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To my readers, always


Trivial Numbers

(14,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Willa Brooks stood in her one-bedroom apartment, wondering what color she would paint the walls as she stared at them. It was her first apartment without roommates, and she couldn’t wait to put her stamp on the place. Willa was an outgoing girl, and she wanted her apartment to reflect that.

She was thinking of painting the walls pink or yellow or light blue. She was also considering gray since it would look great with her paintings and framed prints. Sighing, Willa grabbed her keys to head to the paint store, even though she still wasn’t sure what color she would choose. She hoped she would find inspiration along the way.

Willa was twenty-one years old. She had graduated with a two-year degree in dental hygiene. She loved her work but couldn’t find more than a part-time position anywhere. Her coworkers offered helpful advice and told her the day would come when she got forty hours a week. She thought of looking for another part-time job, but her parents didn’t mind helping her with expenses.

Standing behind the counter at Shelburn Paint and Windows, Dallas Gilbert typed numbers into a computer. He was the store manager and had been working there since he retired from the Marines and moved back to Shelburn, Missouri. It was a large town in the middle of the state. They had a university, bars, and restaurants.

Dallas Gilbert was forty-three but had the body of a boxer in his prime. He hit the gym six days a week and watched what he ate. He didn’t have flat abs, but his stomach was far from soft.

The bell chimed, and a gorgeous woman walked through the door. She had strawberry blonde hair and blue eyes. Dallas had no idea she was trans. Nobody did unless she told them.

Willa noticed the man staring at her from behind the counter. She loved how thick his arms were. How they bulged out from under his polo work shirt. He had buzzed hair but didn’t look like he was balding anywhere. His brown eyes lingered on Willa as she broke eyes contact and went over to the wall of paint chips.

The color choices were overwhelming. She didn’t know how she would ever decide. There were three shades of pink she loved, four of yellow, and one light blue she wasn’t sure she’d be able to live without. There were also greens, grays, and reds calling her name. Then she thought black walls could be fun. She had seen black walls in a magazine weeks ago, and the design idea had lingered.

Willa was holding at least fifteen different paint chips when Dallas appeared behind her. “Would you like any of those colors in a sample size? You should also test a color before you commit to it,” he said. His voice was deep and husky.

Looking over her shoulder, Willa asked Dallas, “what color do you like?”

“It doesn’t matter what I like. You’re the one shopping for paint,” Dallas said, taking in this young woman. He took a couple steps back since she still had her back to him. Since her ass was only inches from his dick. “Well, if you want a sample, let me know.”

Willa watched the sexy man walk away, wondering how old he was. She’d read his name tag. ‘Dallas’. Was it wrong she was thinking about stripping Dallas naked and riding his dick?

Willa wasn’t a ho, but she liked to have fun. She normally used the apps so a guy could know she was trans before they went that far, but meeting men that way was getting boring. All the guys she met were weird or too immature for her. Maybe Dallas would be neither. Willa laughed at herself. Whenever she saw a sexy guy, she could get so carried away with fantasies of herself loving the man.

After picking out six options, Willa went to the counter to present her choices to Dallas. They were staring at each other like they wanted to rip off their clothes and fuck. Willa got this a lot, and a lot of men lost that look when they found out she was trans.

Willa couldn’t see past Dallas’ waistline because of the counter, but she imagined a thick bulge in his pants. One that would make her mouth water because she could feel saliva pooling in her mouth. She could feel her dick twitching under her jeans.

As outgoing as Willa was, she wasn’t the type to wear short skirts and a bunch of makeup. She used some to smooth out her skin, but no mascara. No eyeliner. Nothing but a foundation to cover any blemishes. What was wrong with that when it made her feel so sexy?

“You want samples of these?” Dallas asked as he spread the paint chips across the counter. She had a pink, green, black, gray, yellow, and light blue. Willa nodded in response to his question. “I’ll give you a buy two, get one free deal.”

“So, two of them are free?” Willa asked, wondering if this was Dallas’ attempt to hit on her. She twisted her hair with her finger.

Dallas didn’t know if this woman was hitting on him, but she looked so sexy as she stared into his eyes. Her lips plump and smooth. Her face soft and feminine. Dallas flexed his arm as he bent it to move the mouse, finding whatever discounts he could to give this woman. He wished he knew her name because he assumed she’d read his name tag. “So, what will you paint?”

“I just got my first solo apartment. No roommates,” she said, doing a little dance on her side of the counter.

Dallas watched Willa’s hair bounce on her shoulders. Her breasts move under her shirt. He focused his eyes on the paint chips on the counter, watching her from his peripherals. “That’s exciting. I remember when I had my first solo apartment,” Dallas said, feeling much older than Willa.

This didn’t phase Willa. She had always wondered what it’d be like to date an older man. She imagined an older man would treat her with more respect than the guys she’d dated.

“Let me grab these samples for you,” Dallas said and went back to the stockroom where he could still see Willa from certain angles, her eyes on him each time he looked up to check if she was still there.

Willa watched Dallas gather the paints she needed, but she didn’t want this to end at the store. She wanted to know Dallas better, so Willa reached in her over-the-shoulder bag to pull out an old receipt from when she bought a sandwich at the gas station. Folding the paper to hide the print, Willa wrote her name and number. She slid the piece of paper into her back pocket.

Dallas met Willa’s eyes when she looked up. His muscles flexed when he carried out the paint samples. Willa stepped over to the counter, almost positive their attraction was mutual. “These are the samples you requested. Anything else? Do you need shades or blinds for your windows?”

“Oh, not yet. I can’t even decide what color to paint the walls, as you can see,” Willa said and gestured to the six different samples on the counter.

“You’d be surprised how many samples some people can go through before they choose a color,” he said. A beat of silence passed. Dallas cleared his throat and told Willa the price of the paints, wishing he knew her name. Wishing he knew anything about her. She was gorgeous and flirtatious, making him feel like he was as young as she looked.

Willa handed Dallas a debit card, her fingers sliding against his. Her eyes meeting his as he took the card and read her name for the first time, ‘Willa Brooks’. Dallas said the name to himself. Willa smiled at him when he lifted his eyes, worried he’d looked like he was reading her numbers and not her name.

But Willa knew what he was reading. She hated how her license still said she was ‘male’, but she had at least been able to change her name, so most of her documents didn’t say more than her name. Most people who carded her when she ordered alcohol weren’t phased, but the hate-crime horror stories still scared her. She was working on getting the gender changed on her license before her surgery, but it was a process. At least her parents were helpful and supportive.

“Thank you,” Willa said in her most seductive voice when Dallas returned her debit card. He put all the samples in the bag and threw in a free brush, telling her it was on the house. Willa smiled and pulled the folded paper from her back pocket and placed it in front of Dallas. “Hit me up.”

Willa lifted the bag, sliding it down her arm to the inside of her elbow. Dallas picked up the paper, unable to believe he had Willa’s number. He opened his mouth to say something, but she stepped away and another customer had already approached the register. Willa waved, slipping out the door.

“Excuse me, I’m in a bit of a hurry,” said the grumpy man standing in front Dallas.

Dallas shook his head and picked up the items grumpy man wanted to buy. Grumpy man left, and Dallas went back to thinking of Willa and how much he wanted her, even though he knew there was a massive age difference between them.


Chapter Two

Dallas was sitting on his couch in the living room of his two-bedroom home not too far from Shelburn Paint and Windows. He had his window open, letting the gentle spring breeze float in through the screen. Dallas had the paper Willa left him in his hands. He ran his fingers along the fold of the receipt.

After taking a deep breath, Dallas typed Willa’s number into his phone and called her. His heart was racing by the second ring. Pounding by the third. Willa didn’t answer. The call went to voice mail, and Dallas left a quick message with his name and number.

Dallas turned on the television to a game show to relax himself, but it wasn’t working. He typed and deleted Willa’s number twice. He didn’t want to call her so soon again and scare her away. A text message came through while he was scrolling through the news feed on his phone. It was from Willa.

Willa: Hey Dallas. Can’t answer the phone, but I’m glad you called.

Dallas didn’t know what to say, so he stared at the screen and thought of what he could type.

On the other side of town, Willa was looking at the different paint colors she’d chosen. They were all gorgeous, and Willa didn’t know how she’d chose. There was no way she could talk on the phone when there were important decisions to make. Not that Willa liked talking on the phone much, anyway. Maybe Dallas could help her choose. She typed a second message.

