pictures on each toe.

Every day without Melvin felt like an eternity.

She had done everything she could to fill the endless hours, but no matter how busy she made herself, Melvin was always in the back of her mind. The way he looked at her when she was on her knees. Or when he was on his.

Tara put on a white sundress with white flats. The weather was incredible. It was sunny and not too hot. She grabbed a light jacket in case it got too windy, or the temperature dropped. She filled her bag with her project material and walked to Melvin’s apartment.

Melvin was waiting outside when Tara reached his parking lot. He was wearing pink shorts and a white polo. Tara wanted to run into his arms, but she didn’t. She couldn’t. Not after the way he’d acted in front of his mother.

No matter how weak Melvin’s puppy eyes made Tara, she had to stay strong.

Melvin walked across the parking lot, remorseful for not defending Tara against his crazy mother, but it’d been such a shock to his system to see her standing there in the parking lot. His parents didn’t want him dating, even though they’d met during high school. It made no sense why they were ultra-controlling.

“I’m sorry, Tara.”

Tara put her hand in the air, walking past Melvin toward his door. “I’m here to work, Melvin. We don’t have to speak.”

Melvin watched as Tara walked, ashamed at how he couldn’t look away from her juicy ass. She was wearing a dress that stopped just past the curve of her backside, and it was driving Melvin wild. He chased after her. Tara shook her shoulder when Melvin placed his hand on it.

“Don’t touch me, Melvin. I mean it.”

Melvin threw his hands in the air and stopped walking. He would cry if Tara didn’t give him another chance. He wasn’t sure how he would cope.

“Tara, stop.”

Tara walked a few steps before placing her hands on her hips and turning to face Melvin. She couldn’t imagine what he had to say.

“What?” she asked. Her voice was loud and hoarse.

Melvin’s face fell as he approached Tara. He didn’t have the words to explain how pathetic he’d been. He didn’t have the words to apologize. Tara stood there with the wind blowing her hair as she waited for Melvin to reach her.

He wrapped his arms around her. She beat on his chest, but she couldn’t push him away. She was too weak for his love.

“You have to stand up to your mom,” she said.

Melvin nodded with his forehead on her shoulder. He squeezed her, realizing how close he’d come to losing her. The days they didn’t speak were some of the hardest of his life. “Never block me out of your life again. I can’t handle it,” Melvin said.

Tara wanted to grant Melvin his request, but he had to show her that he could stand up to his mom. She had to see that he could be the man with Andrea that he was with everyone else in the world.

“I won’t block you out if you love me, no matter what your mother says.”

“I will, Tara. Believe me,” he said.

“Show me,” she said. Tara reached into Melvin’s pocket and pulled out his phone. She passed it to him. “I want you to call her now.”

Melvin took a deep breath, feeling nerves bubble within him, but he wouldn’t deny Tara’s request. He unlocked his phone and dialed his mother. She answered on the first ring. Melvin spoke first before he lost his nerve.

“Mom, you can’t control my life. I’m responsible, I get good grades, and you don’t have to worry. How can you deny me love when you and dad met when you were so young? It makes no sense.”

His mom started with the reasons she’d said a million times, but Melvin no longer wanted to hear it. Not with Tara standing in front of him and looking at him with those beautiful brown eyes.

“I’m sorry, mom, but this has to end. If you don’t want to support me through grad school, I can find a job. I love Tara, and there’s nothing you can do to stop us from dating.”

Melvin hung up on his mother for the first time in his life. Tara hugged him, pulling him toward his apartment door. It was unlocked. They pushed each other through the entry, kissing like maniacs. They fell to the couch. Melvin on top of Tara. His lips against hers. His cock pressing into her leg.

Tara wanted to give him her everything. She’d been fingering herself and thinking about how amazing it’d be to have Melvin inside of her, but it was too soon. She couldn’t have him. Not yet.

Tara broke their kiss. “Let’s practice our project.”

Melvin groaned, but he wouldn’t argue. Tara had come over. He’d felt her lips against his. He wanted more, but he’d had more than enough to settle his mind. His thoughts had brightened from their darkest depths.

“Let’s practice,” Melvin said. He pulled himself off Tara. He stood and brushed his hands against his thighs. Tara sat up and pulled her hair over one shoulder as she opened her bag to retrieve everything she had for their project.

Sexual tension ran through the room, but they behaved. Tara and Melvin ran through their project several times until they were confident. Tara left Melvin with nothing more than a soft kiss on his lips, making him wild with desire for the next time they were together.

His mother had called dozens of times by the time Tara left, but Melvin never returned her calls. He knew she would show up at his door within a day or two, but Melvin made an appointment with the leasing office to have his locks changed.

He couldn’t let his mother’s twisted visions of his future keep him from the woman he loved, so he wouldn’t let them.


CHAPTER NINE

Tara and Melvin ran out of their psychology class holding hands. Professor Thomas had given them high praises after their presentation. Everyone else in the class frowned when they finished, but they were only jealous because Melvin and Tara had turned a focus group into a potential psychological experiment about how humans react to advertisements.

“We did incredible,” Tara said. Her heart was racing.

“I knew we’d do the best.”

They made it outside. Delightful spring air greeted them. Melvin stopped and turned Tara until she was facing him. They hadn’t seen each other much since the day Tara came over to practice when Melvin called his mother.

There had been drama with Andrea since the phone call, but she came around when Melvin picked up the phone to drop out of the master’s program he was supposed to start in the fall. Melvin showed Andrea that his love for Tara was more intense than his fear of her.

Melvin’s actions hadn’t stopped Tara from remaining more distant than he liked. She wasn’t texting him. They weren’t hanging out except to practice, but their presentation had sent them to the moon, and Melvin had to use his opening before the door closed.

“Tara, we can’t keep playing these games. I need you,” he said.

Melvin’s hazel eyes shined as he stared at Tara. She knew she’d been difficult, but it was Melvin’s punishment for pushing her aside how he did. It was time to put the situation in their past and forgive. Forget.

“I’ve finished playing my games.”

Melvin brushed his thumb against Tara’s chin. “You have?”

Tara nodded. “I was really mad at you, but the pain isn’t worth not having you in my life.”

“Promise you’ll never leave me again,” he said.

“I promise,” Tara said.

Melvin lifted Tara into his arms. She squealed. Neither cared what others thought about them as Melvin carried Tara across campus to his apartment. He fumbled with his keys, finding the one for his new lock. He turned it and pushed open his door.

There was no turning back, and neither wanted to see what was behind them. They wanted to move forward.

“I’m ready.”

Melvin glanced at Tara. “You mean?”

“Yes,” she said.

