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Chapter One

“The door creaks open and you find can hear the chanting get louder. What do you do?” Madison asked, her eyes right on me.

I ran my hands through my hair and looked over my character sheet again. My stealth proficiency wasn’t bad, but could I really risk getting closer without returning to the group to let them know what happened first?

Emily smiled at me, “Hey, just do whatever feels right for your character. It’s Dungeons and Dragons, not life or death.”

“Fuck! I want to sneak inside!” I called out.

“Then roll a stealth check,” Madison said.

I looked at the dice and grabbed my twenty-sided die, “This one?”

“Yeah,” Madison said.

The charcoal dice with bright green numbers bounced on the circular table and rolled to a stop on thirteen, “Uh, plus six is nineteen.”

“Great,” Madison lifted her hand into the air and made a creaking noise as she pushed open an imaginary door. “As you make your way inside, the door makes a little noise, but the chanting doesn’t stop and you don’t think you’ve been noticed.”

My heart raced. After three hours of this session, I thought I would be tired, but I didn’t care how late I was staying up. I needed to know what the cult was doing and now, Emily, Chris, and Ruben were all equally invested in this story.

“Can I try to get close enough to hear what they’re saying?” I asked.

Madison nodded, the other three of our group leaned in closer, waiting on Madison’s every word with bated breath. “Roll a perception check.”

I rolled the dice again, “Natural twenty!”

Emily pumped her fist, “Fuck yeah!”

“Oh fuck, I can’t take this, shit!” Ruben said before taking a deep sip from his martini.

Madison started speaking and we all went silent, “Your elven ears pick up a curious sound. At first, you think that you’re just imagining things, but as they repeat the chant again, you realize that the poison from the trap you failed to disarm earlier wasn’t fucking with your hearing. Clear as day, you could hear them repeating ‘You shouldn’t have come. You should have run. We tried to fight the beast of the night. Come hide with us. We’ll make sure you’re alright.’”

Her hand reached across and gripped my shoulder, “And then, six sets of dark red eyes pierce the darkness as they all fixate on you.”

“No!” I cried out. Whatever those eyes were didn’t sound good. And what the fuck was that chant? What beast of the night? Were they talking about a vampire or something else?

“And that’s where we’ll pick up next week,” Madison said.

The other three let out disbelieving groans before Chris grumbled, “That should be a crime. Get in the car, Madison, I’m taking you in!”

Emily giggled and hopped off her chair to go stand behind her lover. Seeing Madison and Emily together was the most heartwarming thing I’d ever had the pleasure of experiencing. “The real crime is how early Madison goes to bed after our sessions,” Emily said.

Ruben smiled and waved his husband over, “You two have some fun. Oh, Emily, if you get any juicy deets about what’s happening next session, send me a text. I need to know what healing spells I need to prepare!”

“All of them!” Madison said before laughing. “She’s not getting special treatment, at least, not when it comes to the game. It’s nice to have you amazing people all jump in like this.”

I shook my head, “No, you’re the amazing one. You’ve got us around your finger and waiting for your every word! That’s amazing!”

“Well, if it wasn’t for you getting drunk and ranting about missing the last group you had in college, I wouldn’t have known people were even interested, Courtney,” Madison said. “I picked up the game when I was on the ship. Had a few of my juniors drag me into it while we were on deployment. Glad to have another skill to break out for some fun around here.”

Chris chuckled and waved his sister over. Her customary leather jacket and tattered black jeans were almost trademark at this point. I couldn’t tell if the clothes were meant to make her look mysterious or if they were some kind of threat to try and keep people from talking to her.

Every week, Chris drug her here and even after four weeks, she refused to talk to us. A month of coming here with her brother was enough to make me curious enough to ask about her. I wasn’t going to let her keep acting like no one was willing to talk to her though, “Kelsey, right?”

She shrugged her shoulders, “Sometimes.”

Well, that wasn’t the answer I was hoping for.

Madison eyed Chris and he nodded at her. Madison said, “Kelsey is here because she can’t seem to stay out of trouble. Emily and I were reminiscing on old memories while we walked and we caught her spray painting the high school about a month and a half ago. She’s already having to do community service according to Chris, so I really didn’t want to take her to the station and see what they’d rather do with her. This was her compromise.”

Chris chuckled, “You’d think with her being my sister that she would have a little respect for the law.”

“There’s not shit else to do here, pig,” Kelsey snarled at her brother. Real friendly one, but I didn’t think her heart was in the insult. Then again, I might have wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt.

“And what would you rather do? You’re already having to put in six hours a week at the library. Do you really want to spend twenty-four in a cell every day for a few months?” Chris asked.

Kelsey muttered something under her breath and looked away. Her bronze complexion was just a little darker than her brothers, but they did have the same dark brown hair color. Kelsey’s hair was certainly longer and had a slight wave to it. In short, she was breathtaking.

I couldn’t stop taking in her every detail. Her strong features gave me the impression that she would fight to the death for whatever it was she believed in. The only thing I could see that I wanted to fix was that she didn’t seem to believe in anything.

Yet, here I was judging her without giving her a genuine chance to prove me wrong. Besides, I was judging her personality based on her appearance, how stupid was that?

I got out of my chair and smiled warmly at her before extending my hand, “Well, I’m Courtney. Most of the time, unless someone starts calling me Coco here.”

She looked down at me and rolled her eyes before shaking my hand. That little embrace sent a shiver up my spine. Her hand was so warm and though her personality was cold, I wanted more of that flame that burned inside her. “I’m sure you’d love for people to start calling you that again. I’ll make sure to cross it off the list of shit to call you.”

“Kelsey, can’t you try to be a decent human being for one day? Just one?” Chris asked.

Madison started packing away all of the supplies she brought us, “You know, better than that, why don’t you just play a decent human being? Or an elf, dwarf, or any other race. I’ll draft up a character for you. Chris, could you teach her the basics?”

“Why the fuck would I play your nerdy game?” Kelsey asked.

Emily shrugged, “Maybe to get a little of your anger out in a way that doesn’t get you in trouble? There really isn’t anything else to do. We all have a few drinks and play this. It’s been the highlight of my week. Maybe you’d like it. Besides, drinks are free if you play.”

“Madison, I don’t think I have time to teach her the game. Between my job and volunteering, I don’t get too much free time,” Chris said.

I cleared my throat, “Uh, you said she volunteered at the library? I stop in there from time to time. I could try to teach her what I know while I help her?”

The group looked at me. Six pairs of eyes looked in my direction. Ruben, his husband, Chris, Kelsey, Madison, and Emily. Only one of those six didn’t seem happy about the prospect. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Don’t tell me you’re going to sic the happy ginger on me to teach me the stupid fucking game,” Kelsey groaned.

“You know what? Yeah, either you let her be a good fucking person or I’m going to see what Greg wants to do with you for vandalizing the school. I’m sure that’ll go over just great,” Chris snapped at his sister.

She lowered her gaze. Damn, when she wasn’t being rude, she really did look great. Yet, as my eyes drifted down to see what her eyes focused on, I caught the slightest hint of a bulge in her pants.

