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REIGNITED DESIRE

Masculine Man Wears Lingerie

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Evelyn

My mother ignores my call once again. Everything changed the day I missed my brother's wedding for work. That was years ago, yet she hasn't forgiven me.

I didn't use to care. I was in the clouds, earning figures that made me feel invincible, like a queen on her throne. Nothing could depress me. Not even mom's rejection.

I call again, to no avail. She sends me straight to voicemail. I leave a message she won't return. I don't blame her. She used to beg me to answer the phone. To come home to apologize to my brother Lee for missing his wedding. I never did.

Years passed. I worked and worked and worked, accumulating more money than I ever could have dreamed growing up in Sunflower. I haven't visited my hometown. Haven’t called.

It wasn't until the man I thought I'd marry, Gene, broke my heart that I thought about picking up the phone. He had girlfriends all over the city, perhaps the country, but the worst part was when he stole my business contacts to use for himself.

I've since regained what Gene stole, but his betrayal left a hole in my heart. One so large, I haven't been able to trust other men.

Going through the heartbreak I experienced with Gene alone showed me how important family is.

I called my mother for the first time when I hit rock bottom. It was one of the few times we've spoken since I left Sunflower. She listened with empathy, but then she told me she couldn't lend a hand and ended the call.

I'd hurt her too much, and as much as it pained her, she couldn't be there for me.

A message pops up on my phone. Mom always sends a text instead of returning my calls. I haven't heard her voice in ages. I struggle to recall how it sounds.

Mom: Your father and I are busy watching a movie. Hope all is well in the Windy City!

I don't reply because she says nothing meaningful. I called so many times after Gene. When she finally answered a second time, she asked how she could care about a man hurting me when she didn't know about him until he was gone.

I would give anything to turn back the clock to focus less on my job and more on my family. I'd give anything to regain the support system they once provided.

It's about time I visit. I love my job in sales and hope they promote me to regional manager soon, but nearly a decade has passed since I last stepped foot in Sunflower. Nearly a decade since I've seen my family. I was in my early twenties, and now I'm on the other side of thirty.

I pace my apartment, wondering how I could have been so obsessed with my job to let eight years pass without a single visit to my hometown, which was a mere six hours south of Chicago.

How much has changed? What is the same? I throw clothes and toiletries into my smallest suitcase and rush out the door, hitting the road before I can change my mind.

Images of mom and dad throwing their arms open for me cloud my mind as I drive, but somehow I get the feeling all won't be that easy.

***

Patrick

I'm sitting in my patrol car on the side of the highway just outside of Sunflower. It's midafternoon, and I'm already thinking about what I might do after my shift.

Trying on the new pairs of panties that should have gotten delivered today is top of the list. I imagine their cuts and colors, ready to stroke my hardening dick, but I'll wait until I get home.

Deciding where I'll pick up dinner is a distant second to the jack-off session I'll have once I get my hands on those panties.

Sometimes there's action on the road, but most days around here are rather uneventful. We're about thirty miles off the interstate, where there's always something happening. I get stationed on that road for about half my shifts, but not today.

Today I'm stuck wishing I could whip out my dick to stroke while this red thong beneath my uniform cups my balls. I would masturbate if it weren't for all the cameras watching me. I love protecting my community, but I hate the cameras, for obvious reasons.

The cameras won't stop me from rubbing my thumb along the outline of my cock, though. I bite my lip as my fully erect manhood pushes against the fabric of my red thong, begging for a release. Begging for my shift to end.

My eyes shoot open. I glance at the road, begging for a distraction. A luxury car flies past me. I switch on my sirens and pull out from behind the low rock that hides my car, racing after the speeder.

They don't put up much of a fight, pulling over seconds later. I sigh as I slow down behind the car. They turn on their emergency lights as I climb out of the car and walk to the driver's side window.

Much to my delight, a gorgeous woman is behind the wheel. She has lovely brown eyes. Shimmering hair, like it's been styled for a magazine shoot. She tosses it over her shoulder, giving me a look like my attraction to her is as obvious as the sun in the sky.

"Is there a problem, officer?" she asks. Her voice is as sweet as honey, making my dick harder than it already was, but at least her car door is blocking the bulge in my pants.

"You were speeding, miss. Twenty over the limit."

"Oh, my! I had no idea. I've been so stressed. You see, officer, I'm from Sunflower and haven't been home in many years. This visit is stressing me out."

I stare at the woman, lifting my eyes from her amazing breasts, even though it's nearly impossible. She looks more familiar the longer I study her face.

"License and registration, please. This will only take a second."

"Officer," the woman says, glancing at the badge with my surname. Recognition crosses her eyes. "Digiacomo? Patrick, is that you?"

"My name is Patrick," I say, trying to put her face to a name but failing miserably. "Who are you?"

"Really, Patrick? It's me, Evelyn Jones."

Memories flood my mind. Evelyn's panties were the first I ever wore. She'd left them behind at my place when she disappeared without a trace. I've since learned of her move to Chicago. We briefly dated when we were nineteen. Long enough for her to spend the night at my place a few times and leave some lingerie behind. I missed her enough to put them on, hoping to feel her, but I discovered something even better than the romance we shared.

"Evelyn, wow. I didn't recognize you with the fancy car and haircut. You must be doing well for yourself."

Evelyn beams, but then her smile drops to a frown. "I'm sorry for how things ended, Patrick. I should have called."

A laugh escapes me before I can stop it. "So, you care about how I feel now that I have the power to give you a ticket?"

Evelyn deflates. "Just give me the ticket. It'd be the least of my worries, honestly. My mom won't even answer my calls because I missed Lee's wedding."

I nod. "Yeah, I went to his wedding hoping to see you, but you never showed up."

Tears roll down Evelyn's face, making me rather uncomfortable. "I've been a terrible daughter. Hopefully, they can forgive me, but I'm doubtful."

"I'm sorry your relationship with them is like that. Why didn't you come to the wedding? There must have been an emergency."

Evelyn shakes her head. "If only," she says. "The only emergency was feeding my ravenous need to earn money."

I frown, realizing Evelyn chose her job over her family, which is unspeakable behavior in Sunflower. "Promise not to speed the rest of the way?"

"You have my word, Officer Diagiacomo. It's nice seeing you. You look good, Patrick."

I can't see myself, but it feels like my cheeks are redder than the sirens above my vehicle. "Likewise, Evelyn."

I start to turn but then think better of it. I tell Evelyn to give me a piece of paper and write my number on it. "Call me before you leave town. We can get together, for old time's sake."

"Okay," Evelyn says and takes the piece of paper. "Thanks for letting me off the hook, Officer."

I nod and walk back to my car. Evelyn pulls away, leaving me alone with my thoughts of making love to her again like we did when we were nineteen.
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Evelyn

My legs barely cooperate as I step closer to my parent's home for the first time in eight years. Laughter spills through the walls and open windows.

I couldn't recall mom's voice, but it hits me as she hollers about how delicious a grilled carrot tastes. Scents of charred meat linger in the air, but the knots in my stomach are much too intrusive to eat.

My heart pounds in my throat when I lift my fist to knock.

"Who could that be? Are you expecting someone, Bob?"

"No, honey. Maybe it's Lee or Brandi."

Mom's voice is closer when she speaks again. "They always call or text first. Who's there?"

I consider turning and running back to my car, but my legs are stuck, like I'm sinking into a pool of quicksand.

A squeal sounds from the other side of the door. "Bob, it's Evelyn! Evelyn," mom says as she throws open the door, "what are you doing here?"

Mom has aged so much since the last time I saw her that all I do is cry. I've cried more times today over this stressful crap than I have in years.

Dad appears behind mom. I hate the confused looks on their faces, looking at me like a lost animal.

"Can I come inside? Please?"

Mom glances over her shoulder at dad, who shrugs as a response. Mom opens the door wider. "Come inside, Evelyn, but you can't stay long. Your father and I are eating. I'd hate for the food to get cold."

Dad makes his way into the house. I follow behind mom. They have a feast spread across the table, but don't ask me to join them, instead directing me toward a chair in the living room. Dad glances at the table, hunger in his eyes, but mom gives him a look that has him plopping down on the couch.

