


If I said I’d been watching her for a long time, it’d make me sound pretty 

creepy. So I won’t say it. A big part of my job is watching people, being 

observant, seeing the things others don’t pay attention to. The little things. 

Mom used to say, “The Devil’s in the detail, sweetheart.” In other words, pay 

attention to the small things or you’ll fail. Little did she know how true her 

words would be in my chosen career in forensic criminology for the police. But 

I digress. Back to her. Back to my neighbor. She was far from the 

quintessential “girl next door.” She wasn’t innocent and unassuming. She 

wasn’t naïve and unworldly. This girl knew what she wanted, and she went 

out every weekend and brought it home. 

And I suppose that’s where I saw the detail. There was no joy in her 

eyes. Not when she would emerge from the car with that night’s acquisition, 

nor as they stumbled into her front door giggling and kissing. Not even the 

morning after, when she was sitting on the porch after the man or woman was 

long gone, sipping on a strong coffee, the aroma of which would drift into my 

house and announce her presence. 

When Kristin Tate had moved in to the house next door two years ago, I 

was in a relationship with another woman. Well, she was a woman at the time. 

Now she’s in the process of transitioning to become a man. Lori and I had 

been together for three years, and things had gotten stale. She was a giver, 

and she just wasn’t connected to her lady parts at all. She wasn’t interested in 

receiving, and after a very short time, that was a problem for me. I’m no pillow 

queen. I need to see a woman’s body, taut and thrashing in the throes of 

orgasm.  



Before all that, though, we invited Kristin around for dinner, and that’s 

when my crush really started to gather momentum. She was beautiful, and no 

one could say otherwise. Long, wavy brown hair fell to just below her 

shoulders and framed a movie-star perfect face with the deepest green eyes 

I’d ever seen. Soulful, thoughtful eyes that were hiding something, a dark pain 

maybe. If I had to guess, I’d say it was from the wounds of childhood rather 

than any adult betrayal. She was about five-nine with an hourglass figure, and 

she was always flawlessly put together, with a wardrobe straight from the 

pages of Vogue. She could’ve easily been a model, but instead, she was a 

mortician. 

That fascinated me. I see a lot of dead bodies, and they’re usually in a 

pretty messed up state. Heads smashed in, bullet wounds, acid attacks. 

Nobody has a handsome death. But Kristin’s job was to make the dead 

beautiful. She was a creative with cadavers. I found this out as we were all 

tucking into a medium rare, bloody steak, and she likened it to a thirty-three-

year-old woman she’d been working on that day. It turned out it was the case 

I’d worked a week earlier. It also turned Lori’s stomach, and she excused 

herself. 

I didn’t mind one bit. I wanted Kristin to myself. The way she spoke, her 

sharp, deadpan humor, and her insane good looks made me wish for the 

night never to end. We clicked, and because I’d only seen gentleman callers 

to that point, I was thinking, “This is the friend I’ve been looking for my whole 

life,” and not “This is a woman I could spend the rest of my life with.” Because 

who says that after spending a few hours with someone. That kind of shit is 

for the realms of the Hollywood movies, isn’t it? 



It went on like that for the next eighteen months. Dinners for three turned 

into park runs and gym sessions for two; into lunch and coffee for two; into 

movie nights for two, while Lori constantly found reasons to remove herself 

with extra shifts at the fire station. She didn’t seem to care that Kristin’s many 

one night stands had gone from an exclusively male contingent to a forty-sixty 

male-to-female ratio.  

I cared though. I cared a little too much, and Lori started to notice. 

“Why do you give a shit how many people she fucks, Dak?” 

“I don’t want her to end up as one of my cases, I guess. She’s a friend, 

and I’m worried about her.” 

“If she were a guy, coming home with different partners every weekend, 

would you be worried for him?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Bullshit. You think it’s okay for guys and butches to fuck around, but not 

for ultra femme girls to do it.” 

Lori called it right but with the wrong logic. If Kristin were a guy, I 

wouldn’t be worried, because I wouldn’t have an immense infatuation for him, 

not because I had double standards about stud and slut-dom. 