Melvin stepped closer to Tara, closing the distance between them. He wrapped his arms around her body. He placed his lips against hers, and his hands traveled down her backside. Melvin squeezed Tara’s ass, desperate to feel the space between her cheeks, but he wanted to prove his devotion.

“Do you want to try me first?” he asked. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot, and I’d like to feel you inside of me.”

Tara moaned against Melvin’s chest. She was standing in her man’s arms. The man of her dreams.

“Let’s go,” she said.

They walked to the bedroom. Melvin fumbled with his computer as he put on some sultry music. He closed the door. They were ignoring the world, alone in their own oasis.

Melvin and Tara undressed each other. Lips against the neck. Fingertips brushing along bare skin. Hard nipples. Hard dicks.

Melvin wrapped his hand around Tara’s uncovered cock, wanting to feel it in his ass. He never thought he’d have a cock in his ass. Not until he saw Tara’s beautiful, feminine cock.

“I bought condoms for us,” he said. Melvin got the condoms and lube he’d bought. He opened the box and got a condom to roll over Tara’s dick. “You ready?”

Tara reached around and grabbed Melvin’s ass. “Yes.” Tara wasn’t sure how well she’d do, but she’d always wondered what it’d be like to fuck a guy. If Melvin wanted her inside of him, she was willing to fulfill his wishes.

Melvin put on Tara’s condom and lubed his ass. He climbed onto the bed and got to his hands and knees. Tara got on the bed behind him. She held her dick against his hole, feeling like she could cum each time she brushed her tip against his tightness.

Melvin was taking deep breaths, nervous about how much Tara might hurt. Excited about how much he might enjoy having her inside of him.

Tara grabbed Melvin’s side as she positioned her cock. She took a deep breath before pushing into him, feeling his warm tightness wrap around her member. She pushed deeper into his lubed hole. Melvin groaned, but he was taking Tara’s dick.

He squeezed the bedding beneath him and took Tara’s womanhood. She moved her hips, fucking Melvin with the first half of her long cock.

Melvin was tight, but he was accepting. Tara squeezed his sides as she thrust in and out of his hole, losing herself in the motion. It was delicious. Orgasmic.

Tara wouldn’t last long, and her hole was twitching to feel whatever Melvin was feeling now. They could spend the rest of their lives fucking each other, as long as Melvin fucked her now.

Tara pulled out of Melvin before she came deep in his hole. She ripped the condom off her dick. “I need you to fuck me, baby.”

Melvin looked over his shoulder at Tara. Her hard nipples. Her hourglass figure. The precum dripping from her throbbing cock. A glob of it fell to the floor.

“Get on your back,” Melvin said. He’d loved having Tara inside of him, but he was ready to fill her. He got off the bed, and Tara got onto it. She threw her legs in the air. Her cock and balls were perfectly manicured. Melvin rolled a condom over his hard cock, but he had to taste Tara before sliding in her.

Melvin got to his knees and pressed his nose against Tara’s powdered balls. They smelled incredible. He sniffed before moving his mouth to her hole. He licked it as Tara held her cock and balls. She put her fingers into Melvin’s hair as he licked faster.

Melvin stood and lubed up his cock, desperate to have Tara’s delicious hole around his manhood.

Tara’s feminine body lay beneath him. He reached out and squeezed her left breast as he guided his dick to her hole with his right hand. Tara bit her lip and moaned as Melvin stuck his tip into her. The pain was intense, but she wanted it. She would push through it.

“Fuck,” Tara moaned as the pain slowly morphed to pleasure. “Fuck me harder.”

Melvin held her legs and humped with vigor, but each thrust threatened to make him cum. Tara was too tight. Too warm. It was the most incredible thing he’d ever felt, and he knew he was in love. He knew his obsession would never end.

“I won’t last much longer,” Melvin said.

Tara wrapped a hand around her stiff cock. “Neither will I,” she said.

Melvin held Tara’s legs, making his thrusts longer. Slower. He used every inch of his dick to fuck Tara’s loosened hole, and she was loving it. She moaned and gently stroked her cock, ready to cum at any second.

Melvin’s fingers dug into Tara’s legs as the pleasure became too intense. “I’m cumming,” he said.

“Me too.” Tara stroked her cock twice, releasing streams of cum from her tip. She covered her stomach, some cum even reaching as far as her breasts. The tightness of her walls was milking Melvin’s cock.

He came seconds after Tara, remaining deep in her hole as he unloaded. He felt the cum filling the condom. Tara pushed him out just as the last droplets were leaving his tip.

They laughed together when Melvin’s cock fell out of her. He lay by her side, pulling her close. The condom still on his dick. Her cum pressing against his chest.

“I love you, Tara. I love you more than you know.”

“The feeling is mutual,” she said. Tara ran her fingers through Melvin’s hair, hoping what they had would never end.


CHAPTER TEN

Graduation was upon the group. Tara, Mary, Jackie, and Grace were all at Grace’s apartment to get ready. They couldn’t believe how far they’d come over the four years of university. They were meeting their boyfriends at the commencement ceremony, and everyone was going out to celebrate later.

Grace popped open a bottle of bubbles after they finished with their makeup and hair. She filled four flute glasses. Mary, Tara, and Jackie went to the kitchen to grab a glass.

“Ladies, I can’t believe we’ve finally made it.” Grace had tears in her eyes as she spoke. “We still have the summer together, but today is the end of our undergraduate careers. I don’t know how I would have ever made it without you ladies.”

“Oh, Grace.” Jackie put her hand on her chest. “Don’t make us cry! We just finished our makeup.”

“I know. I know. Ugh,” Grace said. She wiped a tear from her eye. “Fine, I’ll wait until after the ceremony to give my speech, but I love you guys!”

“We love you,” they all said. Everyone laughed, putting down their glasses to hug. There were a few tears, but Mary reminded everyone they had the summer to make more memories together before everyone moved on with their lives.

Tara lifted her glass. “Cheers to graduation! Cheers to a summer of fun!”

“Cheers,” the others said. Everyone clinked their glasses together and drank their bubbles. The bottle was gone before they left for the ceremony, but it was only the first of many that day.

The ladies went out with their boyfriends after graduation. They had dinner together. Then they had a party at Grace’s that night, where she gave her drunken speech.

They wouldn’t remember everything from graduation, but they’d remember enough to know it was an incredible day of friendship and love.
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CAMPING

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

Everyone was eating their breakfast, excited about the camping trip ahead of them. It’d been an incredible summer with poolside parties, late-night barbecues, and plenty of soiled panties. They couldn’t believe the summer was ending, but they still had one camping trip in front of them before the weather turned cold.

Jackie, Grace, Mary, and Tara had their boyfriends along for the ride. All eight of them were at a table in Sapphire American Bistro. They couldn’t wait for the lake. They were camping a short walk from the beach in the shade of the trees. Three camping sites were awaiting them.

