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Intro:  

Before I start, I should mention that this is NOT a college frat-party story. It just happens to start that way. So if you read the first few paragraphs and thought, “Oh jeez, not another one of these”…give it a couple more pages.

Thanks should go to Phyllis Reynolds Naylor, who wrote the “Alice” books. If you were a kid in the late eighties and early nineties, you’ll know what I’m talking about. They were great books.

I recently found a copy of “Alice in Rapture, Sort Of” in a bookstore near me, so I thought, since my poor teenage sisters weren’t born until 1991 and 1994 and therefore missed out on the wondrous books that I got to read, I’d buy a copy and leave it in their room at my Dad’s house to let them see what they missed. Of course, I had to read it before I left it there.

I have no idea if the panty anecdote actually happened to someone famous, or if it’s just something that Ms. Naylor made up for her book. Either way, once I read that, I knew it had to become a story of its own.

So here it is.

The Story:

I never believed in love at first sight until I met the man I knew I wanted to marry.

I suppose, if you want the whole story, I’d better go back to when it started. Well, not ALL the way back, since that would be birth, and we’d be here forever. But my first year of college seems a pretty good compromise. First year of college. Not my first time away from Mom’s home – I’d lived with my brother for a few months when I was 17 – but my first time all alone, being totally responsible for myself. Naturally, I partied.

Well, I partied for a while. After a couple of weeks, it got tired, and I went back to my usual schedule of studying, hanging out with friends and reading a lot. But my party weeks happened to include pledge week for the fraternities and sororities, which meant that when I DID feel like drinking and dancing and general merriment, there were plenty of locations to choose from, and plenty of cute guys to keep me entertained. Well, for a couple of hours, at least.

It was at one of the frat parties that I met Will. William Bradford Alexander III, to be precise. My suitemate had dragged me along to the party, and within a few minutes had disappeared with a guy in tow. So I danced a little, and drank a lot of soda, and eyed up the cute blond guy standing in the corner opposite me. We watched each other for a while, eyes meeting across the room and all that, and that was…well, weird. Usually when a guy watches me – or any girl, for that matter – from across the room, his eyes are flirting, making all sorts of suggestions. This one didn’t do that. He just watched. So this went on for quite a while, and just as I was getting slightly creeped out, he smiled. And suddenly, I couldn’t help smiling back.

So he came over to me, and when we found that the music was too loud to think, let alone talk, we made our way outside without even saying a word.

Outside, he watched me for a few seconds, and then his face broke into that wonderful grin again. “I’m Will.”

“Holly.”

And that was that.

In the next few weeks, Will became my new best friend. I liked my suitemate, but I’d always preferred guys for my close friends. They’re so much simpler than women. Friendlier, more relaxed, easier to talk to. And Will was one of the best. That first night, after introducing ourselves, we’d somehow found ourselves leaving the party and making our way to Mr. Wu’s, a Chinese restaurant with an all-you-can-eat buffet every weeknight until 11. I ate there a lot. My parents weren’t exactly poor, but college doesn’t come cheap, and when you’re planning on a seven-year medical degree, you take all the all-you-can-eat-for-$4.95 meals you can get.

Will, I soon found, didn’t have money worries at all. He came from one of those old-money families, with ancestors that came over on the Mayflower or something like that. So he paid for my chicken chow mein and beef-fried rice, and we sat there for several hours, talking about college, our families, our hopes and dreams and everything else under the sun.

On one level, Will was exactly how I’d known he’d be, yet on another, he was a total surprise. I liked that; it made him seem like a nice mix of comfortable stability and excitement. His parents, as I’d said, were loaded. They lived not far from Boston, which was pretty much why Will had chosen California for college. His father made investments – whatever that means – and his mother was a socialite. He was an only child, although the servants’ (yes, servants!) kids had grown up on the estate. Basically your typical upper-class family.