Soon after, Lori moved out. She wanted to be a guy, and that guy 

wanted me to be straight. That was never going to happen. Strange man parts 

held zero appeal even when I was a teenager playing with the boys trying to 

deny that I really wanted to play with the girls. I soon found out I was kidding 

myself, and I never looked back. Kristin said she wasn’t surprised about Lori, 

and that I should forget about that relationship and find someone who 

deserved me. I was fast discovering she was one I wanted to deserve, but 



she had no interest in me beyond our rock-steady friendship, and more 

importantly, no interest in love. She made it clear she was happy with 

uncomplicated, short term trysts, but she never really explained why. 

“I get my companionship from you and my sex from strangers. I’m in hog 

heaven.” 

What if you got both from me? “So what’re you doing here tonight?” It 

was Friday night. For the past two months, Friday night had meant a short 

foray to the Titty-Titty Bang-Bang club and home by midnight with a gorgeous 

woman in tow. The house lights went on, and they didn’t go off until sunrise, 

around the same time as she kicked the woman out of her house. 

“It’s time for you to get back out there. Get your tight ass upstairs and 

put on your sexy-bitch black jeans. I want to see your engineer boots and the 

tightest white T-shirt you own. Let’s show off those biceps that can probably 

pump like a jackhammer.” 

Her eyebrows raised wickedly, and I wondered if she liked it hard and 

fast. It didn’t seem like a bad idea. So I had a crush on my best friend. Who 

hasn’t at one time or another? I was fifteen when I was on the other end of my 

best friend’s crush, and she asked me if I could show her what it was like to 

kiss a girl. So, going out with Kristin as my wing-woman would be good for 

me. I’d just have to keep myself in check when the inevitable happened, and 

she hooked up with some hot chick and headed homeward. I’d convinced 

myself that I liked having her as my best friend more than I’d enjoy fucking the 

life out of her, for one night. We wouldn’t be able to go back to a friendship 

after that. My heart would be halfway gone the moment her lips pressed 



against mine and truly lost when her body contorted in the throes of ecstasy at 

my hand. 

I flexed my right arm. She was right; my biceps could go like a 

jackhammer if that’s what my lover wanted. Just as easily though, I could go 

gently for hours. It was one of the other reasons I hit the gym so often. Was 

that a look of lustful appreciation I just saw? I dismissed it as quickly as it 

disappeared from her gaze, though I wondered what it might be like to wake 

up and look in those sea green eyes every morning. 

“Okay, I’m up for that. What if we end up wanting the same woman?” 

“You can have first dibs. Or we have her together.” 

She gave me that same wicked look, and I was glad I was holding onto 

the edge of the sofa or I might’ve pooled into a gooey mess right there. I 

wanted her. Badly. But I couldn’t share. I’d had plenty of threesomes in my 

twenties, but the thought of having to watch while someone else’s hands were 

on her was too much. I returned her look with immoral interest and hoped the 

situation would never come to pass. 

 

# 

 

Titty-Titty Bang Bang lived up to its name. Lori had kept me off the 

scene for the duration of our relationship on the advice of a friend who’d said 

“If you want to keep her, stay away from every other lesbian.” It seemed like 

overkill to me, like lesbians couldn’t be trusted to be around each other 

without falling desperately in love and calling up U-Haul the next day. 



The club was wall-to-wall with women of every size, shape, color, and 

style. I don’t really have a type. There’s something to love in every woman, 

but tonight I was looking for the opposite of Kristin to really take my mind off 

her. I wanted a hard, short haired, cute boi-toy. I hadn’t decided if I’d want to 

take her home. That might depend on how Kristin’s night went. Maybe I’d feel 

the need to compete. Maybe I wouldn’t. 

As if on cue, Kristin asked, “What’re you looking for? Not another super 

butch, I hope?” 

You hope? Why would you care what I go for? “I want a hot and hard, 

short-haired gym bunny.” 

“So you want to fuck yourself?” 