Mom sits next to dad, clearly exasperated by my presence. I wish I could become invisible or teleport back to my condo in Chicago. At least it's mine, paid for in cash. The condo doesn't have emotions. It can't hate me. Even if I were to abandon it, I could always return as long as I paid the bills.

"Evelyn, I'm so glad you're healthy and successful, but you can't show up unannounced like this."

"You won't answer my calls. What do you expect me to do?" I ask.

"How do you think I felt all those years you wouldn't answer my calls? How do you think I felt when you didn't show up at Lee's wedding? Do you know how embarrassing it was trying to explain to all of our friends why our daughter wasn't at our son's wedding?"

Mom is screaming and red by the time she finishes. Dad rubs her thigh, but she pushes away his hand.

"No, Bob. You're too soft. If we weren't good enough for her then, why should it be any different now? She can't come and go as she pleases. It isn't fair."

"Mom, please. I was wrong, but we--"

"No," she says. "We can't do a thing. I'm going to the bathroom and really hope you'll be gone by the time I return. I'd like to eat before the food gets cold."

Mom stands. I want to call after her, but there's no point. She's been a holder of grudges my entire life. There are friends in her life she hasn't spoken to since before I was born.

Her stories of stubbornness seemed funny when I was on the other side of them and in her good graces.

I'm too stunned to move, but dad has always hated fights. He comes over to the chair and wraps his arms around my shoulders, pulling me to my feet.

"Are you staying in town tonight?"

"Yes," I say.

"Give her the night to cool down. I'll talk to her. Maybe we can all meet for a meal. Your brother would love to see you."

"Thanks, dad."

"It's great seeing you, Evelyn. I hope you know your mom loves you. She's just hurting. It was really hard on her when you started putting your job over us."

I nod and give my dad a bear hug until the sound of mom's footsteps rips us apart. She calls for dad to join her at the table. He closes the door in my face.

My stomach rumbles. They have plenty to share, but I run to my car instead of asking for a handout.

Much has changed in Sunflower, but one place is still the same. A hole-in-the-wall Chinese restaurant in a strip mall on the outskirts of town, better than just about every Chinese food place I've tried in Chicago.
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Patrick

I drop the patrol car keys off at the station and change into street clothes, using a stall to switch my pants so nobody sees the red thong that I'm wearing. My urge to jack off in the stall is strong, but I resist because there's a box of panties waiting on my porch.

I call in an order at this Chinese restaurant I used to eat at with Evelyn. I haven't been in years, but seeing her reminded me of how good it is, even if it is a bit out of the way.

"One order of orange chicken, but can you give me white rice instead of fried?"

They agree. I add egg rolls to the order and end the call. I tell everyone goodbye as I head toward the door, getting into my normal car.

The restaurant feels far after a day of patrolling the roads. I hate driving after work, which is probably why I almost always eat at places on my drive home from the station.

A surprise awaits me at the restaurant, though, as though fate is sending me a message.

Evelyn is lifting a fork of beef and broccoli to her lips when she notices me, smirking when our eyes meet.

"You must be following me. Did you put a tracker on my car?"

"That would be a crime," I say, a bit too harshly. "I actually called in an order to-go."

"I've always missed this place living in Chicago."

"Is the food as good as you remember?"

"Better, actually. Do you come here often? We used to eat here all the time."

"No," I say. "Seeing you gave me a craving."

"Want to join me?" she asks. "My parents kicked me out of their house."

"What? That's terrible."

Evelyn shrugs, stabbing her fork into a piece of meat. "Like I said before, I haven't been the best daughter."

I pay for my food and sit with Evelyn. She glances up from her plate, offering a soft smile. My eyes can't help but scan over her delicious body.

It's been ages since I've been with a woman. Not since Donna broke my heart. We'd been doing so well until I told her about my love for lingerie. She made several disparaging comments when I opened my heart to her, never calling again.

Would Evelyn do the same if she saw the red thong I was wearing beneath my jeans?

Donna's rejection was one of the most difficult moments of my life. I thought she would understand. I thought she would give me a second chance. That was two years ago.

Evelyn and I eat. She tells me about her sales job in Chicago and how she'd grown addicted to earning money. How she'd put her work before everything until a man she trusted broke her heart, much like Donna did to me.

"What did you do when he stole your contacts?"

"I had to call everyone and convince them to work with me instead of going with Gene. Most listened, but he stole a few."

"I wish he were in my jurisdiction. I'd rough him up for you."

Evelyn laughs. "Isn't that unethical?"

I pull my fingers over my lips like I'm zipping them shut. "No man should do that to his woman."

"No, they shouldn't, but it would be too much trouble to sue him. From what I've heard since, I'm not the first woman in sales that he's double crossed to grow his contact list."

"Anything to make a dollar," I say. Evelyn nods, returning to her meal. We eat a few bites. I consider telling Evelyn more about Donna but can't think of a lie to cover up my lingerie habits, so I say nothing other than a vague comment about women hurting me too.

"I bet it isn't hard for you to find another woman between the uniform and your smoking body."

Her statement might be true if it weren't for my love of panties and thongs and slips and so much more. Most women would run if they found my stash, which makes me more reluctant to date as time passes.

"You're too kind."

"How often do you go to the gym?" she asks.

"Two hours every morning," I say.

"It shows."

"How long are you in town?" I ask. Evelyn is down to her last bites and keeps glancing at her purse like she's ready to leave.

"Don't know," she says. "Figure I'll spend the night in a hotel and try visiting my parents again tomorrow. I took the week off work."

"Can we get together again?"

Evelyn smiles, but it's a sad smile, like she doesn't want to agree. "That sounds nice, Patrick, but I can't make any promises. This trip is stressful enough without complicating things."

I nod, hoping I look more understanding than disappointed. "Right, no worries. You have my number."

Evelyn grabs her tray and stands. "I do," she says and walks to the counter, setting her dirty tray here. "Take care, Patrick. It really has been great catching up, and I'm so happy you're doing well."

Evelyn is standing over me, looking so beautiful. So tempting, but I can't have her. Not when she's like this.

"Likewise," I say.

Evelyn smiles and kisses me on the cheek, making my dick jump. "Goodbye, Patrick."

"Bye," I say in the driest voice I've ever heard leave my lips.
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Evelyn

I had to reject him, even though my body was burning for Patrick. Even though I wanted him to rip off my clothes and bury his cock in my pussy.

With my luck, though, someone in town would see us and report it back to mom. They'd add extra details that never happened. It would ruin my chances of ever rebuilding my relationship with my parents.

Even sitting together at the Chinese restaurant was risky, but we were the only ones there, and mom would never eat at a place that greasy.

She's far from rich but never afraid to act like a snob.

I'm checking in at a hotel after finding a deal on my phone while in the parking lot of a gas station. It's the newest and nicest hotel in town and was also the cheapest on my app. I had planned to look while eating, but Patrick surprised me.

His thick muscles. His handsome face. The sweetness in his eyes. Why he became a cop is beyond me. He always seemed too innocent for the job. His touch was the gentlest of all my past boyfriends.

"Ma'am, would you like me to charge the card on reserve?"

I shake away the memories clouding my mind. "That's fine. Sorry."

The man folds his lips and processes my payment. He says some stuff about hotel policy. I pretend to listen, waiting patiently for my key and the room number.

"Thanks, have a good night."

Visions of Patrick are back in my head as I ride up the elevator. The bed is made to perfection. The room is bright and modern. I fall onto the bed, nearly forgetting I'm in Sunflower, but how could I forget today?

My parents. Patrick. The restaurant I haven't eaten at since my last visit to Sunflower, just before I turned my nose up toward the clouds.

I take a shower to clear my mind, but all I can think about is Patrick's naked body. How amazing it'd feel to have him push me against the shower wall and sink into my throbbing pussy. My lips swell the longer I fantasize about Patrick fucking me.

He was so skinny when we were nineteen, and now he's one of the thickest men I've ever seen. There's nothing I want more than to have his hands in my hair as he tears my pussy up from behind.

If memory serves me right, his member isn't the longest, but it's nice and thick.

I turn the water off and press my body against the wall, reaching between my legs. Droplets of water race across my skin, but they do nothing to cool my burning passion.

Pussy juices run over my fingers. My entire pelvic region has exploded in an intense sensation that has me desperate to cum. I play with my clit and rub my swollen lips, moving my hand to where it feels best, sensing my body as I imagine Patrick plowing into me from behind.