Superficially, Will was your typical upper-class boy. I’d known before we ever spoke that he was from a rich family; the way he dressed, he couldn’t be anything else. I’m talking about preppy to the max. Baggy chinos and blazers were his clothes of choice. His hair was blond and perfectly cut, if a little long, and he had one of those elegant faces – long nose, pretty blue eyes, perfect teeth. He even had typical rich-boy hobbies: tennis, hanging out in art galleries, sailing. A friend of his father’s had a yacht that he never seemed to use, and he was perfectly happy to lend it to Will, so we spent a lot of weekends sailing up and down the coast, occasionally docking and exploring the smaller towns either side of San Francisco. Once we took a long weekend and went out to Catalina, where we stayed in a bed-and-breakfast for two nights and did absolutely nothing. I loved that about Will: he never cared about rushing around and doing dozens of things. Sometimes, when we didn’t have class, we’d spend a couple of hours just lying on the grass, looking at the sky. With Will, time was never wasted.

Of course, I soon found out that typical did not have to mean boring. He loved the ocean as much as I did, and he was just as happy when he was surfing or swimming as when he was sailing. He loved art, too – not just to look at in a gallery, but to make himself. The first time he showed me his paintings, I was astounded by them, and demanded to know why he wasn’t doing some sort of art major. His canvasses had this strange beauty to them, as well as a slightly eerie quality that made his artwork look almost more real than life. Even though he maintained that it was just a hobby, and that he enjoyed his business major, I thought it was sort of sad that he didn’t pursue an education in art. If he was that good with no teaching, I couldn’t imagine what he could be if he studied different techniques for a few years.

So our first year of college rolled by, and what time I didn’t spend studying or sleeping, I mostly spent with Will. I had girlfriends, but he was my favorite companion. We sailed, we surfed (or he surfed and I pretended), we went to movies. We ate together a LOT. We studied outside on nice days, and played Frisbee, and went shopping, and took weekend trips to Napa Valley and San Diego. He painted me several times. I taught him how to give a great back rub. He did my accounts for me, and I typed up his term papers. We were buddies. So naturally, at the end of the year when he needed a favor, I was the one he came to first. And when he told me what he needed, I laughed and agreed to do it, without even considering what might go wrong.

Will, you see, was gay. His parents didn’t know, and he wanted to keep it that way. Every year, they had a big formal ball at the beginning of June, and Will needed a date. So I agreed to come to Boston with him, and attend the ball, and play the devoted girlfriend.

Of course, I had no idea what was going to happen.

After school let out, I drove down to visit my parents in Orange County, and after spending a week there, flew to Boston to meet Will, who’d flown out the week before. Although the cross-country flights – and, for some reason, the LAX-Logan ones in particular – are referred to as the “red-eye” (since people are generally exhausted at the end of them), the flight wasn’t too bad. I’d never flown across the country before – my one trip to the east coast had been a driving trip that lasted the whole summer, two years ago – I managed pretty well with the flight: I was lucky enough to get a 2-seat section to myself, so I stretched out and napped, and did exercises every hour to stay limber. Will met me at Logan airport, so I didn’t have to worry about finding a cab. From there, we drove straight to his cousin’s apartment, where we were staying for the duration of our trip.

We had five days before the ball, so Will took it upon himself to show me Boston’s finest sights. We had a blast. Naturally, I insisted on seeing all the tourist attractions – Faneuil Hall, the site of the tea party, Ben Franklin’s birthplace – and Will insisted on taking me around the shops. That, I have to admit, is one area in which he was your typical gay guy – he LOVED to shop. He loved to shop even more than I did, and that’s saying something. And luckily, when it came to women’s clothes, he had pristine taste.

So our days took on a familiar pattern: we’d get up fairly early, get breakfast at a café (neither of us was much for cooking in the mornings, but it always seems a shame to eat cold cereal when you’re on vacation), take in the sights in the morning, break for lunch, and then spend the afternoons in the shops. The shopping district that Will took me to was one that his mother and sister liked, and thus pretty different to what I was used to – both in style and in price – but by the end of the week, after much cajoling, I’d purchased a ridiculously expensive teal silk three-piece suit (jacket, pants and a too-short skirt) that Will convinced me was “a good investment”, a couple of silk camisoles to go under the jacket (although Will sulked at that, and said if I had any guts I’d wear it with nothing underneath), a white lacy sundress that I knew I’d never want to take off, a pale blue cashmere sweater and two pairs of designer jeans that cost me a fortune, but made my butt look pretty amazing, and were probably well worth what I paid for them. My bank balance was sadly depleted; I think I spent about a year’s clothing allowance in that one week. And then, on the last day before the ball, I saw the dress.