Willa: Are you working today? Maybe we could meet for a coffee or something?

She would take pictures of her wall and ask Dallas what he thought if he agreed to coffee. Willa’s cute apartment was not too far from the historic town center. It had hardwood floors and some old-school features.

Dallas coughed when he read the message. Most women Dallas met played games, acting like they didn’t want him to ask them out but getting upset when he took too long to do it. Willa intimidated him, but he liked the intimidation.

Dallas: I have the day off. I can meet you whenever you want.

Without thinking twice, Dallas sent the message. He wasn’t lonely, but he hadn’t had a woman in his life in a long time. He knew Willa was younger, and he wouldn’t have done anything about her walking into his life if she hadn’t given him her number. He shook his head at their obvious age difference, hopeful it wouldn’t make their encounter awkward.

Willa: Meet me in an hour. At Orbit Coffee.

Dallas: I’ll be there.

Willa: K. See you then

Dallas’ vision faded as he tried to recall Willa’s face from the store. He could summon an image of her strawberry blonde hair. How her gaze made him feel. He was doubting himself because of their age difference, but that didn’t stop him from going to his bedroom and putting on his favorite pair of jeans. They hugged his package the best, making him look extra big below the waistline. He paired the jeans with a plain polo shirt and tennis shoes, hoping Willa wouldn’t think he looked like a dweeb when he met her at Orbit Coffee.

Willa ran to her closet. She put on a long cotton skirt her parents had brought back from a trip to Mexico. They loved to take at least one romantic vacation each year. Willa wanted to find the man who she could take getaways with like her parents did. Willa paired the skirt with flats, a white short-sleeve shirt with a crocheted collar, and black flats. She grabbed her over-the-shoulder bag and headed out the door after she was ready, only running a few minutes late.

Dallas was sitting inside the cafe waiting for Willa. He breathed into his hand and smelled it. His breath still had a hint of the mint from the gum he’d been chewing.

Willa walked through the door, catching Dallas’ eye. She waved at him before crossing the cafe to give him a hug. They smelled one another, taking in the perfume and cologne they were wearing.

Stepping back, Willa looked into Dallas’ eyes and smiled. He stared at her, wondering if it was all a dream. Why and how had a woman this beautiful left him his number?

“I haven’t ordered yet,” Dallas said. “What did you want?”

They walked together to the counter. Willa taking in Dallas’ defined muscles. Dallas taking in Willa’s slim figure. He was picturing himself holding her waist, doing things one shouldn’t on a first date, but how could he not? Her big blue eyes. The light freckles on her face.

Willa ordered a cafe au lait, and Dallas got an iced coffee. They ordered a piece of carrot cake to share. Dallas paid for everything, even though Willa had tried to pay first. They sat at the small circular table near the window with lush green trees dancing in the wind on the other side of the glass.

Dallas had to keep reminding himself that Willa had been the one to leave him her number. “So, how did the paints turn out?” he asked.

“I can’t decide,” Willa said and reached into her bag sitting on the table. She pulled out her cell phone and turned the screen to Dallas. “What do you think?” she asked.

Dallas looked at the photo of her apartment wall. He told her he liked the black, light blue, and green. “What colors are you thinking?”

Willa sighed. She had no idea what she’d choose. “I don’t know. If I think about it too much, it’ll hurt my head.”

The barista called out Dallas’ name. He stood and got the coffees from the counter. Willa blew on her steaming coffee. Dallas sipped his. They picked up their forks to take a bite of the carrot cake. “Mm,” Willa said, tilting her head and smiling at Dallas.

“It’s delicious,” Dallas agreed. He didn’t eat sweets often, but Willa had wanted the cake, and who was he to say ‘no’? “So, why did you leave me your number?”

Willa shrugged as she took another bite of the carrot cake. She knew Dallas was older than her, but she didn’t want to make a big deal about it. “I thought you were cute, and we were checking each other out.”

Dallas smirked. They had been making intense eye contact the entire time she was in the store. “Right,” he said. Few women left him their number. Most of the time when it happened he could see the shadow of a removed wedding ring on the woman’s left hand. He wasn’t about to become the other man in some woman’s twisted affair if he could help it. “I’m glad you left your number.”

“I’m happy you called,” she said. “What other plans do you have for the day?”

Dallas shrugged. He’d planned on working around the house, but why not enjoy as much time with Willa as he could? She was easy to talk to and easy on the eyes. Dallas was coming to terms with their age difference the longer they sat there.

“We should do something,” she said, tapping her finger on her chin. She had to work at the dentist the next few days and wanted to enjoy what time she could with Dallas.

“Okay, he agreed. What do you want to do?” he asked, grinning at the idea of spending the day with Willa.

“Not sure yet. Why don’t you tell me about yourself while I think of an activity for us,” she said.

Dallas told Willa about his first apartment. It was in Shelburn, the town where they lived. He had lived there before joining the Marines and traveling the San Diego for basic training and completing his assignments from Arizona and Japan. After his six years in the military, Dallas traveled around the United States for a year before coming back to Shelburn to start the life he was living now.

“That’s a big circle,” Willa said, picturing Dallas on that journey. She wanted to tell him of her own journey, but was afraid of how he’d react when he found out she was trans. She knew she would tell him today, but it wasn’t the right moment. Instead of telling him about that journey, she told Dallas how she had gone to school to become a dental hygienist.

“Wow, that’s incredible. Do you enjoy that job?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Willa said. “I just wish I could find full-time hours somewhere, but it’s hard.”

“I get it. That’s why I’m not a fitness coach or something. I love my schedule and position at the paint store,” he said.

“So, what are you? The manager?”

“Yeah, I’m the store manager now,” he said and chuckled.

“The big boss, huh?” Willa asked and smiled. She had the perfect idea for what they could do next. “When was the last time you flew a kite?”

Dallas had no idea. “I don’t know, why?”

“Let’s buy a kite at the dollar store and go to the park!” Willa said with such a brightness, there was no way Dallas could tell her ‘no’.

“Okay, let’s do it!” he said and cackled when he realized how the words sounded. They laughed, finished the carrot cake, and headed out the door. Willa drove.

♦

Willa pressed on her key fob to lock her car as they walked to the doors of the dollar store. She turned to him, smiling as the sun cast its rays against her glorious face. Dallas could see his reflection in her sunglasses, shaken by how much older he looked in real life than in his mind. He had lived a lot, but sometimes he never felt a day over twenty-one, which was how old Willa was now.

Willa pulled the sunglasses off when they stepped inside the dollar store, a tinge of florescent lighting darkening the room compared to the sunny day. Dallas followed Willa as she led them through the store.

She wondered what people thought of them together. She knew some people would think Dallas was her father, but it didn’t matter. Her father looked much older than Dallas, and he didn’t take care of himself nearly as well as Dallas did.

“Here they are,” Willa said as she walked toward the kites. They weren’t the best, but they’d do the trick. They grabbed two kites. Willa paid and drove them to the park.

Dallas stared out the window. There was a small pond in the middle of the park. Nobody was there from what Dallas could see, which brought a sense of relief. He wasn’t sure how long he could continue with their relationship when he felt so uncomfortable and unsure of himself around Willa. She could have any man she wanted, and he didn’t know why she wanted him.

Willa smiled at Dallas. They were sitting in the parking lot, but he hadn’t moved. “Is everything okay?”

“What do you see in me? People probably think I’m your dad or something,” he said.

“Ha,” Willa said. “My father looks nothing like you.” Willa pulled up a picture of her parents on her phone and showed Dallas. “His name is Mike. My mother’s name is Regina.”

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know if I have a picture of my parents on my phone, but my father passed away last year. My mother lives in Florida now because she’s ‘reclaiming her life’. Her words,” Dallas said and chuckled. He’d used air quotes and a voice meant to mimic his mother’s.

“I’m so sorry about your father,” Willa said and placed a hand on Dallas’ thigh. They were still sitting in the car. Willa at least wanted to get out to enjoy the fresh air.

Dallas cast his eyes out the window and opened his door. “It’s okay. Let’s fly those kites,” he said and stepped out the car. He reached into the backseat and grabbed the bag from the dollar store. Willa walked to his side of the car and took his hand. They walked to the grass together, Willa locking her car with the key fob as they did.

Willa knew now was the perfect time to tell Dallas, but he spoke before she could. “What do you see in me, Willa?” Dallas couldn’t stop himself from asking the question. He felt so insecure next to Willa. Holding her hand.