The first thought that came to my mind wasn’t about her being a good fuck. My heart sank in my chest. Kelsey had probably struggled to be accepted as a woman down here and if Madison’s stories told me anything, it was more often about their own thoughts that kept them trapped and unhappy. I didn’t want to say anything in front of the others. If Kelsey wanted to tell the others, she could. But when our eyes met, I nodded as if that would tell her anything.

“Fine,” she said. “Might as well walk your ass home or whatever. And I want Jack and coke, nothing less when we play.”

I didn’t know how to feel about that, but Chris smiled at me, “If she does anything you don’t like, you just let me know. I’ll have her in a cell before she can blink. Kelsey is my sister, but she’s been skating on thin ice for the past year. I thought the bar would give her something to do, but all she does is bitch about it being too loud for her taste.”

Madison laughed and waved goodbye to Ruben and his husband as they left, “That’s a damn good problem to have for me.”

“You guys realize I’m standing right here, right?” Kelsey asked.

“You don’t seem to care about anyone but your damn self, sis. So tell me why I need to dance around your feelings?” Chris asked.

I shook my head and stepped beside Kelsey, “Hey, why don’t we just get out of here. As much as I’d love to hear you two rip each other to shreds, I’d rather it be in character. I’ll talk to you about what you might want to play and let Madison know.”

She let out a soft sigh, “Fine, whatever. Get fucked, Chris.”

“One of these days, I finally will,” he grumbled.


Chapter Two

Courtney’s desire to get out of the bar almost matched my own. I was sick of dealing with my brother and being here with nothing to do but watch the boring TV was getting old. He kept me on a damn leash. At twenty-four years old, I should have been able to just do what I wanted.

So what if I ended up in jail? What were they going to do, feed me and give me a place to sleep?

I might have actually been afraid of that threat if there was anything worth doing on the outside. These people just grated on my nerves.

“Did you bring a purse with you or anything?” Courtney asked as she held the bar door open for me.

I rolled my eyes and brushed past her, “Do I really look like the kind of bitch that carries a purse?”

Her quiet sigh brought a smile to my lips. That’s what she got for trying to get to know someone she really didn’t want to get involved with. No one wanted to deal with the problems that I had. It always started like this. They pretend they understand and accept you, then you try to put a little faith in them and they let you down.

I was tired of that cycle. Being alone was better than being someone’s punching bag.

“So where do you live?” she asked.

“With my brother for now. I’m working on getting my own apartment,” I said. “How about you? I’m guessing in a basement where you sleep in a coffin until the sun goes back down?”

I hoped to get another sigh from her, but instead, she laughed quietly, “I’ll give you that one. I just don’t like the sun, it’s not like I can’t be in it for a few hours. I’m in the Tulips apartments.”

“Two lips, huh? I’d love to spend the night there too,” I said. Courtney walked past me and started toward the parking lot. Her cheeks were bright red and even with those adorable fucking freckles, there was no way she could hide that embarrassment. “I thought we were walking?”

She shook her head, “I have a car. I figured you could drive me there?”

Luckily for both of us, Chris wouldn’t let me take part in Madison’s generosity. A few free drinks would have at least made the place worth being at for hours. But instead, all I got to do was watch them have fun. I knew how to play the game, that much was easy to pick up when they constantly had to explain some rule or another to Courtney.

“You really think it’s the best idea to let me drive your car?” I asked.

“Why not? You wouldn’t do anything stupid in it, would you?”

A part of me wanted to be irritated. How dare she offer me the option of driving her car? She didn’t know me. For all she knew, I could steal her keys and skip town in her car, ditch it in a field and just disappear into another state.

But she pulled her keys out of her purse and handed them to me, “You do know how to get there right?”

I took her keys, “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be a resident in this piece of shit town.”

“Hey, it’s not that bad,” she said as she headed over to her car. The dimly lit parking lot was bathed in orange light. Better than nothing, but damn I couldn’t pretend I wouldn’t want to see her walk away with better lighting. Her petite frame had barely any ass, but that didn’t seem to bother my cock. And hell, those tits she had, just fucking mind-boggling. How could she be flat on one side and curvy on the other?

I tried not to think too much about it. It’s not like a chick like her would even give someone like me the light of day. Not even that I was bad looking or that I was transgender, but with how Chris probably talked about me, I’d never be able to make her see me as anything more than a petty criminal.

We got in her car and she turned off the radio as I turned the key in the ignition. “So when are you going to the library next?”

“Tomorrow.”

“And what do you do while you’re there?” she asked.

I sighed and started making my way to the Tulips. “I put book returns back and call people that have overdue books. If nothing is going on, then I just make sure that the books are on the shelf correctly. Stupid shit, really,” I grumbled.

“Is it in the morning or the afternoon?”

“Are we just going to play twenty questions?” I asked. A red light stopped us and I looked over at her. Those soft green eyes melted my damn heart. “Sorry, I’m not good at talking.”

“You’re doing fine,” she mumbled. “You could always ask me to stop asking questions if it is irritating you.”

I nodded and the light turned green again, “I don’t want to do that. It’s in the afternoon, I work in the body shop during most of the morning. I leave the shop just after one so I can shower and change. I’m at the library by two and I stay until five.”

“Oh, that’s not bad. I do commissioned drawings for people online. It’s not the best money, but between that and my parent's help, I make it by pretty well,” she said.

As I turned into the apartment complex, I took a deep breath. There was nothing worse than what I was about to do. I let it out slowly and mumbled, “Sorry for acting like such a bitch tonight.”

I hated apologizing for anything, but Courtney didn’t do anything to deserve my behavior. All she had done was make me feel like I could talk to her without all the resentment that boiled within me. She wasn’t judging me and she wasn’t even making me explain my actions.

She waited until I parked the car to reach over and unbuckle my seatbelt, “Do you have a phone?”

“I do, why?”

“Let your brother know you’re going to be at my place for an hour or two,” she said.

My interest was piqued. Maybe two lips were on the menu tonight. I pulled out my phone and sent Chris a text to let him know where I was at before I looked over at her.

Courtney smiled and shook her head, “Not that, we’ve got to talk about the game, remember?”

Fuck. “Yeah, the game, that’s what I was smiling about.”

She laughed quietly and got out of the car. Courtney slowly paced towards the stairs of her building as I locked her car and hurried over to her. She extended her hand and I gave her the keys back. “So what kind of character do you want to play?” she asked.

“I’m not quite sure. Do I really have to play the game though?”

We made it up to the third floor of the apartment complex and she paused to look back at me, “I don’t think you have to play it. Chris might be a little stern with you, but from the little he has told us about you, he really does like you and want to make sure you’re happy.”

I laughed. That was probably one of the funnier things I’d ever heard. Ever since I came out as trans, Chris treated me differently. Not bad, but different. I wasn’t his little brother anymore, but he didn’t even treat me like I was the same person at all.

“Yeah, so I have to play. I’ll play something simple then,” I said.

“Melee or ranged?” she asked as she unlocked her door.

I followed her into the well-furnished place. She lived a much nicer life than I would have imagined from someone that spent most of her nights at Darren’s Dive. Madison’s bar was a nice place, but Courtney barely drank from what I saw.