Will saw it too, and I’m not actually sure which of us was caught by it first. I just know that we both stood outside the window for what seemed like an age, looking in, and then Will grabbed my hand and dragged me into the boutique. The saleslady behind the counter glanced up as we came in, and Will gave his trademark smile.

“We’d like to try on the dress in the window. The blue one.”

She removed her glasses and looked me up and down. What are you, a size eight?

I blushed a little. “More like a ten.”

She smiled slightly. “We have that particular style in a four, a six or an eight. Is there something else that you might like?”

Will nudged me. “Try the eight. It’s a loose fit, see? I think it would fit you.”

So I did. And it did. Perfectly. After the first glimpse, I couldn’t help staring at myself in the mirror. The material was silky, like real silk but with a slight stretch, and the deepest midnight blue that shimmered with silver threads when it caught the light. The color flattered my skin and hair, and the cut did wonders for my curves, the top supporting my breasts and showing a hint of cleavage before coming together at the back of my neck, and the skirt flattening my stomach, skimming my hips and gently falling to a half-inch below my ankles. I must have stared at myself for a long time, because Will stuck his head into the changing room to see what was keeping me.

He grinned. “Wow, sexy. Turn around.”

I did, and he gave a low whistle. At that, I turned to see my back in the mirror, and gaped. It was LOW. Not quite so low as to be indecent, but low enough that I was glad I’d decided against getting that tattoo at the top of my butt last year. Before I could say anything, Will spoke up. “It’s perfect.”

I sighed. “I know. But I don’t need something this formal.”

“And what were you planning to wear to my parents’ ball, miss?”

I shrugged. “I brought a couple of black dresses with me, and was planning to ask your opinion. The velvet, maybe.”

He made a tutting sound with his tongue. “Nuh uh. It’s far too hot to wear velvet, and this is a much better color for you than black. Blondes shouldn’t wear black to formal occasions – not young ones, anyway. You’re too fresh and sweet to get away with black, and you won’t stand out if you wear white. White is good for daytime and weddings. This is perfect for now.”

I looked at myself again, and made a face in the mirror. “It is perfect. And you’re probably right about the velvet, if not about me wanting to stand out from the crowd. But…” I trailed off, not sure what to say. I’d just spent a fortune on clothes, I really couldn’t justify spending more on this.

“I’ll get it for you.”

I sighed again. “Will, you can’t buy me clothes.”

“Hey, I buy you clothes for Christmas. And you wouldn’t even need a formal dress if you weren’t doing me the hugest favor in the world, so don’t worry, okay?”

“Okay. But only if it’s not too expensive. And when I get a decent job, I WILL pay you back.”

“Sure, kid. Whatever you want.” He kissed me on the cheek. “Give it to me, and get dressed while I go pay.”

I slipped it over my head – one of the wonderful things about this new stretchy silk is no annoying zippers – and Will put it on the hanger and disappeared around the door. I put on my clothes, and laughed softly to myself. I don’t think I’ve ever been as well-dressed as I have been since I met Will, I thought. Most of my clothes usually came from Victoria’s Secret, and ran to three distinct formulae – cotton sundresses in a variety of colors for hot days, V-neck sweaters and either just-above-the-knee or ankle-length skirts for classes and going out, and jeans and either a sweater or a tunic top – depending on the weather - for hanging out at home. For parties and vacations, I had a couple of cotton and denim miniskirts, and a variety of camisoles, tube tops and halternecks. Yet I’d just bought a bunch of things that I would normally never consider – and not just because of the prices – and they looked fabulous. Despite my misgivings – like most girls, I wanted the opposite body to what I had – I knew they looked fabulous, because Will said so and Will never lied about fashion. Actually, Will didn’t generally lie at all, except about the gay thing, and then only to his family.

When I got out to the counter, Will was chatting with the same saleslady as before. She smiled at me, and I was surprised at the warmth of it; she’d seemed decidedly cool before. Will smiled, too, and put his arm around my waist. Still, I was a little worried.

“How much is the dress?”

Will glanced at the saleslady. “A hundred dollars.”

“A hun…Will, I can’t let you spend a hundred dollars on a dress for me!”

“Oops, too late. It’s already gone through the machine, and there are no refunds.”