Instead of dropping Dallas’ hand, Willa squeezed it and pulled it to her lips. She pressed her lips softly against the fist closed around her hand. “When I walked into the paint store, I was only looking for samples, but I found something else. There was something in the way you looked at me.”

“I should have been more professional,” he said.

“I’m glad you weren’t,” said Willa. She kissed Dallas’ hand again. “Guys my age are normally immature and hard to date.”

“I think the same thing about women I meet,” he said. Dallas had a few women who called him when they wanted something, but he didn’t have love in his life. As much as Dallas wanted to look past the fear and let himself fall for Willa, he was drowning in the darkness of the unknown. “You could probably find a decent guy your age. They can’t all be bad,” Dallas said because he wasn’t convinced.

Willa shrugged. “Maybe I could, but I don’t want to,” she said and snatched the bag from Dallas’ hand. Willa ran away from him, loving how her breasts bounced as she did. How her long, strawberry blonde hair blew in the wind. She spun in circles, letting Dallas catch up with her.

Dallas threw his arms around Willa, bringing her to a stop. She stumbled in the circle of his arms, falling against his chest. They were about the same height and stared at each other. Willa wasn’t wearing her sunglasses, and her blue eyes radiated beauty.

They opened the kites and put them together. Dallas hadn’t flown a kite in years. Willa had a couple years ago with friends but hadn’t thought much about it since, but it sounded fun today. “Do you think we can remember how to use these?” Willa asked in a bubbly voice, her smile seductive and cheerful.

“We’ll have to try,” Dallas said as he read the instructions on the back of the package. He stuffed all the trash into his back pocket as they stood to give the kites a try. They ran a little to give the kites a chance to catch the breeze and lift into the air.

“We’re doing it,” Willa said. Her words followed by the infectious laughter Dallas could never hear enough. He watched as Willa ran in front of him. Her top looking amazing in the white shirt with a crocheted collar. She had taken off her flats and was running barefoot.

Dallas’ kite was in the air. Their plastic sails dancing like two tango dancers on the streets of Buenos Aires. They ran around for seventeen minutes with their kites until they got bored and let them fall from the sky back where Willa had left her flats.

Willa plopped down on the ground and put on her flats. She exhaled as she caught her breath. Dallas sat next to her and pulled his knees to his chest, hugging his legs. The weather was perfect that day, and it appeared they had the park to themselves.

“Dallas,” Willa said, her tone darkening. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

“What?” he asked.

Willa took a deep breath, lifting the hem of her long skirt to scratch her ankle. “Promise you won’t be mean?”

“Yeah, of course,” Dallas said and reached out his hand, but Willa moved her shoulder so he couldn’t touch it. He returned his hand his leg, hugging himself tighter as he waited for Willa to speak.

“Dallas, I’m trans,” she said.

“What?” asked Dallas. He had heard the words but couldn’t believe him. Willa was not what he thought of when he thought of ‘trans’ people. She looked like any other woman had a pretty smile. She wore little makeup. Willa looked like a woman many men, including Dallas, would fantasize about.

“I’m trans,” she said again, feeling defeated. She cast her eyes away from Dallas. Willa didn’t want to look at him anymore. “Let’s just go.” Willa grabbed her keys from the grass and stood.

Dallas didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t been expecting Willa to say those words. He knew he should speak but felt paralyzed. What could he say when he wasn’t sure of anything anymore? Instead of speaking, Dallas followed Willa to the car with the discarded kites, their trash, and a confused heart.

Willa drove back to the cafe where they’d met. Dallas pointed at his car, consumed with his inability to form an opinion, comfort Willa, or say anything. He knew the silence was worse than expressing how he felt confused because he wanted Willa but didn’t know how to ask the questions that were burning at the forefront of his mind.

Sitting in the silent car, Willa felt stupid and rejected. “You can leave now, Dallas. Sorry for wasting your time,” she said and stared at the steering wheel. She couldn’t look at him. She wouldn’t. “Please, get out,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” Dallas said, speaking for the first time.

“It’s not your fault. Guys either reject me like you did or get this really creepy fetish vibe. There have been a couple who understood and didn’t care, but we didn’t click on a personal level. Guess I’ll just never find love,” Willa said and banged her hand on the steering wheel. She hated reacting with anger, but it was annoying. She wished she could snap her fingers and change everything, but life didn’t work that way.

“I just don’t know what to say. I mean, do you—” Dallas began but shook his head. He was so attracted to Willa and wanted to look past her being trans, but he wasn’t sure he could be with a woman if she had a… penis.

“Yes, I do. I still have a penis. I only had the top surgery,” Willa said and gestured toward her breasts, “I don’t know when or if I will have the bottom surgery, but my parents support me either way. I just wish I could find a man who did.” Willa sighed. She locked and unlocked her doors as a signal. “I have to leave. Please go. Thanks for the discount on the paint samples,” she said, realizing she would have to find somewhere else to buy paint now that this date had soured.

“I—”

“Just leave, Dallas. Haven’t you done enough?” she asked and closed her eyes tightly. She squeezed her fists.

Dallas watched Willa. He knew she just wanted him to disappear, so he opened his door and stepped out the car. He didn’t look back when he crossed the street, got in his car, and sped off into the distance. He had enjoyed his date but didn’t know if they had a future.

Willa held back any tears from sliding down her face. She refused to cry, even though she and Dallas had an incredible date at the park. She would miss his muscular arms and handsome smile. How he looked at her as though she were made of solid gold. Willa sighed when she felt calmer, started her car, and drove to the grocery store to buy ingredients to make a sweet snack.


Chapter Three

Willa pulled up to her apartment building after a long day at the dentist. One of the senior dental hygienists was in Hawaii on vacation, so Willa got the extra hours. She couldn’t wait for her next paycheck. She was going to treat herself to a night of delivery and an online movie rental.

Almost a week had passed since Willa’s date with Dallas, and she was missing him but less than had the first couple days. She had ached and groaned the first day, which felt dramatic in retrospect, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that there had been a natural connection between them. Something spiritual that Willa didn’t want to ignore, but she couldn’t make a man like her if he didn’t, no matter how much she thought they belonged together.

Willa went to the kitchen to wash her hands and face. She patted them dry with a clean towel from the hall closet before stepping into her bedroom to remove her work clothes. Willa looked down to her green cotton panties, studying the outline of her penis. It looked so desirable, and it had been over a week since she jacked off.

Falling onto her bed, Willa unlocked her cell phone as she scooted up toward the head of the bed. She touched her hardening dick as she looked up her favorite trans porn. She loved watching hung ladies fuck guys or watching sweet little twink girls get fucked by hunky men.

Willa had wanted Dallas to fuck her so bad when they were at the park. She wouldn’t have done anything there, of course, but she had been stripping Dallas naked in her mind the entire time they were relaxing under the spring sun. How amazing would it have felt to have his manly hands holding her legs in the air as he fucked her?

Willa was watching a video of a hunky, older guy fuck his sweet trans twink. The guy had a huge cock, thick muscles, and a hairy chest. Willa moaned as she had her hand in her green panties, stroking her cock. The hunk in the video picked up his twink and threw her on the bed, bending over to take her nipple in his mouth before kissing along her body until he sucked her tiny dick. At least it looked tiny next to the monster of a dick the older guy had.

Stroking her cock, Willa imagined she was the twink girl and Dallas was the older man. She reached past her cock and fingered her hole.

Willa skipped ahead in the video. She was getting close and couldn’t hold her load. She had been waking up hard and desperate for sex, but had ignored her urges till now. Willa watched as the hunk shot a load all over the woman’s breast while she stroked her cock.

The woman in the video moaned, and Willa joined her. They came together. Willa rubbed her cum across her stomach, wishing it was Dallas’ thick load instead. There was a pool on her abs because she hadn’t cum in so long, so she wiped it up with her green panties before sliding off the bed and walking to the shower.

After washing and changing into a pair of jeans and a loose t-shirt, Willa grabbed a romance novel from her bookshelf and sat on the sofa in the living room. The novel was about an Argentinian billionaire who was chasing after a European princess. Willa loved getting lost in a romance novel, imagining her life was like the women from her favorite stories.

Willa ignored her hardening dick as she read a sex scene, picturing a woman who had a dick like hers while getting fucked by a man like the Argentinian billionaire, Andres. She wanted to think about Andres, but Dallas was the only man on her mind.