“Damn, nice digs.”

She flashed me a grin and walked into the room on the right. “Thank you, I think? I’ll be right out, I just want to change into something more comfortable,” she said.

“Throwing on some lingerie to talk about a nerd game with me?” I teased as she shut the door.

Courtney sounded a little nervous as she shouted back, “Melee or ranged!”

My thoughts were so far from Dungeons and Dragons. The thought of what was behind that door was tempting me beyond belief. I gave her some shit about being a ginger earlier, but redheads were right up my alley. Pale, freckled, and sweet, Courtney was everything I didn’t deserve in a woman. And yet, she invited me into her place.

“Melee,” I said.

“Awesome, good to hear,” she said. “We’ve got way too many ranged characters. Two spellcasters, a rogue, and a cleric. How do you feel about a barbarian? You get to rage and hit shit, really, really hard. But there really isn’t a ton you have to keep up with.”

The snap of a fresh pair of panties could be heard and I had to force myself not to think of Courtney’s body. For once, someone was doing something nice for me that didn’t feel like it was something they had to do. She volunteered to teach me this game of her own free will and volition. Even my own brother backed out of spending time with me.

She deserved a little respect. That thought sent shivers down my spine and I hadn’t fully recovered when the door swung open. My jaw dropped.

Courtney’s long, pale legs were almost completely exposed. The tiny pair of black running shorts she had on could have been a pair of panties. Her thin white tank top didn’t even hide her nipples. No bra. This little bitch had to be teasing me!

“Hello? Earth to Kelsey,” she said.

“How the fuck am I supposed to not look at you?” I asked bluntly.

She shrugged her shoulders and stepped past me. I could have sworn she worked her hips a little more than she needed to as she walked into the kitchen, “You can look all you want. Just don’t touch, that’s not on the table. Barbarian, yes or no?”

“Sure, why not. Getting angry and killing shit with a huge ass sword sounds like a plan,” I said. “But are you sure you want to let me look? I don’t know if you know this about me but I’m—”

“Transgender. Yeah, I saw. If I had a problem with that, I’d have put on a comfy dress.”

My heart soared. Not only had the little minx looked at my crotch, but she literally just gave me an invitation to let my eyes wander.

“Look, you’re really sending mixed signals here. I don’t know if I’m supposed to look or not. Is it rude if I do, if I get turned on, is that a bad thing? I’m not sure how the hell I’m supposed to feel right now,” I said. Beating around the bush was never my strong suit.

She shrugged, “That makes two of us. Do you want a drink?”

“Sure? Got whiskey?” I asked. “And uh, how do you feel about body shots?”

“I feel like you’re going to have to do a few quests with me before I let you start asking for rewards,” she mumbled.

Courtney was a fucking nerd and I loved it. Maybe there was something to do around town. More accurately, someone to do.


Chapter Three

I couldn’t help myself. Kelsey’s eyes had been roaming my body since we started talking and when I got home, I wanted to know how she would react. After she put on the entire bad girl act at the bar, I couldn’t be sure that she would even admit to finding me attractive.

And yet, here we were. I used a shot glass to measure how much alcohol I was about to drink. Never more than four drinks. Ever. Kelsey’s quiet chuckle almost made me overflow my shot glass as I started pouring hers, “You always this anal?”

“No, sometimes I like normal sex,” I said.

“W-Wait, fuck, what?”

I finished pouring her drink and put a few ice cubes in each of the glasses. While I had quite the setup in my apartment, I never really was the largest into drinking. If Kelsey made a habit of coming over, I’d have to invest in whiskey glasses.

“Are you the only one that gets to make jokes?” I asked and handed her one of the glasses and stepped around her so that I could step into the living room. She had a habit of standing in the way.

I put my large purse down and pulled out my player’s handbook. “Hey, Kelsey, can you go to my room and grab a notebook and a pencil off my dresser?”

“Sure,” she said. For what felt like the first time, her tone wasn’t even snippy. There was no wit. Just a simple answer to a simple request. That might have seemed like it didn’t matter, but with someone like Kelsey, I could imagine how hard it was for her to break the habit.

If all it took to get her to be a much nicer person was a little teasing, then I could handle that. So long as she kept being respectful of the boundaries I had. The sad truth, I didn’t believe that she could.

Kelsey returned after a few moments and put the pencil and notebook down on my coffee table. I put my glass down on it and sat on the floor. The already revealing shorts rode up just a little more and I had to double check to make sure that my panties weren’t exposed to her. Couldn’t have her knowing that I put on my cutest thong, not yet.

“So what kind of quests were you talking about earlier?” she asked.

I smiled at her, “Let’s start with picking out details of your character.”

We spent the next fifteen minutes going over the races and the details of being a barbarian. By the end of it, she settled on an elven barbarian that was supposed to tie into my character’s backstory, our cups were drained, and I was absolutely a little drunk. After confirming the shared background with Madison via text, I leaned against Kelsey’s shoulder.

“You seem pretty happy about playing an elf. If you want to have better stats, you could play a dwarf or a human,” I mumbled.

She put her glass down and wrapped an arm around my shoulders, “You seemed really excited about telling me about your character. I think it could be cool as fuck to roll up to the table and make your character have a deep moment. Would be a hell of a way to introduce my character.”

“You want to stay the night? I don’t mind,” I asked.

Kelsey tensed up and she let out a deep sigh, “You mind dropping me off at work in the morning?”

“I’d love to,” I said. Whether it was the alcohol coursing through me or the desire to learn more about her, I murmured, “Can I still come to the library with you tomorrow?”

“You know, I’d really fucking appreciate some company. That place is boring as shit,” she said. “Where am I sleeping by the way?”

“My bed? Clothes on!”

“Chick, you don’t have to let me sleep there. Shit, just give me a pillow and I’ll crash on the floor or the couch. I don’t much care.”

I looked up at her. She really was a teddy bear under that prickly shell. I knew better than to let myself start feeling anything for her because I couldn’t believe she would return the favor, I couldn’t lie to myself. I did like her. Chris made her seem like she was some kind of rebel that never listened to anyone and only did what she wanted. But that wasn’t the case. At least, it wasn’t the whole story. From what I’d experienced in the short time we were together tonight, she seemed like she just needed a friend that wasn’t trying to change her.

My lips curled into a smile and I whispered, “I don’t know if I can make it there by myself. It’s not a body shot, but I wouldn’t mind letting you sleep beside me.” I winked, “But the jacket has to come off.”

“You teasing little,” she caught herself. “Actually, scratch that. Thank you, Courtney. Would it be too awkward if I took off my shirt too? I’ve got a bra on.”

“That makes one of us,” I purred and stood. The alcohol might have let me take a chance with her, but I wasn’t drunk enough to really need her to help me.

She got up and put an arm around my waist and grumbled, “Trust me, I noticed.”

My eyes drifted down to her crotch and sure enough, her little friend was excited to talk about me not wearing a bra. Kelsey helped me into the bed and after she took off her jacket and shirt, I couldn’t help but stare. She was a little taller than me and we were just about the same size, but whereas I was just skinny, her body showed every sign of being honed to perfection. Maybe not perfect to others, but to me, that tight stomach was beautiful. Her breasts were nowhere near as large as mine, but they were definitely not small.