I just stood there gaping for a moment, and then Will hugged me. “It’s okay, honey. I like buying you things, especially when they look that great. And I have the money to spend, and like I said, it’s my fault that you need the dress in the first place. So don’t worry. Okay?” I was still a little bit shell-shocked, so I just let him walk me out of the store.

We stopped at a small café not far down the road, and Will ordered us both Cokes and pastries. When the waiter had gone, he grasped my hands in his, and looked at me seriously.

“Holly, I don’t think you understand the magnitude of the favor you’re doing me. There’s nobody else I could even think of asking to do this for me. I don’t know what I’d do if you’d refused. I can’t tell you how grateful I am. Buying you a dress is the least I can do for you.”

I squeezed his fingers gently. “I’m glad I can help you out. You’re my friend, that’s what friends do. But…Will, why can’t you tell them? Plenty of people are gay, and it’s not the stigma that it once was. Oh, I know that’s easy for me to say, since I haven’t been in that position. But this is the 21st Century, after all, and from what you’ve told me, your parents obviously love you. Surely they won’t be that horrified?”

He shook his head. “They will. They’re traditional Old Bostonians, and Bostonians are the most conservative people I know. Actually, my parents are a little less old-fashioned than some – they don’t force us into arranged marriages, for one thing. But this would be completely unacceptable to them.” He smiled sadly. “They’ll disown me. And I know they have to find out one day – I’m not willing to live a lie for the rest of my life – but I’m just trying to get through college. College is hard enough when you have plenty of time for studies. I can’t imagine what it must be like if you have to work to support yourself at the same time, and I’m really hoping that I don’t have to find out. I’ll tell them after I graduate.”

He reached up and patted my cheek, and then smiled at me, properly this time. “You want to take these things with us?”

“Sure. But why?”

Will gathered up our cans of Coke and what was left of his apricot Danish, and dropped a ten dollar bill on the table, sticking the salt shaker on top of it so it didn’t blow away. “Because I’ve just thought of what you need to complete the outfit.”

“Please don’t tell me I need sapphires.”

He laughed. “No, although I’d buy you some if I thought you’d let me. But Carrie already told me you could use any of her jewelery, and I’m sure we can find something that will look great.” He grinned at me. “Nope. You need underwear.”

Thirty minutes later, we were browsing through the racks in Victoria’s Secret. I’d never been underwear shopping with Will before, but as in clothes, we had very different tastes. I tended to go for things that were sexy but practical – bras and French knickers in spandex, cotton, stretch silk, machine-made lace. Will, on the other hand, favored tiny pieces of see-through silk and chiffon that barely looked as if they would cover my girly bits, and were much too small for someone with my curves. One of the reasons I loved stretchy silk was that you could buy an item in your size, whatever size you were, and it would look like a nice piece of clothing. Panties in non-stretchy materials, like the silk and chiffon that Will loved so much, looked like they would fit an elephant when you bought them in a US size ten. Worse were the satiny ones that were cut on the bias – you thought you were getting something with decent coverage, and then they shrunk to the size of a postage stamp when you actually put them on.

Will held up a demi-bra and thong set in black lace. “Yes?”

“No. Absopositively not. I’m not wearing a thong with that dress, I’m wearing French knickers.”

“French knickers will give you a panty line.”

“Not as much as the thong; it’ll dig into the flesh around my hips. In case you haven’t noticed, William, I’m soft all over, not hard and muscular. Tight stringy things make me look like a roast beef.”

A snort came from the back of the store, and Will grinned at the salesgirl standing there. She blushed, and his smile got even wider. “What do you think, sweetheart? Should she get the black lace?”

She came forward and looked at the set in his hand. “Yes, even if you can’t wear it with the thing you’re talking about. What were you needing it for, anyway?”

Will pulled the dress out of the bag and held it up against himself. “She looks fantastic in it, but we don’t have the right underwear. Which is why I suggested the black lace.”

I glared at Will, not really annoyed, but slightly amused. “In the dress shop you told me I shouldn’t wear black, and that midnight blue was a better color for me. Make up your mind, Bradford.”

He flapped his hand. “Don’t call me Bradford. I hate that name. And I wasn’t talking about underwear. All girls look good in black underwear, especially fair-skinned ones.” He turned to the girl and gave her that smile again. “So can you help us out, Miss…?”