The squares of sample paint were still on the walls, as Willa hadn’t decided which color she wanted. Her prints and paintings lined up against the wall. Willa stared at her unfinished work as she sat on the sofa with her novel turned over on her leg. She hadn’t put any nails in the walls yet, but she had moved her furniture from the old place, and her father had taken her to thrift stores with his trunk to pick up whatever else she needed. Now she had a bed, a sofa, dishes, pots, pans, and everything else they could think of needing when they went shopping earlier in the week.

That day had been a fantastic distraction from Dallas. No matter how many pages she read, something always pulled her back to Dallas. How they’d been making eyes in the paint store. How they had an amazing date going to the dollar store and the park. Willa considered how Dallas was the only man she thought about when she’d watched porn.

Dallas was the only thing on Willa’s mind, and it was driving her crazy that he hadn’t called. Willa turned on the TV when she could no longer focus on the words she was reading. Willa got off the sofa and made a ham sandwich with pepperjack cheese. She toasted the sandwich in her toaster oven before returning to the sofa to enjoy it.

No matter how amazing the food tasted, Willa thought she wouldn’t feel complete without Dallas in her life. She knew the moment would pass, but the feeling was hard to ignore.


Chapter Four

Dallas was sitting on his sofa, beating himself up for leaving Willa that day without saying anything like an asshole. For not reacting how he should have. Ever since their date, Dallas had been playing the words he hadn’t said over in his head:

I want to listen.

I want to understand.

I want to give love a chance.

Dallas could think about the words he should have said all he wanted, but it didn’t change the past. It didn’t change the time Dallas had let pass since his horrid silence. Dallas had Willa’s number, but he was afraid to use it because it felt like an impassable void had forged itself between them.

No matter how much Dallas tried though, he couldn’t get Willa out of his mind. There was something between them. They had seen each other, and it was as though destiny had brought them together. Dallas no longer cared she had a penis. It was the shock that had choked him. The curiosity. He was trying to be a gentleman in the moment and not ask a stupid question, but his silence had been so much worse.

The moment punished him, repeating itself over and over in his mind. Dallas put on a pair of running shorts and went out for another run. He’d lost five pounds since the date from all the overexercising he’d been doing. He would have to stop before he ended up with the skinny arms of a marathon runner.

Dallas felt the sun beating down on his buzzed head. Sweat rolling down his skin under his clothes, making pools of darkness on the fabric. Dallas had eyes for no other women. He only wanted Willa and felt like an idiot for not calling sooner.

Even though over a week had passed, Dallas decided he would call Willa first thing when he got home. He sprinted to his house, even though it was four miles away when he turned around to call her.

The confidence Dallas had halfway through his run left Dallas when he walked through his front door. The old memories and fears clouded his mind when he saw his sofa. When he saw the chairs at the kitchen table. The places he had spent the past week pouting.

Dallas dropped his cell phone on the kitchen table. He wanted to call Willa but feared she had already moved on, so he went to the bathroom to take a shower. Dallas went back and forth as the water ran over his body: to call or not to call?

When Dallas stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist, he still wasn’t sure what he’d do.

♦

Willa came home from a game of soccer at the park with some friends she met at community college. They got together once or twice a month to play some type of game, anything from a board game to soccer or volleyball or whatever sounded fun. They got to decide on rotation.

As much as Willa still wanted Dallas to hold her down and plow her tight, little hole, she had to let him go from her life. It was obvious he wasn’t going to call, and she wasn’t about to call him to humiliate herself. She wanted love in her life, but she was far from desperate. Willa knew the right man would come along one day.

Willa went to her kitchen after freshening up to make a pot of green tea. She had fewer hours in the coming week since her coworker was coming back from Hawaii soon. Willa loved the week she had a full schedule. It made her feel more productive and upbeat about the paycheck coming her way. She couldn’t wait to treat herself to delivery and an online movie rental.

After grabbing another romance novel from her bookshelf, she sat at the kitchen table and read about gay princes from a time before now. No matter if she owned a book or got it from the library, she always kept it on her shelf. She loved how real everything seemed in the historic novel, even though she knew the plot was highly unlikely. Would a gay prince really have been able to become king with another man by his side in the Middle Ages of Europe?

Willa sipped green tea and flipped from page to page, fully engaged in the novel. She was near the end and wanted to finish it so she could start another. She knew the day would come when she found a love as grand as the ones she read about, but it seemed like the search was taking forever. Willa understood age differences were difficult, but what she had with Dallas had felt cosmic.

Turning to the last page, a tear slid down Willa’s face. It wasn’t for the character but for herself.

Why hadn’t Dallas called?

Willa downed her tea in one gulp as a jolt of frustration charged through her body. She wished the tea were something stronger, but Willa didn’t want to cope with alcohol or anything else. She could stress eat sometimes, but Willa was strong enough to avoid it today.

Just when Willa was giving up hope, her phone rang, and Dallas’ name flashed across her screen in big letters. She didn’t answer. Her phone beeped when the call ended. It beeped several seconds later to notify Willa that Dallas had left a voice message.

Willa listened to the message, mesmerized by Dallas’ scruffy voice.

“Hey Willa, it’s Dallas. I just wanted to apologize for not speaking when you told me you were trans. It was a shock more than anything. I hope you can understand and give me another chance. So sorry, Willa. I didn’t intend to hurt you,” he said, pausing. Willa clutched her chest as Dallas cleared his throat on the message. “Anyway, message me or call me if I can take you out again. I’d really like that. It’s me, Dallas. In case—. Shit,” Dallas said, and the line went dead.

Willa smiled to herself as she replayed the message, picturing Dallas in his home where she’d never been. What did it look like? What color were the walls? Willa still hadn’t decided what color she wanted to paint hers. It was such a dilemma Willa didn’t even think about it if she could avoid the thought. She knew Dallas would have a helpful opinion.

Instead of calling Dallas back, Willa opened their string of text messages. There hadn’t been a new one since before their date. It stung to think about how their date had ended.

Willa: Hey Dallas, thank you for calling. I have the day off if you want to get dinner.

Willa read the message several times before sending it, going back and forth with herself, but she wanted Dallas. She didn’t care if he was forty-three. It didn’t matter she was twenty-one. They had a connection she couldn’t deny, and she had to explore the possibility of a future with Dallas, so she sent the message and exhaled.

Standing, Willa went to boil another pot of water as she waited for Dallas to reply. She was steeping her bag in hot water when the message finally came through. Waiting had produced the worst kind of agony.

Dallas: I’d love to have dinner. Meet me at Eddy’s?

Eddy’s was a restaurant around the corner from where Willa lived. People loved going to Eddy’s, but their prices were higher than she liked to pay. She preferred cafes, delis, and places with walk-up service because they were normally cheaper, but Willa wanted to see Dallas.

Willa: 6?

Dallas: Yeah, that works. See you then.

Willa had a pair of jeans that hugged her hips and didn’t show any signs of a bulge when she tucked. She would wear those with a three-quarters-sleeve t-shirt and sneakers. Willa would pull her strawberry blonde hair back into a messy bun and wear the lightest layer of foundation. She wasn’t big into makeup, but she liked to smooth out her face.

If only it were six o’clock already, but Willa still had a few hours until she needed to get ready for the date, so she grabbed a new novel to start while she enjoyed her second cup of tea. But it didn’t serve as a distraction. No matter how hard she tried to get past the first page, all she could think about was bringing Dallas home after the date and taking his dick.

Instead of reading, she went to her bedroom and enjoyed thirty minutes of stroking her cock while watching hot trans porn until she couldn’t edge herself another second and shot a load to her plump breasts. She sighed as her body relaxed, but she could still feel the desire for Dallas under the mask of temporary relief.


Chapter Five

“You made it,” Dallas said and slid out of the booth to greet Willa. He loved how she didn’t dress over-the-top. She was down-to-earth, and Dallas wanted to know everything about her. He didn’t care if she had a dick or not. Whatever she thought was right, he would be there for her.

Willa stepped back from Dallas, still semi-hard from his muscular arms wrapping around her body when he hugged her. She had just spent the afternoon fantasizing about those arms holding her down while he slid his dick in and out of her hole. “Yes, I’m here,” Willa said as she looked into Dallas’ brown eyes.