“Whatever we do, we can’t waste our time,” Grace said. She planned on hunkering down after this trip to start one of her many future businesses. Her boyfriend, Steven, still had a year left in school, but they both wanted to move the second he graduated. Los Angeles. Seattle. Atlanta. Chicago. New York. Grace wasn’t sure, but they wanted to leave college-town Michigan.

“Agreed,” Jackie said. “I want to swim. Make s’mores. I can’t believe how quickly the summer passed.” Jackie had spent her summer applying for jobs and had one lined up for the week after camping. She’d hoped to move to Chicago, but she was settling for Detroit. Louis, her boyfriend, still had a year left in school, but he agreed to commute to classes to live closer to Jackie’s new job.

Mary was continuing with school, going for her master’s degree. Her boyfriend Kyle didn’t mind because he was already working for his father’s importation business, which was based near Onarga, Michigan, where they all had spent their college years.

“I’m going to miss you guys,” Mary said.

“Don’t depress us before we hit the road,” Tara said.

Tara’s boyfriend, Melvin, had sent in a few last-minute applications for graduate school, and they were moving to Chicago for his master’s degree. Tara already had a job lined up at an art gallery, and she couldn’t be more excited. Melvin’s parents hated how he was moving so far away, but they wouldn’t fight his decision. Despite his late application, he’d still received a scholarship, as though it was destiny.

Their breakfasts slowly disappeared, and everyone was ready to hit the road. They didn’t want to waste away at some restaurant they’d all been to a million times.

“Should I ask for the bill?” Louis asked Jackie from across the table. His green eyes shimmered in the light.

“Yeah, have the server split it by couples.”

Louis nodded and went to follow Jackie’s order.

“We should get gas before we get on the highway, so we don’t have to stop on the way,” Steven said.

“Are we going to ride with the same people?” Mary asked.

Louis returned with the bills. He gave everyone their bill after having to explain to the server who was with whom. “What’s everyone talking about?” Louis asked.

“Mary was just asking if we should ride in the same cars, but I think the girls should come with me. You don’t mind driving the boys, right?” Grace was directing her eyes at Mary’s boyfriend, Kyle. Mary had her eyes on him, too.

Kyle would never disobey Mary’s wishes. “Not at all,” he said.

“That’s a perfect idea.” Tara said. Everyone agreed the boys would ride in Kyle’s car, and the girls would ride with Grace. The large conversation broke off into several smaller ones as they paid their bills.

Jackie lowered her voice to ask Louis a question. “Did you see Michael when you asked for the bills?”

“No,” Louis said. “We can ask if he’s here before we leave, though.”

“I’d like that.” Jackie passed Louis some money for their bill. It took a while for everyone to pay, but then they were gathering their things to leave. Jackie and Louis excused themselves to search for Michael.

He’d been promoted to kitchen staff since starting as a dishwasher. The kitchen manager let him escape to the hallway. They’d only seen Michael in passing since the time he knocked on their door and crashed to the floor, time traveling to the past to occupy the mind of a woman.

“How are you doing, Michael?” Jackie asked. She couldn’t help but notice how great he looked. He’d been so sad the first time she met him, but a different person was standing in front of her. Michael was smiling with a glow of confidence surrounding him.

“I’ve never been better. What are you guys doing here?”

“We’re going camping. My girlfriends and I wanted to end the summer with a bang, and we didn’t want to leave the boyfriends behind.”

Louis chucked. Michael was closer to Louis than he was to Jackie, but they’d never been best friends. They were roommates before Jackie took over Louis’s lease and fell in love with him.

“Yeah, man. Hopefully camping doesn’t get too crazy. How are you liking Sapphire American Bistro?”

“It feels like home,” Michael said. “They’re already talking about making me a manager. I don’t know that I’ll ever quit.”

“That’s awesome, Michael.”

“Yeah, and I have a new girlfriend. We actually went camping last weekend.”

“Oh my, gosh. What’s her name?” Jackie asked.

“Kimberlee.” Love filled Michael’s eyes as he said Kimberlee’s name. Jackie couldn’t believe how far Michael had come since dropping out of Mitten State University and signing over his room to Jackie.

“I’m so happy for you, Michael. We’re moving to Detroit next month, but we’ll have to get together soon.” Louis agreed with what Jackie had said.

Michael looked over his shoulder at the door of the kitchen. “Yeah, I’d like that. I should get back to work, but thanks for saying hello.”

“Yeah, we should hit the road. We’ll text you once we’re settled in the city to set up a double date or something. We have to meet Kimberlee.”

“Deal,” Michael said. He hugged Louis and Jackie before dipping back into the kitchen.

“What were you doing?” Grace asked. She was hanging out of her car window when Jackie and Louis walked outside. Louis ran to Kyle’s car. Jackie took her time walking to Grace’s car, unbothered by Grace’s frantic movements. Mary and Tara were sitting in the back, so Jackie slid into the front.

“We had to see if Michael was here,” Jackie said. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah,” Grace said. She leaned out of her window to holler at Kyle. He and Steven were sitting in the front seat of his car. Grace imagined they were talking about how much they loved wearing panties. Which pairs were their favorites. Where they could get the best deals. “Where are we getting gas?”

Kyle told Grace to follow him. The guys pulled out of the parking lot first. Grace followed closely behind them. They went to a gas station down the street before hitting the road.

The guys played music and talked little. The ladies couldn’t stop talking. Nobody made specific plans, but they were all excited to get in touch with nature. Feeling the lake water on their feet. They were only a few hours away from their vacation.

Grace called Kyle on Mary’s phone when they were a few miles from the campsite, driving through a small town. “We should get some booze and firewood before we get to the campsite.”

Kyle agreed, and they pulled into the next mini mart. Everyone got out, storming the store with eight bodies. They paid more than they thought they’d spend, but they split the bill in eight, so nobody ended up paying too much.

A kind park ranger named Willie checked them in and showed them to their campsite. There were only a few other people camping in the park since they’d chosen a low-key area on Lake Huron that wasn’t touristy. Many people went to the beaches on the western side of the state, but they’d chosen to stay on the east.

“Any other questions?” Willie asked after explaining the basic rules of the park and giving them maps of the nearby trails.

Kyle asked a question. Melvin asked another. Willie left after answering them to let everyone get settled.


CHAPTER TWO

“Who knew setting up a tent was so difficult?” Grace asked Jackie. Grace had given up on her tent and left it to Steven and Mary. Mary had stepped in to help after Grace swore for the tenth time and threw the poles to the ground.

“I would have been a mess without Louis telling me what to do,” Jackie said.

