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To my readers, always


SUMMER NIGHTS

(19,500 words)

CLOVER COX


CHAPTER ONE

It was a warm night in early summer as Raymond walked around downtown Detroit with a stressed mind and uneasy feeling in his stomach. Raymond had left everything he knew in sunny California to move to the snowy state. He had read about Michigan and its natural wonders, which led him to vacation in the state the year before before making the move to Michigan in the spring. He was regretting that decision months later as he walked around downtown Detroit.

Raymond used to live in Silicon Valley and worked as a data scientist there. He helped develop one of America’s favorite applications. He made tons of money, but it only offered him a basic life in the expensive area. Raymond decided it was better to move to Michigan, where he bought a cheap house in the city limits of Detroit, a place vastly different from the Bay Area. He wanted to develop his own apps and make the money for himself he made for others.

As time passed, however, Raymond wondered if he’d made the biggest mistake of his life by leaving the job he’d loved and its benefits. If he wanted to start his own company, he would have to make his own way. Raymond had no idea how expensive insurance and other overhead costs would be once he left his employer. Every time he saw his friends in California post selfies from their cushy lunchroom, a part of Raymond’s heart broke.

Raymond walked from the skyscrapers lining the Detroit skyline to a park by the Detroit River. He could see the Canadian flag beating in the wind across the water. He had yet to go across the bridge to Canada and didn’t know when he would. Raymond heard they had a marathon in the city that went from the USA to Canada and back, but Raymond wasn’t much of a runner. He preferred a stationary bike.

If Raymond was going to build another blockbuster application, he would need help. He had posted a job listing online and received more applications than he cared to read. He promised himself he would hunker down and try to give every candidate a chance, so he pulled out his phone to review them in the warm Michigan summer sun.

The river was an icy blue as it flowed past. Raymond read through applications for an assistant. He needed someone with coding experience and the drive he once had. If he had someone younger, more energetic around, it would give him the energy to push ahead. All of his time and energy were going into his old Detroit home, and he had barely laid the groundwork for a new application. He only had so much in his savings, and time was marching along without care for Raymond’s wallet. Nobody had warned him how much money it took to maintain a home decades older than himself.

Several of the candidates were lackluster and didn’t have any of the qualifications Raymond sought. He read through thirty resumes before his eyes grew tired, locking his phone. He leaned back, staring up at the clouds floating through the sky. One looked like a pair of panties, similar to the ones he was wearing under his jeans.

He was wearing a pair of white cheeky bikini panties. They hugged his hips and dick like a glove. Raymond glanced around to make sure nobody was there before sticking his hand into his pants to touch his half-hard dick. Every man had a habit of touching his dick, and Raymond was no different. He loved how his cock felt when it was semi erect and pressing against his tight panties.

His last girlfriend broke up with him when she found out he wore panties, dresses, and whatever else made him feel pretty when he wanted to play dress up. The ex’s name was Jessica, and she went on and on about how she needed a ‘real man’ after Raymond told her about his love for women’s clothing. Raymond used to wine and dine Jessica and bought her beautiful dresses he would have worn himself.

Jessica broke Raymond’s heart, and he wanted nothing to do with her or any other woman. He would rather have his applications, a big house, and a room filled with beautiful clothes than some bitch who couldn’t respect who he was. Detroit wasn’t perfect, but at least it was far away from Jessica.

Raymond reopened the list of applications to distract his mind from the thoughts of Jessica’s ghost. She was probably back in the Bay Area fucking some ‘real man’. Raymond was a man and didn’t need a woman like Jessica to tell him any differently.

A group of people shouted in the distance, causing Raymond to pull his hand out of his pants. He didn’t want them to see him mindlessly rubbing his cock. Raymond wasn’t jacking off, but his cock just felt soft and thick. He loved touching it and found nothing wrong with that, as long as nobody saw.

Raymond picked himself up and returned to the towering buildings of downtown Detroit, finding a coffee shop to relax in and review the rest of the applications he’d received. One stood out to him, a woman named Kate Adams. She was a rising senior in college, studied computer science, and lived in a town called ‘Shady Cove’. Raymond looked up the town to make sure she wouldn’t have a long commute. It was more of a suburb, not far from the city, but it was Raymond’s first time hearing of the area.

He emailed her to set up an interview, promising himself he would read through the other applications later, but the house needed a lot of work. Raymond got in his car and drove to the paint store on his way home.


CHAPTER TWO

Kate Adams was walking around her studio apartment above her parents’ garage thinking about what she would do the rest of her summer. She had applied to several internships, but none of them felt right. Kate didn’t want to run around town buying coffees for someone all summer. She wanted to spend her time coding, building projects, and adding to her portfolio.

Since Kate had yet to find work, she had spent the morning building a website for a volunteer organization. She enjoyed giving back any way she could. Coding was the easiest way for her to help someone who couldn’t afford it otherwise while practicing her skills. She had several websites for inner-city businesses in her portfolio and updated them yearly without charge.

Kate closed her computer to give her eyes a rest. She finished what she needed and decided to take a walk. She went to her closet and picked out her favorite sun dress. It was a pale blue color and beat against her legs in the breeze. She ran her fingers through her curly brown hair as she stared at herself in the mirror. Her skin was sun-kissed but still too pale for her liking. She wished she could tan, but only turned red if she stayed out too long in the sun.

The lake that fed into the Detroit River was a five-minute walk from Kate’s home. Her parents had a small two-bedroom, one-bath house with a detached garage. Since Kate helped them pay for the house from the money she made coding websites in high school, they purchased one where she could have her own space. Kate was eighteen when they bought the house and twenty-one now. Her parents paid the mortgage, but they wouldn’t have had a down payment without her.

Kate opened her door that led to a staircase in the garage. She went down the stairs and outside and took a deep breath of the fresh summer air. It felt incredible against her bare legs as she started down the path outside her home. She could smell the moisture in the air from the lake water. It wasn’t green and murky like many lakes, but a crystal blue.

The cove of Shady Cove was miles from her home in the nicer part of the suburb, but she loved her part of Lake St. Clair, regardless. There were endless trees, a bike trail, benches, and several docks where people dangled their feet over the rush of the water. She went to a bench, and there were many people in the park. It was a weekday afternoon when most people were at work.

Kate unlocked her phone and nearly screamed when she saw a message from Raymond Soto. He was a legend in the coding community for his work on applications. Kate didn’t believe it when she saw he had posted a job listing in Detroit. She wrote him a long email about how she wanted to create an application the country or world would love. It was Kate’s dream to change the world through her coding. She hoped the job listing wasn’t a scam though, because last she heard Raymond Soto was living in the Bay Area.

Kate: I would love to interview for the job. Was there somewhere you wanted to meet?

Kate didn’t know where an interview would take her or if Raymond Soto was really in Detroit, but she had a feeling this was the opportunity she had been searching for. Raymond didn’t seem like the type of person who would hire an assistant to have them pick up his lunch.

She sat on the bench for several more minutes before going back to her studio above the garage to practice for her upcoming interview. Raymond hadn’t replied, but it was better to stay prepared than not.


CHAPTER THREE

Raymond got carried away with painting the house and didn’t see Kate’s reply until late in the night. He would have to hire people to refinish the floors and fix what he couldn’t, but the house already looked much better than when he had moved in after a deep clean and fresh paint. An inspector had told him the plumbing and electrical looked fine, so he took the man’s word on that and wouldn’t worry about it. The roof only had a year before it would need replacing, but Raymond still hadn’t decided if he wanted to stay in Michigan.

Raymond’s house was west of downtown, and Kate lived on the other side, so they decided to meet at a place just east of downtown. Raymond had read a few other applications, but nobody had written him as effective a cover letter as Kate. She had an incredible portfolio of websites she designed for business owners around Detroit. She had a raw talent Raymond was looking to harness and use to create a masterpiece. He had worn his good-luck scarlet thong in hopes the interview would go well.

Kate walked through the door wearing a gray pantsuit that looked incredible against her porcelain skin. Raymond waved at her to come sit by him. Kate grinned as she strutted across the room to the table, her heels clicking against the floor. She had a natural confidence about her that made people turn and glance in her direction as she walked. Raymond stood to shake her hand as she reached the table.

“You must be Kate. It’s great to meet you,” he said. Kate liked how he didn’t grip her hand with an inappropriate amount of strength like most men. “Please have a seat.”

Kate felt her cheeks reddening as she sat across from Raymond. She had seen photos of him many times, but there was a charm about him in-person no photo could capture. The way his cheeks dimpled as he smiled, or the intoxicating smell of his cologne wafting across the table. It wasn’t overpowering, but subtle and seductive. “Thanks for inviting me to lunch,” Kate said. “I can’t believe I’m sitting across from Raymond Soto. Part of me thought this was a scam.”

“Call me Ray,” he said and grinned. “I haven’t announced it online yet, but I moved to Detroit a few months ago.”

“How are you liking it?”

“It was crazy cold in the beginning, but the state is growing on me. Snow in April was a surprise. Are you from here?” he asked.

Kate nodded, rubbing her palms against the skirt of her pantsuit under the table. “Yes, I grew up in Shady Cove.”

“I saw you lived there on your resume. How do you like it?”

“The area is gorgeous, but I like coming to the city, too. Would the job be in the city?”

“Yes,” said Raymond. “I was thinking about renting an office space, but my house is huge. Would you mind working there if I gave you one of the bedrooms as an office?”

Kate didn’t know what to think about working from Raymond’s home, but she told him it wouldn’t matter. “What did you have in mind, Ray? What job would I be doing? The ad only said working as your assistant, but I don’t want to spend all day running errands.”

“Don’t worry, Kate. I wouldn’t hire an assistant for those things, and I wouldn’t expect you to run errands of mind unless there was an emergency. As you know, I’m from the Bay Area and worked for some of the largest tech companies in the country.”

Kate nodded along as Raymond spoke, tracing the lines of his face into her memory. He was nine years older than her, but Kate found him incredibly handsome. She wasn’t sure if would be wise to work for a man she wanted to kiss. Kate planned to save herself for marriage. She didn’t want to give herself to the wrong man, and she avoided temptations at all costs. She went on dates but normally broke up with guys after a second date if she didn’t like them. Her longest boyfriend had lasted six dates, but he broke up with her because she wouldn’t put out.

Every day in the office with Raymond could be more confusing than productive. She liked the sound of ‘Raymond’ on her tongue more than ‘Ray’, but she would call him by the name he preferred. “I know you’re from the Bay Area, Ray, so what brought you to Michigan?”

“I paid for my house in cash, but I’m afraid the improvements it’ll need will eat into my savings. Either way, I’m hoping to make a top-earning application. I need someone bright, talented, and eager on my team, and I think that person is you,” Raymond said and leaned back in his chair, putting his hands behind his head.

They had ordered salads for lunch. Kate picked up her fork, pushing around her lettuce. She said, “will you be able to pay me, Ray? How can I trust an employer who spent all his money on a house?”

“That’s fair,” Raymond said with a chuckle. “I would ask the same question. I promise to pay you on time, every time. Would you mind doing a coding challenge for me?”

“Like what?”