They sat in the booth, and the server came over to introduce himself. He was dismissive and didn’t wait to hear if they wanted drinks, and Dallas really wanted an iced tea. The server had dropped off glasses with water, told them his name was ‘Ryan’, and walked away to one of his other tables.

Willa folded her lips and looked over the menu. Dallas smiled at Willa when she looked up from her menu. “Did you know what you want to drink?” Dallas asked. “I wanted an iced tea, but that kid ran off without asking.”

“Kid?” asked Willa. She was positive the server, Ryan, was close to her in age than Dallas. He wasn’t hard on the eyes either. He had dark hair, almost black, combed to the front. He had blue eyes and plump lips. A red face. Willa wondered if he got flaky skin in the winter. She had to moisturize like crazy to avoid it herself. “Isn’t he a little old for you to be calling him ‘kid’?”

Dallas forgot how much younger Willa was than him. Dallas took a deep breath. He had water. He didn’t need to make a fuss about nothing. “You’re right. I’m sorry,” Dallas said. He relaxed in his seat. He hadn’t even looked at the menu. It was robotic of him to order iced tea everywhere he went without question. “Tell me about your day.”

Willa had decided on a watermelon cosmopolitan to drink and the spaghetti with meatballs for her meal. She talked about how she had read, cleaned the apartment, washed her clothes, and got ready for the date. “I actually live around the corner,” she added at the end.

“Oh, wow. I didn’t realize when I suggested this place,” he said.

“People love eating here, but I never come because their prices are a little higher than I like to spend.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll pay for tonight,” he said.

Willa smiled, hiding her face in her shoulder. “Thank you,” she said as Ryan, the server, approached their table.

He released an exhausted sigh seconds before reaching them, faking a smile when he glanced their way. “Ready to order?” he asked.

Dallas gestured toward Willa. Willa looked up to Ryan and grinned as she picked up the drink menu. “I’d like the watermelon cosmo,” she said.

“Can I see your ID?” Ryan asked in a monotone voice.

Willa frowned. She glanced at her purse sitting by her side and opened it to take out her ID. “Here,” she said and passed Ryan her license.

He was reading it over when his eyes widened, “it says you’re a dude. Is this a fake?” he asked.

“No,” she said and snatched it from Ryan. “I’m trans, and I’d like the cosmo please.”

Ryan placed a fist against his mouth and spit through his lips as though he was laughing. “No way, you have to be kidding!”

“Would you get the woman her drink?”

“She’s no woman according to the ID,” Ryan said as Willa hid her face, elbows pressed firmly on the table. People were looking at their table, and Willa just wanted to disappear.

Dallas’ face was growing red. “Where’s your manager, punk?” he asked. “I bet he won’t be happy with your conduct.”

“Ha! I bet you’re wrong,” Ryan said. “My uncle is the owner, and he hates fa—”

Dallas stood up and pushed Ryan. “You better shut up before you say something you regret, little boy,” Dallas said in the deepest, scariest voice Willa had ever heard. He sounded like a wild animal.

Willa clasped her hands over her face and gasped. “Dallas, no! It’s not worth it!” Willa ran over to Dallas and pulled on his shoulders from behind. “You’ll kill him, and I don’t want to stay here any longer than necessary.”

“You’re right. You better watch out, Ryan. Don’t let me catch you somewhere you shouldn’t be,” Dallas said as the veins in his massive arms pumped from the pressure of his pulsing fists.

Ryan spit on him. The entire restaurant was watching. Cell phones were out and recording. Willa pulled hard on Dallas before he did something he would reject. Ryan screamed profanities as they walked toward the door. Willa didn’t care. It broke her heart that people acted like Ryan, but she just wanted to get out of there before it escalated beyond the point of no return.

After they walked a block away from Willa’s apartment, she stopped Dallas. He paced on the sidewalk, cursing into the wind. “You don’t deserve that. I can’t believe him,” Dallas said and punched the palm of his left hand with his right. “Just say the word, and I’ll go back there. I don’t care.”

“Dallas, please. Violence isn’t the answer,” she said. She threw herself against his hard body, begging him to take a deep breath. He listened, and they did a deep-breathing exercise. “There,” she said. “It’s okay.”

“No, it’s not okay. Nobody should treat you like that just because you’re trans,” he said.

“Not the first time. Won’t be the last,” she said and shrugged. She hated sounding so nonchalant about it, but hate and prejudice spread much farther than the transgender community. Most of Willa’s life was rather peaceful. She would have left Eddy’s either way before getting the drink, and she would never return, but she didn’t want to dwell on the past moment. “Thank you for standing up for me, but we have to let it go.”

“And never, ever return to that disgusting restaurant,” said Dallas.

“Never,” she said. “Would you want to do dinner at my house? We could pick up drinks at the grocery store and takeout somewhere on the way home,” Willa said and shrugged.

“Okay. Should I drive?” he asked.

“Please,” she said. “Do you want Mexican or Chinese?”

“Mexican. Order me a steak burrito with beans and rice. All the fixings,” Dallas said and grinned at Willa. He was feeling calm again. He put out his hand, and she took it.

Willa tilted her head to the side and rested it on Dallas’ shoulder for a moment. She kissed him on the cheek, and they walked to Dallas’ car in the restaurant’s parking lot. Nobody came outside. Nobody paid them any attention as they got in his car and drove to the grocery store.

They bought drinks, snacks, a slice of cake for dessert, and picked up the Mexican food Willa had called in on the way back to her apartment.


Chapter Six

Dallas’ internal rage about the asshole server, Ryan, still came in waves. As much as Dallas wanted to drive by the restaurant tomorrow and kick Ryan’s ass, he had to follow Willa’s lead on the issue. He would defend her if she wanted, but she just wanted him by her side. He could do that for her.

Willa’s apartment was cute. It wasn’t far from the historic downtown, had hardwood floors, and a lot of the cool antique features the older houses had: a clawfoot bathtub and wood trim. Willa still hadn’t painted her walls. Dallas noticed the squares of paint on the white walls. “Still haven’t decided on a color?”

Willa was grabbing plates from her cabinet for the Mexican food. She could still hear Ryan’s cruel words, but the sting was fading. She hated how close Eddy’s was to her house, but at least she’d never been a regular customer. The places she frequented were more than gracious when they had first asked for her ID. Willa placed two plates on her kitchen table along with cutlery.

“We could eat it from the box. You don’t have to do all that,” said Dallas. He was sitting at the kitchen table, feeling useless as he watched Willa set the kitchen table.

Willa wasn’t about to eat from a Styrofoam container. She narrowed her eyes at Dallas, and he folded his lips.

“Did you want water? I have flavored sparkling water. Tea. Ooh, the beers we bought from the store.” she said.

“I’ll have a beer after dinner. Tap water is fine,” said Dallas. He didn’t want Willa to go through more trouble than she already had. He took the Styrofoam containers out of the plastic bag and placed them on her kitchen table. Dallas felt guilty for generating so much trash, but it wasn’t his fault. “What did you order?”

“Oh, I got a taco salad with chicken,” Willa said as she opened her container. The shell was slightly broken, but she didn’t mind. It smelled incredible.

Dallas opened his container. The burrito was half wrapped in foil, so he could pick it up and enjoy it. He took a bite of the beans and rice first.

They both thought all the food tasted amazing. They ate half of their food before speaking again. Willa giggled when she noticed. “Wow, we must have been hungry,” she said.

“Yeah,” agreed Dallas. He patted his stomach and smiled at Willa. She looked gorgeous with her strawberry blonde hair pulled back into a messy bun. “Want a beer?”

“I thought you wanted to wait,” Willa said in a playfully sarcastic voice.

Dallas put his hand over his mouth, unable to stop himself from burping. “Oops. I’ll finish the food, but I need to pause,” he said. He loved burritos and Mexican food, but he rarely ate beans and was feeling rather gassy, not that a carbonated beer would help the situation. It just sounded yummy.

“Sure,” Willa said and half rose, but Dallas put out a hand to stop her.

“I’ll get them,” he said. Dallas got up from the table and opened Willa’s fridge, leaning in to grab the beers. He became overwhelmed with a desire to see Willa naked as the cold air hit his face. He felt his dick growing under his pants as he thought of her naked body, running his fingers along a beer bottle’s neck when he set them on the counter. “Do you have something to open these?”