Tara and Melvin were the first to finish, and they had left for a walk to check out the grounds. Find the showers. Decide which trails were the easiest. Jackie had begged them to find the paths with the widest walkways. She was excited to camp with her friends, but she wasn’t one with wilderness.

Everyone finished setting up their tents and campsites just as Tara and Melvin were returning. Tara and Jackie were on the same site, but it was the largest and between the other two. Grace was on one side, and Mary was on the other. A wall of trees hugged the outer campsites, so it was like they had their own little oasis.

“How far is the beach?” Mary asked.

“There’s a five-minute path, and there’s a ten-minute path.”

“Who’s down to swim?” Grace asked. “I want to dip my toes in the water.”

Everyone agreed, and they went to put on their bathing suits.

Mary and Kyle were in their tent. She’d just watched him strip naked, as in love with his gorgeous body as when she’d first seen it. Kyle had on a pair of short shorts with nothing on beneath them, but they were still more masculine than what he normally wore when they were alone.

He’d brought a mesh robe, but Kyle didn’t want everyone to judge him for wearing it. It was white and went perfectly with his black shorts. “Do you think they’ll care if I wear this?”

Mary snorted. “My friends? Not at all.”

Kyle took a deep breath and put on his mesh robe. It felt fabulous, and he didn’t want to walk to the beach without it. He put on a pair of cute slip-on sandals that exposed his polished nails. To Kyle’s relief, Steven was wearing a similar outfit when they stepped out of their tents.

Louis watched as Steven ran to Kyle. He threw his arms around him. “We’re twins, Kyle.” Steven was wearing white shorts and a red robe, but he loved how similar his outfits were. “I guess great minds think alike.”

Jackie smiled at how cute the boys looked in their mesh robes, but Louis was frowning. “Why didn’t you get me one of those?”

“I’m sorry, Louis. I have one if you want to wear it.”

Louis narrowed his eyes. “No, it’s okay. They just look so happy.”

Melvin, Tara’s boyfriend, wasn’t into dressing like a girl, but he thought Steven and Kyle were amusing as they linked their arms together and skipped several yards down the trail.

“Aren’t you going to wait for us?” Melvin yelled after them. They stopped skipping and dropped their heads in laughter. “Your friends are crazy.”

Tara glanced at Melvin, nodding in agreement. “They are, but they’re the best.”

They all walked toward the beach, using the five-minute trail. The sun was high, but it wasn’t too intense. They laid out their towels and lathered themselves in sunscreen, lying by the beach for several minutes to let the cream sink in.

“Grace, do you have the speaker?” Steven asked. He wanted to shake his hips.

“Yeah.” Grace pulled a speaker out of her bag. She had downloaded DJ mixes before the trip and played one after connecting her phone to the speaker.

Steven hollered as the music hit his soul. He lifted his arms to let his robe fly in the beachy breeze. Waves were crashing against the shore of the lake. They weren’t huge like ocean waves, but they still made the most pleasant sounds. Steven closed his eyes, ignoring the sounds of those around him.

Grace took Mary’s hand and ran with her toward the water, ignoring her boyfriend. Ignoring how Kyle went to stand next to him to mimic his actions.

Mary watched her boyfriend, thinking he looked so cute in his swim shorts and mesh robe. “Don’t they look adorable?”

Grace ignored Mary’s question. She wrapped her hands around Mary’s wrists and spun with her in circles. Grace threw back her luscious brown hair as her feet splashed in the water, crashing against their ankles. Mary laughed, unable to resist the pull of Grace’s laughter.

Mary and Grace slowed their spin. They couldn’t continue, or they would puke into the crystal-clear water.

Kyle and Steven were several yards away from them, talking about something Grace couldn’t hear. Grace turned to Mary. “What if we made them wear bikinis?”

Mary shrugged. “I like Kyle to wear whatever he wants.”

Grace frowned. “You don’t help him choose clothes? There’s nothing I love more than making Steven my doll.”

“I know.”

Grace put her hands on Mary’s shoulders and shook her lightly. “Why don’t you let go a little? I bet Kyle would love it if you gave him a little guidance.”

Mary looked at her boyfriend, taking in his pretty blue eyes sparkling against the sunlight. His blonde hair. His smooth skin. He and Steven had both shaved before the trip.

“I never thought I would date a guy who likes to wear women’s clothing, but it has been interesting.”

“They’re the best boyfriends to have. Come on,” Grace said. She grabbed Mary’s hand, and they walked over to where Kyle and Steven were standing.

Several yards down the beach, Jackie and the others were sitting in a circle. Melvin had his arm wrapped around Tara’s shoulder. Louis had his hand on Jackie’s knee. Jackie pushed her blonde hair over one shoulder with the flick of her wrist.

“The weather is incredible today,” she said.

Louis glanced over Jackie’s shoulder at Steven and Kyle, wishing he had a robe of his own. Jackie had feminized him a few times, but he wished she’d do it more often.

“Stop looking at them, Louis.”

Louis grunted and dropped his eyes to the ground.

“Don’t tell me you want one of those robes,” Melvin said.

“What if I did?”

Melvin shrugged. “Your choice, but I don’t get it. I’m one-hundred percent man.”

Tara purred at his comment.

Jackie lifted her gaze, taking in Melvin. He was the most alpha of all the men on their trip, and she was wondering what he was like in bed. Did Tara like when he fucked her from behind? Did Melvin like getting fucked? Tara was trans, and Jackie knew for a fact she still had a thick, juicy dick between her legs.

Jackie had one too, and she loved fucking Louis. She loved when he had his lips wrapped around her cock.

“I’m the man in our relationship, but the robes are beautiful.” Louis said.

Everyone laughed at his comment. Louis moved his fingers around in the sand as they switched their conversation to sports.

Grace and Mary were standing in front of Kyle and Steven. Grace had a hand on her hip, and it was cocked to the side. “We were thinking about putting you two in bikinis. What do you think?”

“I’m down,” Steven said. Grace loved how he was ready to fulfill her every wish.

“And you, Kyle?”

“I don’t know if I have the chest to fill out a bikini top,” he said.

Mary grinned at her boyfriend as Grace snickered. “I don’t care how flat your chest is, I think you’ll look cute. What do you say, boys?”

“Can we do it later?”

“Shake on it,” Grace said. She stuck out her hand for Kyle to shake, and he took it.

“Why didn’t you stop her?” Kyle asked his girlfriend, Mary.

“Grace can’t be stopped.”

“That’s right, bitches.” Grace snapped her fingers as she dropped her hand to her side.


CHAPTER THREE

Hours were spent at the beach, splashing around in the waves. Chasing each other along the shore. They lost track of time with the sound of waves crashing by their sides. Music playing from Grace’s speaker. Their worries were miles away. They forget everything except the fun they were having together.