“While we’re building toward a money-making idea, we will cash out with some game applications. Pool, cards, and other stuff nobody can copyright. If we make the games better than everyone else, we’ll make money. I’ll give you a small percentage of sales to make it interesting. Let’s say five percent?”

“Don’t offend me, Ray. I’m young, but not stupid. The least I’ll do is fifteen percent of sales plus my salary. What’s the coding challenge?”

“I like your style, Kate,” Raymond said and smirked. “Fifteen percent of the games, but only for the games you make.”

“Okay,” said Kate. She told him she needed to know what the coding challenge was if he wanted her to do it.

“Design the best game you can in one hour. I’ll take a walk to give you time. You can use my computer,” Raymond said and pulled a laptop from the bag by his side. He opened it to a program where Kate could make a game. “Questions?”

Kate shook her head and got to work making a simple puzzle game with five levels. She didn’t want to stretch herself thin, but she added elements to the game like buzzers, bells, and hearts as lives. She finished with time to spare. Kate had made many games like it, so she didn’t have to reach too far into her imagination.

Raymond returned five minutes before the hour ended. He played the game Kate created and had a smile on his face as he did. Kate loved how her creation made Raymond smile. She wondered if he had a girlfriend and thought about asking until she remembered it was a job interview. Raymond made her feel comfortable in a way no man had before. She didn’t know if it was because they both loved coding, or if there was something deeper, but her body tingled as she watched Raymond.

“I would be crazy not to hire you,” he said. “Do you accept the job?”

“When do I start?” she asked.

“Tuesday? You can have a long weekend before we get down to the grind. That’ll give me enough time to set up your office as well. You don’t mind working from the house, right?”

Kate shook her head. “I’m sure it’ll be fine. Will you send me the address?”

“Yes, I’ll email you everything you need to know. Here’s my number just in case anything happens,” Raymond said and bent over to reach his bag by his chair. It fell over, spilling pens and pencils onto the floor. Raymond got out of his chair and crouched over to pick everything up. Kate covered her mouth as she noticed a thin scarlet line along Raymond’s lower back. It was a thong. Kate never wore thongs, but a smile crept to her face as she imagined Raymond wearing nothing but one. “What? Why are you smiling like that?”

Kate shook her head. “It’s nothing, Ray. I’m just so excited to work with a brilliant mind like you.”

Raymond’s shoulders relaxed. “I’m the lucky one. You’ll make a fantastic addition to the team. See you Tuesday,” Raymond said and placed his number on the table before waving goodbye to Kate and walking out the door.


CHAPTER FOUR

The weekend passed, and Tuesday morning had arrived. Raymond had spent the weekend changing rusty faucets, hardware on his cabinets, and putting together furniture he had ordered for the offices. The weekend went by in a blur of hard labor, and Raymond never thought to send Kate the information she needed.

He had other thoughts on his mind as his eyes fluttered open hours later than he had expected to wake up. His house was looking better, besides the scuffed-up floors, but his body felt like he needed to spend the day in the spa. Raymond rolled over to check his phone. Kate had sent a message.

Kate: Good morning, Ray. I hope all is well, but I never received any information from you. Do I still have the job? What would you like me to do?

Raymond groaned as he thought about how frantic Kate must feel. He was always the employee and never the employer. It was different to have someone rely on his word. He wanted to tell her to come over, but Raymond had a singular mission to release the tension built up in his body. He ignored his phone, rolling out of bed and walking down the hall to the bathroom, wearing nothing as he did.

His house had more bedrooms than he knew what to do with, so he was turning one into a closet. It was a far cry from the tiny apartment he used to pay astronomical rent to inhabit in the Bay Area. The boxes of his dresses, skirts, blouses, makeup, and other womanly items were tucked away in the closet of the spare bedroom. He had already dabbled in the dresses and panties but was feeling like a skirt that day.

Raymond pulled out the box with his favorite skirts. He had planned to dress himself up after all his backbreaking work over the weekend and completely forgot about how he had told Kate she would start work. He wasn’t sure he had the organizational skills to run a business, but that wouldn’t stop him from trying, at least for a few more months.

A tearing sound erupted around the barren room as Raymond pulled the tape from the box of skirts. He had an assortment, but one of his favorites was a plaid pleated skirt that made him feel like a schoolgirl. He held it in the air before placing it on his lap to brush off any loose fibers.

Raymond was wearing nothing and didn’t plan on putting on panties since he didn’t have much time. Kate was waiting for him. He would pay her for the time he was wasting. His savings could handle it, for now. Raymond stood and slid the skirt up his legs. He never had much body hair, but wished he had time to shave. It wasn’t the end of the world.

He needed nothing more than the skirt to make him feel feminine and fabulous as he twirled in the empty room. He spun until the skirt lifted itself in the air, revealing his bubble butt and flopping dick. Raymond fell to his knees as dizziness smacked into him. He giggled and reached up his skirt to touch his half-erect dick, rubbing it gently.

Raymond’s dick hardened as he touched it, making him lose focus of the reality around him. He wanted someone to watch him stroke his dick, so he opened a chat roulette site and propped his phone against the opened box of skirts as he put his back to the wall. Raymond was bisexual and had a slight preference for women, but he loved jacking off with random guys online.

Raymond had his legs splayed on each side of the box. He made sure the camera only had a view of his hard dick and the skirt surrounding it before he turned on the chat function. A man stroking his cock popped up. It was thick and juicy, and Raymond really wished it were in his mouth.

The cock disappeared as quick as it appeared. A younger-looking guy with six-pack abs popped on the screen. He waved as he fucked a fleshlight with one hand behind his head. Raymond waved at the guy before clicking ‘next’.

A cock popped on the screen from under someone’s desk. The man had his dick hanging out of the zipper in his pants. It was obvious he was working from an office building because Raymond saw the feet of someone pass. Raymond bit his lip as he stroked his dick.

User 8982938: I like your skirt. You wear panties too?

Raymond: Yeah. Didn’t have time.

User 8982938: Put on a pair so I can cum.

Raymond loved being told what to do by this man with hairy knuckles and a huge cock. He got on his hands and knees and crawled away from the camera, careful not to show his face. He put on a white thong with see-through fabric over the crotch. Raymond got back in front of the camera, rubbing two fingertips along his erect cock as though it were a clit.

User 8982938: Fuck, that’s hot. Pull it out the side and cum with me.

Raymond did as the man said without a care for who he was or where he worked. All he thought about was that fat dick pushing between his parted lips. Raymond had never let a man fuck him, but he had sucked more dicks that he could count. He loved the feeling of a hot cock pushing against the back of his throat.

Raymond: I wish I were under that desk sucking your dick.

User 8982938: I’d make you choke on it.

Raymond beat his dick faster. It was oozing from the tip and slick with precum. The office worker’s dick was dripping too, and Raymond wished he were there to catch every drop.

Raymond: You’d have to make sure nobody heard me choking.

User 8982938: Everyone in payroll uses headphones. Shit, I’m about to cum. Catch it.

Raymond turned around and lifted his skirt to show the man his ass. He wouldn’t reveal his face to the camera. He was a public figure. Major newspapers had featured him in stories about the company where he used to work.

User 8982938: Damn, that’s a nice ass.

Raymond gasped as he noticed the pile of thick cum on a tan napkin that could have been from the man’s breakfast. It looked hot and wasted. Raymond held his hard cock, seconds from cumming himself as he leaned back against the wall.

User 8982938: Shoot that load. I want to see it.

It took seconds for Raymond to shoot his load all over the scratched-up wood floor. His chest rose and fell as his body relaxed from the orgasm. The man waved at the camera before logging off. Raymond ran his sticky hand along his leg to dry it, wondering where the man with whom he had shared ten minutes lived. The mystery was one of Raymond’s favorite parts about jacking off with strangers on the internet.

Raymond took a shower, put on jeans and a t-shirt, and tucked his boxes back in the closet of the spare bedroom. He closed the door and went downstairs to his kitchen. He put coffee on to brew and opened the message from Kate as he waited.

Raymond: Morning, Kate. Sorry it’s almost noon and you haven’t heard from me. I promise to pay you for the day. How about you get here at 1 pm, and I’ll show you everything?

Raymond was typing in his address when a reply from Kate appeared.

Kate: Okay! Tell me where to meet you, and I’ll be there.

Raymond sent the address and poured himself a cup a coffee.


CHAPTER FIVE

Kate's nerves vanished when Raymond’s text came through with the address and a promise to pay her for the morning. She left her house shortly after their conversation and arrived outside Raymond’s place with seven minutes to spare. She didn’t want to show up early in case Raymond was having a difficult day after waking up late, so she took a walk around the block.

Raymond lived on a tree-lined street west of downtown. There were some single-family homes, but a lot of them had multiple units. Kate wondered how much the rents cost, but the chances of her moving soon were slim. She loved her studio apartment above the garage.

Other thoughts also crossed Kate’s mind. She had spent the weekend thinking about thongs. She didn’t know what to make of Raymond wearing the scarlet thong at the interview, but she still found him cute. The mental image of Raymond wearing nothing except a thong wasn’t terrible either. She didn’t think she would ever have the chance to see Raymond that close to naked, but a woman could picture whatever she wanted.

Kate ended up on Raymond’s porch a minute after the hour. She knocked and heard Raymond call from the other side. His hair looked wet and smelled freshly washed when he opened the door. “Sorry about this morning, Kate. I spent all weekend working around the house and felt exhausted,” Raymond said as he stepped aside to let Kate pass.

“No worries,” she said. “I’m happy you’re doing well and in good spirits.”

“Yes,” said Raymond. “I hope you like your office, Kate. Would you like a cup of coffee?”

Kate shook her head as she followed Raymond into the kitchen. He offered her a glass of water, which she accepted. She had never had a job outside of website design, and those clients were nothing like Raymond. They always wanted to know what she was doing and when. They would put a camera on her if they could. Raymond was laid-back and unlike any boss she had ever encountered.

“Let’s see your office,” Raymond said and waved for Kate to follow him. They went down the hall to the room that would be Kate’s office. There were two bedrooms on the main floor and three upstairs. Raymond slid open the pocket door to Kate’s office. She gasped when she saw it. There was a desk and chair in the middle, with a rug under them. She had an additional workspace to the side and a bookshelf. “You can put whatever books you’d like here, and I’ll get you anything you need to do the job, as long as it’s reasonable. My funds won’t last forever if we don’t make money,” Raymond said with a chuckle.

Kate stepped around the room, unable to believe how much work Raymond had put into her office. “Ray, I can’t believe you did all this. It’s humbling,” she said, putting a hand over her mouth.

“My office is next door,” he said. They walked next door to the bigger room with the closet. “Yours is technically the formal dining room, but there was a dirty mattress in there when I bought the house.”

“I don’t know what things looked like before, but this house is incredible. I love the smell of fresh paint, too.”

Raymond nodded. His eyes lingered on Kate as they stood in his office near the desk. “I don’t feel like working today, if I’m being honest,” said Raymond.

“What should I do then?” said Kate. “I don’t want you to pay me for nothing.”

Raymond thought about what Kate would look like on her knees with his dick slapping her face. He also pictured himself between her legs, licking her clit. He wondered if a man had ever pleasured her the way she deserved. Her brown hair glistened against the rays of sunlight pouring into Raymond’s office. Raymond rubbed his chin, thinking of a non-sexual way Kate could help him. “You could show me around Shady Cove,” he said.