I'm opening my pussy lips for him. Teasing him with my wetness. Of course, he can't resist for long, but it's all in my head.

That doesn't stop me from cumming, though. I scream and moan as I touch my pussy how I like as I ride the wave of my orgasm, desperately wishing Patrick were here to cum with me.

I turn on the shower after my body calms down. I wash my hands and body with soap I packed in my suitcase before the trip. The stuff the hotel provides is much too rough on my skin.

I put on panties and an oversized t-shirt, curling up in bed. I turn on the TV for background noise, but there's so much from my past on the mind.

Mom was mean, dad was indecisive, and Patrick was kind. One loss, one tie, and a win. Could be worse, but I don't feel great.

I text the one person in Sunflower who doesn't seem to hate me.

Me: Are you working tomorrow? Maybe we should get dinner or something.

Patrick: I'll be free by six. I'd love to get dinner with you.

Thoughts of Patrick fucking me cross the mind, but can I be so easy? Does it count as being easy if we've already had sex?

Me: I'm going to try to see my parents tomorrow, but I'll let you know a plan ASAP.

Patrick: No rush. You won't be ruining any plans of mine if you have to cancel. Your parents come first.

His words warm me, almost giving me an illusion of safety. Has Patrick always been this sweet? This sexy? I can't remember why I never called Patrick after leaving. Maybe he was just the first victim of my snobbery. Maybe I was too blinded by ambition to see what I was giving up by dropping him from my life.

Me: I'll let you know. It was great seeing you today.

Patrick: Same to you. Should we go somewhere nicer than a Chinese restaurant?

Me: Yes, please.

Patrick: It's a date. Goodnight, Evelyn.

I trace the edge of my phone with a finger, wishing it was Patrick's body.

Me: Goodnight, handsome.

My phone tells me he's read the message. He doesn't reply, but he's said more than enough. I close my eyes and quickly fall asleep, hopeful tomorrow will go better than today.
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Patrick

I'm home after my shift, nervous about my date with Evelyn. She sent me a message just as I was clocking out from work to meet her at a restaurant downtown in two hours.

Yellow Carrots is one of the nicest restaurants in Sunflower. They have linens on the tables and soft music playing in the background, but a fancy dinner is the least of my concerns as I stare at my drawer full of lingerie.

It’s my secret stash, which has grown tenfold since my split with Donna. Better to have what I want than try to chase women who can’t understand me. Women who refuse to give me the freedom to act as myself.

There’s a sinking feeling in my gut that Evelyn will be no different. That she’ll toss me out like hot trash once she discovers the truth, but I’m tired of hiding. I’m tired of feeling bad for who I am and the desires I have.

I stare at my lingerie, knowing what I must do. Hiding my passions will only hurt me in the long run. Evelyn is gorgeous, but it’s better to risk rejection than hide my truth. If we make it to the bedroom, I want her to know who I am and what I enjoy, so I grab one of my favorite thongs and head to the bathroom.

People probably assume I naturally don’t have much leg hair, but I shave everything below my waist, and I’ve had laser-hair removal for everything above it. Sometimes I’ll let a shadow grow on my jawline, but that’s about the only body hair I have.

It doesn’t take long to touch up my shaving because I shaved just a couple of days before. I pull the white thong up my legs after drying my body and lathering myself with lotion.

The thong is simple enough to look like a pair of briefs at first glance, but upon closer inspection, there are a lot of intricate details on the fabric covering my manhood. The thin string in the back also gives it away, but to my knowledge, nobody has figured out I wear panties.

Nobody except Donna, but she wouldn’t tell anyone. Not when she cares so much about what people think of her. Part of me likes to fantasize that she would have broken up with me for a myriad of reasons because of her desires to look best in the eyes of others.

The white thong hugs my hips as I swing them from side to side in the mirror, feeling fabulous. My body is beefy, but the thong still looks sexy, like I’m meant to wear it.

My dick always looks huge beneath the fabric. There’s nothing hotter than stroking my dick while it hangs out the side of a tight thong. It always looks so thick and veiny, throbbing in my hand as cum spills from my tip.

I’ve even recorded a few videos of myself jacking off in panties, no face of course, and have shared them online, hoping to find a woman who enjoys men who wear lingerie.

I’ve chatted with a few, but they never want to meet. They never want anything beyond an online connection. I’m looking for something meaningful, hoping I can find it with Evelyn as I pull jeans over my half-hard cock.

Things with Evelyn will go well or they won’t. Either way, I can’t hide who I am for her or any other woman.

I never will again.

***

Evelyn

I stand outside my parent’s door, hoping today will go better than yesterday, but I won’t get my hopes up. My mother has every right to hate me. They could have died in the eight years that I was away collecting coins like the world would fall apart if I missed even one.

Dad answers the door, much to my relief. I’m wearing a simple summer dress. It’s white and hangs to my knees, making me look as innocent as possible.

“Hey, hon. Come here,” dad says and opens his arms. I fall into them, doing my best not to cry. It’s a futile effort as dad rubs my back. “Oh, it’s okay. We’ll work through this. The most important thing is that you’re here.”

I gather myself, glad I’d skipped makeup this morning. I have plenty in my bag to put on before my date with Patrick, but something tells me these won’t be the last tears I shed before I meet up with him.

“Where’s mom?” I ask.

“She’s inside. Why don’t we go say hello?”

It’s early in the afternoon as dad pulls me into the house. My heart is racing, but this moment has been a long time coming. I can’t ignore my past forever. I can’t ignore how I’ve hurt my mother.

“Is that Evelyn?” my mom calls from a back room.

“Yes, dear. She has come to visit us. We knew she would.”

A sigh fills the air, making me want to run out of the door, but I’ve already come this far. I can’t turn around on my family again. Not that dad will let me. He’s holding me tight.

“Give her a chance. I talked to her last night. It was wrong how you left us and how you didn’t come to Lee’s wedding, but we can work past this. We have to, okay?”

I nod, hoping mom will be as forgiving as dad. She pushed me away yesterday as though she wanted nothing to do with me, but maybe she just wanted to hurt me as I’d hurt her.

“Come on, Evelyn. We were just about to work in the garden. Why don’t you help us?”

“I’m not great with plants, but I’d be happy to help however I can.”

“Honey,” dad says to mom. “Evelyn is going to help us in the garden. Doesn’t that sound delightful?”

Mom rounds the corner wearing white pants with grass stains. She’s carrying gloves and gardening tools, looking at me with soft eyes.

They turn watery the longer she stares at me, and then we’re running to each other and opening our arms. I hug my mother, forming my body against hers. Tears run down our eyes. So much is being said without uttering a sound.

Mom steps back after a moment, sucking in a sharp breath. I do the same, waving a hand in my face, overcome with emotion.

“I’m sorry for everything, mom. I hope you can forgive me.”

Mom nods. “You’re forgiven in my eyes, but it’ll be a while before I can trust you again.”

“I understand. You have every right to hate me for the choices I’ve made, but I haven’t been the same since Gene left me. Going through that breakup alone made me realize how much I missed by turning my back on family.”

“Let’s not dwell on the past. You wouldn’t believe how much your father and I love gardening nowadays. Come and see what we’ve done,” mom says and pulls me toward a pair of sliding doors that lead to the backyard.

It’s the same house I grew up in, but they’ve done extensive renovations to the place since I last saw it. I was too taken aback by my mother’s rejection yesterday to notice the details, but they must have spent a pretty penny remodeling.

The backyard is nothing like I remember. It looks like a jungle compared to the flat yard of grass we had while I was growing up.

They have several raised beds, flowers along the privacy fence, a hot tub, and potted plants all over the porch. They even have a firepit in one corner of the yard, where there aren’t any raised beds.

“Wow, you guys have really gone all out back here. It looks incredible.”

“Thanks, Evelyn. It was your mother’s idea to get started on our little oasis, and we’ve been adding to it every year since.”

“I love it,” I say.

“Here are some gloves,” mom says. “You can help me with the flowers.”

I take the gloves and put them on, following her to a wall of flowers. She has me trim some bushes. We carefully guard our trimmings. Mom says she’ll use the ugly ones for potpourri and put the pretty one in vases.

