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Allison comes to me, the tray filled with drinks for my friends and I. She’s one of us but is working hard at Carson’s Grill. 

“Maybe next time I can join you,” she says to me and winks.

“What time do you get off?” I ask.

“Not until closing, around 11. Then I have to turn in a paper due.” She takes courses online to get a business degree. 

“Okay, maybe some other time, a night cap or dessert,” I say.

We’re just friends. She’s so busy though she doesn’t have a social life.

The next day the manager shows me the apartment. The larger rooms are nice, and sweeping her hands she turns to me. “Will you be by yourself here or will you have a roommate? I ask because these apartments are perfect for things like that, with the two bedrooms and separate bathrooms. Most young people have roommates.”

I think for a moment. While I make enough money working as a department store manager for the largest retailer at the mall, it would be nice to have a roomie. “I don’t yet, but maybe.”

“Okay, if so, the lease is in your name, but you can add another easily, if you wish.”

I shrug. “Or I have a nice guest room.”

“Yeah, Brickmore Manor offers plenty to do. Sort of like a resort.”

“It’s why I love this place, the many amenities.” It has everything I’d want to do, a gym, a pool, tennis courts, and a conference room should I want to throw a honking large party. There’s also a kiddie park with playground equipment and picnic tables and grills scattered throughout the amenities. 

You home?

I sent the text to Allison. I have an idea for her. She lives in a tiny broken down quad plex, that smells like old rotten wood and natural gas. She can barely afford the rent and has hinted around about finding a roommate. I’m moving from a shared older house split into four to a self-sustaining apartment.

She waits outside her tiny apartment. “Hey, Taylor, what’s up?”

“I want to show you my new pad.”

“Oh really? You’re moving? Wow, I’m so happy for you!” She bounces up and down from the passenger seat. Her petite body moves enthusiastically as I watch her flesh bounce happily.

Instead of asking her to move in with me, I want to show her the space first. If she sees it and drools over it, maybe she’ll say yes. I have ulterior motives, I want to be close to her, to see how she lives every day. To smell her after a shower, to enjoy her cozy presence at the end of the day, snuggled up on the sofa watching some mindless movie together.

“Oh, wow! This is your place?”

“Yes! I sign the papers later today. A full year lease, with the option to renew. There’s a pool and an exercise gym, picnic areas with grills, and a conference center.”

She nods. “You’re moving up in the world. Congrats!” She smiles.

“Could you see yourself living here?”

“Oh, I can’t afford rent in a place like this. I would if I could,” she says.

“What if you shared the rent with someone?”

She whips around on me. “Even then, I probably couldn’t afford to pay half. I mean the tips are good and all, but nothing I can count on.”

“Hey, listen, what if I charge you rent for your bedroom and bath. You could still live in the whole apartment. I mean, I’m paying for this place regardless. I’m just lonely and would love to have a nice roomie, someone I like and trust.”

Her face stretches into a brilliant smile. “Really? And you’re offering this to me?”

“Yes, 40% of rent, and full use of the entire place. What do you say?”

She shakes her head. “I’m sorry, even that is a bit high. I don’t want to bargain down, just find someone who can pay you the full half. I’ll come visit you.”

My head shakes. Truly, I’d let her live her for free, but she’s independent and I don’t want to step on that. “25%. If you don’t take it, I’ll just live here alone. I don’t want another roomie.”

“Gosh, Tay, you drive a hard bargain. I can’t refuse that. I can afford 25%. And I’ll do more than my fair share of cooking and cleaning to make up for the deficit.”

“You truly don’t have to do that, I’d love to split all the duties 50/50 with you.”

Her lips landed on my cheek. “No, I insist. And I’m so excited. Thank you for such a golden opportunity!”

The next few days we loaded both of our homes and melted it into the one, with the Thrift Shop picking up the items we no longer needed or wanted. She didn’t have a lot of items being that she lived in a studio apartment. I brought the most furniture. But to help make the adjustment easier, I sold my old living room and dining room furniture and loaded Allison in my truck where we shopped for new stuff.

“I mean, it’s your money, buy what you like,” she says.

“I want your opinion, I don’t know what will look good in there. Help me,” I coax. I want her opinions and I want her to feel comfortable in our new home. She finally relents and gives me her opinion. I purchase semi-modern rustic pieces, a mix of yesteryear and today. I love it!

Being in the same home with Allinson just intensifies my feelings for her. Exponentially. Her night outfits go along with her fun personality. Thin cotton fabric that leaves nothing to the imagination. She’s not fat by any means. In fact, her boobs are a solid C-cup, mostly nipples from what I can tell. She acts like she doesn’t notice that I notice when she wears these outfits.

“Hey, it’s home. I don’t dress formally for bed,” she says as she giggles.

“Nor do I,” I say as I also wear a tee shirt and a pair of sleep shorts. At night we make ourselves comfortable on the sofa and me in the recliner. I have 2 recliners, but she prefers to stretch out on the sofa with her feet on top of the backrest. I laugh at the way she sits, all slumped over and not looking comfortable.

“It is comfortable,” she claims.

We laugh a lot. I love the ease in which she wears her clothes. In uniform by work day, she lounges in simple dresses and tee shirts and jeans. It’s the dresses that intrigues me most. I overheard a conversation with her friend, Stacy. Stacy sits on the sofa opposite her and they relax. I’m in my room, folding and putting away my laundry. Allison has no clue that I’m listening, but I am.

“I love the breeze between my legs though,” Allison says.

“That’s nuts. What if you trip? Then everyone will see your beaver,” Stacy says.

Allison laughs. “If I do, then Tay gets a show.”

“You have more guts than me.”

“They say wearing no underwear while wearing a dress lets everything breathe. Even the hoo-ha needs air. Besides, it makes me feel fresher,” Allison says.

I hear the words and wonder. What about men? Can’t men wear dresses and let their cock and balls breathe? The closest I come to doing that are loose boxers. It’s not the same though. I wish kilts were popular in today’s American society. I suppose I could claim to want to get in touch with my Scottish blood by wearing one. But where would I buy one? No, it’s not feasible here in California. Instead, I sit at my computer, browsing websites that cater to transgender men. Why? Because they sell dresses in larger sizes.

“You know, I still say Taylor is gay,” Stacy says.

This gets my attention. I stand and tip-toe to the door. She thinks I’m gay? That’s news to me?

“I don’t think so. I think he’s just cool in his skin,” Allison says. Smart girl.

“Eh. He hasn’t made a move on you ever. That just seems weird. I mean you’re a sexy and flirty girl. Hell, if I were a lesbian, I’d be interested in you,” Stacy says.

The girls bust out in a fit of giggles. The thought of those two on each other makes my cock harder than a rock. For two cents, I’d go out there and express it. But I chicken out.

“No, we’re just friends. And I’m glad you’re not a lesbian. Neither am I
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