Kate didn’t hate Raymond’s proposition, so she agreed. She had spent most of the weekend reviewing code and learning as much as she could, so it was a disappointment they wouldn’t work on the applications, but Raymond was new to the area. “Are you driving?”

“I can drive,” said Raymond.

They went to his car parked in the driveway on the side of the house. Kate told Raymond where to turn, seeing her home through a stranger’s eyes as Raymond pointed out things she had become blind to, like an old diner frequented by retirees. “I haven’t been there in years, but we can go for lunch if you’d like.”

Raymond shrugged. “We don’t have to, but I like how the building looks. Something like that would be filled with hipsters in California.”

“I’ve never been to California. What do you miss most about it?”

“My friends, I guess. I read Detroit might be the next great city for startups, so I thought I would try living here after visiting. It helped that I could pay cash for the house, too,” said Raymond. Kate told him the story of how she’d used her savings from web design to help her parents buy a house. “You did all that before you turned nineteen?”

Kate nodded. She felt proud to have helped her parents. Her father was a janitor, and her mother worked as a cashier and floral arranger at a supermarket in Shady Cove. They worked hard to make ends meet and put all the extra they had toward making Kate’s childhood special. “What about you? Where are you from?” Kate asked as she turned into the park with the lake cove.

“California,” said Raymond. He and his parents were close, but they didn’t speak often on the phone. They sent messages to each other throughout the week and saw each other on holidays, but he moved away from his hometown at eighteen and had never returned. “It’s a small town in the countryside of the northeastern part of the state.”

“In the mountains?”

Raymond nodded. “The land is beautiful, but I had ambitions when I graduated high school, and staying in a rural area wasn’t on that list.” Raymond told Kate how he went to school in Los Angeles but found the city oppressive and ended up in the Bay Area after landing an internship. “Where would you like to live if you could move anywhere?”

Kate shrugged. Sometimes she thought about moving to California or New York or Texas, but part of her never wanted to leave the Mitten State. Michigan was her home, and she loved it for the buckets of snow in winter and long days in summer. “I don’t have plans on leaving the state, but I guess I would move to New York City if I had to choose somewhere.”

They got out of the car. The lot was mostly empty, but the lake in front of them was crystal blue. “What’s the name of this lake?”

“Lake St. Clair,” Kate said as she stared out to the gentle waves of the water. The cove wasn’t large, but it was great for swimming. There were a few families along the shore, and their children were splashing around in the water.

“That’s why the Detroit River is so blue,” Raymond said as he gazed at the water.

Kate nodded as they walked toward the water, wind blowing her brown hair and making it bounce against her shoulders. “Have you been here before?”

Raymond shook his head. “I went to Lake Michigan and Traverse City during my visit, but I never came to this lake.”

“Everyone goes to the West Side of the state,” Kate said as they walked away from the families on the shore. Neither of them had their swimming suits, and there was no one on the trail. “Did you go to the Cherry Festival?”

“Yeah,” said Raymond. “The friend I came with said he would only come to Michigan if we went to the Cherry Festival. It took so long to drive there; we didn’t spend much time exploring Detroit or the surrounding areas.”

“I went to Traverse City once when I was a little girl, but I don’t remember it well.”

“The entire state is beautiful, but the sand dunes were special,” Raymond said as they walked along a trail following the shore of the lake, a foliage of leaves above them to offer shade.

Kate giggled as a memory came to her. She had tumbled down the dunes when she tried to climb them and told Raymond the story from her past. “What did you do in the mountains of California?”

“It depended on the season,” said Raymond. They used to get snow in the winter, and Raymond loved to ski until he had an accident and broke his leg. He still went skiing, but he wasn’t as adventurous as he was in his late teens. The summers were great for picking fruit and making grape juice. “My parents have an incredible garden, but I think they want to give it up soon.”

Kate asked questions about Raymond’s parents as they put one foot in front of the other, enjoying the cool lake breeze and shade of the lush trees. Raymond was handsome, but his personality attracted Kate more than his looks. He didn’t take life too seriously and had the same goals Kate did: freedom in work and autonomy in life. Kate’s stomach grumbled, and she asked Raymond if he was hungry.

“The diner?”

“We can go there if you want, but don’t get mad at me if you hate the food,” she said.

“I promise not to complain,” he said.

They went back the way they came. The families were still in the cove, and their children were still splashing around. Kate never knew making money could be as relaxing as it was with Raymond. They made it to the diner and got a booth looking out to the street. “I can’t believe you’re paying me to show you around Shady Cove.”

“Don’t get used to it,” Raymond said and chuckled. “There will be some hard days ahead.”

“Nothing I can’t handle,” said Kate. Their server came over, and they ordered hamburgers with fries. Water to drink. “Is lunch included?”

“Today it is,” he said. “You’re getting a lot from me, Kate. You better make it worth it.”

“I was ready to work this morning, but you’re the one who wants to pay me to act as a tour guide.”

Raymond put up his hands in defense. He had spent his morning on the bare floor of his future closet stroking his dick. He wasn’t angry at how his day turned out, but he would have to get to work soon if he didn’t want to run out of money. “Why don’t we talk business then? Give me some ideas for game applications,” he said.

Kate squinted as she thought. She told him they could make a racing game, trivia, cards. She pulled a piece of paper from her purse and started making a list. “What do you think is the best, Ray?”

He wanted to say she was the best as he stared into her eyes. Raymond had been with many women in his life, but only a few gave him butterflies like Kate. She was different. There was something special about her, and Raymond wanted to harness her powers. She would make fifteen percent of her games, and if a game became popular, she could buy out more of a share. “They’re all great, but maybe we could start with trivia? We’d have to make it special,” he said.

Their server came back with the hamburgers and fries, leaving catsup and their bill on the table. “They don’t waste any time, do they?” Raymond asked as he glanced at the ticket.

“Guess not,” she said. “Thanks for being a cool boss.” Kate gazed into Raymond’s eyes, which made him stir in his seat.

Her mahogany eyes were beautiful and seductive. Raymond tried to look away but couldn’t, which brought redness to his cheeks. “You’re welcome,” he said. “I’m sorry for not giving you my address. It was a long weekend.”

“Not to worry. I love my office. Should I get there at nine tomorrow?”

“Yeah, that’d work,” he said. They ate their hamburgers and tried to avoid eye contact, looking anywhere else if their gaze met. Kate knew Raymond was nine years older than her, but she wanted him more than she’d ever wanted any man before him. None of her past boyfriends compared to the man sitting across from her, and she didn’t care if he liked to wear scarlet thongs. She wanted to ask him about the thong and if he was wearing one then but couldn’t muster the courage. “Where do you live?”

“Close to here. We can drive past my house on the way back to yours if you’d like.”

“Yeah, let’s do it,” he said. Raymond paid the bill. Kate told him where to turn, and they drove slowly past her house. She pointed out her studio above the garage. She saw her dad moving past the living-room window and didn’t say a word about him being there. They knew she’d gotten a new job in the city but hadn’t asked much more about it. “That looks cute. Will you let me see it one day?”

Kate shrugged, not knowing if it was normal for a boss to ask such a question. “Maybe,” she said. Kate didn’t know how she would maintain boundaries with Raymond when she felt her body tingle and guards fissure. He drove them back to his house, and Kate got in her car when they arrived. “See you in the morning,” she said.

“See you then, Kate,” Raymond said and waved before walking up the path to his house.


CHAPTER SIX

Working for Raymond had its pluses and minuses. Kate loved her office, developing games, and eating lunch with Raymond. She loved how he tested her and never expected her to spend her days running his errands. The only negative of the job was her crush on Raymond.

“How’s the bug coming?” Raymond asked, popping his head into Kate’s office. She never closed the door. He came to check on her often throughout the day. She had a fantasy of him appearing in the doorway, wearing nothing but a thong. She always watched when he bent over to see if she could see another. Once, she had. “Did you work it out? I was hoping we could release a beta version next week.”

“I think so. Do you want to try playing the game?” she asked.

Raymond nodded and took a seat next to her. She could smell the hint of his cologne or aftershave, and it drove her wild. The smell did things to her body she’d never felt. It made her tingle between her locked thighs, wishing Raymond would touch her in a way no other man had.

“It’s working,” Ray shouted. “We need to work on the graphics, but I love the gameplay.”

“I’m glad you like it,” said Kate. She didn’t care about the game. She cared about Raymond liking her.

Raymond noticed Kate staring at him when he placed the cell phone on her desk. It was an extra they used to test games. Two weeks had passed since she started working for him, and the sexual tension between them was out of control. Raymond didn’t know how many men Kate had dated, but he sensed an innocence about her. He wanted to kiss her, but stopped himself from crossing the line. He didn’t want her to sue him for sexual harassment. She would have to kiss him first. “I guess you’re free for the day, unless there was something else you could think to add to the application.”

Kate couldn’t think clearly with Raymond’s scent floating into her nostrils. She shook her head and stood. She had to leave before she made a fool of herself by kissing him. Kate grabbed her purse and rushed out the door, waving bye to Raymond.

She played the radio at the loudest volume it would go as she sped down the highway back to her house in Shady Cove. Her parents were home, and she normally went over to eat dinner with them right after work, but she needed time to herself before she could face them.

Kate ran into the garage and up her stairs, locking the door her parents didn’t have a key to open. It was a flimsy door, and they could break it down in an emergency, but Kate refused to let them have a key. The studio was her sanctuary. She had decorated it like she loved by adding a rug, artwork, and some pottery she bought from local artists.

Kate threw herself on the bed, pulling down the window that faced her parents’ house. Kate had only masturbated a few times in her life, and it never went well, but she couldn’t do anything else until she relieved herself. She pulled down the jeans she was wearing, along with the white cotton panties beneath them. Kate trimmed her pubic hair but had never shaved herself bare.

She reached down and gasped as she felt how wet her pussy was. The moment she touched it her mind went back to Raymond next to her in the office. His smell. His hazel eyes. The way he was looking at Kate made her bite her bottom lip as she touched her gushing pussy. She closed her eyes, and an image of Raymond wearing a scarlet thong came to her mind.

His dick was erect. It was pressing against the fabric of his thong. The outline of his cock brought moisture to Kate’s mouth as she thought about getting to her knees to suck it. Would he pull on her hair? Would his dick taste salty? Kate had never sucked a dick in her life, but she wanted to taste Raymond’s.

It didn’t matter to her if he had been with other women. She didn’t care if he wasn’t a virgin, but she wanted to give herself to him. There was no other man in the world as worthy as Raymond to take her for the first time.

Kate’s back arched as she thought of Raymond dropping his thong to the floor and pushing his dick into her pussy. She pushed her fingers into her pussy, brushing her clit as she did. She didn’t know how powerful her clit was, and she didn’t have to for the light touch to knock the wind out of her. Kate came for the first time in her life with half a finger in her pussy.

She didn’t know if she screamed or moaned or what, but Kate couldn’t see straight as her body came down from the high of her first orgasm. If only she had felt one before twenty-one years of age. It was incredible.