Willa stood, pressing her breasts against Dallas’ back as she leaned against him to open a drawer by his crotch. She pulled out a foldable corkscrew and passed it to him. He popped open the beer bottles while Willa grabbed two glasses from the cabinet.

Dallas poured the frothy brews into the glasses as he stared deep into Willa’s eyes. She squeezed her thighs together, thinking back to how she’d touched herself while imagining Dallas sliding in and out of her hole. She could feel the stick of precum on her skin beneath her panties.

“Dallas,” Willa said in a breathy voice.

“Yes?” he asked, allowing his gaze to linger between her plump lips and perky breasts.

Willa reached to her ponytail and undid it, letting her hair fall to her shoulders. She shook her head as she looked at Dallas with sensual eyes.

Dallas pressed down on his throbbing erection. His hands were under the table, but it was obvious what he was touching. Willa shook her hair. Then she licked her lips. Could a man catch a break? He pinched himself and took a deep breath. “What were you going to say, Willa?” he asked in a shaky voice. He wanted to jump across the table, pin Willa to the floor, thrust his tongue into her mouth, and run his hands up and down her body.

Willa snaked her hands up to her hair, twisting a bunch around her fingers. “You’re all I could think about since we went to the park,” she said. “Do you know how bad I’ve wanted you?”

“Tell me,” he said, shaking on the inside as he looked at the curve of Willa’s chest. As he looked at her neck, wondering how long he could suck it without leaving a mark. Wondering how she would react if he blew on her ear.

“So bad,” Willa said as she let her hair drop again. She couldn’t stop herself from rubbing her hands along her body. She stared at Dallas. He stared at her. Desire pulling them together like two floating sticks in the same stream.

Neither thought of the food, beers, or anything else as they stood and kissed. Dallas touched Willa’s hair. She rubbed his hard muscles. Both of their dicks rock hard and ready to play.

“Tell me if you don’t want this,” Dallas said between kisses. He could eat her. He kissed her cheeks, her lips, moving his mouth to her neck. Her skin smooth; luxurious like pulled sugar.

Willa couldn’t refuse Dallas after she’d spent so long wanting this. Wanting to feel his strong hands caress her body. Grab her ass. She moaned and said, “I want all of it.”

Dallas growled and lifted Willa into his arms. There were only a couple doors. He opened the bathroom first, and they laughed at how the door had banged against the wall. “Easy there,” she said.

“My bad.”

Dallas opened the other door. Her room was simple and feminine. He threw Willa to her bed, pulling his shirt from his body.

Willa loved how veins ran through Dallas’ bulging muscles. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them, nervous and excited for Dallas to see her naked for the first time. She didn’t care if he was forty-three because Dallas was sexy and fit. He looked better than a lot of guys Willa’s age.

Dallas climbed on the bed, smelling like body wash and men’s deodorant. Willa bit her bottom lip as she looked into his brown eyes, staring down at her as though she were the cake they’d bought in the grocery store. “I want to see you naked,” Dallas said as he lifted the hem of Willa’s shirt, exposing her belly button.

Willa lifted her back, allowing Dallas to slide the shirt off her body. She was so hard and so nervous as he unbuttoned her jeans. Her dick came free since she hadn’t tucked it, and it was pressing against her cotton panties.

Dallas took Willa in, wearing nothing more than her bra and panties. Her strawberry blonde hair spread out beneath her. Her blue eyes sparkling like an ocean’s water under the bright sun. “You first,” Willa said, pressing her hand down against her dick through the fabric.

“Okay,” Dallas said and unbuttoned his jeans. He could feel his cock throbbing beneath his underwear. He lifted his knees off the bed and took off his pants. His dick pressed against the fabric, making a tent. Dallas took off his underwear and revealed his manhood. It was thick like his arms. Not too long, but he’d never had a complaint. “Your turn.”

Willa nodded. She lifted herself and reached behind her back to undo her bra. Willa took off her bra and threw it off the bed. She watched Dallas stoke his thick cock as he watched her.

“Fuck, you’re sexy. Take off these panties,” he said. Dallas broke contact with his cock and reached forward to pull down Willa’s panties. She didn’t put up a fight, and Dallas had never seen anything more beautiful than her cock. It looked amazing with her breasts. Her long, strawberry blonde hair and pretty smile. Willa was perfect, and Dallas felt like a winner.

Willa did too. She saw how Dallas was gazing at her with lust. She drank in the moment, relaxing her arms to show Willa her entire body. She leaned back on her hands, letting her hard dick wag from side to side. She had manicured her bush before their date.

Dallas reached down and stroked Willa’s cock, but she pushed away his hand. She was far too sensitive and would explode if he touched her more.

“I want to suck your dick,” Willa said and stood from the bed. Dallas watched her dick bounce as she walked to the middle of the room and dropped to her knees. “Come here and let me taste that dick.”

Dallas got off the bed and walked over to Willa. She sank her hips so her mouth was almost touching Dallas’ dick. She kissed his member, and it jumped. Willa had one hand on her dick, but she wanted Dallas to cum. She wanted him to spray a load on her face or shoot it down her throat. She wanted to be his slut. Opening her mouth, she ran her tongue along his cock as she stared into his eyes.

Dallas looked down at his woman, so grateful she had entered his life. He never would have thought they would have ended up here when they’d been making eyes at the paint store, but Dallas would savor every second inside her mouth. He would never forget Willa or this moment, no matter what happened. The sexiest part was seeing her dick between the part of her breasts. Seeing how she held her cock and parted her lips, waiting for him to use her mouth.

Instead of shoving his cock into her mouth, Dallas bent down and kissed her. “You’re beautiful,” he said.

“So are you,” she said. Willa wrapped her hand around Dallas’ dick. She needed it. She needed to taste his cum on her lips. Feel his warmth in her mouth. “Do you mind?”

Dallas grinned and shook his head. He just wanted her to know she was beautiful, but Willa was horny and needed to feel the weight of his dick on her tongue. His skin moist with her saliva.

Willa bobbed her head along Dallas’ dick for several minutes. She held her hand at the base of his dick and twisted her head as he sucked. Willa wanted every drop and would do whatever necessary to get it. How many licks until she got her prize? She’d have to keep licking to find out.

Dallas pushed his hands into Willa’s hair. He held her face and took control, as he was close to an orgasm. He didn’t want to disrespect her and cum in her mouth, so he pulled out and started beating his dick. Willa was stroking hers too. Fuck, she looked sexy. “Where do you want me to cum?” he asked. Dallas’ balls tight and ready to release.

“Cum all over me. Cover me,” Willa said as she rubbed her body with the hand that’d been around Dallas’ dick.

Dallas bit his lip, grunted, and shot his load. Several loads. His juices got into Willa’s hair. They covered her face. Her chest. His cum was thick, white, and gooey. But Willa didn’t mind. She rubbed her nipple with the cum as she beat her dick.

“Fuck, are you going to cum?” Dallas asked as he looked down at her.

“Mhm,” said Willa.

Dallas got on his knees and wrapped his hand around Willa’s dick. He held out his hand. It didn’t take long until cum oozed out of Willa’s tip and fell into his hand. “Damn, that was hot,” he said and took in his woman. She was dripping with sweat.

“Yes, it was,” she said. “Shit, I need a shower.”

“Can I join?”

“I’d love that,” Willa said as she stood. She took Dallas’ clean hand and led him to the bathroom.


Chapter Seven

When Willa and Dallas weren’t together, they spent most of their time texting; sending pictures of where they went; sending voice messages so they could hear the other speak. They were madly in love, and Willa couldn’t believe how lucky she was.

She wanted Dallas to fuck her, but they hadn’t moved past oral. Willa wanted him to have something to work for but knew she wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer. Her body ached when they were together. Even when she was sucking his dick, her hole squeezed and begged Willa to take Dallas.

Dallas couldn’t get enough of Willa. He had been showering her with random gifts: bars of chocolate, a single flower he had picked on a run, and a couple graphic novels he bought in Japan years ago.

They weren’t always together, but they were always thinking about each other; eager for their next date.

Last week, Willa had finally painted her living room walls black. She loved how her artwork looked against the darkness. She had decided on a pale yellow for the bedroom. Dallas never looked sexier than when he’d worn his old jeans, covered in wet and dry paint alike.

Willa was sitting at her kitchen table reading the graphic novels Dallas had left her. They were interesting, but too intense for her taste. She preferred to read about budding romances and not end-of-the-world scenarios with lots of death and murder, but she loved knowing the graphic novels had come from Dallas’ house.