I giggled as she got into bed. She rolled her eyes, “What?”

“Nothing,” I said with all the maturity of a child.

“Don’t pull that shit on me, what are you laughing at,” she grumbled.

I rolled onto my side, facing away from her. “You know, I never let anyone sleep with me in college. Literally or otherwise.”

“Virgin?” she asked.

“No, but that was the day I also decided I wasn’t into men,” I said.

She let out a quiet groan, “So, even if I beat the game with all the quests, I won’t be able to claim the damn prize?”

“You can be a lesbian and still enjoy penetrative sex. I just don’t want to be with a man. There’s just some mental hangup around dating one and I really don’t like having meaningless sex,” I said. Groaning, I rolled over to look at her. “If you beat the game, then you’d have spent enough time learning its rules to know how to have a good time in the bonus level.”

Kelsey laughed quietly and pulled her left hand out from under the cover and put it between us, palm up. “You know, I’ve boned random bitches for the sake of it. Never let one of them hold my hand. I’m not calling you a random bitch, but this’ll be the first time I’ve ever slept with someone without sleeping with them.”

I laughed at that. While I couldn’t pretend that she was really doing herself any favors by even hinting at me being a random bitch, I still felt like she was trying. My hand pulled out from under the cover and I laced my fingers through hers.

“Well, you might have to get used to not sleeping with me when you sleep with me,” I said before letting out a quiet yawn.

“Yeah, I know. Until I finish the game, I can’t start exploiting it,” she said.

I squeezed her hand, intentionally digging my fingernails into her, “Don’t talk like that. I don’t mind the flirting, but you’re not going to talk about exploiting me or using me. If we did do anything, you bet your bottom dollar that I’m not going to be a one-time deal.”

She made no noise even though I knew what I was doing probably hurt. “I got that. You going to stop trying to make me say mercy or what?”

I relaxed and felt my cheeks warming as I got comfortable beside her. Her lips curled into a grin and I couldn’t help myself. Against every logical thought, I rolled over, pulling her arm across my body as I pressed myself against her. I could feel that thick bulge against my ass, but I didn’t even act like I noticed.

“Really now?” she asked.

“Make it awkward and I’ll never do it again,” I said.

She chuckled and spoke softly, “Achievement unlocked. All I’m going to say.”

I awoke to the sound of Kelsey’s alarm going off and I snarled, “Turn that shit off!”

“Damn, sunshine, not a morning person?” she asked as she killed the alarm.

My hips pressed back against her morning wood and I purposefully ground against her for a few moments before pulling away, “Enjoy the gift.” I got out of bed and hurried into the bathroom. A devious smirk formed on my lips as she let out a quivering sigh.

It’s not that I wasn’t a morning person, but how could she consider five-thirty to be the morning?

I took my time in the bathroom, relieving myself, then washing my hands, and finally brushing my teeth. By the time I finished, she was tapping on the door. Her desperate voice called out, “Please hurry up! I’ve got to piss so bad I can scream.”

“Tell me you’re sorry,” I said.

“Oh you’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” she said. “Fine, I’m sorry that you’re not a morning person and that you don’t have an ass.”

“Woah! Shots fired!” I said as I opened the door. “That was rude.”

As she slipped past me, she gave my ass a light spank, “Yeah, never said I didn’t love that damn thing.”

My cheeks flushed red as she unzipped her pants. As wrong as it seemed to me to see a beautiful woman stand up while she was about to pee, I couldn’t help but smile.

I shut the door to give her a little privacy that she didn’t seem to want. It was for my sake. Her ass wasn’t bad looking either and with her jeans slipping slightly lower, I could see the lace of her panties. If I didn’t break away, I would have wanted to see more.

While she finished up, I pulled on a pair of pajama pants and a light jacket. She had to work today, all I had to do was get her there without accidentally flashing someone. After that, I could come back to my apartment and draw characters for people until it was time to meet her at the library.

She finished before long and stepped back into my room to pull on her shirt and jacket. Kelsey sat down on the edge of my bed and started pulling on her boots, “I wanted to say thank you, by the way.”

Those words were more shocking than the excessive profanity she used. “F-For?” I asked.

“You know, offering to help me with the game and shit. Trying to spend time with me. I really appreciate it. And for not slapping me after touching your ass,” she said.

I laughed softly and put a hand on her shoulder. Giving it a gentle squeeze, I whispered, “You managed to not grind against me once last night. I figured that deserved a little slack. If you wanted to make things weird, you had the opportunity. So now you’ve got to beat the next level. Maybe there will be a boss fight or something.”

“I’m not into that aggressive shit,” she said.

“Oh my god, no, not a literal fight!”

Kelsey stood up and chuckled, “Yeah, then what kind of fight would it be?”

“I don’t know, maybe a date?” I asked.

She smiled and shook her head slowly as she snickered. “Yeah, sure, alright. A date,” her hands fell to her hips and she mumbled, “how does dinner tonight sound?”

The hypothetical I offered wasn’t serious. But then again, that was because I really didn’t expect her to actually want to do anything serious with me. “U-Uh, I’m allergic to fish,” I said.

“That wasn’t a no.”

“I-I guess it wasn’t.”


Chapter Four

The drive to the body shop I worked at was pretty quiet. Neither of us seemed to know what to say. Fuck, what was I thinking?

Offering her to go to dinner with me, the chick probably had better things to do with her time. Where would I even take her? It’s not like I was strapped for cash, but I wasn’t rolling in money either.

And then came the matter of picking her up. Would she really want to be taken to a restaurant with my brother driving us? If not, then she would end up having to drive us there. I wasn’t in a position where I could really help her. Our town was small enough that I usually just walked everywhere I needed to go. When I didn’t walk, Chris drove me.

She pulled into the shop and parked in front of the garage, “So, uh, see you at the library?”

“Yeah, that sounds good. I don’t mean to sound like a pathetic piece of shit or anything, but would you be down to pick me up tonight?” I asked.

Courtney smiled. Damn those perfect teeth could calm me down so easily. There was something about her that just put me at ease. “Yeah, of course I can. Do I need to wear something specific?” she asked.

I opened the car door and stepped out, “Nothing too fancy. Whatever you wear to the library will be fine. I’m not going to doll myself up, date or not, what you see is what you get.”

“Then I’m getting a really hot date,” she purred.

Glancing around to make sure none of the guys I worked with heard what I was about to say, I leaned in and mumbled, “You a flowers and chocolate kind of girl?”

She rolled her eyes and leaned back in her seat, “Kelsey, you don’t have to try that hard. That being said, if you brought something, I might have to kiss you for rescuing me from the boss’s lair.”

I hated blushing. I fucking hated it. But when it came to her, I couldn’t bring myself to be upset. I took a step back and shut the door before waving at her. Had that been any other chick in the car, I wouldn’t have settled for anything less than their pussy around my cock for taking them on a date. But she wasn’t any other chick.