Kate took a shower and changed into sweatpants and a t-shirt before going to the house for dinner. Her parents asked her about work before turning to gossip they’d heard about a neighbor getting arrested.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Raymond had launched the game the previous weekend, and it got some downloads without them having to pay for advertisements. Raymond planned to launch an ad campaign once the game made a little more money. Kate was avoiding him since the day she fixed the bugs, and her work had never been better. She laid the foundation for their next game in a matter of days. Their work life was great, but the tension was undeniable.

It was near the end of the workday on a Friday. The weather was incredible, and the sun wouldn’t disappear from the sky for hours. Raymond knocked on Kate’s office door. She told him to come in, and he sat in the chair across from her. She was staring into his eyes in a way she hadn’t in days. Raymond averted his eyes as nerves crawled across his skin.

“Anything else I can do for you, Ray?” said Kate.

He shook his head. “No, Kate. You’re free to go,” he said. He had bought wine, vegetables, and steaks for them to grill in the backyard but couldn’t find the courage to ask Kate to stay. She was an incredible employee, and he didn’t want to ruin their work relationship, but he was dying to taste her lips against his.

A flash of disappointment crossed Kate’s expression. She had been sending mixed signals all week. They had grown close over the month of working together, and Raymond was losing his mind trying to figure out how to handle Kate. He watched as she closed her laptop and gathered her bags to leave. Kate looked at him as though she were testing him. She shrugged and walked past Raymond toward the front door.

He sat there in the chair listening to her footsteps, paralyzed and afraid of asking Kate to stay. He heard Kate’s footsteps stop and expected to hear the front door open, but it didn’t. Raymond took a deep breath and hopped out of his chair, darting into the hall. “Kate, wait. Don’t leave,” he said.

She turned to him. “Why, did I miss something?”

“No, but you would if you leave.”

“I don’t understand, Ray. What are you saying?”

Raymond pushed his hands into his jean pockets. “I bought steaks. Would you like to stay for dinner?”

“As your employee?” she asked. “Or…?”

“I don’t know. You’re an incredible employee, and I don’t want to lose that, but there’s something else here. Tell me you can’t feel it,” said Raymond. He was putting everything on the table. Kate could break his heart, and he would swallow his pride if she did. If he didn’t tell Kate how he felt, he would accomplish nothing with her working in the next room. “Let’s have dinner. What do you say?”

“You’re cooking?” asked Kate.

Raymond nodded. “If you want to help, you can. If not, I don’t mind doing the work.”

“I think I’ll watch,” she said. Kate pulled out her phone and told Raymond she would text her parents to tell them she was hanging out with friends. There was nothing dishonest about her message, but she was hoping Raymond would become much more than a friend.

“Suit yourself,” Raymond said, secretly loving that Kate told him she’d rather watch. After years of dating and never finding a woman who wanted to dominate him, Raymond had given up hope. He stared at Kate, wondering what she was capable of under the innocent surface. “Would you like a glass of wine?”

“Are we moving the party to your kitchen?”

“Yeah, let’s do it,” Raymond said and grinned as Kate rose her eyebrow at him. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s okay, Ray. I wasn’t thinking you did, but I see where you mind is,” she said.

Raymond blushed and walked to the kitchen before he could embarrass himself again. He opened the bottle of wine and poured them each a glass. “I’m making us grilled vegetables and steak. Let me prep everything, and then we can move this party outside. Mind waiting here while I light the fire?”

“Not at all. Take your time,” Kate said, gazing at Raymond with lust in her eyes.

He swallowed and rushed outside before the growing member in his pants revealed itself. There was charcoal in his detached garage, and he had a grill on the back porch. It only took a few minutes to get the fire going.

Kate was inside walking around Raymond’s kitchen, glancing in his cabinets. He cooked much more than she did. Her studio had a tiny kitchen, and she barely used it for anything other than cereal or a microwaved meal. Her mother cooked dinner every night, and Kate washed the dishes. That was how it’d been her entire life. She wouldn’t mind Raymond cooking her meals more often. She thought about telling him to wear nothing but a thong while he cooked but didn’t. Kate wasn’t sure how he would react if he knew she knew he liked to wear lingerie.

Raymond came back inside, smelling like lighter fluid and smoke. “I’ll chop the vegetables, and we can head outside in a second.”

“Do you have a citronella candle? I hate mosquitoes,” said Kate. She held her wine glass with two fingers and leaned back as she watched Raymond.

“Yeah, there are a few in the garage. I’ll pull them out before we go outside,” Raymond said as he washed vegetables in the sink. He prepared the steaks with seasoning after, washing his hands as soon as he stopped touching the meat. He cut the vegetables and placed them on a tray. “I’ll check the fire and light candles.”

Kate’s eyes followed Raymond as he went to the backyard. She watched him disappear into the garage and come out with several candles. He lit them on the table he had on his back patio. Kate stood and went outside now that the candles were roaring. “How’s the fire?” she asked.

“I might have to restart it,” Raymond said and pushed a hand through his hair.

“Do you need help? My parents taught me how to light a grill when I turned thirteen,” she said. “It has been my job ever since.”

“Show me your ways,” said Raymond.

Kate grinned. She stepped forward and told Raymond to move aside as she rearranged the dead coals. They hadn’t even caught fire before. “Get me some newspaper or old paper bags. Something you won’t miss,” she said and snapped her fingers.

“Don’t forget I’m your boss,” Raymond said, putting his hands on his hips.

“If you don’t want to cook, I can go home and eat dinner there. No problem for me,” Kate said, throwing up her hands as she shrugged her shoulders. She placed her wine on the table and headed toward the door to leave, but Raymond called out for her to stop.

He ran up to her and stopped cold when she turned to face him. There was something in her eyes he hadn’t seen before in their month of working together, and it made him want to get to his knees before her. “I would like it if you stayed… to light the fire. I shouldn’t hold being the boss over you.”

Kate shook her head. “No, Ray, you shouldn’t. You’re the one who asked me to stay, so why don’t you be a gentleman and grab me some scrap paper?”

Raymond nodded, looking past Kate to the door. She stepped aside so he could go inside. A rush came over her as she looked around Raymond’s backyard; the sun slowly falling from the sky and creating a gradient of warm colors. The backdoor opened, and Kate kept her back to Raymond as he approached. “It’s a lovely night, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is,” he said. “Here’s some newspaper.”

Kate turned and snatched the newspaper from Raymond, giggling as she did. Her wine rocked in the glass like the surface of the ocean. “Thanks,” she said. Kate exaggerated each bend as arranged the charcoal and paper. Raymond’s eyes were on her each time she peeked, bringing a smile to her hidden face. “That should do it. Give me a lighter,” she said.

“Lighter fluid?”

“I don’t think it’ll be necessary,” she said. Kate lit the fire how she had done many times at her own home. The coals caught, and the fire roared. She grabbed the lighter fluid from where Raymond had left it on the table. “Just for fun,” she said and squirted the liquid onto the flame, making it jump toward the sky.

“You’re a master,” said Raymond. “I have much to learn.”

Kate could no longer resist the urges that made her touch herself when she was alone at night. The urges that filled her when she woke up in the morning. Kate hadn’t touched herself at Raymond’s, but she had come close. Being around him five days a week was driving her crazy. Kate looked directly at Raymond and said, “do you want to kiss me, Ray?”

Raymond nodded without missing a beat. “May I?”

“I haven’t decided,” Kate said, laughing as she walked past Raymond and flopped down on the outdoor sofa. She held the wine glass to her lips and took a sip as she looked at Raymond. Her confidence was coming from somewhere she couldn’t identify, but it was swimming through her. Having Raymond in her presence made her want to control him, regardless of the fact he was her boss.

Raymond stood by the fiery grill, staring at Kate in disbelief as she sipped her wine and stared at him. She told him she was hungry. He turned and went inside to grab the steaks, his mouth falling open when he walked through the door. No girlfriend of his had been as demanding as Kate, and it was making him rock hard. Luckily, he was wearing a tiny pink thong that held his dick like tape. Raymond rubbed his dick through his jeans, closing his eyes and moaning as he did. He wanted Kate more than anything, and she was being a tease.

Kate stared at Raymond as he carried the plates with the steaks to the grill. “How long have you wanted to kiss me?” she asked.

Raymond swallowed as he placed the steaks on the grill. They sizzled as they hit the metal. “Is this a trick question?”

“Why would it be a trick?” she asked. “I’ve thought you were cute since before I met you. You didn’t know who I was until you interviewed me.”

Pops of fireflies appeared in the air as the sky darkened. There was still enough light to grill, but they would have to eat inside at the dining-room table. “I thought you were attractive the moment I laid eyes on you, but that wasn’t why I hired you.”

“I know,” Kate said and stood. She walked over to Raymond with the wine glass in her hand. It made her feel powerful. Kate put her hand on Raymond’s shoulder as they stood over the grill. “The steaks look good,” she whispered into his ear.

“Thanks,” Raymond replied in a breathy voice. He turned to Kate, the heat of the flame kissing his skin. Raymond stared into Kate’s brown eyes and knew he could no longer resist her pull. “Can I kiss you?”

Kate nodded. Raymond lifted his hand to the side of his face, closing his eyes the same moment she did. Raymond’s lips met Kate’s, and they tasted better than he had imagined. His body tingled as he pulled away to stare into her glossy eyes. “I liked that,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Don’t forget about the food,” Kate said and reached behind Raymond, squeezing his ass. She didn’t know what was coming over her, but she loved it. Kate had never grabbed a boy’s ass before, but it felt right. “Did you like that?”

Raymond bit his bottom lip and nodded. “You don’t know how much.”

“That’s enough kissing for tonight,” she said and laughed, returning to her place on the outdoor couch. “Where’s my food?”

“Coming right up,” Raymond said and rushed inside to grab the vegetables, his hard cock throbbing against the pink fabric beneath his jeans. They had an amazing dinner and kissed again before Kate left for the weekend.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Kate spent her entire weekend recalling the kiss and touching herself at the thought of Raymond taking her virginity. She had been waiting for the right man and was positive she’d found him. Raymond had looks and smarts. She wanted to tell people he was her first, if they ever asked.

Monday morning came, and Kate left her house early to head to Raymond’s. She wore a purple shirt dress and matching lipstick. She had on extra eyeliner and her favorite mascara. It didn’t clump or make her eyelashes look unnatural, and they got miles longer. She wore black pumps and her hair down for the first time since she’d started. Kate applied a spritz of perfume when she arrived at Raymond’s before getting out the car.

Kate took a deep breath before knocking on the door. “You’re early,” Raymond said when he opened the door. He looked shocked when he registered Kate’s outfit. “You look incredible, Kate.”

She smiled and pushed hair behind one ear as she cast her eyes to the side. “Thank you, Ray. Should we get to work?” Kate said and lifted her head, walking past Raymond. Her stilettos clicked against the hardwoods as she walked down the hall to her office. Raymond followed her. “Would you like coffee?” Raymond asked Kate as she threw her purse on the desk.

“Sure, you know how I like it, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Raymond said and dashed to the kitchen. Kate smiled as she heard Raymond working around the kitchen to fix her coffee how she liked. Raymond rushed back into the room moments later. “Here you are. Coffee with a touch of cream and sugar,” he said as he placed it on Kate’s desk.