Dallas was at work, and Willa was going to meet him later. She loved how he would suck her dick. She loved swallowing his cum, but she needed more. Tonight had to be it. She needed to wear something sexier than usual.

Willa closed the book. She would finish the graphic novels before their date so she could give them back to Dallas, but she needed to get ready. Her boss told her she could pick up one extra day a week since her coworker wanted to start a semi-retirement. With the extra day each week, Willa wouldn’t need any money from her parents.

Standing in front of her closet, Willa had no idea what she would wear. She always wore jeans or long skirts. She wanted something sexier to look irresistible for Dallas. Willa wasn’t sure her closet contained anything to fit the bill.

Willa thought about the heroines in the romance novels she read. What would they do? She sighed because most of those women had unlimited budgets or billionaire husbands. She could barely pay her rent and buy groceries, so she wasn’t about to go shopping for clothes. Moving and buying paint and other stuff for the apartment had depleted her savings.

Falling back on her bed, she had no idea what she’d do, but she really wanted Dallas to fuck her. The novel she’d been reading was lying by her side. It was getting steamier by the page. She picked it up, reading from where she’d left off:

Yearning for more, Esmeralda braided her hair just to keep her fingers busy, desperate for the sun to fall so she could sneak off into the night for her prince. The king and queen were in the next room. Esmeralda hated how her parents wouldn’t let her love Prince Francisco. Their kingdoms could work together. Grow together.

Esmeralda sighed, standing so she could walk around the room to generate friction between her legs to quell her desperate womanhood.

Willa reached into her pants, thinking of Esmeralda. Her gorgeous feminine body. The amazing dresses she must have possessed. The servants and riches. Prince Francisco was deadly gorgeous, too. They were both young and madly in love and didn’t care what their families thought.

Willa decided on jeans and a t-shirt. She wore her favorite pair that hugged her hips, making her ass look plump. She tucked the t-shirt into her jeans so it was taut against her breasts. Willa paired them with a thin belt. She shrugged when she looked in the mirror, leaving her hair down and parted in the middle.

Willa: How’s work?

They had texted little that day since Dallas was busy at work. Some days he had all the time in the world and others he didn’t have a minute. Willa’s schedule never changed much. They always had a steady flow of patients at the dentist’s office, but it was never overwhelming.

An hour passed before Dallas replied. He pulled out his phone while standing in the bathroom stall, typing a message to Willa.

Dallas: Swamped. I don’t want to go out tonight. Can we order in at your place?

Willa read the message, sitting at her kitchen table with a novel and steaming mug of green tea. She didn’t care what they did, as long as she got to see Dallas. She even had enough time to cook and wouldn’t mind throwing something together. Willa had finished the graphic novels and was growing bored with reading for hours on end.

Willa: Sure. Let me know when you’re on your way.

Dallas: Want me to pick up anything?

Willa: No, I got it.

Dallas replied with a kiss smiley face, and Willa smiled to herself. She was in love with him as much as Esmeralda was in love with her prince. Willa sighed, looked at what she had in the fridge, and typed the ingredients into a recipe application. It gave her plenty of ideas. She would throw together a pasta and potato salad. Heavy on the carbs, but Dallas wasn’t afraid of those, and neither was she.

Willa pulled out her pots and pans and got to work. Her man would be there soon enough, and she wanted to have a hot meal ready to serve him. Cater to him, as she hoped he would cater to her.

♦

Dallas was exhausted from work. He wanted to see Willa but dreaded the drive from Shelburn Paint and Windows to his house and then to hers, but he would find a way. She had agreed to stay in, and that was enough to make it worth it. He felt like an old man, but they went out and did stuff all the time. He hoped she wasn’t mad at him as he unclipped his name tag and pulled off his work polo.

“See you guys later,” Dallas said as he walked out the door. His coworkers waved at him. He had the assistant manager lock the doors most nights since he got there before everyone in the morning.

Dallas got over his exhaustion when the hot water hit his body. He found the energy to shower and put on cologne and deodorant afterward. He wore a fresh t-shirt and jeans. It was a warm spring day, and Willa never used her air conditioning. She had one of those old window units but had pulled it out of the window and put it in the closet. She told him she would consider using it in July and August but hadn’t decided.

Cruising across town, Dallas kept the windows down. He couldn’t wait to see Willa. Kiss her. Hug her. Run his fingers through her strawberry blonde hair. He loved when she stared at him with her blue eyes. They reminded him of the ocean. He wanted to take her to the beach. They talked about it but hadn’t decided on a date.

Dallas arrived at Willa’s apartment building. He lived further from town but enjoyed spending time at Willa’s place. He only wished she didn’t live so close to that dreadful restaurant, Eddy’s. Seeing the building where that cruel server had said those terrible words to Willa made Dallas want to go in there and kick that punk’s ass, but Willa had made him promise he wouldn’t.

Willa was standing in the window when Dallas stepped out of his car. He waved at her, and she waved back at him. Dallas locked his car with the key fob and raced toward the door, excited to spend the evening with the woman he loved more than anyone else in the world.


Chapter Eight

“Why does it smell like you cooked?” Dallas asked when Willa opened the door.

Willa fell into Dallas’ strong arms, taking in the scent of his manly cologne and deodorant. She loved how he smelled when he got out of the shower. Willa didn’t hesitate as she buried her nose into his neck, sniffing deeply.

Dallas hadn’t even closed the door, but his mouth was on her neck. Her ear. He picked her up and carried her into the apartment, kicking the door closed behind him. “So, what did you make?”

“A pasta casserole and a mustard potato salad. Kinda a weird combo, but I didn’t want to leave for groceries,” Willa said and laughed.

“That’s my girl,” Dallas said and kissed her again. She was still in his arms. He knew how much she loved his strength, so he flexed to lift Willa higher in the air.

She squealed. “Put me down,” she said in a playful voice.

Dallas walked Willa over to the sofa and lowered her gently. He loved how her main space looked with the black walls and artwork. She had a much more professional apartment than most people her age. Dallas didn’t have anything with much style until he was in his thirties. He noticed his graphic novels on the coffee table. “Did you finish reading those?”

Willa curled her finger and put it in her mouth, biting down on it lightly. Dallas drove her wild. She loved how he could lift her up as though she were as light as a pillow. He was the strong, masculine man she’d always wanted. “Yeah, I did,” she said. “Are you hungry?”

“Starving,” Dallas said and licked his lips. Willa looked so innocent and delicious. “I’ll make the plates. I remember where everything is.”

Willa watched Dallas scoop the casserole and potato salad onto two plates, never disappointed by his flexing muscles. In love with how well he treated her. Their sex was always amazing too, even though they had only done oral. Dallas wasn’t afraid to suck her dick or jack her off. She was so in love with him it hurt.

“Thank you,” Willa said as she sat at the table.

“Are you kidding? Look at the delicious food you cooked,” he said. Dallas bent down and kissed her. He grabbed silverware, water, and two beers from the fridge. She always had some for when he came over. Dallas would never tire of Willa.

They ate the pasta casserole and potato salad. Dallas drank two beers quicker than he would have liked, but it’d been a stressful day at work. He deserved them. They had nothing prepared for dessert, but Willa had chocolate chips and fruit, so she got out a pot and metal bowl to make a double boiler.

“You don’t have to do that,” said Dallas. “I don’t need dessert.”

“But I do. Do you mind helping?” she asked. Dallas shook his head. She had him wash the cherries and remove their pits. She didn’t care if they were in smaller pieces. It didn’t matter once she covered them with chocolate. She put out a sheet pan with parchment paper and a metal drying rack, so the chocolate wouldn’t stick to the paper.

“Do you do this often?” asked Dallas.

Willa shrugged. “It’s cheaper than buying this stuff at the store. If I do, I never make too many. Don’t want to go overboard,” she said and laughed.

It didn’t take long until they had chocolate-covered cherries drying on the cookie sheet. “Those look incredible,” said Dallas. He was staring at the fruit in awe. Dallas wasn’t the biggest cook, but he could throw together some meals. It was still a lot easier to buy prepared meals or pick up something from a restaurant.

“It was nothing,” Willa said and pulled Dallas toward the sofa. She still had a consuming urge to feel Dallas’ dick slide into her ass. She wanted to sit on it. Put her legs in the air while he fucked her. “Work was busy today?” asked Willa. She was sitting on her knees with her legs tucked under her bottom. Willa ran her fingers along Dallas’ face.