They went back to their campsite when their bellies rumbled. Tons of food awaited them, stored in their locked cars. They made a fire on the center campsite, gilling vegetables and meat over the fire. Everyone ate, filling themselves with delicious food charred from the flames.

The sun fell as they enjoyed their dinners. The day had passed so quickly and so much had happened that breakfast at Sapphire American Bistro felt as though it’d happened days ago, but there was still much to do.

“Are you boys ready for a fashion show? Let’s make a fire on the beach and watch them strut,” Grace said. “We can make s’mores. What do you guys say?”

Melvin leaned over and whispered into Tara’s ear that they should stay behind and enjoy some alone time, making her dip her chin to her collarbone and chuckle. She whispered to Melvin that she loved his idea.

Kyle and Steven hollered that they were ready. Jackie glanced to her left, and Louis was pouting. “Do you want to join the fashion show?”

“Please, Jackie.” Louis clasped his hands together. He missed Grace’s antics, and he wanted to play her games.

“Fine. You can join the fashion show.”

Louis hollered and ran over to Kyle and Steven. They wrapped their arms around each other, making hooting sounds.

“All right, boys. Go find a cute bikini to wear, and then we’ll head down to the beach.”

“Grace, Melvin and I are going to stay behind. I hope you don’t mind.”

Grace gave Tara a knowing look. “I don’t mind at all. You two have fun. Boys, five minutes. I don’t want this taking all night.” Grace smacked her hands together.

The boys who were going to wear bikinis ran to their tents and found bikinis to wear. They came out wrapped in towels to hide themselves until the fashion show. Grace herded them into a single-file line, and they took the short path to the beach. The ladies walked behind their boys, excited to see them strut on the beach.

***

“Now it’s just you and me,” Melvin said. The fire they’d started was still burning. They were sitting in front of it, staying warm against the cooling air. “I’ve been thinking about having you since we left this morning.”

Tara’s dick stirred at Melvin’s words. She loved him. She loved his touch. His kisses. The way he would tell her what to do. “Have you?” Tara used the most innocent voice she could muster.

Melvin scooted closer to Tara, even though their legs were already touching. He put his lips against her neck, making her moan. She tried to stay quiet, but Melvin was touching her in all the right ways. He pressed his hand against her thigh, snaking his fingers closer to her twitching dick.

They loved to swap positions, but there was nothing Tara loved more than taking Melvin’s cock. She worshiped it behind the privacy of closed doors. She sucked it. Rode it. Stroked it. Tara loved playing with Melvin’s cock, but he also loved playing with hers.

Melvin stood, taking Tara’s hand in his. “What do you say we enjoy our time alone?”

Tara grinned as Melvin lifted her. He wrapped his arms around her to hug her tightly. “I love you, Tara.”

Her dick got stiffer. Melvin showered her with love, and she’d never be able to get enough of it. “I love you, too.” Tara pulled Melvin to their tent, which was close to the wall of trees surrounding their campsites. Tara opened the zipper of their tent. She and Melvin climbed inside it.

He pushed her atop the sleeping bag they shared. He stripped her of the clothing she was wearing. Kissing her nipples. Her stomach. He moved his mouth to the outline of her hard cock. She was wearing nothing but panties, and every inch of her hardness was begging to come free.

Melvin pulled her panties down. He pressed his nose against her smooth balls. He licked from her balls to the tip of her dick, opening his mouth to take her entire length, but he always choked a little when he tried.

Tara flipped Melvin over to his back to return the favor, stripping him naked. After sucking his cock for a few minutes, she couldn’t resist the urge to ride his dick, so she did.

***

“Work it,” Mary said and snapped her fingers. She was trying to be sassy like Grace, but her attempt died in the air.

Kyle stumbled at her words, but he caught himself. They were under a blanket of stars. Each of the stars’ reflections were bouncing off the waves of the lake. Kyle was wearing Mary’s red bikini and trying not to fall in the sand. The top tied around his flat chest was dampening his confidence.

“Can I go bottoms only?”

“No,” Grace hissed. “That’s against the rules. Louis, you’re next.”

Kyle crossed his arms over his chest and pouted. Louis stood at the starting line the girls had drawn into the sand. He put his hands on his hips and looked at Jackie. Jackie put up her thumb and smiled at her boyfriend, encouraging him to do his best.

Louis took a deep breath before stepping forward. Grace had music playing in the background, and Louis found his rhythm with the beat of the song. He ignored Jackie, Grace, and everyone else watching him. He got to the second line the girls had drawn and placed his hands on his hips, moving side to side as he’d seen models do on those design competition shows.

The girls hollered as Louis walked back to the other end of the runway, adding drama with each of his steps.

“Beat that,” Louis said to Steven as he passed him.

Steven narrowed his eyes, feeling nervous after Louis’s fabulous walk. He waited until he caught the rhythm of the song to put his first foot on the sandy runway, but nerves choked him. Steven stumbled as he walked toward the girls, and the daggers in Grace’s eyes only made him more nervous.

Grace told him to stop as he turned on his heel. “It’s clear we already have a winner. Everyone cheer for Louis.” Grace threw up her arms and roared. They followed her lead, even Steven. He didn’t want to be a sore loser, but Kyle was still sulking.

Mary went over to Kyle and wrapped her arm around his shoulder. “I have a crazy idea, guys. What if we went skinny dipping?”

Grace hooted. “What has gotten into you, Mary? I love that idea.” Grace threw off her bikini top. She pulled down her bottoms, revealing a manicured bush of hair.

Everyone stared at each other with wide eyes, even Mary, whose idea it’d been to get naked.

“Come on, guys. Are you going to leave me hanging?”

Steven followed his girlfriend’s lead. He took off his bottoms, not caring that everyone could see his dick. Steven grabbed Grace’s hand, and they ran to the water. It was late summer, and the water was still freezing. They didn’t care. They were having a bath under the stars, and the water was so clear that they could see their feet, and everything else in between.

Everyone followed what Steven and Grace had done. They stripped naked, revealing their purest selves.

Jackie took Louis’s hand, and their dicks flopped as they ran to the water. Jackie’s breasts bounced, and her blonde hair blew in the night air.

Mary and Kyle didn’t hold hands because Mary was holding her breasts, but they ran to the water together. They hugged once they got in the water, providing each other as much warmth as they could.

Everyone swam under the stars for twenty or thirty minutes, adjusting to the temperature of the water after a few minutes. They splashed each other. Chased each other in the water. Everyone played together, not caring that they were naked. Not caring about anything in the world except enjoying their night in the lake.


CHAPTER FOUR

Tara and Melvin awoke before the others because they’d fallen asleep right after having sex while everyone else was swimming naked in the lake and then drying off by the fire. They got out of their tents and went on a hike before taking a shower, shocked everyone was still sleeping when they returned.