Raymond had spent the weekend thinking about their kiss as well. He’d spent more time jacking off than he had in months, soiling countless panties. He washed two loads of laundry on Sunday night and ended up pleasuring himself in front of the washing machine, watching himself in the glass of the front loader.

Kate dipped her finger in the coffee and watched Raymond as she licked it clean. “It’s a little cold, don’t you think?”

He had made the coffee a couple hours before and had left it on the burner. “I could put on a fresh pot,” he said.

“That’s not necessary. We have work to do,” she said and smirked as Raymond opened and closed his mouth without words. “What should I work on today, Ray? I need your guidance.” Kate batted her eyes, loving how her every action made Raymond squirm.

“I started a game over the weekend,” said Raymond. “We can work on that, or you could start an independent project, so we could release two games sooner.”

“Hmm,” Kate said and tapped her finger against her chin. “I was thinking about a bubble game over the weekend. Characters popped into my head and everything, but why would I give you my best ideas for a measly fifteen percent?”

“If your game takes off, I promise you’ll be able to earn a larger share, but it’s best to keep your cut at fifteen percent,” he said. “I’m paying you a salary, too.”

“Fine,” she said. She waved Raymond away and told him she had to get to work. Kate wasn’t sure what she would do when the new school year started. Her job was so much more fun than a boring classroom. She never wanted to return, but knew she would have to at summer’s end. The thought depressed her, so she ignored it and focused on the task in front of her. Kate sketched out her ideas on paper before she tried to put them in code. She wanted her bubble game to have levels, bosses, and everything people loved in their applications.

Hours had passed without Kate glancing at the clock when Raymond popped his head in her door to ask if she wanted lunch. “Yeah, I’ll take a turkey sandwich. Thanks,” she said.

“Side?”

“Surprise me,” she said.

Raymond put his thumb up before leaving to head down the street to the deli they frequented. Kate had gone once, but Raymond liked to get out of the house and run errands. Their first racing application was making money, and he was feeling more confident about his prospects in Michigan.

Kate found herself distracted after the front door closed. She could no longer focus on the application she was developing, so she stood to stretch. She walked around the living room and kitchen, glancing at the staircase she had never climbed with more curiosity. What did Raymond have upstairs?

Her stilettos clicked on the floor as she walked toward the staircase. She looked up the stairs and told herself not to do it, but her curiosity won in the end. She held the railing as she ascended the stairs. There were two open doors, and one was closed. Kate flinched each time her heels clicked against the wood floors, so she took them off, but the floorboards still squeaked.

She went to the open bedroom closest to her. There was an unmade bed, and the room smelled of Raymond. There was a large painting with three thick black lines that looked like it could be the silhouette of a woman. Kate opened the closet door, and there were random cleaning supplies. Raymond had a bedside table with an alarm clock on it. She opened it, expecting to find something nasty, but there was nothing more than an e-reader.

Kate left the bedroom and went down the hall to the other open door. It had a bed with two side tables. There was nothing special about the room, and Kate assumed it was his guest bedroom. The third door was between the other two. Kate’s heart raced as she placed her hand on the knob, holding her heels in her other hand, which was shaking.

She opened the door and found a room filled with clothing like a store. There was a vanity with a jewelry box and an assortment of makeup. Dresses, skirts, blouses, and more hung on various clothing racks. The clothes had been divided by season and color and gender. Raymond also had an extensive collection of men’s clothing. Button-ups, slacks, jeans, ties, belts, and watches. Kate walked around the room in awe of the collection Raymond had amassed.

Kate lost herself in the fabrics, textures, and beauty of the clothing. She had never been able to afford more than clothes that were on sale from the previous season. Raymond had designer labels, dresses with tags that showed they’d never been on sale, and an endless collection of shoes. Kate loved heels, but only owned a couple of pairs. She placed hers to the side as she dropped to her knees to admire the shoes along the wall.

The door opened downstairs, which shook Kate out of her trance. She panicked as she looked around for her shoes, which were on the other side of the line of shoes. She had crawled across the room, shaking with nerves. Raymond had returned, and she was in his secret closet.

“Kate,” she heard Raymond call from downstairs. “Where are you? Are you in the backyard?”

Kate held her breath as she heard Raymond head toward the back and open the backdoor. She stood and raced across the room for her shoes, but the squeaky floorboards cursed her. Raymond bolted to the steps when he heard Kate upstairs, his face twisted and distorted as he stared at Kate from the bottom of the stairs. “What are you doing up there, Kate?” he asked.

“Nothing, I…” Kate began but couldn’t come up with an excuse before Raymond charged upstairs. She ran to the guest bedroom, having closed the door to his closet. Raymond took a position in front of the door, red-faced and panting.

“You have no right to be up here. I gave you an office. There’s a bathroom and kitchen downstairs. Why would you come up here?” he asked. There was a desperate tone in Raymond’s voice.

“It’s okay, Ray,” Kate said in a soft voice. She wanted him to know she didn’t care if he liked to wear women’s clothing. “I saw you wearing a scarlet thong the day you interviewed me.”

Raymond’s eyes widened. “You what?”

“Your secret is safe with me, Ray. I like your collection. I bet I could fit a few of those dresses,” she said.

Raymond’s shoulders slumped as his head bowed. “I can’t believe you’ve known this entire time without saying a word.”

Kate felt more confident as Raymond’s anger subsided. She lifted herself from the bed in the guest bedroom and walked to him, placing her hand on his chest. She had never been with a man, but her intuition told her Raymond was a man she could love. He was someone she could grow with as a person. She could push him, and he could push her. “I don’t care if you like to dress like a girl.”

Lifting his chin, Raymond looked into Kate’s eyes. “You don’t?”

She shook her head. “Not at all. Do you mind if I pick out an outfit for you to wear?”

“You would do that?” he asked.

Kate put her hand over Raymond’s that was still on the knob. She twisted it to open the door to Raymond’s magnificent closet room. They pushed open the door, and a wave of embarrassment rushed over Raymond as his collection faced them. “Don’t make that face, Ray. I think your clothes are beautiful.”

Raymond shrugged, not knowing what to say. He had always wanted a woman like Kate but never expected to find one after years of disappointment. “Do you mind if I use the bathroom before you dress me up?”

“Take your time. I’m going to try on some of your dresses,” she said. Kate felt like a weight had been lifted from her body, but she didn’t realize the heaviness had found its way to Raymond. He walked to the bathroom with hung shoulders. He closed the door and ran hot water in his clawfoot bathtub. It had been days since he last shaved, and he needed a touchup.

Staring at himself in the mirror, Raymond slapped his face. You can do this, he told himself. Kate’s age doesn’t matter. You’d be a fool to pass up this chance.

Raymond took a deep breath after giving himself a pep talk and stepped into the clawfoot tub. The water was a touch past his ankles when he shut it off and perched on the tub’s edge. He lathered his legs in shaving cream before dipping the razor into the steaming water. Raymond ran the razor up his leg, ridding himself of the hair that had reappeared since the last time he shaved his body. Raymond went through the motions; grateful he didn’t have much hair.

He rinsed off and dried himself with a plush towel. He rubbed lotion into his dry, sensitive skin to avoid any future outbreaks. Raymond didn’t have any clean underwear in the bathroom, so he wrapped the towel around his waist and walked down the hall to the room he used as his closet. He knocked, “Kate, would you mind passing me some underwear?”

Kate opened the door. She was wearing a red dress that had a ballooned bottom with white tulle beneath. Her eyes went up and down Raymond’s body, which made his dick jump. He wanted to drop his towel but wouldn’t disrespect her. “You want a thong? I would love to see you in that scarlet one.”

Raymond blushed at the thought of showing Kate his scarlet thong. He knew it was possible people could see his thongs when he bent over, but nobody had ever said anything to him, so he figured they never saw. It made him wonder how many people in his life knew he wore women’s lingerie. “I have one that’s better,” he said.

“But I want to see the scarlet thong,” Kate said and pouted.

“Whatever you wish,” he said. Raymond grabbed the scarlet thong from the chest of drawers he had against the wall. He went back to the bathroom and put the thong on, adjusting himself in the mirror so his dick looked as big as possible. Raymond took a deep breath before stepping back into the hall, where Kate was waiting for him.

Kate gasped when she saw Raymond in his scarlet thong. Her eyes went to the outline of his dick. She could make out its head, shaft, and his balls were unmistakable. She wanted to play with his dick more than she’d ever wanted to play with a dick before. “Twirl,” she said and made a circle with her finger in the air.

Raymond put his hands on his hips and turned in a circle, avoiding Kate’s intense stare. “What do you think?” he asked in a feminine voice. A voice he practiced when he was alone and sitting in front of the mirror dolled up from head to toe.

“I love it,” she said. “I wish we had the same shoe size, but mine will have to do. Come on, I picked out some outfits for you to try.” Kate grabbed Raymond’s hand to pull him into the closet room. Her heels clicked against the floor as she ran to the clothes she had set aside for Raymond to wear.

“What do you have for me?” he asked, now feeling comfortable and confident in his scarlet thong.

Kate lifted a white sun dress first but then shook her head when she held it up to Raymond’s body. Her second outfit was a black faux leather miniskirt with a plum twist-front blouse that had long sleeves. Kate considered that outfit against the third option, which was a pink tulle skirt with a black corset top. “I don’t know, Ray. Which one do you like?”

Raymond didn’t mind either outfit. He loved wearing anything that made him feel feminine and fabulous. “What did you want to do? If we aren’t going anywhere, I could wear the corset top and pink skirt,” he said.

“Did you buy us lunch?” she asked, remembering Raymond had gone to pick up sandwiches before she climbed the stairs to find his closet.

“Yeah,” he said. “We should eat them soon before they turn to mush.”

“Corset and pink skirt it is, then,” Kate said. “Don’t forget to wear a pair of heels. I’ll set the table for us. Backyard or inside?”

“Just you wait. I’ll be a different person next time you see me.”

“You didn’t answer my question, Ray.”

“Outside,” he said, walking over to his vanity and forgetting anything about his sandwich as he sat in front of the mirror. Kate’s heels clicked on the hardwoods as she walked downstairs to the kitchen to set up their lunch outside. She filled glasses with ice water and lit citronella candles.

Raymond sat in front of his mirror, applying makeup as he had a million times before. He transformed the lines of his face to reduce the masculinity of his jaw and make it appear more feminine. He knew how to make his nose look thinner and longer, as though he had a nose job. The last touch was his favorite blonde wig, but he wouldn’t put it on until he slipped into the skirt and corset.

He put on white opaque stockings before sliding the pink tulle skirt up his legs. Raymond put on a garter belt so the stockings wouldn’t fall. He would have worn tights but didn’t want to block his scarlet thong in case anything might happen with Kate. Raymond put on the corset next. It tied up the sides, so he didn’t need any help to put it on. The wig came last, and Raymond didn’t recognize himself when he placed it on his head; he never did.

Kate called up the stairs that she was going to eat without him. Raymond hollered that he was on his way down. He ran over to the heels and grabbed a pair of white heels with a peep toe and an ankle strap. He slipped them on and couldn’t resist rushing back to the vanity for a pair of silver earrings. Kate threatened to eat without him again, and he darted out of the room, even though there were a million other things he could have done to feminize himself.