She winked and sipped her cocktail as she scanned the room for 

whatever it was she was after tonight. She thinks I’m hot? I took a swig of my 

long neck before answering. “No! What about you?” 

“I think you’ve inspired me. Your parameters seem quite appealing.” 

It wasn’t long before she’d spotted a match for our requirements. A 

beautifully handsome little dyke was strutting her stuff on the dance floor, and 

the girl had moves. Kristin and I looked at each other. 

“You can call dibs…or there’s my other suggestion.” 

The lewd suggestion hung thick in the air, and my stomach twisted. I’d 

look a fool if I didn’t go for the threesome she seemed to be engineering. 

She’d know something was wrong. Could I go through with it? If I 

concentrated just on the little one to the exclusion of Kristin. If I ignored the 

soft curves of her flawless figure and stuffed lube in my ears when the third 

wheel was making Kristin moan in ecstasy...then, maybe. 



“Or we could let her decide?” I went for the soft option. The object of our 

leering would be sure to pick Kristin over me. She was fabulously feminine, 

the kind of woman straight guys invented the ridiculous phrase “What a 

waste” for. She was the most perfect example of a woman ever to grace the 

luxurious confines of a pair of Jimmy Choo’s, and that kind of woman is a wet 

dream walking. 

“Let’s go introduce ourselves, stud.” 

I liked the way she called me stud. I wanted to hear her call me all sorts 

of things: baby, handsome, or my love. Not friend, buddy, or pal. 

I also wanted to go back to the bar the moment I found out that the girl’s 

name was Tammy. Too country for me; Kristin could have her. But she 

wouldn’t let me and pulled me in to make a Tammy tortilla wrap. I played 

along and danced Basic Instinct style to Tammy’s ass, while Kristin kissed her 

and whispered in her ear. I soon realized my jaw and fists were clenching. I 

wanted Kristin whispering sweet somethings into my ear and not just on the 

dance floor. In the bedroom, the kitchen, on the couch, in the living room. 

I closed my eyes and tried to relax into the beat of the music. I was 

being stupid. Kristin was my friend, and I should put my stupid two-year crush 

to rest. If she were interested at all, she would’ve made it clear as soon as 

Lori was out of the picture. But she hadn’t. Because she liked to keep things 

simple, and she wanted me as her best friend. Wasn’t that better? The sexy 

strangers only held her attention for a short time, but she spent hours with me. 

Talking about everything from politics to sex toys, from books to recipes. I 

shared her real life rather than just her night life at weekends. I was getting 

something special. Something she didn’t give to anyone else. 



I pulled away from Tammy and shouted my excuses to Kristin. “I don’t 

feel so good, Kris. You take this one—tell me all about it tomorrow afternoon.” 

I grinned the practiced grin I’d been giving for a while now to broadcast my 

absolute approval of her pussy prowess. 

She narrowed her eyes suspiciously but nodded, and predictably, 

Tammy pulled her back down to suck on her face. I couldn’t watch. Time to 

go. 

 

# 

 

I undressed and settled onto the sofa with my trusty silver bullet vibrator. 

I imagined Kristin letting herself in, having come to the conclusion that I was 

the one she’d been looking, extensively, for. She’d get naked, pull the 

lightweight comforter from my body, and rake her fingernails all over my skin. 

I’d bring her down to the bed and finally get to kiss her. It’d be electric; 

everything I’d fantasized it would be. A delicious blend of soft and hard, Kristin 

would take control. She’d wrap her hands around my wrists and not allow me 

to touch her as she pressed her breasts against my chest, bit my neck, 

snaked her tongue into my mouth, and gave me a hint of what she would do 

to my clit. 

That’s all I needed. The combination of the intense buzz of my freshly 

charged bullet and the thought of Kristin’s naked body pressed against mine 

was enough to give me a quick, semi-satisfying orgasm. I closed my eyes, 

trying hard to imagine how she’d feel in my arms, with her head on my chest 

as I ran my fingers through her luxuriously soft hair. The pulsating of my 



pussy slowed, and I pressed my finger inside to see how wet I was. I bet 

Kristin could make me come like a waterfall. There was nothing like sex with 

the woman you loved. If I wasn’t in love with the woman sharing my bed, I 

simply wouldn’t allow her to touch me. My orgasm was reserved for the one 

who had my heart and mind. Kristin. Right now, she had both, but she wasn’t 

about to give me anything other than a tight, friendly hug. 