Not everyone was sleeping, though. Grace and Steven were awake. They had yet to open their tent.

Grace ran her fingers along the silk slip dress Steven had worn to bed. Steven felt his dick stirring at Grace’s touch. He loved how the fabric brushed against his skin under Grace’s fingertips.

“Last night was fun,” Grace said.

Steven nodded. He moaned as Grace circled the silk fabric around his nipple. Grace moved her free hand down Steven’s midsection to the tent under his slip dress. She hiked up the hem of his dress, wrapping her hand around his cock.

“What was your favorite thing about last night?”

“Seeing you strip naked. I love how confident you are about your body.” Steven said his words with a staccato beat, unable to form them fully with Grace’s hand wrapped around his manhood. He loved how she teased him. How she played with his cock like she owned it.

“I loved how your dick shriveled up in the cold water.” Grace moved her closed hand up and down Steven’s shaft, making him shutter. He wanted to feel inside Grace’s warm pussy.

“It’s not small and shriveled up now.”

“No, it’s not.” Grace purred as she stopped playing with Steven’s nipple to give his dick more attention. She moved down his body until her face was at his dick. She needed to feel it in her mouth. Grace moved the slip dress out of her way to wrap her lips around Steven’s manhood.

She bobbed her head, losing herself in the motion. Grace lifted her lips after a minute of slurping on Steven’s cock.

“Where are your pretty panties?” Grace asked.

Steven rolled over and pulled a pair out of his bag. Grace took them and pushed them up Steven’s legs. She moved his hard cock to let it hang out from the side of the pretty pink panties Steven had taken from his bag.

“I love how big your cock looks in panties.”

“I love how you like me in lingerie.”

Steven moaned as Grace straddled his hips. She ran her hands under his slip dress as she lifted her pussy and guided her wet hole to the tip of Steven’s thick dick. She pushed her lips over his cock, and they moaned together.

Steven placed his hands on Grace’s thighs as she rode his cock, using it to please herself. Her tight walls hugged his manhood. She rode him until they were cumming together, screaming loud enough for everyone to hear them.

“Sounds like someone is having fun,” Jackie said. Everyone laughed. Steven and Grace were too lost to hear everyone fixing breakfast around the fire Melvin had built while he was waiting for everyone to wake up.

Grace and Steven came out of their tent after drifting down from the highs of their orgasm. Everyone snickered as Grace and Steven approached the fire.

“Sounded like you guys were busy,” Kyle said.

Grace tossed her brown hair over her shoulder. “So what if we were? We’re all adults here.”

“There’s bacon, fruit, and eggs. We can make you toast too,” Melvin said. He and Tara were cooking for everyone with the help of Mary and Kyle. Jackie had her hands over the fire, and Louis had gone to shower. Jackie was waiting until after breakfast. She didn’t want to smell like smoke after washing herself with soap.

They ate breakfast and took turns showering. Grace had soft music playing the entire time. It was a peaceful morning, but it was pushing noon by the time everyone finished.

“What are we doing today?” Jackie asked. She had a mirror tied around a tree to do her hair and makeup. Louis teased her, but Jackie didn’t care what anyone thought. Jackie would look fabulous whether she was in nature or in the city.

“We could go hiking,” Melvin said.

Jackie scoffed. “I’m not hiking through the woods.”

“What did you have in mind then?”

Jackie didn’t like how Melvin was narrowing his eyes at her, but she would stand firm. She threw her hair over her shoulder and folded her hand to study her nails.

Grace looked at Jackie. Everyone turned their attention to Jackie, leering at her for rejecting nature while they were sitting in the middle of it.

“I would be down for hiking,” Grace said.

Jackie lifted her eyes, throwing them at Grace, but everyone muttered they wouldn’t mind a hike. Jackie groaned, but she was outnumbered. Even Louis wasn’t on her side. “Fine, but you guys are paying my medical bills if I get a tick.”

They laughed, but Jackie was serious. She would wear long pants and a thin sweater just to be careful.

Everyone gathered their things after cleaning up from breakfast and hit the longer trails, hiking sandy, mossy paths along the water. They saw birds singing, animals scurrying through the forest’s detritus, and beautiful flowers.

Jackie spun in circles halfway through their walk, and everyone teased her for how much she was gushing about the forest.

Melvin wrapped his arm around Jackie when they were a few feet from the campsite. “Glad you went on a hike?”

“Yeah, it was great, but I want to go back to the beach,” Jackie said.

“Let’s hit the beach,” Tara hollered, twisting her hips. “I wish we could stay here forever.”

“Me too,” Steven said. He laced his fingers with Grace’s.

“Do you guys want to smoke before we go?” Melvin asked. “I went to the dispensary and got some treats for camping.”

“Where have you been hiding them? Let’s change before we smoke,” Grace said.

Everyone agreed, and they went off to their tents. It was at least thirty minutes before they were all back around the dead fire in the center campsite. The sun was high in the sky, and Melvin had three joints ready to light and pass around the circle.

“Finally,” Melvin said when Steven and Grace came out of their tent. “Were you guys fooling around again?”

Grace blushed. “There might have been some kissing.”

Melvin passed the joint around the circle as Grace and Steven took a seat. Everyone coughed as weed smoke filled the air. They smoked two of the three joints, as they were too buzzed to want the third.

Giggles erupted around the circle. They laughed and clung to each other, telling stories about how they’d gone skinny dipping the night before. Melvin and Tara felt like they’d missed out on a little fun, but there was still plenty more to do before they had to pack up their tents the following day.

“The day isn’t getting any younger. Let’s hit the beach,” Melvin said. He was a semi-regular smoker, so he wasn’t as giggly and lightheaded as the others.

They all followed Melvin as he led the way down the five-minute path. The beach was just as beautiful as they’d remembered when they got there, and they had the area all to themselves.

They splashed each other in the shallow water, laughing like hyenas. The highs settled after an hour, and everyone was lying out on the sand to catch their breath.

Melvin took Tara’s hand, and they walked away from the group. They were several yards away when Mary and Kyle ran up behind them. Jackie and Grace and their boyfriends were lying together, their bodies interlaced and touching.

“Where are you guys going?” Mary asked.

“I just wanted to take a walk with my girlfriend,” Melvin said.

“Can we join you?”

“Sure.”

Mary and Kyle walked a few paces behind Melvin and Tara as they moved away from the others. They walked in silence, listening to the nature around them. The lake looked incredible, stretching into the distance like an ocean.

They walked for half an hour before Melvin stopped and plopped down on the beach.

Mary chuckled at his abrupt movement. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just got bored with walking.”