“So, how is life in the big city? Did you get fired from your job?”

“No,” I say. “Work is great. They’re probably going to give me a promotion to regional manager soon.”

“You really came because you miss us?”

“Is that so hard to believe?”

Mom gives me a look, and I can’t argue with her reasoning. I stop trimming a rose bush, exhaling. “Will you ever forgive me? I’ve been calling a lot more recently, and you never answer the phone. You only send me meaningless messages.”

My voice is louder than I’d like. Mom stops and turns toward me. Dad does the same, and he’s across the yard.

“Please don’t raise your voice, Evelyn. You only came home yesterday.”

“I can’t stand you treating me coldly. It hurts, mom.”

Mom folds her lips, tightening her grip on the newspaper wrapped around her flowers. “I’ll do my best. Today is a start,” she says and reaches out to take my flowers. “Thank you for your help. How long are you in town?”

“I’m planning to stay through the end of the week. I took time off work.”

“That’s probably a first,” she says.

I don’t want to argue with her, so I let her go, watching her from the yard as she walks toward the open sliding doors. Dad comes over and wraps his arm around me. I flinch, about to shake him off, then reconsider, leaning my head on his shoulder instead.

“Give her time, hon. You know how your mother loves to hold grudges. I’m amazed you two got this far today.”

Mom is inside at the kitchen table, working with her head down, arranging her favorite flowers in a vase. She must be able to see us, but she never looks up. Not once.

“Should I leave?”

“Come back tomorrow. I’ll tell your brother that you’re in town and ask when he’s free. He and his wife, Brandi, have busy schedules, but I’m sure they’d make time to see you.”

“I still haven’t met Brandi.”

“She’s great. You’ll love her.”

“Guess I’ll get going then,” I say. Dad nods and follows me inside. I say goodbye to mom, but she doesn’t lift her attention from the flowers. She mutters something too quiet to hear, leaving the air thick with tension.

Dad nudges me and guides me toward the front door, telling me to give mom time with a pleading look in his eyes.

I sigh and turn on my heel, flopping into the seat of my car as an exasperated sigh leaves my mouth. I don’t know how long mom will keep this grudge going, but I hope it’s less than a week because I can’t stay in Sunflower forever.

I pull out my phone and fire off a message telling Patrick to meet me at Yellow Carrots for dinner. They’ve been on my wish list forever, having opened shortly after my last visit to Sunflower eight years ago, but I’ve never had the opportunity to go until now.
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Evelyn

“How long have you been waiting?” I ask Patrick as I approach the table.

“Not long,” he says and gives me a hug. “How were your parents today?”

“Better than yesterday,” I say. “How was work for you?”

“Not bad. Had to pull a few people over, but they were cooperative,” he says. “I also had enough time to head home and shower.”

We’re both hovering over the table, making us chuckle when we notice. Patrick pulls out my chair, gesturing for me to take a seat.

I watch him as I drop into the chair. He takes a seat across from me, looking handsome in his business casual outfit. Jeans and a button-up shirt. I stare at him, letting my mind drift back to when I fantasized about Patrick fucking me from behind in the shower.

Patrick lifts his eyebrow as I stare, but I don’t care if he knows I want him. I’m hoping tonight ends with more than a goodbye kiss. I only have a week in Sunflower, which means I have no time to waste on romance.

No time to pretend Patrick and I will be anything but hot sex.

“What will you order?” I ask.

Patrick tells me he wants the chicken dish. I order the vegetarian one, wanting to keep it light to avoid being bloated when I strip naked in front of him.

We share a bottle of wine. Another reason I chose Yellow Carrots is its proximity to the hotel. We can stumble to the hotel if we want. It’d be a bit of a walk, but it’s possible.

Dinner passes. Tension builds between Patrick and me.

“We can have the hotel’s kitchen bring dessert to my room, if you’d like,” I say.

Patrick grins. “Are you asking me to go back to your room with you?”

“If you want.”

“Let’s get out of here,” Patrick says. He waves his hand to ask for the bill. I offer Patrick my credit card to split the bill, but he refuses, making me even wetter than I already am. “I’ll drive us, and I can drive you by your car in the morning.”

“Okay,” I say and follow Patrick to his car. It’s a simple sedan with several stickers to support the local police department. He holds the door open for me before going over to the driver’s side.

We drive the short distance to the hotel, ordering something to drink from the bar and cheesecake from the kitchen before heading up to my room, laughing as the elevator carries us to my floor.

“We made it just in time,” I say, referring to how the annoyed staff told us the kitchen and bar were about to close.

Patrick agrees. We make it to my door, nearly falling as we step inside. I drop my purse on the table by the door. Patrick drops his keys next to it.

The room suddenly feels tiny. Suffocatingly small. Patrick looms large behind me, taking up most of the room with his broad body.

“Everything okay?” he asks after I stare at him for several seconds too long.

I avert my gaze and nod. A knock at the door saves me from myself. It’s the bottle of wine and cheesecake we ordered. Red with dinner. White with dessert.

“Thank you,” I say. “Is there any way to add a tip?”

The man pulls out a tablet. I sign and add a tip, closing the door with the cheesecake and wine in hand. There are already glasses in the room.

Patrick has taken a seat on the bed, looking like he wants to take off my clothes. My body is burning for his touch.

“Can I help you with anything?” he asks.

I shake my head, placing the wine and cheesecake on the table by the plush chair. There’s a simple chair under the desk next to the TV.

“Actually, would you mind setting up a little place for us to eat?”

“Not at all,” Patrick says and hops up from the bed. He takes the cheesecake and puts it on the table, asking if there is an extra fork. There isn’t. “I don’t mind if you don’t.”

“Not a problem,” I say.

Patrick sits in the non-plush chair as I pour us two glasses of white wine, putting the rest in a half-melted bucket of ice I filled before leaving for dinner.

Patrick pushes the single fork they gave to us into the cheesecake and guides the bite to my lips. I stare into his eyes as I close my mouth around the fork, slowly pulling the food off the metal.

I take the fork from Patrick and fix him a bite. He does the same, making my pussy throb for his dick.

“Do you remember how much we used to fuck?”

“Day and night,” he says. “Like rabbits.”

“We were so young back then. So inexperienced. Think it’ll be better this time around?”

Patrick grins. “We can’t find out unless we try.”

“So true,” I purr.

Patrick stands and comes over to the plush chair, taking my hand and leading me to the bed. I notice the bulge beneath his jeans, remembering how thick his dick is. Eager to taste it. Eager to sit on it.

I reach for Patrick’s waistline, but he pushes my hands above my head, taking control.

Patrick climbs above me, kissing from my neck to the exposed area of my chest, stirring my yearnings. Patrick pulls my dress over my shoulders, exposing more of my breasts. My nipples harden at his soft touch.

“Fuck, how are you even sexier now than before?” he asks as he wraps his mouth around my nipple.

I want to ask him the same question, but his mouth has hijacked my ability to think. He continues pushing the dress down my body. I don’t resist. Not at all. I lift when he needs until he has the dress to my ankles, pulling it off and tossing it to the floor.

Patrick presses his nose against my clad panties, inhaling my aroused scent.

“No more hiding,” he whispers to my pussy before pulling my panties down my legs.

I’m a burning mess, twisted and filled with desire. Patrick presses his hand against my swollen womanhood, rubbing up and down before removing the pressure, only to replace it with his slithering tongue.

“Shit,” I scream. “Fuck. You’re going to make me cum.”

Patrick lifts his head and laughs, lightly slapping my clit. “You aren’t cumming until I split this pussy in two.”

“Oh, fuck. Give it to me, baby.” I need his dick more than anything, even though his tongue is one of the best things I’ve ever felt.

Patrick lifts his head, wiping his wet lips. He leans in and kisses me, covering me with my own scent. If he were any other man, I’d probably push him away, but Patrick has a spell on me.

Patrick slaps my exposed pussy again. He stands over me, wearing far too many clothes.

“Take off your clothes, baby.” My voice is pathetic. I’m practically begging him, but I will get on my hands and knees if that’s what I need to do to feel his dick. I can’t leave Sunflower without having it.

I lift my body and wrap my legs around his, reaching for his waistline. He gently grabs my hands before I can unbutton his jeans.

“Wait,” he says. “I need to prepare you. There’s something you don’t know about me, but you’re about to find out.”