Sufficiently sobered, I got to my feet and went to bed. I wanted to be 

asleep so I didn’t hear her return, with the cute boi-toy in tow. 

 

# 

 

Saturday mornings, caseload permitting, were for washing down my 

beloved truck, and it was a beautiful day for it. I’d woken at six a.m., refreshed 

from a deep sleep even though dreams of Kristin fucking me had tormented 

every second of it. I was enjoying the warmth of the morning sun on my back, 

bent over lathering the alloys, when I heard someone whistle. 

“Nice ass.” 

Tammy. I looked up and acknowledged her with the universally 

recognized “lesbian nod” before going back to my wheels. 

“Shame you went home last night. I was looking forward to watching you 

in action.” She leaned over the fence, rested her head on her hands, and 

flashed a smile. 

I nodded, not wanting to encourage the conversation and wishing I’d not 

come out so early. I’d assumed Kristin would’ve kicked her out much sooner. 



That she hadn’t riled me even more, because it probably meant the little butch 

was a damn good lay. 

“Do you two always hunt together?” 

“Nope.” I moved around to the next wheel, and she cleared the fence 

with an athletic jump. “Is there something you want?” 

She pushed her hands into her jeans pocket and stood at that cocky-

push-your-crotch-out angle. “She was about to fall asleep when I left. Why 

don’t you and I go back for a little house invasion role-play?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

She raised her eyebrow and gave me a sideways glance as if she 

suddenly understood the situation. She didn’t. 

“You’ve never fucked her, have you?” 

“You should go.” Before I lose my shit and pound you into the ground. 

She began to nod. “And you should go fuck her. Boy, she takes it like a 

high-class whore.” 

Shut the fuck up. 

“I got tired, but I’ve got a feeling with your arms, you wouldn’t have that 

problem.” 

Get the fuck off my property before I toss you like trash. 

“We could take turns.” 

I stood up quickly, and she took a step back. The look on my face 

must’ve told her she’d crossed a line, because as I started to walk forward, 

she began to scuttle backward. “You really shouldn’t speak about a lady like 

that.” 



She snorted. “She’s no lady.” She tripped slightly as she backed down 

my drive and started to look a little worried. 

I cracked my fingers and stretched my hands, as if I were preparing for 

exercise. To exercise my fist on her face. 

“What’s your problem? Are you her knight in shining armor?” 

“Fuck off, pretty boi, and don’t even think about coming back.” 

She reached the sidewalk and turned to walk away. She tried to look 

disaffected, but I could see the tremble in her hands and face. Disrespectful 

little butch didn’t know how lucky she’d been, getting her hands on a woman 

like Kristin. 

I turned back to my truck and looked up at Kristin’s bedroom window. I 

thought I saw the curtain move back, but the window was open, and there 

was a light breeze in the air. She’d be fast asleep. No doubt she’d fill me in on 

all the lurid details over coffee. I sighed and carried on washing my truck. 

Maybe I could work out some of my frustration on it. The lawn and the 

guttering needed doing. That would be my new plan. Wear myself out doing 

chores, so I didn’t have the energy to think about what it might be like to soap 

Kristin down in the shower after we’d gotten sweaty at the gym. Or wonder 

how good it could feel fixing her creaky porch door while she was looking on 

longingly, waiting for me to pick her up in my arms, and carry her to bed. 

 

# 

 

Kristin came over for coffee, glowing with that freshly fucked look, but 

unusually, she didn’t share the details of her conquest. I’d been running the 



morning’s confrontation over in my head, and every scenario ended with me 

knocking the crap out of Tammy. It wouldn’t have been a healthy way to 

process my feelings for Kristin, but it sure would’ve felt good. 