That little ginger was one of the few people in Asheville that I could even consider to be respectable. She was a nerd and she definitely had a little bit of an excessively bubbly personality, but she was real. There wasn’t any of that bullshit fake interest that so many other chicks used to try and seem like they were cool. No, she liked her games, she liked to drink a little, and she liked to tease. I’m sure I’d find out more about her, but for now, those three things were more than enough to hold my attention.

Even if I didn’t want to admit it, I’d wanted to play with them for the past few sessions. But what would someone think about my badass self playing Dungeons and fucking Dragons? The same bitch that kicked the high school principal in the dick for calling me a tranny. I had something of a reputation I wanted to uphold. People might not have respected me like they might respect someone like Madison, but they damn sure knew better than say something to my face.

As she started backing up, I turned around to head inside. No sooner than I did, Paul called out, “Damn homie, you hittin’ that?”

“Mother fucker, I can’t even talk to someone without you thinking I’m trying to fuck them?” I asked.

“Shit, if that was a dude, I wouldn’t even ask. But that’s one fine bitch, tell me how she felt,” he said, thrusting his hips and grinning.

I couldn’t pretend that this wasn’t relatively normal. But the difference was that Courtney didn’t need to be tied into my reputation. She was a good woman. People like Paul, yeah, he didn’t care much past telling people he was part of some kind of cartel when we all knew that was bullshit. He just wanted people to think he was half as ‘thug’ as he thought he was.

Still, I wasn’t going to let him call her a bitch. “Look, man, that chick is cool. You call her a hoe, bitch, slut, whore, whatever the fuck you think would be anything less than polite and I’ll feed you your mother fucking teeth. You understand that dipshit or do I need to grab a wrench and beat that into you?” I asked.

“Damn homie,” this time he didn’t sound as excited to say those words. “You ain’t gotta be like that. I get it, she’s not a thot. S’all you had to say holmes.”

I rolled my eyes and mumbled, “But no, we haven’t done anything yet. She’s just giving me a ride to work. Chris was busy.”

“Busy getting fucked by his partner,” he asked, going right back to his stupid antics of hip thrusting and grinning.

“Man, you need to get laid. Like, desperately,” I groaned. “Anyway, Chris might not even be gay. I don’t think he is, but then again, he’s a virgin.”

Paul sighed and ran a hand over his patchy facial hair, “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with that, homie. You know I ain’t mean nothin’ by that, right?”

“I need to change into my overalls man, make this shit quick,” I said, letting him know to get to whatever point he felt obligated to make.

“Just like, with that gay bar springin’ up and shit, the new chick in town makin’ everybody flip shit. I ain’t worry about it, man. I talk mad shit, but if anyone ever tries to dump on you for being different man, you send ‘em my way. I’ll fuck their shit up, man,” he said.

For the first time today, I didn’t feel the lingering desire to punch him in the throat. I knew it would come back. Paul always had a way of digging himself a hole with his mouth.

“Thanks, bro. You know, for a second there, you sounded like you were a half-decent human being. You feeling alright?” I said with a smile playing at my lips as I passed him to go into the back room.

Work sucked as always, but it wasn’t the worst. Usually, I dreaded having to go to the library for community service, but I deserved what I got. Granted, telling Chris to eat a dick in front of everyone else at the station was hilarious. Still, the chief was a prick and decided that even though we were family that he wouldn’t let me talk to any of his cops that way. I deserved it. He just wanted to prove a point and make sure I knew that he didn’t like me.

Community service was just a way to flip me the bird. If they really wanted to make me suffer, they could have fined me or thrown me in a cell for a week or something. The system always had loopholes and excuses they could use to fuck people over, even if in reality, the crime wasn’t all that bad. They didn’t deserve the extra work I caused by having fun around town.

I changed back into my casual clothes after washing the grease off my hands and hurried back to my brother’s place. Usually, I didn’t spend as long in the shower as I did today. On the off chance that Courtney wanted to let me come over again, I wanted to smell fresh for her.

What the fuck was happening to me? Since when did I care about doing things like this for someone else?

That attitude wasn’t going to get me anywhere with Courtney. After the shower, I got dressed. Blue jeans and a black button-up shirt, that was all that I had that looked somewhat presentable for a date. I’d never been a dress and skirt kind of girl.

I pulled on my combat boots and slung on my leather jacket. If she had a problem with how I was dressed, she’d have to see me when I didn’t give a shit about how I looked. After that, it was a short walk to the public library and the librarian marked down when I arrived, “Three more days.”

“Yeah, including today,” I said with a smile.

“Done on a Friday,” she said. “Any plans?”

“Maybe, someone is going to come to help me today. She's just a  volunteer,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “It’s not like anyone really comes in here for more than a few minutes. If they do, try to keep your voices down.”

Such a nice woman. She could have told me that I couldn’t have anyone with me, but she’d only seen the respectful side of me. Contrary to what the police might think, I could show respect to others. Just not most. The elderly though, I tried to at least somewhat respect them. If they were crotchety and bitter, yeah, they got told to fuck off too.

Not long after I started putting returned books back on the shelves, I heard someone behind me clear their throat. Turning around to look, I nearly lost my mind.

Courtney stood there in a beautiful dark green dress that reached just below her mid-thigh. While the jeans and tee shirt she wore last night didn’t really highlight any of the feminine curves she did have, her dress did everything it could. The flare of her hips made my heart throb, the swell of her breasts against the fabric only further served to make something else throb.

Her makeup was noticeable, but light. It was a damn good choice, she really didn’t need it at all to be the most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on. Simply put, the goddess standing before me should have been worshiped far more than I felt comfortable doing in public. But I had to say something, “W-Wow.”

“You look pretty good too,” she said.

I didn’t deserve to see her smile, not after the stupid comment I just made. “Pretty good? If I look pretty good, chick, you look like you just won the sexiest woman of the year award.”

Her hand covered her mouth as she stifled a laugh. Once the moment passed, she stepped closer to me and looked at the labels on the books, “Aren’t we supposed to be quiet in the library?”

“Probably, but until someone says something, why don’t we bend the rules a little?”

“Because if you keep bending rules, I’m going to end up breaking them with you. I don’t like breaking rules, so, if you like spending time with me,” she paused to wink at me. “I’m sure you can connect the dots.”

I nodded, “Be a good girl, beat the boss, enjoy the reward?”

She smiled, “Bingo.”

And just like that, she managed to shut me up for three hours.


Chapter Five

I thought that the time would pass much slower than it did. Between putting books back, cleaning up a little, and reading short stories, the time flew. Even though we only spoke in tiny snippets, it felt like we’d had more than a few intimate conversations.

It was plain as day on her face that she wanted to talk to me. I’d occasionally catch her biting her lip as she looked in my direction. It was flattering beyond belief. But that wasn’t quite what made my thighs a little warmer than they should have been in a library.

Chris told us enough about Kelsey to know that she wasn’t exactly willing to play by anyone’s rules. She did what she wanted and that was it. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that her keeping herself quiet because I asked her to was hard for her. Maybe it was just because I was teasing her with the idea of a reward. I didn’t even mention what that reward might be though.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, I was honestly sad to say goodbye to the library. Kelsey made sure her time was accounted for by the librarian and she wrapped her arm around my waist as we made our way outside. As soon as we crossed through the door, she yelled, “I’m free!”