“Who are you and what have you done with Ray?” Kate asked when Raymond stepped outside, smiling from the nerves rushing through his body. “Come over here and sit down so we can eat.”

Raymond plopped on the outdoor sofa. “What do you think?”

Kate ran her fingers along the white stockings. “You look incredible, Ray,” she said, leaning forward to kiss him. It was still a workday, but neither of them cared to work. “Now I must eat, or I’ll lose my mind. Nobody wants to see that.”

Raymond chuckled and told Kate to eat. He wanted to run back upstairs and spend more time in the mirror, but that would have been rude. He picked up his plate and held it with his left hand as he picked up the sandwich with his right. The bread hadn’t been ruined, and the flavors had time to meld. “I love these sandwiches,” Raymond said after his first bite.

“Mhm,” Kate agreed, nodding as juices dripped from her lips. She wiped her face with a napkin and laughed at herself. “I’m so clumsy.”

“I like that about you,” Raymond said and touched Kate’s leg. “There’s a lot I like about you, Kate.”

Kate set her plate on the table to turn to Raymond. “Me too,” she said. “You look incredible right now. There’s so much more to you than most guys, Ray.”

“That’s how I feel about you, Kate. No woman compares,” he said.

An intensity lingered between them as powerful as a bonfire. Kate wanted to give herself to him. She wanted to lift his skirt and ride his dick, as she had imagined in her fantasies when she touched herself, but she was nervous to take the next step. “There’s something you should know about me, Ray.”

“What?”

“I’m a virgin.”

A silence fell between them. Raymond loved Kate. He could feel it in his bones, but taking a person’s virginity was a major responsibility. “You are?”

Kate nodded. “I am, but I want to lose it to you.”

Raymond wrapped his hands around hers. “Whenever you’re ready. We can take it slow, Kate. There’s no other woman in my life,” he said.

Kate leaned forward and kissed Raymond lightly. “You’re an incredible man, Ray.”

He shook his head. “Having you in my presence makes me better than I’ve ever been.” Kate hugged him before turning back to her sandwich. She switched the conversation to the bubble application she was developing. She thought it was going to become a hit, but they thought that about every game they put on the market.

They finished their food, and Kate said they should get back to work, but Raymond was over working for the day. “You know what would be better?”

“No,” Kate said and shook her head.

“Let’s paint our nails,” he said. “I haven’t done it in forever, and they need some color. Don’t you think?”

“That’s not a bad idea. Let’s do it,” she said. They went inside, and Raymond pulled out all his polishes. They watched reality TV as they painted their nails. Raymond chose a pink to match his skirt, and Kate used a lime green because she didn’t care if it matched or not. She didn’t wear polish often, but it was fun to sit around and paint their nails and talk about the crazy people on reality television.

It was the best date either of them ever had, and it came about by accident. Kate would never regret climbing those stairs, only to have Raymond catch her snooping.


CHAPTER NINE

Weeks passed of afternoons after work spent dressing Raymond up in dresses, skirts, and lingerie. They made out every night but hadn’t gone further than that. Kate wanted to know for sure before she gave herself to Raymond. No matter how much she loved him, she knew she wouldn’t be able to return to her pure state. Once her virginity was taken, it was gone forever.

It was another summer afternoon after work, and they were in Raymond’s backyard. They always ended up in Raymond’s backyard after the workday. He would head up to his closet and slip into something more feminine and comfortable before coming back downstairs for wine and dinner. They cooked some nights or ordered in others. Kate had even helped Raymond wash dishes once or twice, but he didn’t seem to mind doing it all. He treated her like a queen, and she loved it.

Kate sipped her white wine. She had been spending so much time away from home that her parents started asking questions. She looked over at Raymond, who was wearing a white cotton slip dress and nothing but a tiny pink thong beneath it. No neighbors could see into his backyard unless they used a drone, so he was free to dress as he pleased. “Raymond,” she said. Kate had told him a couple weeks before that she preferred to call him ‘Raymond’ instead of ‘Ray’, and he told her she could call him whatever she pleased. “My parents want you to come over for dinner.”

Raymond gulped and glanced at Kate’s with panicked eyes. He never thought much of her parents, but they lived next to Kate. She couldn’t escape their curiosity. “When?”

“Tomorrow,” she said. “Would you mind? They aren’t crazy or anything, but they want to meet the person I’ve been spending all this time with. They’ll annoy me forever if you don’t come over for dinner at least once,” she said.

“I’ll come,” he said. Raymond was nervous to meet Kate’s parents, but he would make the best of it. “As long as you promise they aren’t crazy.”

Kate shook her head. “No, they’re chill. You’ll like them. Any chance I can ever meet your parents?”

“We’d have to visit California for that,” he said. His parents changed their plans every month it seemed, but last he talked to them they wanted to sell the land in the mountains and move to a condo or townhouse in Sacramento. His mother was leaning toward a townhouse so she could have a backyard area to put flowers or a little garden. “I’m sure they would love you.”

“I would love to visit California,” she said. Kate threw back the rest of her wine, glancing up Raymond’s slip dress at how his dick pressed against the pink thong he was wearing before moving her eyes to meet his. He grinned when she looked at him. “Don’t hate me, but I have to leave. I promised my parents I’d be home for dinner tonight.”

“No worries,” he said. “Tell them I’ll come back with you after work tomorrow.”

“Then you can finally see my studio,” she said as she stood to leave.

“I can’t wait,” he said. Raymond stretched his neck to kiss Kate as she bent over him. “See you tomorrow,” he said as she went into the backdoor to leave.

Raymond was a bundle of nerves while working the following day. He couldn’t concentrate on coding since he had to meet Kate’s parents once the clock struck five. He asked questions about their interests over lunch, and Kate told him not to worry. She had a way of calming him, but Raymond felt more nervous than he had in years. He changed into a button-up shirt with a tie after work and his favorite dark denim jeans. He had on purple bikini-cut panties beneath them and a belt tight around his waist. “You want to follow me there?” Kate asked after Raymond had come downstairs from his closet.

“Yeah,” he said.

They drove east of downtown Detroit to Shady Cove, where Kate and her parents lived. They had a huge driveway that circled around a sprawling tree. There was a decent amount of space between the detached garage and main house. An older woman stepped outside and waved at them as they were getting out of their cars. Kate waved back at her before looking at Raymond with a gentle smile. “Well, aren’t you handsome?” Kate’s mother said.

“Mom, this is Raymond. He’s my boss and new friend,” she said. “Raymond, this is my mom, Wendy.”

“Nice to meet you, Wendy,” Raymond said and put out his hand. Wendy shook it, looking deep into his eyes with a mother’s questioning gaze. “You guys made it right on time. Come inside so we can eat. You know how your father gets if he has to wait.”

Kate’s father was waiting for them at a set table. Raymond introduced himself to Eugene, who was a quiet man. He asked Raymond a couple questions about life in the Bay Area and his job as a coder, but then he fell silent and enjoyed the delicious meal Wendy had prepared. She made Salisbury steak with steamed vegetable and mashed potatoes. Raymond’s nerves vanished as their conversation continued. Kate’s parents were as chill and down-to-earth as she was. “This was an incredible meal, Wendy. Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said with a gleeful smile. “I love meeting Kate’s friends. Don’t go anywhere though because I made brownies,” she said and stood to clean, but Kate told her mother it wasn’t necessary.

“I’ll take care of it, mom. You worked so hard on this meal. Where are the brownies?” Wendy told Kate she had placed them in the fridge.

“I’ll help you,” Raymond said and stood. He gathered the dirty dishes and rinsed them off before loading them into the dishwasher.

Wendy squealed. “Where did you find this boss of yours? He pays you and loads the dishes you dirtied?”

Eugene grunted and told Wendy he wanted a decaf. “I’ll get it for you, dad. Anyone else want coffee?”

“I’ll take a cup,” said Raymond.

Kate fixed coffee for her father and Raymond while he loaded the dishwasher. Kate put brownies on four plates. They ate dessert together and played a quick game of cards. “You’re a fun boss, Raymond,” said Wendy.

“Thanks,” he said. “Your daughter is an outstanding employee. She has a bright future ahead of her.”

“We hope so,” said Eugene. “She has always been bright and years ahead of her time.”

“I’d agree,” said Raymond.

Kate coughed. They had finished their brownies, and she wanted to get out of the main house. “Let me show you my studio before you leave,” she said to Raymond. He nodded and hugged Kate’s folks goodbye.

They went from the house to the garage, stuffed from the dinner Wendy had prepared. “Your parents are nice,” said Raymond.

“I told you not to worry,” she said as they climbed the stairs to her studio. She pushed open the door, and they stepped into her space. “What do you think?”

“I love it,” said Raymond. “I should have hired you to decorate my house. Where did you get this rug?”

“At a rug store in Dearborn,” she said. “Did you decorate yourself?”

“I got a lot of help from photos online. Who knows what kind of person I’d be without the internet,” Raymond said and laughed at himself. He stepped around the small studio, checking out Kate’s pottery and artwork. There was only one chair in front of a small desk, so he sat there.

“Did you want water?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’ll take water.”

Kate filled two glasses with ice water and brought one to Raymond. She had the windows open to let in the cool evening breeze. Raymond was sitting in the chair, so she sat on the bed. Neither spoke as they sipped from their water glasses. Sounds of chirping insects floated in through the open windows. Kate placed her glass of water on her side table and sat on the edge of her bed, staring at Raymond.

“What?” he said.

“I want to kiss you,” Kate said and slid off the edge of the bed. She crawled across the room. She turned to face Raymond and wagged her finger, telling him to come to the rug with her. “Indulge me,” she said.

Raymond placed his glass on the desk and got to the floor with Kate. She opened her arms, and he fell into them, placing his lips against hers. Their tongues danced as they closed their eyes and rubbed their hands along the other’s body. “I love you,” said Raymond. He kissed her neck, her cheek, her lips.

“I love you, too,” she said. Kate wrapped her legs around Raymond’s body. Her pussy was throbbing harder than it ever had, and she needed to give herself to Raymond. “I want you to take me. I’m ready,” she said.

Raymond moaned into Kate’s mouth as he held her body. He stared into her dark-brown eyes and ran his fingers through her wavy brown hair. He wanted to take her, but he never wanted her to think he was using her for sex. Raymond loved Kate for her heart and mind; her body was a bonus prize. “Why don’t we try oral for the first time?” Raymond said as his hands moved down Kate’s body and under the dress she was wearing. She had taken the white sun dress since it looked much better on her. Raymond pressed his palm against her cotton panties, which were soaked with her juices. “I want to taste you.”

Kate took deep breaths. “Okay,” she said. “What do I need to do?”

“Nothing,” Raymond said and moved his body down hers until he was between her legs. He took a deep breath before pushing the hem of Kate’s dress up until he could see her wet panties. “Fuck, that looks good.” Raymond pressed his fingers against the soiled fabric, and Kate hollered before covering her mouth. “If you get too loud, your parents will hear.”

Kate shook her head, “no, that can’t happen.”

“Better cover your mouth then,” Raymond said. He gripped the waistline of her panties and pulled them off, revealed Kate’s beautiful pussy with a trimmed bush framing it. “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful.”