“Oh. Katie. I’m Katie.” She held out her hand and smiled shyly at Will. “Actually, I have an idea.” Turning to me, she beckoned, and I followed her across the shop to a very pretty, not-too-frilly display of underthings. “Look.” She held out a pair of panties. “It’s a string, but they have ribbons at the sides, so you can adjust them to whatever you need, and they won’t dig into you.”

I was intrigued. “Won’t the ribbon bows make a bulge under the dress?”

“No, see? You don’t tie them in bows, you fasten them to this buckle – like on a bra strap – and then adjust them accordingly. You can take the buckle out and tie a bow or a knot, but you don’t have to.”

Will was fingering the panties in awe. “I’ve never seen anything like that before,” he mused. “I’m sure my sister and cousin don’t have anything like this. He straightened up. “This is the one. These are perfect.”

I had to admit, they were pretty nice. Miniscule, and not something that I’d ever wear if someone could see, but nice.

“What about a bra?”

“Hmm.” She looked thoughtful. “How low is the back of the dress, again?”

Will held it up, and she shook her head. “There’s no way you can wear an ordinary bra with that. You might get away with a backless halterneck, but…” she trailed off. “I don’t know why you’d bother, to be honest. The bodice is reinforced, and it’ll support you pretty well without anything underneath.”

“Okay, then.” Will clapped his hands. “Are you going to try them on, and can I watch?”

Katie shook her head again. “I’m afraid we don’t let male customers into the changing rooms.”

“It’s all right, sweetheart, I’m gay. And I’ve seen Holly naked a hundred times.”

She laughed at that, and he started walking towards the cubicles at the back of the shop. She ran after him. “You’re not actually supposed to try panties on, either…hygiene rules.”

“Oh, we’ll definitely, buy them; it’d be a shame not to. But we need to know if they’re suitable for the dress or if we have to keep looking.” He grinned. If we’re going to buy them anyway, it doesn’t matter if she tries them on here, does it?”

“Oh…I suppose not.” Katie had clearly never argued with someone like Will before. His name suited him very well, I’d always thought - for someone so laid-back, he could be incredibly willful when it suited him. I’d given up on arguing a long time ago, at least when it came to something he felt strongly about, and clothes definitely fell into that category. Not that he was vain, exactly, just…he wanted everything and everyone to be as beautiful as they could be, and that meant dressing well.

They were still chatting when I opened the door of the changing booth, wearing the panties and nothing else. I was raised in Europe, and an aversion to nudity was something that was never ingrained in me by my parents. Katie blushed a little when she saw me, and Will let out a wolf whistle.

“Whoohoo…sexy sexy!”

I rolled my eyes. “Will, you’re gay. Remember?”

“Okay, so maybe I’m bisexual, because you look hot.” He patted my butt. “If you weren’t my best friend, I definitely would.”

At that, I gave him a strange look, and made a mental note to bring the subject up again later. For now, though, I needed to finish my shopping.

“So you think they’re okay?”

“Stop fishing, Holl. You know by my reaction that they’re way past okay.”

I smiled. “Actually, I meant okay with the dress.”

“Well, try it and see.”

For the second time in the last few hours, I slipped the dress over my head and smoothed it down over my body. Perfect. No panty lines. No lines at all. Reluctantly, I turned around to face them.

“Yes.” Will nodded decisively.

“Okay.” When the answer is that clear-cut, there’s not a lot of point in arguing. I pulled the dress back up over my head and gently placed it back in its bag, then changed back into my own clothes. On my way to the cash register, I passed by the first rack we’d looked at and, on a whim, grabbed the black lace set that Will had originally been set on. Why not? I thought defensively. Buying them doesn’t mean I have to wear them.
Will nodded when he saw what I’d bought. “I knew you would.”

“Gah. You know me too well.”

At that, he laughed, and, winking at Katie, he followed me out of the shop.

For that evening, and most of the rest of the next day, the dress hung in the closet in my room. I looked at it a dozen times that evening, but never went too close and never touched it, paranoid that I’d get a stain on it or rip the delicate fabric. The day of the party was fairly busy: Will had to pick up his tux from the dry cleaners and run a bunch of errands, and it had occurred to me that as I was going to be wearing such a tiny pair of panties, it might be a good idea to get waxed, so I booked a bikini treatment at a salon whose number I found on Carrie’s pegboard in the kitchen. After the initial fiery pain was over, I found that it was quite nice to be pampered, so I let them pluck my eyebrows and trim and style my hair.