As I watched her lips caress her cup and sip at the coffee, I wondered 

about telling her how I felt just to get it out in the open. Maybe that would help 

me get over the enigmatic wench. She’d probably laugh it off, and I could 

move on and start looking for a new woman, instead of fantasizing daily about 

the unattainable one that lived next door. 

My work phone ringing stopped me following my train of thought to 

fruition, and for once, I was thankful a crime scene had come my way. It’d 

probably be less bloody than the mess my heart would be in if I confessed my 

feelings to Kristin, and she stomped her high heel right through it. Repeatedly. 

“I have to kick you out and go to work, so I guess I’ll see you tomorrow 

afternoon.” I tried to be nonchalant. Her ratio was holding steady at forty-sixty, 

so I knew tonight would be a man night. I tried to push the vivid images of her 

with a guy on top of her to the very deepest recesses of my overactive mind. 

I’d been trying hard to figure out if I disliked the thought of her with a man or a 

woman the most. I think I was coming around to the idea that women were the 

most offensive, which was probably why I’d had to restrain myself from tearing 

Tammy to pieces this morning. 

Kristin got up from her chair, came around, and kissed me on the 

forehead. 

“Sure. See you tomorrow.” 

And she left. 

“Work. Dead bodies. Gunshot wounds. Concentrate.” 



I followed Kristin outside, got into my shiny steed, and drove away, 

wondering why she’d kissed me on the forehead. Wondering why she’d 

kissed me at all. 

 

# 

 

Ten hours later, I pulled into my drive, and sat for a few moments with 

my head resting on the steering wheel, trying to cleanse my mind of the crime 

scene and get back into a more pleasant head space. 

Headlights dipped into Kristin’s drive. I looked up to see a guy, built like 

a tank, jump out of the car and rush around to the passenger side to open the 

door. Nice to see chivalry’s not dead. I hunkered down to avoid an awkward 

encounter with Kristin and her Hulk-like one-nighter. Kristin stepped elegantly 

from the car and rose to her full height, but she was still a good few inches 

shorter than this guy. The full moon lit her face beautifully. I’d like to see her 

howl in ecstasy on a night like this, but at my hands, and for my loving touch. 

She smiled and said something to him, but she didn’t look comfortable. 

Is she giving him the brush-off? I couldn’t see his face, but suddenly he 

seemed to grow a few more inches. He pulled her into him and kissed her. I 

wished I’d gotten home a few minutes earlier and didn’t have to see this. 

“No!” Kristin shoved him, but he barely moved. Instead, he grabbed her 

by the hair and tried to kiss her again, as he shoved her up against the car. 

I quietly opened my car door, not yet sure if these were the kinds of 

games she liked to play with her weekend companions. I’d seen her rough-

housing with a few before, but nothing quite like this. When she shoved him 



away again, I saw her face, and it was clear she wasn’t enjoying this at all. He 

slapped her and started to pull her toward her house. 

“I’ll show you what happens to a prick tease,” he growled with a menace 

in his voice that’s not play-acting. 

Time to make my presence known. “I think the lady made it clear you 

should go home, buddy.”  

He peered at me as I sauntered into his view and laughed. “What do you 

want…dyke? Fuck off.” 

I looked at Kristin, and I could see the relief and panic in her eyes. “It’s 

going to be okay, Kris.” I jumped over the fence and started to walk toward 

them. 

“Really? You’re gonna make me put you down?” 

He pushed Kristin to the ground, and she cried out. That made me really 

want to hurt him. I stopped when I was a few feet away. “Get in your car and 

drive away. Final warning.” 

There was a look of absolute disbelief on his face that quickly turned into 

a viciously ugly visage as he came forward to attack. I parried his clumsy fist, 

stepped to the side, and smashed my balled hand into his solar plexus with all 

my force. The sudden and painful pressure on his nerves and diaphragm 

dropped him to his knees immediately, and he struggled to breathe. I grabbed 

him by the back of his jacket and threw him on the hood of his car. In 

seconds, his wrists were locked behind his back in my handcuffs. 