Kate put her hands over her pussy, and Raymond moved them out of the way. He put his tongue on her labia before she could push him away. She had to cover her mouth to stop herself from hollering out from the sensations running through her body as Raymond moved his tongue over her pussy lips. She closed her eyes and tried to control herself, but Raymond had her under a spell with his oral service.

Raymond was lost in Kate’s pussy, running his tongue over her as though her pussy were icing on a cake. He wanted to lick her clean, but she kept giving him the juices he wanted like a water fountain. Raymond moaned into her womanhood.

Kate wasn’t ready for what happened next when Raymond moved his thumb to her clit. He brushed it with his thumb, and Kate gasped. Her hands flew to her pussy to push away Raymond’s hands, but he told her to lean into it and cum. Kate lay flat and tried her best not to push away Raymond as he played with her clit. It felt so good; it was like torture.

“Relax,” said Raymond. He lifted his head and looked into Kate’s eyes. “Nothing bad will happen if you cum. Take a deep breath, relax, and feel the pleasure.”

She nodded at his words and did as he said. The sensation changed when Raymond rubbed her clit again. Kate let out a little breath as a wave of pleasure came over her body.

“You like that?” asked Raymond.

“Yeah,” Kate said in a breathy voice. She felt the need to concentrate on the warmth of her center. A sensation was building within her, and it was unlike anything she had felt. Pleasuring herself was great, but Raymond’s mouth was a million times better. “Keep going.”

Raymond grinned as he dipped back into Kate’s pussy. He rubbed her clit with his thumb and licked her pussy until he couldn’t resist putting his mouth over Kate’s button. She came seconds later, thrashing beneath him as he rubbed her pussy and sucked her clit. Raymond gave up after he pushed her with a force he couldn’t ignore. He fell back, laughing and feeling high from making Kate cum. His dick was rock hard beneath his purple panties, but he wouldn’t touch it. The evening was about Kate.

Kate’s body went limp as she panted. Raymond lay by her side and wrapped his arm around her body. “Don’t you want to cum?” she asked.

“Next time,” he said and squeezed her. “I love you, Kate.”

“You’re the best boyfriend in the world,” Kate said and reached over to pat Raymond’s head, but her body was weak. “Shit, Ray, what did you do to me?”

“Nothing I can’t do again,” he said.

They lay there another hour watching videos on Raymond’s phone until they were both yawning. Raymond still had to drive home. Kate slid her panties up her legs and walked Raymond outside. It was the weekend the following day, so she invited him on a date. “Would you like to go to the lake tomorrow? It’s supposed to be sunny and warm,” she said.

“I’d love that,” said Raymond.

Kate wanted to kiss Raymond but was afraid her mother might be watching, so she opted for a tight hug. Raymond got in his car, and Kate stood outside waving at him as he drove away, still in shock by how amazing it’d felt to have him licking her pussy.


CHAPTER TEN

Raymond was sitting in Kate’s driveway waiting for her to come downstairs, the previous night fresh in his mind. The smell of her pussy had been on his lips all night, and he loved it. He’d ripped his jeans off the moment he walked through the door to caress his dick. He didn’t need a chat roulette, porn, or anything but the memory of Kate’s orgasm and her smell on his lips.

Wendy stepped outside and waved at Raymond, which brought a heat to his cheeks. He waved back before turning his head to the garage, praying for Kate to come out before Wendy came over and talk to him. His worry was overstated though, as Wendy had disappeared back into the house when he looked where she had been standing.

Kate came out of the garage moments later, waving at Raymond as she walked across the grassy driveway. Her brown hair bounced on her shoulders. She was glowing. Radiant like the summer sun. “Thanks for picking me up,” Kate said as she opened the car door. “Take a left when you pull out of here, and I’ll show you the way.”

“What did you have planned?”

“Have you ever been scuba diving?” she asked.

Raymond shook his head. The thought of diving anywhere freaked him out. He didn’t want to disappoint Kate, but where had she got the crazy idea they should scuba dive in a lake? “Isn’t it dangerous?”

“Why would it be dangerous?” she asked. “There aren’t sharks or anything. Most people hunt for treasure, but I like to look at the fish. There’s nothing that will come after you.”

“I don’t know,” Raymond said. His hands gripped the steering wheel tighter as he went along the highway. They were at Lake St. Clair minutes later, and Raymond would have to face his fear. He didn’t want Kate to think he was a wimp. “If you say it’s safe, I guess we can try it.”

“Raymond, I promise. Nothing bad will happen to you,” she said and touched Raymond’s arm as they sat in the parking lot of the scuba-diving instructor’s business. “We’re already a few minutes late. Let’s get inside.”

Nigel was waiting for them inside. He wasn’t upset with them for arriving a few minutes behind schedule. He smiled and introduced himself, shaking their hands with a firmer grip than Kate liked. “Have you been before?” he asked after a quick introduction.

“I have, but my friend hasn’t,” Kate said and gestured to Raymond.

“Don’t worry. I’ll teach you everything you need to know,” Nigel said and had them follow him to the back of the store.

Raymond’s heart raced as they followed Nigel. Each step he took was slower than the last until he was standing several feet behind the others. Kate turned to Raymond. “What’s wrong?” she asked. Kate walked up to Raymond, who shook away the growing anxiety in the pit of his stomach.

“Nothing,” Raymond said and shook away the nerves. “Let’s do this.”

Nigel was waiting for them in the training room. Equipment lined a table. Raymond’s heart pounded in his chest as he stared at it. Raymond wasn’t afraid of swimming, but he didn’t want to have to rely on an oxygen tank to keep him breathing. What if it malfunctioned while he was too far from the surface to recover? “I can’t,” Raymond said and shook his head.

Kate chuckled nervously, glancing at Raymond with evil eyes. She didn’t need him making such a scene in front of Nigel. “Come on, Raymond. You said you were going to do it just a second ago,” she said.

Raymond shook his head, “no. I’m sorry, Kate. I’ll pay whatever this cost you, but I can’t.”

“Why? Are your panties too tight or something? Come on, Raymond. Don’t be such a square,” she said.

Raymond’s mouth fell open. He shook his head, backing out of the room. Nigel looked confused as he watched Raymond and Kate. “I’ll give you guys a minute,” he said and walked away in the opposite direction. Raymond turned and ran out the room, rushing to his car.

He turned on the engine and put the car in reverse but couldn’t make himself leave. Kate came out the door a moment later and hopped in the car, laughing. Raymond turned to stone as a wave of anger ran through him. “It’s not funny,” he said. His voice cold enough to silence Kate.

“Lighten up, Raymond. I thought you would like this,” she said.

Raymond clenched the steering wheel and let out a long sigh. “That’s part of the problem, isn’t it?” He wasn’t sure if it was Kate’s age, or if he had misread her as a person, but her actions turned him off. He didn’t want to be around her any longer, so he started the car. The GPS could show him the way back to her house.

Kate spoke several times, but Raymond never replied. They were less than a mile from Kate’s house when Kate pleaded for him to say something. “Raymond, I’m sorry. You can’t leave me hanging like this,” she said.

“What am I supposed to say, Kate? You made a fool of me, and then you laughed at me. I’m pissed, okay?”

“I messed up, Raymond. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry isn’t good enough, Kate. I thought we had something, but maybe it was a mistake. Maybe you aren’t mature enough for a serious relationship.”

Kate leaned back in her seat, offended by Raymond’s words. “I’m plenty mature. You’re the one who acted like a baby at the scuba-diving store.”

“It’s better if we don’t speak,” Raymond said as he turned on Kate’s road. He pulled into Kate’s driveway. She got out without speaking, and he drove away as quick as he had entered.

Wendy came outside to see if Raymond wanted to eat, but he was already gone. Kate watched where his car had been as Wendy came up to rub her daughter’s back. “What happened?”

“Raymond is a baby,” she said. “He didn’t want to scuba dive.”

Wendy remained silent for a few beats and spoke as they walked toward the house. “Not everyone has your sense of adventure, Kate. I wouldn’t scuba dive. You know that,” she said.

“Yeah,” said Kate. She knew her mother wouldn’t, but did she want a boyfriend who was boring? Not that Raymond was her boyfriend, but she didn’t know how else to think of him. He had eaten her out the day before. Now they weren’t speaking. “Let’s just eat. I’m hungry.”

“Great idea,” said Wendy.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Kate continued showing up for work, even though everything had changed since their date at Lake St. Clair. Raymond no longer spoke to Kate unless it was about business. He didn’t ask her to stay for dinners. They talked about developing applications and nothing else. The school year was quickly approaching, and Kate was thinking of how she could quit.

“Will the bubble game be ready for a launch next week?”

“We can release the beta version, but I’d like to add a few more levels first,” said Kate. She didn’t want to put a game on the market that would take people an hour to finish. She wanted them coming back for days at a time. “If it could wait until the week after next, that would be great.”

“Fine, but that’s the final deadline,” said Raymond. Ever since their fight, he tried to exert his power any way he could. Kate could see he was hurting, so she tried her best to ignore the aggressions. She went back to her work without replying to Raymond.

Another week passed without them speaking, and Kate had prepared her two-week resignation letter. She would still let Raymond publish her game, granted he agreed to up her royalty payment. Raymond went to lunch without offering to get anything for Kate. He never did anymore. She brought her lunch and went to the kitchen to take it out of the fridge. She had her letter in an unsealed envelope on the table, ready to give Raymond when he came back from the deli. If Raymond was anything, it was predictable. He ordered the same three sandwiches and two sides on rotation.

Raymond came into the house fourteen minutes later, noticed Kate at the kitchen table, and went to his office. “Raymond, please come in here. I need to speak with you.” He was carrying his lunch when he appeared in the kitchen. “Why don’t you sit down? We can eat together, can’t we?”

He shrugged but took a seat across from Kate, opening his bag and pulling out the sandwich. He had potato salad as a side. Raymond stood to get a fork to eat it, Kate watching him with attentive eyes. He was still furious with her but had cooled over the weeks that passed. “What do you have to tell me, Kate?”

“I’m giving you my two-week notice,” Kate said and slid forward the envelope. It was a punch to Raymond’s gut. He picked up the envelope and opened the unsealed flap. Raymond pulled it out and read Kate’s eloquent note about wanting more for the bubble game and how she appreciated her hands-on experience while working for him. “I hope you understand.”

“You start school in a few weeks?”

“Yeah, it’ll be my senior year,” she said. “I didn’t think I would quit but working here has become uncomfortable.”

Raymond knew he had been an asshole since Lake St. Clair. He hated himself for it, but it was like a switch he couldn’t turn off; not until he held Kate’s letter of resignation in his hands. “Don’t quit. You can work fewer hours, and I’ll be better.”

“They all say that. I’ve seen enough reality TV to know men never change,” she said.

“Give me a chance, Kate. You said you didn’t think you would quit, so why do it? I was angry, but I’m over it. I’ll act better and stop being such a bitch,” he said.

Kate shrugged and popped a cherry into her mouth that she had packed for lunch since they were in season. It tasted sweet and sour in her mouth as she sucked the fruit off the seed. She stared at Raymond as she pulled the seed from her mouth. She used to think about sucking on his dick like that, but those fantasies had since faded. “I’m not sure I can trust you, Raymond.”