My eyes widen, imagining the worst. “What? Has your dick been mutilated since I last saw it?”

“Nothing that bad, luckily. I don’t know how you’ll react, but I hope you can appreciate my honesty.”

Patrick doesn’t resist as I unbutton his jeans, nervous about what I might find.

I unzip his jeans and realize what he’s been hiding, not sure how I feel about the white thong beneath his jeans, but its presence doesn’t stop me from pushing his jeans to the floor. I pull off his shirt, leaving him in nothing but the white thong with an intricate, translucent lace.

Patrick is rock hard beneath the thong, leaking precum against the fabric.

He watches me, clearly waiting for an answer, but what do I say? What can I say?

“Do you hate them?”

I shrug, not really feeling much one way or the other. It’s certainly the first time I’ve taken off a man’s pants to find lingerie, but the thong doesn’t dampen my need to have Patrick’s dick buried deep in my pussy.

I’m wet for him, dripping with desire.

“Say something,” he says.

“Can I touch them?”

“Yes.”

I scoot to the edge of the bed. Patrick stands in front of me with his hands behind his head, looking utterly masculine and delicious, regardless of the lingerie.

I reach forward with timid fingers, brushing them against the outline of his thick cock. He shivers and moans.

“Do it again,” Patrick says.

I touch his cock. It jumps beneath the fabric, making the precum stain grow larger. Patrick moans but doesn’t flinch.

I spread my fingers, wrapping them around his dick. I rub his manhood through the fabric. It’s soft and barely covers his dick, but it also makes his member look irresistibly large.

Patrick stares down at me as I play with his dick, a mischievous look in his eye. “Would you be willing to do something for me?”

“What?” I ask.

“Pull my dick out of the side of the thong and suck it. I’ll return the favor. Do whatever you want,” he says.

My pussy throbs. All I want is for him to bury his thick dick in me from behind. I want him to tear my pussy up, like it hasn’t been in far too long.

“Whatever I want?” I ask, using a voice much more sinister than the request I plan to ask.

“Yes, whatever. Please give me this. You don’t know how much it’ll mean.”

I can only imagine how other women might react to Patrick’s request, but the lingerie doesn’t make me feel uncomfortable. If he’s happy in the thong, who am I to judge?

I move Patrick’s thong to the side and pull out his dick, loving how thick it looks in my hand. I lean forward and take his manhood in my mouth, bobbing my head up and down on his dick until he’s making sounds like he might cum.

“Not yet, mister. You haven’t given me what I want.”

“Name it, and I’ll do it. Fuck, that was hot watching you suck my dick.”

“Your dick fits in my mouth perfectly.”

“What do you want me to do?” he asks.

“Fuck me from behind,” I say.

“I don’t have any condoms,” he says. “Do you?”

“I picked some up this afternoon, hoping we’d make it this far. The thong was a surprise, but I don’t hate it.”

“You don’t?”

“No,” I say. “You want to wear it while you fuck me?”

“Yeah. You’re the best,” he says. “Where are the condoms?”

I point to my suitcase. Patrick finds the condoms in short order. He rolls one over his cock before coming back to the edge of the bed, flipping me over onto my hands and knees.

“You want it from behind?”

My pussy ignites into an inferno of desire. “Yes, give it to me. Fuck me hard with that fat dick.”

“Careful what you wish for, sexy.” Patrick reaches between my legs. I gasp as his fingers spread my swollen pussy lips. I cry out when he rubs my clit. He pushes a finger into my hole, making me even more desperate for his dick.

“Fuck me,” I moan. “Get your panties wet with my pussy juices.”

Patrick groans and steps forward. He slaps his heavy dick against my backside. I pant, wanting nothing more than to feel him slide into me.

I reach for him. Patrick swats my hand away, pushing me down and pressing his dick against my backside. His thong brushes my skin, tickling me.

“Tell me how much you want this dick,” he says.

“I need it,” I say.

Patrick lifts my hips and pushes his dick between my thighs, gliding it along my slick pussy lips. I grab his waistline and the band of thong, pulling him closer.

“Put it in me. Give me that big dick.”

Patrick doesn’t make me wait long. He shoves his cock into my welcoming hole, stuffing me to the brim.

It hurts as he stretches my hole, but my body is relaxing at the same time. Patrick slides deeper into me, slowly thrusting his hips. Giving me everything I’ve wanted since he pulled me over on the way into Sunflower.

I scream. I moan. Patrick slaps my ass and fucks me hard with his thick dick, just like I asked.

“I won’t last long,” he says as he fucks me, slowing his thrusts. I can tell he’s close. My pussy and his dick are locked together, pushing ourselves to an orgasm.

“Flip me over.”

Patrick does as I say, leaving me unbearably empty for a second, but then he thrusts into me, pushing me to the edge.

I touch my clit as he fucks me. We’re watching each other, playing off each other on our way to an orgasm.

He grunts. I holler. We’re cumming together while the rest of the world disappears. Nothing else matters except our shared bliss.
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Patrick

I can still taste Evelyn on my lips when I close my eyes. We cuddled the entire night after making love, and I drove her to her car in the morning, wearing the white thong soaked with her pussy juices.

A few days have passed since that night. We’ve spent a lot of time in Evelyn’s hotel room, but now she’s asking about my house, so I’m picking up dinner from the grocery store.

She’s waiting for my message to tell her to come over. She’s at her parents’ place. They’ve been spending a lot of time together, especially when I’m at work.

Evelyn says she hasn’t been able to spend time with her brother or Brandi because they’ve been so busy with work, but they have a day set on the calendar to meet before she leaves. Apparently, they have a surprise, but I wouldn’t know what it is. I haven’t seen Lee or Brandi since their wedding.

I head home and pick out a pair of pink panties to put on after my shower before sending Evelyn a message to come over.

Me: Home now. Keeping dinner warm in the oven.

Evelyn: I’ll leave here soon. Should I bring something to drink?

Me: Whatever you want is fine. Bring your pajamas because there’s no way I’ll let you leave.

Evelyn: Deal. See you soon.

She adds a kiss face. I wish she were here to kiss me instead. I toss my phone to the bed and head to the shower, rinsing off the dirt and germs from work.

I put on the pink panties after drying off, loving how they hug my muscular hips. It’s taken a lot of work to sculpt my body, but every minute at the gym has been worth it for how much the muscles please Evelyn. She loves to touch them. Rub them. Squeeze them and scratch them.

I love how her pussy soaks every pair of lingerie I wear when I fuck her. I can’t wait for her to soak the pink pair that I’m wearing tonight. She’s only seen me in thongs, which are hot, but the pink panties have a mesh front. They don’t do a damn thing to cover my dick.

I put on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, not bothering to dress up for our home date. I want Evelyn to have easy access.

As much as I hate to admit it, I’m not sure what we have will last. I want a lasting relationship, but Evelyn has made her intentions on returning to Chicago clear. She might come back to visit her family, but it won’t be but a few times a year.

I try not to bother myself by thinking about the negatives. I try to live in the moment, but the thought of not having Evelyn after this week is more than I can bear.

She accepts my passion for lingerie. She gives her body to me. Her mind. We laugh. We talk about life. There’s never a dull moment between us. I can’t believe we ever gave up on what we had if it was this good, and I can’t believe we might give it up again.

Evelyn knocks on the door as I try to wrap my head around how fast this week is passing.

“Hey, handsome. How was work?”

“It was a great day on the road,” I say. I pull Evelyn close and kiss her on the lips, feeling needy. Feeling like I might never get to taste her again after this week. “How was the day with your parents?”

“We’re doing much better. I can’t wait to see Lee and meet Brandi and figure out what this surprise is. I’m guessing they’re pregnant, but my parents won’t tell me.”

“What if they already have a kid?” I ask.

Evelyn makes a serious face and pushes me on my shoulder, stepping past me. “Not funny. I’d be so angry if they had a baby without telling me. Pregnancy is one thing, but a baby?”

“Maybe they bought a house?” I ask.

“Could be,” she says and shrugs. “I’ll find out soon enough. What did you get us to eat?”

“Some stuff from the deli. They had lasagna and chicken parmesan. Mushroom pasta. Hope those are okay,” I say.

“I’m not picky.”