“You have the right to remain silent.” He was barely breathing, let alone 

able to speak. Kristin came to me, and I pulled her into a tight embrace. I felt 

her sob quietly. It broke my heart and made me want to do serious damage to 



this guy. “It’s okay, baby. I’ve got you.” Baby. It rolled off the tongue a little too 

easily, and I wanted to take it back. I hoped she didn’t really hear it, or that 

she’d take it as something comforting anyone would say in this situation. I 

pulled out my phone and called the station, told them what happened, and 

asked them to send someone out to pick this piece of shit up. 

We ignored his whining and threats—they were just white noise as I 

wrapped up in my arms while we waited. I couldn’t help but feel how good she 

fit against me. We didn’t have to wait long before a squad car arrived, and we 

both gave a quick statement. Kristin didn’t want to press charges, but I made 

sure they took him for an overnight stay. It was the least he deserved. 

“Let’s get you inside, baby.” Shit, there it is again. I started to walk her to 

her front door, and she held on to me, obviously not ready to let go just yet. 

When we got to the door, she unlocked it, and invited me in. 

“I need a drink. Do you want one?” Her voice was a little shaky. 

“Sure. What’ve you got?” 

“I’m thinking a strong bourbon. Simple and a quick hit.” 

“Okay.” This time I managed to hold back “baby.” 

She came back from the kitchen with a full bottle and two tumblers 

chocked with ice. 

“One drink?” I smiled at her and hoped she’d start to relax. You’re safe 

with me, baby. I’d never let anyone hurt you. 

“One bottle.” 

She laughed, and I saw the fear had already started to fade. “I love 

hearing you laugh…I love to see you smile.” 

She sat down next to me and handed me a drink. “Why?” 



“Because you’re never more beautiful than when you’re happy. You’ve 

got the most adorable smile.” What are you doing? “Gorgeous cheekbones, 

and your eyes look full of life.” Stop it. “You’re so damn beautiful. It’s painful.” 

“So are you.” 

Her reply was instant. Natural and unforced. She reached up and 

caressed my face.  

“Thank you for tonight. Thank you for saving me.” 

“Anytime, baby.” 

She smiled, shyly, and looked away for a second, before coming back to 

me. Her eyes were shining brightly, full of something. Full of promise?  

“I like when you call me baby.”  

Bam. She moved in for a kiss, and I had imagined it all wrong. I didn’t 

have the creativity to fantasize something that could feel that amazing. 

Everything around me faded. I didn’t know whether I was sitting or standing. I 

could no longer feel the couch. All I could feel was her lips on mine, her 

tongue gently probing into my mouth, and the feel of her warm hands on my 

skin. 

I pulled away, not wanting to take advantage of her vulnerability. “You 

don’t have to do this. You don’t owe me anything.” 

“I want to. I’ve wanted to since I first moved in two years ago, but you 

were with someone.” 

“Why didn’t you say something when Lori left?” 

“I didn’t think I was your type. Not judging by Lori, or your previous 

partners, and not looking at the boi-toy you wanted to play with last night. I 



didn’t think you were into femmes, so I stayed away. But then I saw what 

happened this morning, and I heard you defending my honor.” 

She kissed me again, and it felt like my body lifted from the sofa. 

“I saw you scare the shit out of that girl, and I started to wonder if maybe 

you did like me. And when you put that guy down the way you did, I figured I 

just had to take my chance and give it a shot. You’re so fucking hot.” 

I shook my head. “Damn. I don’t have a type, baby. I should’ve made a 

move. I just figured you liked variety, and weren’t interested in settling.” 

“Settling? You’re not the kind of person someone settles for. You’re the 

kind of woman I’ve been searching my whole life for. You’ve been right in front 

of me, and I didn’t even know it, really. We wasted so much time…” 

I put my glass down, slipped my arms around her and stood, loving the 

feel of her body in my arms. “Then let’s not waste any more. Can I take you to 

bed?” 

“Oh hell, yes.” 

 