Kyle jutted his head to say that he and Mary should keep walking, so they did. They went ten more minutes down the shore, which led them to a pile of rocks perfect for skipping. Tara and Melvin were out of sight.

“Watch this,” Kyle said. He took a rock and tossed it over the edge of the water. Mary clapped as the rock skipped far into the distance.

“Let me try,” Mary said. She mimicked Kyle’s throw, but her rock sunk the second it hit the water. “That’s bullshit. How did you make yours skip?” she asked.

“I’ll teach you.” Kyle picked up a rock and gave it to Mary. He went behind her and wrapped his arms around her body. Her arm became his. He held her wrist, telling her how to throw the rock to make it bounce on the water. They threw the first rock together, and it skipped a few times.

“I did it!” Mary jumped for joy.

Kyle handed Mary another rock from the pile. “Now you have to try it on your own.”

Mary shook her head, folding her lips. “You can’t make me.”

“Don’t you want to prove how much you learned in my lesson?”

Mary sighed and took the rock. She concentrated as she positioned her body, letting Kyle fix her here and there. His touch was just as electric as it’d been when they first met. Mary took a deep breath as Kyle stepped away from her, and she threw the rock.

It skipped. Mary cheered. Kyle ran up and threw his arms around her for a tight hug.

“You did it, baby.”

“I couldn’t have done it without your help,” she said.

“Now you can teach someone else if they don’t know.”

“I could.” Mary was losing her train of thought as Kyle held her close. She looked into his big blue eyes, wanting to pull him to the ground and undress him. “Are you wearing anything special today?”

Kyle grinned. “I couldn’t help myself. I hope you don’t mind.”

“You know I don’t care,” Mary said. Kyle opened his swim trunks to reveal a red thong. Mary looked each way, seeing nobody. She hooked her finger over the waistline of Kyle’s trunks, nudging them down. “What if you took these off?”

“What if you helped me?” he asked.

Mary grinned as she noticed the jumping outline beneath Kyle’s trunks. He always got hard when she touched him, and it made her feel so sexy. Kyle ran his hand along Mary’s curvy figure, getting hard. Mary was getting wetter with each brush of his fingers.

They were both nervous as they stripped each other, but they couldn’t help themselves. Mary was naked, and Kyle was wearing nothing except his red thong. His hard dick was hanging out the side of his thong.

If anyone walked around the bend, they would see them, but Mary and Kyle were too far gone to stop.

Mary moaned as Kyle cupped her breasts. He moved his lips to her hard nipple, using his free hand to press against her pussy. Mary tried to calm herself, but she couldn’t. Moans escaped her as Kyle sucked on her nipple and slid a finger into her dripping pussy.

Kyle’s dick throbbed, but he didn’t touch it. Mary consumed his attention.

Mary pushed her fingers into Kyle’s blonde hair. She wrapped her legs around Kyle’s body. “I want you to fuck me.”

Kyle moaned and lifted his lips from her breasts. “Can I taste you first?”

Mary bit her lip and nodded. Kyle kissed from her breasts all the way to her pussy. He pulled his fingers out of her opening and placed them in his mouth as he stared into Mary’s eyes. She licked her lips and pushed Kyle’s head down to her pussy.

He pressed his face against her womanhood, sniffing her delectable scent. He wanted to bottle it up and spray it on himself every morning. Mary moaned as Kyle licked her pussy. He moved his lips to her clit and sucked on it, undoing Mary at the seams.

“Fuck me before I cum,” Mary said.

Kyle wiped his lips against Mary’s wet pussy, sucking up as much of her juices as he could before lifting himself. He ran his hand over his mouth and used the wetness from his lips to stroke his dick. Mary parted her legs as Kyle leaned forward, the red thong cupping his package.

Mary gasped as Kyle slid into her, spreading her tight walls. He thrust in and out of her hole, biting his lip as he tried to steady himself.

Mary and Kyle lost themselves in a rhythm of lovemaking. Beachy breezes hit their exposed bodies. Kyle fucked Mary with tender movements. He kissed her neck. Her breasts. Her smell was on his lips, and her womanhood was tight around his dick.

“I’m getting close,” Mary said in a breath of a voice.

“Cum with me.” Kyle could explode at any second. All Mary had to do was say the word.

Mary reached down and pushed her fingers against her clit. She arched her neck, and her back followed. Kyle sank his dick as deep as he could into her pussy, making Mary whimper. She reached forward and pressed her hand against Kyle’s chest. Her nails scrapped along his hard muscles.

Kyle grunted. He could no longer hold his orgasm. He pulled his dick out and sprayed all over the sand.

Mary groaned at the emptiness of her pussy, but Kyle quickly filled her with his cum-free fingers. He pushed deep into her pussy as Mary rubbed her clit. It only took a second until she was hollering and contracting her walls around his fingers.

They didn’t get dressed right away. They lay there naked on the beach without a worry in the world, listening to the waves crash in the background. It wasn’t until the sun began to fall that they finally headed back to the campsite.


CHAPTER FIVE

“I dare you to kiss Steven,” Jackie said to Louis.

“Why would you want that?” Louis asked. They’d left the beach and went back to the campsite with Grace and Steven after nobody reappeared from their walk. Grace was the one to suggest a game of ‘Dare’.

“Steven made Grace and me make out, so now it’s your turn.”

Louis met Steven’s eye, and he looked ready to kiss. Louis groaned, but he wouldn’t argue. “Fine,” he said.

Steven stood and walked over to Louis, leaning down to press his face against Louis’s. Steven stuck his tongue into Louis’s mouth. They kissed until a roar of laughter from the ladies broke them apart.

“I’m done playing,” Louis said.

“Oh, come on.” Grace told Louis to grow up, but he didn’t want to hear it. He pushed a hand through his red hair and shook his head.

“I’m done.”

“Fine.” Jackie leaned over to wrap her arms around Louis. “Don’t get so upset. We were just having a little fun.”

Louis grunted.

“What are you guys doing?” Melvin asked. They hadn’t seen him and Tara walking up the trail. Tara had her arm linked with Melvin’s.

“We were playing a game, but that’s over now. What about you guys?”

“We were thinking of starting dinner. Did you guys want to help?”

“What about Kyle and Mary?”

Melvin shrugged. “They can eat when they get here. Hopefully they don’t take too long.”

Nobody argued with Melvin as he started the fire. Everyone helped chop vegetables or season. They took turns watching the food. Mary and Kyle showed up right on time to eat. Everyone ate dinner, chatted, and sat around the fire as sunlight disappeared from the sky.

“I can’t believe we have to leave in the morning,” Grace said. She was excited to get back to town to start her business, but there was something bittersweet about knowing their lives would branch off in different directions after the trip. They were no longer students at university. She and the other ladies had careers to start. They had bills to pay.