We sit at my kitchen table to eat. She looks a little uncomfortable, but I can’t stop staring at her. I can’t stop thinking about a future where she won’t be coming by for dinner. A future where I won’t get to fuck her while wearing a sexy pair of panties.

“I don’t want you to leave,” I confess when I can’t focus on the food I’ve placed on the table.

Evelyn reaches out and places her hand over mine. “I’ve been thinking the same. Spending these past few days with you has been incredibly special, and the sex, wow. It’s mind blowing, but my life isn’t here, Patrick. It’s in the city.”

“You can come visit. I can visit you.”

“We both know that’d be too hard.”

I push the plate away from me, having lost my appetite. “How can you give up that easily? Don’t you want to try to make this work?”

“Why can’t we just enjoy the time we have? I want to visit Sunflower as much as I can, but if they make me regional manager, my visits won’t be enough to make this work.”

I frown. Evelyn rubs her thumb over my hand, telling me it’ll be okay. Telling me we should enjoy the time we have. I know she’s right because she’s a needle in a haystack. No other woman has let me fuck her while wearing lingerie. I’m not sure if any other woman would, either. Not that I even want to look.

I want Evelyn.

Evelyn grabs the remote from the table and turns the TV on for background noise, picking up her utensils to eat what she’s put on her plate.

I join Evelyn and eat after a bit of sulking. I hate the idea of not having her, but I’d be crazy to pass up our time together.

Evelyn pours us more wine, commenting on the show. She never changed the channel, so I know all about the reality TV show, catching Evelyn up on the people and their storylines.

“That’s nice,” Evelyn says. She sets down her fork and knife. “So, where’s your stash? What are you wearing tonight? I want to see.”

I drop my utensils and hop up from my chair, already forgetting my impending doom as I pull down the waistline of my sweatpants to reveal a hint of pink.

“Ooh,” Evelyn purrs. “I love the color. Don’t stop there.”

“Why don’t you give me a hand?”

Evelyn grins and comes over to me with that look in her eyes she gets before we fuck. Unmistakably longing. For my body. My dick. She wants me, so how could she even think about giving us up?

I shake the dark thoughts from my head when Evelyn places her hand on my waistline, pushing my sweatpants down until they’re around my ankles, revealing my pink panties.

“Oh, my. Those don’t hide a thing, do they?”

“You like?”

“I like how your dick looks,” Evelyn says. She drops to her knees in front of me.

Instead of removing my panties, she pushes them to the side, revealing my cock. It’s erect and dangling in her face.

“Fuck, I love this thick dick. You know that?” Evelyn asks as she holds my manhood in her hand.

“Not as much as it loves you.”

Evelyn laughs and parts her lips, taking me into her mouth. She bobs her head and swallows as much of my cock as she can until it makes her cough.

“Fuck, your dick tastes good.”

“Won’t you miss it?”

Evelyn gives me a hard look, lightly squeezing my cock. “Don’t get all sentimental on me. I’ll miss it, but what can we do? You have a career. I live there. It’s only six hours, but that’s a lot for a relationship.”

“I know, but--”

Evelyn sighs. “Is this really want you want to be talking about when you could be fucking me?”

It is exactly what I want to talk about, but I won’t. I tell Evelyn she’s right. I turn her over the side of the couch and smack her ass, instructing her to wait right there.

I go to my bedroom, telling myself to get it together and enjoy the moment before it’s gone forever.

Evelyn is right where I left her when I return to the living room. I get to my knees behind her, put my head between her thighs, and lick her pussy from behind. She hollers and moans and gets even louder when I suck on her clit.

Evelyn rocks her hips, begging me to penetrate her. I’m not one to disappoint.

With the pink panties hugging my cock, I plow into Evelyn. Her pussy lips spread over my cock, pulling me into her warm womanhood. We moan, relieved by our connection. Relieved by our touch.

I fuck Evelyn from behind, watching how my cock disappears into her with each thrust, how my panties hug my dick and balls, memorizing every detail because there are no guarantees in life. There’s no promise I’ll have Evelyn again after this week, which brings a scant tear to my eye.

I wipe it away and smack Evelyn’s ass, fucking her even harder. She screams and moans and tells me to touch her clit when I grunt that I’m close.

Evelyn takes over, moving her pussy back and forth on my dick as I smack and squeeze her ass. She grabs my wrist when a high-pitched moan escapes her mouth. I unload into her sweet heat.

We collapse to the bed after cumming together. I hold Evelyn and kiss her head for several minutes. She moans into my chest and wiggles her body.

Neither says a word about the future for the rest of the night, but the thought is in the air. Where will this go? How will we be able to stop when the sex is this good?

I feel it.

She must feel it too.
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Evelyn

My parents talk about their garden as we wait in a cafe for my brother and his wife, the woman I’ve never met.

“Will you give me a hint of the surprise?”

“You’ll see,” mom says.

I glance at dad, but he doesn’t offer any clues. I resign to my chair, sighing as I wait. Lee and Brandi are already fifteen minutes late, perhaps as payback for my missing their wedding. Who knows? All I can think about is Patrick fucking me from behind with his fat dick.

Thoughts of Patrick’s muscular body against mine are much more entertaining than trying to process mom’s scorn. She’s better every time we get together, but tensions linger. I hope we can reach a place where she doesn’t feel the need to hold a grudge, but I’ll give her time.

The doorbell ringing shakes the room. Dad hops up from his chair. “Coming,” he hollers.

Mom glances at me. I offer a soft smile, hoping she knows I love her. Hoping she knows my staying away from home had nothing to do with her and was more about my addiction to earning money. My addiction to accumulating power.

Lee walks into the room, and tears come to my eyes. He opens his arms. I run into them. He hugs me, shaking my body. I’m lost in a sea of memories until an unfamiliar voice hits my ears. I open my eyes and see a very pregnant woman talking to my dad. She has brown hair with streaks of purple.

I tap Lee’s back to break the hug, placing my hand on his shoulder a second before walking past him to introduce myself to Brandi.

“You must be Brandi. I’m Evelyn.”

Brandi smiles, offering a warm, yet guarded expression. “Yes, I’ve heard so much about you. It’s great to finally meet you.”

I gasp and focus my attention on her stomach. “I can’t believe I had no idea you were pregnant.”

“Going to pop any day now. Are you ready to become an aunt?”

“More than anything,” I say. “Are you having a boy or girl?”

“A boy,” she says with a more trusting smile. “Your parents haven’t told you anything?”

“They’ve been promising a grand surprise, but honestly, I’m not surprised at all. Congratulations,” I say.

Lee, who is younger than me, turns and gives me another hug. “I’ve missed you. You better be around more for my son’s life.”

“I will,” I say. “What are you going to name him?”

“Sam or Roger,” Brandi says.

“I love the name Sam,” I say.

She and Lee share a look. He shrugs. Neither says anything else about the name as Brandi waddles across the room to the couch. Mom makes quick work, making sure Brandi is comfortable by putting an ottoman at her feet and running to the kitchen for a glass of water.

“You’re too kind, Kim. What would I do without you?”

“Don’t worry about that. I’m here for you as long as I live,” mom says and gives Brandi a look filled with compassion and love. A look she has failed to give me since my arrival.

Jealousy stings me, but I shake it off. I can’t feel jealous of a woman who will give birth to my nephew. Her pregnancy is a beautiful thing.

“Have you had your baby shower yet?” I ask.

“Yes,” Brandi says.

Mom gushes. “You should have seen it, Evelyn. We had the most wonderful party in the park. Wasn’t it lovely, Lee?”

“Absolutely,” he says. “I couldn’t stay long, but from what I saw, it was great. You outdid yourself, mom.”

Mom grins and holds her arms close to her chest. Everyone in the room recounts funny scenes from Brandi’s pregnancy. The only tale I recognize is the one my mother shares about my birth. How it was so hard in the beginning, and then I just slid right out into the world.

“If you all need anything else, please tell me. I’d love to get my future nephew a gift.”

“There’s no better gift than time,” Lee says.

“Stop laying on the guilt,” Brandi says. “Evelyn is here now, and I want to get to know her without all this animosity.” I appreciate Brandi coming to my defense, but then she winces and clutches her stomach. Everyone rushes to her side, including me. She chuckles and waves us away. “He just moved around a bit too quickly. Don’t worry.”