“And you’re also right by my ear,” I said.

“Ah, shit, sorry,” she said.

I pulled away from her and slid my hand down her arm to give her plenty of warning. She didn’t retract her arm and didn’t even question me as my fingers laced through hers, “Don’t worry about it. Are you ready for the boss fight though?”

A nervous chuckle preceded my answer, “No fish. I don’t really want Mexican food. You cool with the Chinese buffet? I know it’s not like, super fancy—”

“I love that buffet! I’d love to go with you,” I said, interrupting her before she could minimize the offer. We both knew it was a relatively cheap place. That didn’t mean it wasn’t delicious and with as few options as we had locally, it was a nice choice.

She smiled warmly and seemed to run out of things to say for a second. “What? Did you expect me to say no or something?” I asked.

Kelsey gently squeezed my hand, “I don’t think I’ve ever been on a date. Don’t you fucking tell anyone that either.”

“What am I supposed to tell them? You’ve never been on a date? Do I seem like the kind of person that would lie to someone else?”

“Oh, right, because I’m going to have been on a date. Shit, I’m making this weird.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. She was so damn adorable when she had no clue what to do. Instead of making her suffer by dragging out the conversation until those beautiful bronze cheeks showed me just how dark they could get, I led her to my car. Once inside, I cranked it and I glanced at her before calling out softly, “Don’t touch the radio.”

“Sure?”

As I turned the dial, a deep-voiced vocalist was halfway through their chorus. I loved metal, more than I probably should have. Everyone pegged me for a mainstream pop kind of girl, but I couldn’t stand it.

“Son of a bitch, you’ve got taste, Coco,” she called out over the music.

My heart skipped a beat and I tried to play it off as my cheeks flushed a deep shade of red. So much for her quip in the bar about my preferred nickname. Knowing that she remember that little detail probably wouldn’t have meant much to other people, but it proved something I wondered about. Kelsey really wasn’t as much of a pain in the ass, even if she wanted people to believe she was.

She was still observant and even remembered things about others. At least, I hoped that was the case.

By the time we got to the restaurant, we’d already sung two songs together and she groaned in frustration when I turned the car off and interrupted the start of the next song.

“Damn! It was just about to get good,” she whined.

“You’re such a goof, you know that?”

Kelsey smiled and reached over to pat my thigh before she unbuckled and got out of the car, “Hold on a sec.”

She got out and hurried around to my side of the car and opened my door, “Milady, I've got a battle to fight on the interior of this dungeon. Would you do me the honors of watching me in all of my splendorous glory?”

My eyes locked with hers and I let out an exaggerated sigh, “Dear adventurer, you do realize that the boss you fight is nothing more than a figment of your imagination? When you best this beast of a buffet, you will have to deal with the real challenge. Driving the damsel in distress home so that she can relax on the couch while you massage her shoulders. It is a difficult task and your pride may suffer a fatal blow, but should you choose to shoulder this burden, you will gain twenty-one hundred experience points. And a spot in my bed. Again.”

Kelsey chuckled and took my hand in hers while we slowly walked across the parking lot, “Yeah, I can do that. Shit, if you give me that much experience, wouldn’t I learn the kiss skill?”

“M-Maybe,” I stammered. “I really wasn’t thinking that far ahead. But I mean. I wouldn’t stop you? Brush your teeth first?”

“Do you have a spare toothbrush?” she asked.

I shook my head, “Not a spare one, but you’re going to be at my place a decent bit, so you can take one of the extra ones, there is a difference, and make it yours?”

Her smile reached her eyes and she ran her thumb gently over the back of my hand, “You look really beautiful, by the way. I was going to say tonight, but you looked beautiful yesterday. And I’m assuming that even when your hair is all messy and you say something mean in the morning, I’m sure you’ll look beautiful then.”

“Are you just trying to make me blush? You realize you have to let me eat before I let you level up, right? No matter how much butt kissing you do, I’m not going to let you kiss me before we’re home,” I said.

Her smile faded slightly, “Because you’re afraid of someone seeing us together?”

I stopped walking and stared up at her. “Are you serious right now?”

“What? It’s a fair question. I’m not stupid, I know what people are going to say about you since you’re hanging out with me. They’re going to call you a whore, they’re going to assume we’re only talking because we’re having sex, and they’re probably going to start a rumor that I got you pregnant.”

“And?”

“And they’re going to make your life shitty,” Kelsey said.

I laughed quietly and shook my head. “You’re out of your mind if you think I give a damn about what anyone thinks about us. Look, you’ve got a bad reputation. I know that. I’m optimistic, not ignorant. You’ve also been really kind to me. You listen to me when I tell you my boundaries and even if you don’t want me to say this, you’re being a lady.”

“Hey now,” she mumbled.

“You’re an all-star?”

There was a pause before she laughed. While I was happy to have this conversation, standing right outside the restaurant while people walked by us giving us strange looks probably wasn’t the best. What she said wasn’t wrong. People would certainly whisper about what might be happening between us. But I wasn’t wrong either. I didn’t care. How were they going to ruin my life? Would they tell the friends I made at the bar that I was some kind of monster?

If they did, then worst case scenario, they would approach me and ask if what was said was true. I’d like to think they all knew me better than to believe much of what was said.

“I just don’t want to ruin whatever chance you have of living a good life here, Courtney,” she said.

I nodded, “I get that. So why don’t you drag me inside and protect me from making a huge plate? You want me to have a good life here, right?”

“I do.”

“Then why are you acting like you’re not making it better?” I asked.

She shrugged and went silent on me for a few moments as she led me inside. When she pulled her wallet out of her back pocket and opened it, I could see the thin stack of twenties she had. As much as I appreciated dinner, I really hoped she wasn’t hurting herself financially to do this. Then again, for all I knew, she had plenty more money in the bank or at her place. Being fair to her, she was a bit of a rebel. Getting into a bad situation with a few hundred bucks in her wallet could hurt quite a bit if someone stole that wallet.

Once she paid for the food, we both got plates and proceeded to a table in the back. The restaurant was pretty busy, but the staff didn’t seem to mind that we went further into the back where fewer people were. As soon as we sat down, a family of three took one look at Kelsey before they grabbed their things and left.

Were they really that quick to judge her? What did they even have to be upset about, her jacket? Or was it that she was transgender and on a date with me?

Fuck if I knew, either way, it irritated me, “See, that’s bullshit.”

“It happens. What I don’t hear a lot of is you cussing. You going to be okay?” she asked.

There was nothing positive about what just happened. She let it roll off her back, but that wasn’t right and those people really put me in a sour mood. “I’ll be fine, those people should really take a minute to think about what their actions might do to others,” I said.

She poked at her plate with her fork, “It’s fine, really. If I wasn’t a bitch, that wouldn’t happen. I wasn’t joking around earlier, I have a reputation and people are going to start associating you with it.”

“Yeah, well screw them.”

“Can’t I just screw you instead?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes and shrugged, “Not any time soon, sorry.”