“Yeah,” said Dallas. He kissed Willa. She scooted closer to him, moving onto his lap. Dallas reached his hands under her ass. He moved her so one leg straddled each side of him. So her ass was sitting on his hard dick. He wanted the same thing she wanted. All he could think about was sinking his member in her pretty ass. He had seen it when she bent over to pick up her panties. Her hole tight, pink, and hairless.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said. Willa rocked her hips on his bulge. They were both wearing jeans, but Willa could feel every inch of his hard cock pressing through the fabric. He wanted her, and she couldn’t wait another minute.

Dallas squeezed Willa’s ass before smacking it hard. “You don’t know how bad I want you,” he said.

Willa moaned. Her dick was rock hard. She grabbed Dallas’ hand, threw the sheet pan of cherries in the fridge, and led Dallas to her bedroom where they had been many times before but never like this.

♦

The novel Willa had been reading was sitting on her bed. She picked it up and tossed it to the side. “What’s that?” asked Dallas.

Willa waved her hand, pulling Dallas toward the bed. “Oh, a romance novel I was reading. Princess Esmeralda and Prince Francisco. It was getting to the good parts when you showed up,” she said. The casserole had been in the oven staying warm while she read on her bed waiting for Dallas to arrive.

“What’s the good part?” Dallas asked as he pulled off his shirt.

“Princess Esmeralda snuck out of the castle to meet Prince Francisco at their secret hideout,” she said as she sat on the bed.

“Their secret hideout?” asked Dallas. He unbuttoned his jeans. Willa pulled her shirt over her head.

“Yeah. It was the first night they were going to do more than kiss,” she said.

“Sounds like they aren’t too different from us,” he said. Dallas had pushed his pants to the ground and kicked them across the room. His hard dick pressing through his boxers. “Can you help me take them off?” Dallas asked. He pulled the waistline of his boxers out and let them snap back against his muscular frame.

“As long as you help me,” Willa said and stood. She unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. Willa turned around so her ass was facing Dallas. She placed her hands on the bed and bent over. “Pull them down?”

Dallas smirked and stepped to Willa. He smacked her on the ass before he pulled her jeans and panties down to the ground. Willa bent over and her clean, shimmering hole greeted him. Dallas couldn’t resist dropping to his knees for a taste. Dallas held Willa’s cheeks apart as he dived in to run his tongue along her perfect hole. His dick throbbing as he did.

“Damn,” Willa said and clutched the sheets. She wasn’t expecting Dallas to act so aggressively, but she loved it. He smacked her ass between licks. Dallas didn’t need any cherries because he was enjoying dessert now.

Stepping back, Dallas wiped his wet face and looked at Willa’s gorgeous legs. Her tight hole and big ass. She turned around and held her pretty dick. “My turn,” she said and stepped toward Dallas. She reached behind her back to unhook her bra before dropping to her knees.

Willa pulled down Dallas’ boxers. His dick jumped as she tugged the boxers to the ground. Dallas stepped out of them, and Willa moved her lips to his balls. She licked his soft sack, sucking on it like a piece of hard candy. He laughed and stepped to the side, pushing his dick down to her lips.

He stared at her as she parted her lips to take his dick. She licked his tip several times before moving her mouth as far as she could down his dick before she choked on it. Willa looked up at Dallas through hooded eyes as she held his cock in her mouth. She pushed back on his pelvis to elongate his dick as she made herself choke again.

“Damn,” Dallas said as he watched Willa. She sucked his dick for a few more minutes, really getting into it.

Dallas pulled her to her feet and walked her over to the bed. “Do you have condoms?” he asked.

Willa nodded and went to her dresser. She pulled out a couple, just in case Dallas needed a backup. “Here,” she said and gave Dallas the condoms.

She grabbed a bottle of lube too. It had been a long time since she’d been fucked, but she fingered herself sometimes when she jacked off. The lead up to this moment had consumed her since the first time she and Dallas fooled around.

Willa squirted lubrication onto her fingertips before rubbing it against her hole. She held her legs in the air and curled her hands around her ankles. Dallas watched her as he rolled the condom over his dick. He stepped over to the bed, spitting into his hand, and stroking his covered cock.

Dallas had been waiting for this moment since he first saw Willa strip naked. It had crossed his mind when he met her at the paint store too, but he had tried to act professional there. Now that they were naked, he could become the hungry animal he was.

Willa’s back arched as Dallas wrapped his arms around her legs and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Her feminine dick jumped as he handled her and rubbed his dick along the split of her ass. Before he fucked her, he wanted to make her squirm, so Dallas bent down and licked her cock.

Willa screamed. Her dick was so sensitive. She almost came when Dallas was licking her hole. She pushed him away and begged him to fuck her. “Fuck me, please. I need it so bad,” she said and rubbed her hole. Her legs parted and high in the air.

Dallas pushed the tip of his head against her hole, and Willa moaned. She twisted her body. “Fuck me,” she said.

“You want this dick?”

“I need it,” she said and reached out for Dallas, but she couldn’t reach him.

Dallas held her legs high in the air, pressing his tip against her hole. He spat on his dick. It ran down her split. Dallas pushed his head into Willa, and she hollered. She pulled back. Her ass fell to the bed. “Shit, go slow,” she said. It felt so good, but it hurt getting stretched.

“Sorry,” Dallas said. He squatted in front of her again, licking and spitting on her hole. He grabbed the bottle of lubrication and covered two fingers with lube before sliding them into Willa’s hole.

Willa touched her dick. She squeezed it and held it against her pelvic region as Dallas loosened her hole with his fingers. She used her other hand to play with her nipples. Willa didn’t know how long she could last, but she wanted to take Dallas as long as she possibly could. He was so sexy. His massive shoulders were all Willa could see as he licked and fingered her womanhood.

Dallas stood again, slapping his cock against her hole. He told her to turn over. She did what he said and got in the doggy-style position. Dallas loved how her dick hung between her legs. He slapped her ass, leaving a red mark on her cheek.

“Fuck me,” she begged.

Dallas pushed Willa forward and climbed on the bed behind her. He covered his dick in lubrication.

When Dallas pushed into Willa the second time, all the pain had evaporated, and pleasure had replaced it. Willa took Dallas’ dick as he sunk deep in her accepting hole. “Those fingers loosened you up, huh?” Dallas asked before spanking her.

Dallas had one knee on the bed and the other in the air. He reached around to touch Willa’s breast. He held the left one in his hand as he slowly moved in and out of her ass, fucking her with long strokes. Making Willa feel wild with lust and the desire. “Hell yeah,” she said. “Fuck this tight hole.”

Dallas growled and grunted as he fucked her hole for another minute. He was getting close to cumming. She was so tight and warm. Dallas hadn’t felt something as good in ages, if he had ever felt anything as incredible in his life. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as his balls slapped Willa’s ass.

Dropping his right knee, Dallas put one hand on each side of Willa’s hips. She dropped down to her elbows as Dallas started fucking her harder. Willa screamed as Dallas fucked her with quick, long strokes. She loved the sound of his balls slapping against her ass. She loved how his dick felt using her hole.

Dallas pulled out and ripped off the condom. “Turn over,” he said.

Willa did as he said. She held her breasts with one hand and stroked her dick with the other, watching as Dallas beat with cock with vigor. “Fuck yes. Give me that load,” Willa said and exposed her breasts to Dallas.

He moaned, grunted, and shot a hot, milky load all over Willa. She came with him, covering herself in cum. Dallas dropped on the bed and pulled Willa atop him; their cum mixing against their pressed bodies. Dallas showered Willa with kisses and rubbed his hands along her body.

Dallas ran his fingers through Willa’s hair, staring into her eyes. He hoped she never left him. “You’re the best girlfriend a man could ask for,” he said.

Willa’s heart beat faster as she considered the word ‘girlfriend’. She loved it. “I couldn’t hope for a better boyfriend. All the girls will be jealous with you on my arm,” she said.

“I hope so,” he said and pecked her on the lips.

She rested her head on his chest. They lay there, drifting between sleep and the desire to take a shower. “Should we rinse off before the jizz dries?”

“Probably,” Dallas said with a light laugh, squeezing Willa tight against his body and covering her with more soft kisses before they finally got out of bed.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Trivial Numbers. Please consider leaving 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 as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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