“Is it weird having a baby inside you?” I ask.

Brandi shrugs. “It’s not too bad. I hope you’ll get to experience it one day. Our son needs a cousin.”

“I’d like that,” I say. My mind drifts to Patrick. He’d make a terrific father, but we probably won’t ever have the chance. I’m heading back to Chicago in a few days. I’ll be back to visit, but we can’t build a long-distance relationship. It’d never work.

My family and I spend the next few hours catching up before Brandi says she needs some rest. Mom and dad don’t seem like they want me hanging around, and Patrick has already sent a few messages, so I make my way outside, feeling lighter than I have in years.

Much of my guilt has evaporated. It wasn’t right of me to miss out on so much of my family’s life, but we’ll start anew, and I won’t let them down this time. I’ll be the best aunt and daughter I can be.
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Patrick

“Why do you have to leave tomorrow?” I’m clinging to Evelyn, desperate to have her stay. It doesn’t matter that we’re in public. I want everyone to know Evelyn is mine.

“My job won’t let me stay gone forever,” she says.

“Can’t you transfer?”

“Even if I get regional manager, Sunflower isn’t really in the region.”

“Don’t make it worse,” I say.

We’re at a sno-cone stand not far from my house, sitting on a bench, feeding each other bites of our ice. Evelyn ordered watermelon. I got cherry with a hint of lime. Each time she takes a bite, my body does a little dance. Her lips look so sexy when they stretch over the sno-cone.

I’m lost staring at Evelyn when a familiar voice hits my ears.

“Patrick, is that you?”

I glance over my shoulder. My stomach turns when I see Donna, my ex-girlfriend, walking our way. I sit up straighter and put my arms over Evelyn’s shoulder, showing she’s my woman. She’s the one who doesn’t care about the thong beneath my jeans. Evelyn accepts me for who I am, which is something Donna could never do.

“Hey, Donna. This is Evelyn,” I say.

Evelyn offers her hand to Donna, who glances at it with contempt in her eyes. She looks at each of us. “Are you two dating or something?”

“Or something,” Evelyn says. “Patrick has told me about you. You’re his ex-girlfriend, right?”

“We dated,” she says. Her eyes narrow, and then a smirk crosses her face. She tosses her hair over her should, letting out an excited noise. “I bet he hasn’t told you his little secret, has he?”

Evelyn lowers her sno-cone. “I’m not sure what you mean, Donna, but I doubt there are many secrets between Patrick and me.”

Donna grunts and twirls a strand of hair around her finger. “How can you be so sure?”

“She knows about the lingerie, Donna. She’s not a bitch like you.”

Donna cocks her hair and throws her hair further into the air. “Who the hell are you calling a bitch, Patrick? You’re the bitch. The pantie-wearing bitch. I can’t believe you’d stay with a man like him.”

“From where I’m sitting, it looks like you wouldn’t mind having Patrick back.”

Donna squeals and points a finger in Evelyn’s face. I stand between them, keeping my hands to myself. My body is more than enough to block Donna. She can’t get around me.

“How dare you? I don’t want Patrick. He wears thongs.”

Evelyn grunts and folds her arms over her chest, turning her body away from the situation, which only makes Donna wilder. She throws her arms all around. I puff out my chest, which makes her stop long enough for me to get her attention.

“Why are you acting like this, Donna? You’re the one who broke up with me. You’re the one who had a problem with what I like. Don’t hate Evelyn because she can look past the lingerie.”

Donna glares past me at Evelyn. I glance at Evelyn. She’s staring at her cuticles and humming a melody. Donna screams through closed lips and stomps away from us, turning on her heel when she’s on the other side of the sno-cone stand.

“I… I… ugh. Why can’t it be me?” Donna hollers before running to her car. She peels out of the parking lot, leaving Evelyn and me to share a laugh.

“Guess she misses you,” Evelyn says.

“Won’t you when you’re back in Chicago?”

“I can’t think about that right now. Wanna go back to your place?”

“Sure,” I say. “I’d love that.”
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Evelyn

“What can I make you wear tonight? Our last night,” I say.

Patrick frowns. “I’ll wear whatever you want, but don’t torture me. How will I be able to get hard and fuck you if I’m sad about you leaving?”

I fold my lips. “How right you are,” I say. “Limp dick is that last thing I want to deal with on my last night.”

“See anything you like?”

“You have quite the collection, but nothing is calling my name.” I pace the room and tap my lips. “Why don’t you get naked? It’ll give me some inspiration.”

Patrick grins as he pulls his shirt over his head, tossing it to the side. He unbuttons his jeans and pushes them past his crotch, revealing a tiny thong and the outline of his thick cock. I want it in my mouth, but Patrick will have to work harder tonight. It’s our last night. I can’t give away my prize so easily.

Patrick rocks his hips. The thong is cute, but it’s too easy. It’s his. An idea pops into my head.

“Close your eyes,” I say.

“Okay,” Patrick says with a soft chuckle. His eyes slowly shut.

“Keep them closed,” I say as I strip down to my panties, being as quiet as I can. Music is playing softly in the background, covering up the few noises I make. “Don’t open them yet.”

“I won’t,” Patrick says. “You have my word.”

I slip off my panties, knowing they’re much too small for Patrick’s wide hips, but I don’t care. I want him to wear them.

“Take off your thong, handsome.”

Patrick makes a voice, but I encourage him, telling him I have the perfect pair picked out for him to wear. “Okay,” Patrick says and pushes the thong over his cock, revealing his thick member. I lick my lips, wanting to take him into my mouth, but I take him in my hand instead.

“You like that?” I ask as I stroke Patrick’s member. “You want to put this big dick in me?”

“Yes,” he says in a breath.

“Only if you wear these,” I say and put my panties into Patrick’s hand. I’ve been wearing them all day and can’t wait to see him attempt to put them around his wide hips.

“Can I open my eyes?”

“Sure,” I say.

Patrick opens his eyes, widening them when he takes in my naked body. His eyes widen even further when he realizes that he’s holding the panties I’ve been wearing all day. He lifts them to his nose and inhales. “Fuck, these smell good.”

I grin, feeling hotter than I was moments ago, eager to have Patrick sliding around in my pussy while he wears my panties.

“Put them on. Chop, chop.”

Patrick steps into the panties, which are barely big enough for one of his legs, but he manages to pull them up both. They don’t cover his dick, but we don’t want to hide that beauty. Not when I’m about to ride it like there’s no tomorrow because, for us, there might not be.

I can’t think about it, or I might cry. Patrick and I might have dated when we were nineteen, but we were too young to cherish what we had. I don’t know if it was as amazing as this past week has been. I don’t know if we would have lasted had we stayed together, but thinking about returning to Chicago without Patrick breaks my heart, so I push it from my mind.

“Those barely fit.”

“They’re the best pair I’ve ever worn.”

I blush. “I doubt that.”

Patrick steps forward, barely able to walk in the tight pink panties, but fuck, his dick has never looked bigger or more tempting. Patrick wraps his arms around me. “Why do you doubt what I say?”

“It’s easier to pretend this past week hasn’t been as special as it is.”

Patrick rubs the side of my face. He pushes his hands into my hair. His touch is greedy. Desperate. “Why won’t you even consider long distance? We can make this work if we try.”

I hide my face. Patrick hugs me tighter. His hard dick, hanging out the side of my pink panties, brushes against my leg. We want each other, but there are logistics beyond our control. One of us would have to quit our job, and neither of us can afford to take the risk.

“What if we promise to hang out as long as we’re both single? I don’t want to make any promises I can’t keep.”

Patrick makes a weak noise. “The thought of you with another man would drive me crazy. I don’t want to share you, Evelyn. I want to know that you’re mine.”

Patrick’s touch calms me. Protects me. I’ve been lost for so long, working nonstop. A vision of Donna crosses my mind. The need for Patrick in her eyes. The jealousy. I don’t want to be her if he moves on with another woman.

“I’ll try to make us work,” I say.

“You’re just saying that.”

“No,” I say and step back from Patrick. “I’m not. I don’t want to be Donna.”

“What?” Patrick asks in a sharp voice.

“I don’t want to lose you and feel jealous when the next woman scoops you up. My reservations aren’t about you. They’re about me hurting you.”