“Don’t remind me,” Jackie groaned. She was excited to climb a corporate ladder, but she also never wanted vacation to end.

“I’m going to miss you guys,” said Mary.

“We have to make time for each other in the future, no matter how busy we get,” Tara said.

Everyone nodded in agreement.

The guys watched as the girls who’d brought them together reminisced about their past. They shared stories about how Grace and Jackie lived together freshman year. Tara talked about the times she and Jackie had in the LGBTQ group on campus, where they met. Mary explained how she’d met Tara and then became friends with the other girls.

Kyle and Jackie laughed over the landlady, Joy, who they shared. Kyle still lived above Joy, but his days were numbered. The guys told stories about their times with the ladies.

“Promise we’ll stay in touch,” Grace said. She put out a pinkie to the person on her left and right. Everyone mimicked Grace’s movement. They locked pinkies around the fire. “Okay guys, this is a promise to keep in touch no matter where our lives go.”

Everyone muttered that they agreed, and the group fell into a fit of laughter when they dropped their hands. The main conversation broke off into several smaller ones as they roasted marshmallows over the fire, got drunk, smoked Melvin’s extra joint, and danced to the music that was playing over Grace’s speaker.

People retired as the fire died off, giving hugs before they disappeared to their tents.


CHAPTER SIX

Jackie and Louis were the last ones by the fire. She hated how it made her smell like smoke, but Jackie couldn’t stop staring at the warm colors of the burned wood. Their tent was also closest to the fire, and Jackie wasn’t tired.

Louis reached out his hand. Jackie took it. “What are you thinking about?”

“My new job,” she said. “I’ve always dreamed of having the chance to climb a corporate ladder, and now I do. It’s crazy.”

“I’m sorry you couldn’t move to Chicago,” Louis said.

Jackie chuckled. Louis still had one year left of school, so she’d taken a job in Detroit. Her dream had always been to move to a different city, but Detroit was already a major change. It had a lot more going on than in Onarga.

“Don’t worry, Louis. You’re worth staying in Michigan.” Jackie kissed the back of Louis’s hand.

Louis leaned over and whispered. “Do you want me to help you forget about work?”

Jackie smiled. “How would you do that?”

Louis put his finger into his mouth and sucked on it before pulling it out slowly. Jackie shook her head, but she wasn’t about to turn down a blow job. Jackie stood, and Louis followed her to their tent.

They undressed after Louis closed the tent behind him. Jackie revealed her perfect breasts and gorgeous dick. Louis moaned as he stood naked on his knees. He placed one hand around his cock, but Jackie’s cock was the one he wanted.

Jackie covered her breasts. The night air was cold, and her nipples were like ice.

Louis moved forward on his knees. He wrapped his arms around Jackie. Her nipples pressed against his chest. They felt incredible. He moaned as his dick touched hers.

Louis pushed Jackie’s blonde hair over her shoulder. He looked into her big blue eyes, feeling more in love than ever.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you, Louis.” Jackie hadn’t been sure she would ever find love. It wasn’t her priority. Not until she met Louis. He comforted her. If they hadn’t been roommates, she wasn’t sure they’d have fallen in love, but he’d been the perfect addition to her life.

Jackie moaned as Louis squeezed her ass, kissing her lightly on the neck. Jackie put her fingers into Louis’s red hair.

Louis slowly moved his head down Jackie’s body, kissing her lightly. His lips were warm against her smooth skin. Louis pushed Jackie to her back. She kept her arms at her side, no longer cold.

Louis wrapped his hand around the base of Jackie’s cock. He parted his lips, taking Jackie’s length in his mouth. He pulled on her smooth balls as he lowered his lips down her cock. Jackie moaned as Louis bobbed his head along her length.

She had his hair in her hands, bouncing his mouth. She moved his lips off her cock. “Suck on my nipple.”

Louis did as she said. His cock lay atop hers as he sucked her nipple, so he wrapped his hand around both of them and stroked. The feeling was intense. It took her to the edge of an orgasm.

“Let me taste your cock,” Jackie said and pushed Louis to his back before she came.

Louis moaned as Jackie sucked his cock. He’d been edging himself, but Jackie’s touch was so much more stimulating. Louis’s body thrashed as he tried to control himself, but there was little use.

Jackie lifted her lips as she felt Louis’s balls tighten in her hand. She stroked his cock, watching with delight as cum shot from his dick. Louis’s toes curled, and he begged Jackie to stop, but she was having too much fun.

“Shit. Oh my, goodness.” Louis grunted and giggled as Jackie finally released his dick.

She sat back and spread her legs. “Your turn to do me.”

Louis grinned as he reached for Jackie’s beautiful cock. It only took a few strokes before she was gasping and cumming all over his hand. Louis kissed her. They wiped themselves clean a few moments later and drifted off to sleep, holding each other like they did every other night.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The morning came, and the group had to head back to Onarga. The campsite smelled of pancakes. A few in the group were cooking while the others took down the tents and packed the cars. There was a bittersweet taste in the air, but nobody regretted the camping trip.

They ate together before walking around their campsites to make sure they weren’t leaving any trash or anything else behind.

“I want the girls to ride with me,” Grace hollered when they finished checking the grounds.

The guys didn’t protest. They all climbed into Kyle’s car as the girls got into Grace’s.

“That trip wasn’t long enough,” Jackie said. “I never thought I would have enjoyed camping as much as I did.”

“I told you it’d be fun,” Grace said.

“We’ll have to do it again one day,” Tara said.

“Yeah, maybe we can find the time next year.” Mary sounded hopeful, so everyone agreed with her, even though nobody knew where the future would lead them. They could only hope it would be somewhere sunny and bright, just like the sun shining on them from above.

“What should we listen to?” Tara asked as they pulled away from the campgrounds after checking in with the park ranger, Willie.

“I have the perfect playlist,” Grace said. She connected her phone to the speaker and hit play. It was a playlist of popular pop songs from years past.

“I love this song,” Jackie said when the second song started. She turned up the volume. Grace rolled down all the windows. They were driving along country roads, belting out the words as they sang. Their arms were out of the windows, hands dancing in the air.

They were traveling back to their new realities, but they could stay in the past a little while longer.


A BIG THANK YOU

I hope you enjoyed reading Camping. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did because star ratings help others discover their next great read. Star ratings also help books succeed, so your click at the end of a book can mean a lot to an author.

Camping is the FINAL part of the Mitten State University series. You can also find many more stories outside of the Mitten State University series on my Amazon page!

Sign up for my mailing list, where you will receive information about exclusives from this series or others in the future! I also include information about FREE books, new releases, and other noteworthy information in newsletters.

I cherish you for reading ♥
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