“Kate, please. Don’t quit,” he said.

“I’ll think about it, Raymond.” Kate picked up her lunch and went back to her office to work on the game she needed to finish. She ignored Raymond for the rest of the day.

♦

Their walls cracked over the following week. Raymond had never been warmer to Kate. He bought her lunch every day, praised her work more than usual, and did everything but kiss the ground where she walked. “That’s enough,” Kate said as Raymond spoke about how much he loved her game. “We’ll see what the public thinks.”

“If they don’t love it, they’re crazy!” he said.

“Not every game is a success, Raymond.”

“That’s true, but I am thinking positive thoughts about your game.”

“You’re a sweet man,” said Kate. Raymond was sitting next to her at her desk. She turned to him and placed her hand on the side of his face. Her sexual fantasies and visions of Raymond taking her had returned. She wanted to give her body to him, completely, and not look back. He was the man she’d been destined to meet. “Are you cooking me dinner tonight?”

“If you want, I can,” said Raymond.

“We need to enjoy the time we have before I start school,” she said.

“Does that mean you’ll continue working here?” Raymond stared at Kate with hopeful eyes. He had hoped she would rescind her resignation. He didn’t want her to leave. She was talented, intelligent, and sexy. Nobody could replace her, no matter how much he searched.

Kate shrugged. “I still haven’t decided, but I’d like to have dinner with you. Get back to where we were.”

“I’d like that, too,” he said. They passed the rest of the day working. Raymond went shopping, and Kate went upstairs to pick out an outfit for him to wear when he returned. She had missed dressing him more than anything. Kate walked around the room Raymond used as his closet and picked out a white layered skirt that was longer in the back than the front and the black corset. She chose a pair of clear heels with a peep toe and an ankle strap. She placed the outfit on the chair of Raymond’s vanity.

Raymond returned and headed upstairs after putting the ingredients in the fridge. Kate was waiting for him in the closet room, sitting at the vanity playing with the jewelry. She watched him approach through the mirror. “Find anything you like?” he asked.

“It’s all gorgeous,” she said. Kate had never owned a piece of expensive jewelry, so she loved everything Raymond had. A pair of diamond earrings had attracted her first. She had them in her ears. Raymond leaned forward and rubbed her lobe, “they look beautiful on you. You should have them.”

“Are they real?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “They are real, but I got them on sale.”

“I love them,” Kate said, pulling her hair behind her ears to admire the diamonds.

“How about I get changed, and then I’ll cook us dinner? I’ll wear the other diamond earrings I have,” he said. “Is this what you picked out for me to wear?”

Kate nodded. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah,” he said. It was near the end of summer, so the evenings could feel chilly. “Mind if I wear this black waterfall shirt with it? The sleeves will keep me warm.”

“That’ll look perfect. Can I help with the food?”

Raymond shook his head. “Don’t worry about it, Kate. I’ll take care of everything. Pour yourself a glass of wine. Relax,” he said.

“I’ll do the dishes,” Kate said and squeezed Raymond’s ass before leaving the room. He came downstairs half an hour later, dolled up and ready to cook. He refused Kate’s help and whipped together a baked salmon with lemon slices and a fresh green salad to go on the side. “This looks incredible.”

“Not as good as you,” said Raymond.

Kate lifted her foot and rubbed it against Raymond’s leg. They ate inside and went to the backyard after they finished. They talked for hours every night that week and enjoyed the last warm, summery nights before Labor Day. Kate and Raymond were back to where they had been, and all felt right in the world.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Labor Day weekend had arrived, and Kate couldn’t believe she had to return to classes the following week. At least it was her senior year, and she could put college behind her after that. She preferred working to studying. Raymond promised she could work half-time and make her own schedule, so she was excited to see where their relationship would go. It was complicated, exciting, and nothing like Kate would have expected when she interviewed with Raymond.

“Are you ready for school?” Raymond asked as he stood over the grill. They figured they had better use it again before the weather turned cold. Raymond lit the fire without help, exactly how Kate had taught him. “I’ll miss having you around the house.”

“Your place isn’t far from campus,” said Kate. She went to Wayne State University in the city. She could get to Raymond’s house quicker than she could get to hers. “You don’t mind if I do my homework here, do you?”

“I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more,” Raymond said and glanced at Kate over his shoulder. He loved his private backyard and enormous house. He could wear layered skirts and corsets without having to worry about his neighbors. He could paint his nails and don wigs. “I like having you around. Who else would dress me up?”

“Nobody, I hope.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” said Raymond. No other woman even crossed his mind. Kate was all he thought about, and he wanted to take her. He knew if they could make it through their fight, they could make it through anything. “The food is about ready. Want to eat?”

“Yes, I’m starving,” she said.

“Inside or outside?”

“Outside is fine. We have the candle going, and I haven’t seen any mosquitoes.” Raymond made their plates, and they sat next to each other on the couch while they ate. He had his bare, shaved legs crossed as he picked up the hamburger he’d cooked and bit into it. “These grilled potatoes are delicious,” Kate said. “Can’t go wrong with hamburgers and potatoes.”

“The delicious wine and great company don’t hurt. Thanks for staying with me, Kate. Cheers,” Raymond said and lifted his glass.

“Cheers,” Kate said as she clinked her glass with his. They ate their meals and sat outside as the sun fell from the sky and the coals of the fire died. No matter how much they laughed or argued about topics in computer science, Kate couldn’t get the thought of Raymond sliding into her off her mind.

Their conversation came to a lull moment, so Kate scooted closer to Raymond. She placed her hand on the exposed part of his chest. She could tell he had shaved the night before. Kate spoke with her actions and left words behind. She took Raymond’s hand and led him inside and up the stairs to his bedroom. They had planned on her spending the night, and sex was on both of their minds.

“What are you doing?” Raymond asked as they crossed the threshold of his room.

“I’m ready,” she said. Kate knew Raymond wasn’t the most dominant man, so she took the lead by pushing him to the bed. “What panties did you choose?”

“A little white thong to match my skirt,” he said.

“Show me,” said Kate. She felt her body reacting to her commands. Her desire for Raymond growing as she watched him raise his skirt, revealing the white thong with see-through fabric. His dick was leaking; its juices bled into the fabric. “Take off the thong.”

Raymond didn’t waste a beat moving the thong down his legs. His dick stood taller and more erect than it had moments before. Kate went to it and crouched between Raymond’s thighs. She wanted to see how it tasted, so she parted her lips and put his cock into her mouth. It was salty. She didn’t love it, but Raymond sounded like he was about to explode. She needed to try his dick before he did, so she stopped sucking it. “You liked that?”

He nodded and reached down to touch his dick, but Kate slapped away his hand. “Do you have a condom? I want to ride it,” she said.

“Yeah, it’s in the drawer,” he said. Raymond stood, and the layered skirt fell over his cock like a tent on a pole. Kate undressed down to her bra and panties and waited for Raymond on the bed. She traced circles on the blanket as Raymond dug through his drawers. “Here’s one,” he said. He checked the expiration date and said it was still good.

“Put it on, and let me take that dick for a ride,” she said. Kate patted the bed and tossed her hair to one side as she watched Raymond roll the condom over his dick. It looked thick and delicious.

Raymond lay on the bed with his skirt up around his waist and the corset on his chest. Kate pulled off her panties, and her pussy glistened as she touched herself in anticipation. “You ready?” asked Raymond.

“Yes,” Kate said and got to her knees. She crawled across the bed and kneeled by Raymond’s side. She stared at his dick, standing tall and firm. “Your cock looks nice,” she said. Kate put her hand around it and stroked. “I’m a little nervous to take it.”

“I’ll make it feel good,” he said. “You needn’t worry.”

“Play with my pussy,” Kate said and moved closer so Raymond could reach her womanhood. He placed his hand flat against her opening. Kate gasped as Raymond slowly rubbed her pussy with the perfect amount of pressure, making her wet and desperate for his dick. She bit her bottom lip and moaned as Raymond slipped a finger into her hole. “Fuck,” she said, dropping her head. Her brown hair fell in her face as her nipples hardened. She took off her bra so her breasts could breathe. Raymond moaned and used his other hand to play with her rock-solid nipple. “You’re going to make me cum.”

“Sit on my dick. You’re ready,” he said. Kate nodded and straddled Raymond’s legs. She moved her body until her pussy was hovering above his dick. She felt weak in the knees as she lowered her hips to Raymond’s cock. “Slow and gentle, baby.” Raymond rubbed her legs as he whispered sweet nothings to her.

Kate went to a different world as a dick slid into her for the first time. It was nothing like fingers. It felt solid, thick, and perfect for her hole. Raymond was staring at her when Kate opened her eyes. They laughed as she rocked her hips on his dick. “Fuck, this feels good,” she said.

“So good,” he said. Raymond didn’t know how long he’d be able to last with Kate’s tight hole around his cock.

Kate lifted her hips and lowered them on Raymond’s dick as she squeezed his chest through the corset. He played with her nipples as she enjoyed his member inside her. After a few minutes, Raymond moved his hand from Kate’s breasts to her pussy. He used her juices to soak his hands before placing them on her clit. Kate hollered out, and Raymond told her to lean into the pleasure. He was going to bust and wanted her to cum with him.

“Shit, it feels so good,” Kate said as she rocked her hips while Raymond played with her clit. She threw her head back and grabbed her breasts when the pleasure took over her body. Kate screamed out as the orgasm took over her every sense. Raymond held her sides and rocked his hips until he was shooting loads into the condom deep within Kate.

Kate wrapped her hands around Raymond’s as their bodies relaxed after the last patters of their orgasms. Kate lifted her hips off Raymond’s dick and collapsed by his side. He rolled the condom off his dick, tied it in a knot, and tossed it on the floor. Raymond rolled over and wrapped his arms around Kate, still wearing the skirt and corset. “I love you, Kate.”

“I love too, Raymond,” she said. Kate was naked but didn’t feel uncomfortable in Raymond’s arms. She felt loved. They lay there and drifted off to sleep. They got up later, cleaned up, drank water, and got back in bed, holding each other through the night.

♦

The next morning was Labor Day. It was the Monday before classes started, and Kate had plans to spend the day with Raymond. They woke up naked, inches from each other. They touched and had oral sex before getting out of bed. Kate would never tire of having Raymond lick her pussy, and the taste of his salty dick was growing on her.

“I hate that you won’t be here as much,” Raymond said as he lathered Kate’s body with soap in the shower. Hot water ran over their bodies. They planned to walk around Belle Isle, get lunch in Detroit, and spend the night at Raymond’s. Kate had her books and everything she needed for the following morning. “When will I see you?”

“You’ll see me as much as ever,” Kate said and threw her arms around the back of Raymond’s neck. Her breasts pressed against his chest.

“Promise?” asked Raymond. He placed the soap on the shelf before wrapping his arms around Kate’s lower back. “I need to see you at least once or twice a week.”

“You’ll see me more than that.” Kate giggled. Her head fell to Raymond’s shoulder. They held each other for a moment before hurrying with their shower to stop wasting water. They dried off, got dressed, and had a quick breakfast before heading out to enjoy Kate’s last day of freedom before her senior year of college began.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Summer Nights. Please leave a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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