“The only way you’ll hurt me is by not giving us a chance. We can have something special. Look at me,” he says and gestures toward his body. “What other man would wear your panties with this much confidence?”

I grin, knowing Patrick is the only man I really want. Long distance is against my nature, but I’ll learn to stop resisting. I’ll learn to give love a chance.

Patrick isn’t hard when I reach down to touch his dick, but he’s growing at a rapid speed in my hand as I stroke his soft dick. Moments later, he’s rock hard, with the pink panties cupping his dick. I want to wrap my lips around his cock, but he has to give me a treat first.

I push on Patrick’s shoulders, lowering him to my pussy. He grabs my backside. He buries his head between my legs. I moan and holler as the pressure builds in my center. Patrick knows how I like him to lick my lips. He’s learned exactly how to touch my clit. Mine’s a little sensitive, so I can only handle a bit at a time.

Patrick listens to my moans to guide the movements of his tongue. I’m close to cumming when I push Patrick to his back. I drop to my knees and crawl between his legs.

“Fuck, your dick is so sexy.”

Patrick grins as I wrap my lips around his cock. I slip my fingers into the pink panties to play with his balls as I run my mouth up and down his dick. Patrick moans. He curls his toes. He screams my name and tells me never to leave him.

“I won’t,” I say and wipe my lips. “Why don’t you show me why I should never leave you and give me that big dick?”

Patrick pushes himself up from a lying position. He walks on his knees until he’s behind me. I moan when he pushes me to my hands and knees, smacking my ass. Both cheeks. He reaches between my legs and plays with my pussy lips. I’m open and ready for his cock.

Patrick pushes into me from behind, spreading me and sending me into an alternate universe where everything is perfect. Where there’s nothing except Patrick feeding my hungry pussy.

“Give me that dick,” I holler.

Patrick holds my sides and pushes even deeper into my hole, nearly splitting me in two. I scream. I back my pussy farther up his cock. His thickness spreads my walls. He fucks me fast. He fucks me slow. Patrick flips me to my back. Then he puts me on my side, never once taking off my pink panties that he’s wearing.

“Fuck, I’m getting close.”

“Fill me up, baby.”

Patrick reaches around and plays with my clit as he stuffs me with his cock. I close my eyes to the tip of my mountain, making it right when Patrick moans.

I feel him cumming at the same time as I do.

He moves his hand from my pussy to my breasts, playing with my nipples as I ride the wave. He pulls out of me after I tap on his side.

“Fuck, that was good.” Patrick kisses my neck, holding me from behind. “We can’t give up on this, Evelyn. Please.”

I put my hand on his arm wrapped around my chest. “We won’t,” I say. “Don’t worry.”

Patrick kisses my back. I hardly remember falling asleep. The morning comes much too quickly. Patrick drives me back to my hotel room before check-out. We make love again, but it’s too quick. It doesn’t compare to last night.

“I’ll miss you,” Patrick says in the parking lot.

“Brandi will pop soon, and I’ll definitely come home for that.”

“This is home?”

“It always will be,” I say with a laugh. After a week in Patrick’s arms, it’s hard to think of Chicago as home, but that’s where I make my money. For now. I hope Patrick and I can move closer to each other one day, but we’ll make do until we can.

Our bond is stronger than the distance that separates us. I’m confident we’ll find a way to make it work, no matter how difficult it might be.
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Patrick

Excitement fills me. “I’ll head to the hospital now.”

“Okay, I won’t be far behind you. Meet me in the waiting room?”

“I’ll be there,” I say.

It’s been three weeks since I last saw Evelyn. I’m excited for Brandi and Lee, but I’m even happier for myself. Evelyn has plans to stay at my place for a few nights. I already have some panties picked out for when we make love, even though I’m sure Evelyn will have her input and make me change. She’s told me so.

We’ve been sending dirty messages to each other nonstop since she left. I can’t wait to have her in my arms. I can’t wait to undress her. Kiss her. Fuck her.

I race to the waiting room at the hospital. Kim comes out to greet me, tears running down her eyes. We hug.

“Can you believe it, Patrick? I’m about to become a grandmother.”

“You’ll do great,” I say and pat her shoulder.

She hugs me again, sucking in a sharp breath. She takes a step back. “Don’t let Evelyn get away. I want you two married and having babies ASAP.”

I chuckle. Kim stomps her foot on the floor.

“I’m serious,” she says. “Wouldn’t it be amazing to have all the grandchildren close in age? Are you thinking about asking Evelyn to marry you?”

“I’ve thought about it, but we’ve only been dating again a few weeks. Wouldn’t it scare her if I ask now?”

“Hm,” Kim says. “I suppose you’re right, but Bob and I won’t be around forever. Don’t take too long.”

Evelyn’s voice fills the room before I can reply. “Mom, what are you saying? Don’t be pestering Patrick.”

“Oh, we’re just talking. Your sister is so close. Can you believe it?” Kim asks in an excited voice.

Evelyn hugs her mother, and then she hugs me. She feels so good in my arms, but Kim is pulling Evelyn away before we can speak. She glances over her shoulder to apologize. There’s nothing I can do, so I pass the time searching for new pairs of lingerie in a corner of the waiting room, keeping my phone at an angle nobody can see.

I lock my phone and slide it into my pocket when Evelyn comes out about forty minutes later.

“She did it. I’m an aunt. They’re going to name him Sam. Can you believe it? A little baby boy!”

“Congratulations! How is everyone doing?”

“They’re great. My parents want you to come with us to the cafeteria soon. Brandi’s about ready for a nap.”

“I bet. Tell me if they need anything. I’ll run and get it.”

“Yeah, they actually have a list, if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” I say. “Whatever you need. I’m here for you.”

Evelyn stops and lets me pull her against my chest. I wrap her in a bear hug, thinking about what her mother said. It’s probably not the right time, but I can’t hold the secret any longer. It’s eating me alive.

“Evelyn, there’s something I’ve been wanting to tell you.”

“What?” she asks.

“I applied to the Chicago Police Department and got a call back this morning.”

Evelyn’s eyes brighten. “What did they say?”

“I got the job. I start next month.”

“What? You’re moving to Chicago?”

I nod as I hold Evelyn, hoping we’ll end up in the hospital with a baby of our own one day. Moving to Chicago is a small price to pay. We’re from the same hometown. Visiting our parents will be simple. Evelyn has a big job in sales, and I can’t expect her to give that up to move to Sunflower.

Evelyn throws her arms around me. “That’s amazing, Patrick. I’m so happy you’ll be close. I can’t believe you applied for that job.”

“It’ll be a change, but I’m ready.” I hold Evelyn until her parents come out from the back room. Their presence makes us break apart.

“Brandi kicked us out,” Kim says. “Should we hit the cafeteria?”

“Yeah, let’s go.”

Evelyn takes my hand as we walk out of the waiting room, giving me an approving look. I grin and squeeze her hand, so happy Evelyn was speeding when she shouldn’t have been. We follow her parents, and I know this is real. She wants a future just as badly as I do.

Moving to Chicago won’t be an easy adjustment for me, but I’d live anywhere in the world if it meant having Evelyn by my side.
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One Year Later

Evelyn

I twist the ring on my finger. Patrick proposed months ago. We were supposed to get married this summer but have postponed the wedding until the fall because of my growing belly. I don’t want to worry about a wedding while I juggle pregnancy and my job and worry about Patrick protecting the streets of Chicago.

Patrick comes up behind the couch, reaching over to pass me a glass of water. I take it and bend my head back for a kiss.

He’s wearing a skirt and heels and cleaning the house while I rest my swollen feet on the coffee table. I don’t care what Patrick wears around the house if he keeps pampering me the why he has been. I was doubtful we’d last, but those doubts were unfounded. Life without Patrick would be excruciating.

We’re having a little girl, Maria, and I can’t wait to get her out of me to have my body back, but I couldn’t be happier carrying Patrick’s child.

I glance over my shoulder at Patrick, looking all beefy and masculine in his skirt and heels. It’s an odd combo to some, but he loves it, so I’ll support my man. I’ll let him fuck me in lingerie. I’ll pick out a skirt and heels for him to wear if he wants to play dress up. He’ll even wear my dirty panties if I request it.

What we have might not be conventional, but it’s us, and we’re happy.
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