I came home about two hours before we were supposed to leave, and took a bath, making sure it was cool enough that the steam didn’t make my hair frizz up. When I got out of the tub, Will was home, and he greeted me with a hug and a large bag.

“Will, you didn’t—”

He put a finger on my lips. “Shhh. After this, I promise I won’t buy you anything for a long time.”

Inside the bag, I found a smaller bag and a box. In the smaller bag, I found a midnight-blue wrap that matched my dress perfectly, the same silvery threads running through it. The box contained a pair of dyed-to-match silk shoes.

“God, Will…I don’t know how I’m ever going to pay you back.”

“Darling, that’s exactly how I feel about what you’re doing for me.”

I hugged him tightly, and then dragged him into the bedroom. “Tell me what to do with my hair. Should I put it up? They styled it so nicely, but I feel like I should wear it up…” I trailed off. Will stood me in front of the mirror and ran his fingers through the loose curls, looking thoughtful.

“I’m not sure. I always think you look best when you wear it pulled back at the sides but loose at the back, the way Kelly Clarkson did in that video. The one where she was getting married, you know what I’m talking about.” I nodded. “I’m not sure if that’s right for tonight, though. It’s very sweet and innocent, and tonight you’re the opposite of sweet.” He thought for a few moments. “Don’t wear it up. Just leave it loose around your shoulders.” He fingered the ends. “It’s a great cut; they’ve really given it a lot of body. Shame the curls won’t stay after tonight, you look really sexy with them.” He winked at me in the mirror.

That reminded me of something. “Will, what did you mean earlier, when we were buying underwear? About maybe being bisexual?”

He waved his hand as if dismissing the question. “Oh, you know me, I’m always saying silly things. Don’t worry about it.” He squeezed my shoulder lightly. “I’d better go shower while you get ready.” I watched as he entered the bathroom, and then sighed and grabbed my manicure set.

Thirty minutes later, Will was out of the shower and doing the rest of his bathroom stuff – brushing his teeth, shaving, whatever else men do in the bathroom – and I had painted my toenails a pretty pale pink and given my fingernails a French manicure. I didn’t have very long fingernails, nor did I put color on them, but since I’d stopped biting them in high school they’d started to look fairly nice. Although I liked all sorts of colors on my toes, from pastels to vibrant reds and blues, I preferred the nude look on my fingers, and stuck to translucent ivories and roses that covered up any splits and marks without appearing like I was wearing anything.

All I had left to do was put my makeup on – which should only take me a few minutes, if Will ever got out of the bathroom – and dress. I took out my panties, debated and eventually decided against stockings, and then took the dress off the hangar. As I was doing that, I noticed something, and immediately went and banged on the bathroom door.

“Will!”

His head appeared round the door. “Hmm?”

I gave him my patented ‘not amused’ look. “Vera Wang for a hundred dollars? You lied, William.”

He had the grace to look a little abashed, at least. “Yes. I lied. I knew you wouldn’t let me get it, and it was so perfect.” Then he smiled. “It is perfect, Holl. You know it is.”

I sighed, which I seemed to do a lot of around Will. “I know it’s perfect. But…I don’t know. I don’t like taking things from you. Or anyone. Hell, I don’t even like taking college money from my parents. It feels…wrong. Like I’m a charity case or something.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s why I told you it was a hundred. But you know, Holly, nobody thinks of you as needing charity. Even if you were destitute, which you aren’t, people wouldn’t be giving you things out of pity. I buy you stuff because you’re my best friend, I love you, and I want you to have things that make you happy.”

Gently, I reached up to touch his face. “You make me happy, Will. I love you too, of course I do. But you don’t need to get me expensive stuff. I’m grateful, I really am, but you have to stop, okay? I’m already happy with what I have.”

He nodded, and then came out into the bedroom. “Bathroom’s all yours, princess. Go make yourself stunning.”