Kelsey smiled and stabbed a piece of chicken with her fork, “I think you’ll be well worth the wait.”

By the time we finished eating, I’d simmered down to my normal self. The wound was still sore, but she made it all seem like it was fine and that was all I could really ask for. I let her drive us back to my apartment and enjoyed singing with her all the way back. Not many people shared my taste in music and to have someone I could talk about the bands I liked with was epic.

Once we were inside, I cleared my throat and asked, “Um, want to brush our teeth?”

“You know, I think this is the first time I’ve ever had someone ask me that and get me hard,” she said.

My cheeks flushed. I could feel them burning, and from the bulge in those jeans, she wasn’t just teasing me. As bad as I wanted to touch her, to make her moan my name as I pleasured her, I had to stay firm about making her wait.

We stepped into the bathroom and brushed our teeth. She finished first and leaned over to whisper in my ear, “Is it fine if I go get ready for bed? Just like last time, don’t worry, I’m not going to surprise you with my cock or something stupid.”

I nodded my head. Even if she did surprise me with her penis, I wouldn’t have been too upset. I’d have to pretend I was mad, but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t memorize every vein that ran along her shaft first.

I finished and reached behind me to push my zipper down enough to wiggle out of my dress. A quivering sigh escaped me as I looked in the mirror. She wasn’t going to see me in lingerie yet, but the cute zebra stripe bra and panty set I had on was definitely a reward in and of itself.

Stepping into the bedroom, her eyes immediately fell to my chest, “S-Shit, those things are nice.”

I got into bed and slid under the covers to hide my body from her. Compliments always made me feel funny. She joined me a few moments later and I awkwardly stared across the room at the TV on my dresser.

She smiled at me as she got under the covers with me. “You know, if you’re having second thoughts, I wouldn’t be pissed. This ain’t my usual style, but I’d be willing to wait.”

Looking over at her, I couldn’t bring myself to speak. That didn’t mean I wasn’t going to let her claim her reward though. I rolled onto my side and leaned forward to gently kiss her on the cheek. She smiled and whispered, “Stop me when it’s too much.”

It was her turn to roll over, but instead of just facing me, she got on top of me. Her hair fell over us, blocking out what little light filtered in through my open door. Kelsey’s lips pressed against mine.

Just like that, my world exploded with anxiety. She couldn’t know that she was my first real kiss, but how could I tell her something like that? I didn’t want her to think I was lame and inexperienced. Besides, what would she think about someone that let someone have sex with her but had never kissed someone on the lips?

I did my best to match her passionate movements, but she was clearly giving more than she was receiving. Yet, she didn’t stop. Her body slowly lowered closer to me and I felt the warmth of her hips just above mine. And then, her bulge pressed against my thigh. It looked big, but feeling it up close and personal, that thing was everything I could want and more.

When her tongue pressed against my lips, I didn’t even bother putting up a fight. I was hers. I might not have wanted to be just another notch on her belt, but she knew how to make me melt. As her tongue started dancing with mine, I could feel the warm wetness in my panties getting more pervasive.

My parents would have never approved of me being with someone like Kelsey, but then again, they didn’t even know I was interested in women. Fuck, I didn’t want to think about anything like that right now.

I moaned into the kiss and just when I thought she might start grinding against me, she broke the kiss and rolled off me. Staring up at the blank ceiling while my chest heaved with each breath I took, only one thought drifted through my mind.

I could get used to this.


Chapter Six

She seemed to enjoy the kiss, but damn, if I didn’t stop I knew that I wouldn’t. My cock was uncomfortably hard and if it wouldn’t kill any chance of being with her in the future, I’d probably go jerk off to take care of the damn thing. But I couldn’t. This wasn’t about getting off, this was about trying to show her I could be intimate without making her too uncomfortable.

“W-Wow,” she whispered.

I chuckled. “Yeah, not so easy to say something when you’re impressed, is it?” I asked. Now, she knew how I felt when I first saw her in that dress.

“So, now what?” I asked.

“Sleep? I’m not sure what we’re supposed to do now,” she said.

I rolled onto my side and smiled at her. “Sounds great to me. Same as before?”

“Maybe not tonight,” she said. “I don’t want you to think anything is wrong. Uh, I’m just a little excited. I think being too close right now would lead to a decision that I might not be proud of in the morning.”

“I understand,” I said, though I didn’t. If it was fine last night and I proved that I wouldn’t do anything she wouldn’t approve of, why was it an issue tonight?

I could understand that she was probably turned on, but so was I. The only thing I could think of was that she was afraid that I might be running out of patience. That, or she really didn’t want to be with someone like me. Maybe this was all just some kind of fucked up game she was playing to see if she could make damaged goods her little pet project.

That wasn’t healthy thinking, I knew that. From the times I was forced into therapy, I knew that I definitely struggled with self-worth. But that was my fucking problem to deal with. As I ran back through the problems that might have come up, I could only think of two things that might have set her off. The family leaving during dinner and me getting hard while we kissed.

I couldn’t control either of those things. She was a beautiful woman and I was more than interested in her. But how the fuck could I be with her when I couldn’t even be in public with her without making people run away?

“Are we okay, Courtney?”

The only answer I got was the soothing sound of her deep breaths. Must be nice to be able to fall asleep that quickly. She didn’t have to deal with the same demons that kept me up at night. Then again, right now, the only reason I couldn’t fall asleep was the fact that she was probably disgusted with herself for finding me attractive.

I couldn’t fix her thought process, but this seemed like a problem that had to do with me. I could fix a me problem real fucking easy. After a few more minutes of laying there beside her, I carefully got out of bed and got dressed again. Even as I walked out of her apartment, I knew better than to get emotional.

She was a class above me in more than a few ways. I should have known better than to think that she would ever be able to be with someone like me. I ran with the wrong crowds. I struggled to be reasonable in crowds. What good could I do for her? Get her off in the privacy of her own home after I had to put in the work to be her fucking leashed animal?

Courtney might not have meant to, but she was making me someone I wasn’t. I didn’t need to change. Not for her. Not for my brother. Not for any mother fucker on the planet.

I wasn’t a good person. I couldn’t be.

The walk back to my brother’s apartment was completely across town. Two hours in the muggy humidity of a Georgia night. By the time I arrived, Chris was just settling in on the couch to watch TV and he called out, “You didn’t text me.”

“No, I didn’t. I was out stabbing bitches and cooking meth,” I said sarcastically.

“Is everything okay, Kelsey?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders as I made my way to the liquor cabinet. Pulling out the bottle of Jack I kept stocked, I walked over to him and took a deep drink from the bottle. “Just fucking peachy.”

He let out a quiet sigh and muted the TV, “Can you at least tell me a little about what happened?”

“Met a bitch, thought she was going to work out. You know, the usual shit. Realized I couldn’t drag the chick down and left,” I said.

Chris sighed, “How did she take it?”

“She doesn’t know.”

“You left without telling her?” he asked. “That’s pretty fucked up.”

I put the cap on my bottle and dropped it onto the carpet beside us, “Yeah, because you know all about what’s best for everyone else, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t. I do know that you didn’t come home last night and you were at Courtney’s place. I also know that you two were at the buffet place I used to take you earlier,” he said.