Eventually, I was ready, and I turned to face my reflection in the full-length mirror. I looked good. Maybe even better than good. The dress seemed to fit even better than it had in the store, and the panties didn’t show at all underneath – if I hadn’t known better, I’d have thought I wasn’t wearing any. My makeup was pretty minimal: I never wore lipstick and I had nice clear skin thanks to the amount of vitamins and herbal medications I took, so I was just wearing eye makeup and a light powder on my nose and forehead. A tiny amount of blue eyeshadow in the corners of my eyes, along with navy blue eyeliner, made my eyes look tilted and cat-like, and very exotic – a huge contrast to the Victorian milkmaid look that I usually had. My hair was pale gold and curled softly around my shoulders, and the rich colors of my hair and dress made my skin look slightly golden too, instead of its usual milky-pale. The shoes really did complete the outfit, and I was glad Will had bought them; they suited much better than the white heels I’d been planning to wear. Delicate, made of a multitude of wispy-thin straps that crisscrossed my feet, they made my toes look pretty and my ankles more slender than they were, and added two inches to my height.

I didn’t look much like myself, but I liked what I saw.

Will evidently did, too, as he whistled when I walked into the living room. I almost whistled myself. His tuxedo was, of course, the traditional black, but there was a subtle difference in the cut that made it look more elegant and expensive than your standard tux. He opened his jacket, and I saw that he was wearing a deep blue cummerbund that matched my outfit well. Moving closer, I noticed that his jacket and pants were made of raw silk, which explained the expensive look – clearly Will’s fascination with silk was not just for women. His white-blond hair was perfectly cut – I wasn’t the only one who’d been to the hairdresser today – and as it was slightly damp he’d combed it back off his forehead, giving him a debonair look. He smelled good, too.

“Oh…I forgot perfume.” I rushed back into the bedroom and sprayed my hair, wrists and cleavage with Nina Ricci’s “Les Belles De Ricci” which I’d been wearing since I was twelve and never ever got sick of, although it was murder to find these days, and I usually had to order it off the internet. When I came back out, Will was fiddling with his cuffs.

“Help me with my cufflinks?” He sounded slightly harassed, and I had to giggle.

“Sure.” They were beautiful cufflinks, gold with a blue stone in the middle. “Is that a sapphire?”

“Blue topaz. Carrie gave them to me last Christmas. Which reminds me—” He crossed the room and picked up a black velvet box from the coffee table.

“Now, before you yell at me, this isn’t another present, it’s just a loaner.” He opened the box, and I gasped at one of the most beautiful pieces of jewellery I’d ever seen.

The necklace was not at all fussy, and stunning in its simplicity. A large sapphire teardrop, framed in silver, on such a delicate chain I wondered how it would ever support it without breaking. He took it out and placed it around my neck, and I shivered slightly at the cool weight of it against my breastbone. When the necklace was out of the box, I noticed the matching teardrop earrings, and slid them into my ears.

“Will, where did you—”

“It’s Carrie’s. She keeps a whole bunch of stuff in her safe-deposit box at the bank, and Lucy and I both have keys, so we can borrow something any time we need to.” Lucy was Will’s sister, younger by a year, who had just finished high school. “She’s fine with it – she never wears half the stuff anyway. Jonathan’s always buying her jewellery when he goes on business trips, and for Christmas and their anniversary, times like that. She always says that she never has enough chances to wear most of it, so she lets us borrow anything we want. Not that I’ve done it before, but Lucy does quite often.”

I looked up at him, worried. “It’s so heavy. What if it breaks?”

He laughed. “It won’t. And if it does, I buy another chain. Simple.” Then he frowned. “I didn’t think to get you anything for your wrists.”

I shook my hands out, showing him the silver Tiffany bracelet on my right wrist, which my parents had given to me for my eighteenth birthday and was the only piece of expensive jewellery I owned, and an inexpensive but pretty silver watch that had come from an ex-boyfriend, which I still wore for sentimental reasons. “I’m all decked up like a Christmas tree.”

He raised an eyebrow at that, and I laughed. “Not really. It doesn’t feel like I’m wearing too many baubles. It’s just right.”

Will grinned at me and placed my wrap around my shoulders. He offered me his arm. “Are you ready, Madame?”

I placed my hand on it. “Why yes, kind sir.” Laughing, we walked out of the apartment.

To be continued…soon, I hope. =)

~ Rose