“Oh, just fucking great, you’re fucking following me?” I asked.

He shook his head, “Why is it about you? I was patrolling and I saw her car there. You didn’t come home. I’m not stupid, I can put two plus two together and get four.”

I almost apologized to him for snapping at him. But that would have been polite. “So what, I had dinner with her.”

“So, let me get the story straight,” he said. “You went over to Courtney’s last night to talk about the game. You stayed the night. If you had sex, you wouldn’t have stayed the night. You went to dinner with her and then you went back to her place, then you left when she fell asleep. Knowing you, the problem you’re having with the situation wasn’t something you talked to her about. A snap decision that will probably make her cry in the morning. Is that about right?”

“Eat shit, Chris. Fucking eat a dick. Go to the showers in the county jail and drop every fucking bar of soap you find,” I snarled.

He let out a deep sigh and shook his head, “Man, why does it have to be like this?”

“Because I’m tired of you trying to live my fucking life for me!”

“I’m not trying to do anything but be a good brother! Why the fuck is that too much? Mom and dad dying wasn’t enough to make you see that we’re all we have left?” he asked, his tone getting loud.

Before I could think, I hit him. Right on the jaw. “How fucking dare you?”

He took a deep breath and unclenched his fists, “I wasn’t trying to upset you.”

“Then why the fuck would you bring that up?” I asked.

“Because it happened. I’m their kid too. You think that shit doesn’t bother me?” he asked.

I felt the rage-filled tears welling up in my eyes, but I couldn’t acknowledge them right now. “You were there, Chris. You didn’t see what happened. Do you think that being their kid makes that shit any better? You didn’t see what happened.”

“No, but I had to deal with the crime scene. A murder-suicide. You think that shit was easy? You got to walk away after it was over. I was nineteen. That was my first big case. Too small of a town to not have me help with the scene,” he said.

This time, I did stop myself from hitting him. It was easy for me to forget what he went through as well. “Yeah, but you got to be a hero for dealing with that case. I was sixteen. I dropped out and all people saw was a troubled teen. You’re a hero, I’m a villain. Fair, isn’t it?”

He sighed and reached up to rub his jaw, “It was eight years ago, Kelsey. Don’t you think it’s time that you started working to fix how people see you?”

“It’s not that easy,” I said, finally wiping away the tears that spilled down my cheeks.

“It isn’t. But you tell me when I haven’t been here for you. Tell me one time that I didn’t come to help you when you needed it?” he asked.

For once, I had nothing to say. I hated him for being so damn reasonable. Why couldn’t he give me a real reason to want to break his nose? Why didn’t he just give up on me like everyone else?

But… That wasn’t true. Courtney didn’t give up on me. I gave up on her. I could tell myself that it was to protect her, but I didn’t want to see just how twisted I was before I met her. When I was with her, I didn’t feel like I had to be the festering ball of hatred that everyone saw. That made me unsure of myself. I didn’t like not knowing how to feel.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

He let out a deep sigh and slowly reached over to put his arm around my shoulders. Chris pulled me into his side and kissed the top of my head, “You know, trouble or not, you’re a good sister.”

“I don’t want to live like this,” I said through the tears that continued to pour.

“I know you don’t. That’s why I want to try and help you, sis,” he said. “We need to get you out of that mechanic shop. The guys there are frequents in the cells as well. I’m not saying they can’t be cool to hang out with, but you’ve got to start surrounding yourself with the kind of people that you want to be associated with you.”

He held me there and continued to talk. Each nugget of wisdom he imparted stripped away another layer of my defense mechanisms. When my soul was laid bare before him, he continued to tell me that I could be a great person if I wanted to be. But then, his tone shifted and he spoke sadly, “But you’re going to have to fix things with Courtney. They may not be broken right now, but when she wakes up, she’s going to be hurt. You know that, don’t you?”

“Y-Yeah.”

“And what are you going to do to fix that?”

“I don’t k-know?”

He smiled and kissed the crown of my head again before squeezing my shoulders. Then, he pulled away from me and pulled out his phone, “I’ll text her and let her know that I needed you home.”

“N-No!”

“Wait, why not?” he asked.

I wiped my tears again and brushed the wetness into my jeans, “I don’t want to lie to her. Tell her that I’m sorry but I panicked. Could you ask her to come to the library tomorrow?”

He smiled, “Kelsey, that’s a step in the right direction. I’m proud of you.”

Then his fingers started typing the message that I hated to see. But when he sent it, I couldn’t deny that I felt like I made the right choice.


Chapter Seven

I woke up feeling well-rested but finding that Kelsey wasn’t in my apartment hurt more than I expected it to. She didn’t seem like she was in a bad mood last night. Then again, I guess I didn’t really give her what she wanted either. After the date and the kiss, I thought that things were going really well. Was sex or possibly just the spooning really that important to her?

It wasn’t until after I’d already finished my morning routine of brushing my teeth, showering, and a few other trivial things around the house that I finally checked my phone. The text from Chris nearly broke my heart. I could understand that she was a little scared, but could she not see that I was struggling too?

Taking the chances I had with her were great, but I knew that I was playing with fire. She flaked on me in the middle of the night. How was I supposed to feel about that? Was I supposed to crawl back to the library and beg her to open up to me and let me be a part of her life?

I’d already done more than I needed to. If there was anyone that needed to go past halfway to meet the other, it was Kelsey. She would have to crawl to me with a huge box of chocolates and at least six dozen roses. Well, maybe not that extreme. But it was a nice thought.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a tee shirt. Grabbing my keys after I finished getting ready to go out, I need to talk to someone. Usually, going to the bar for advice wasn’t a great idea. Then again, how many bars were run by a military vet that had more experience with life that I could ever dream of?

The place wouldn’t officially open until four, but Madison and Emily spent a lot of time there, probably more than they should have. I pulled up just shy of twelve-thirty and Madison’s car greeted me. Just as I was about to knock on the door, Emily opened the door and smiled at me, “Hey! What’s up? Did you finish your commission?”

I smiled back at her and hugged her before stepping inside, “I slept in a little more than I should have, but my self-imposed deadline is Sunday, so I’ve got a few days left. Besides, who works on a Thursday, right?”

She laughed and closed the door, “So what’s up?”

“I was hoping to talk to Madison,” I said.

“Yeah, come on in. She’s cleaning the bathroom, so uh, have fun,” Emily said and gestured me to the men’s room.

I rolled my eyes, “You make her clean the bathrooms?”

“Hey, she pays me to serve drinks, not clean the bathroom,” she said.

“She could totally make you clean them,” I said and giggled.

Emily shrugged and mumbled, “Not if she wants to have a good time when we get home.”

I had to step away at that comment. That was definitely one way to get her way, but I didn’t want to think of Emily as anything but the sweetheart that I knew her as.

As I pushed the door open, Madison called out, “Changed your mind, huh? Let me finish up and wash my hands and we can get start—”

“Madison! Wrong person!” I said.

“Fuck, sorry. Yeah, you don’t want to know,” she said.

I stepped into the stall with her and leaned against it. For a bar in Asheville, this place had outstandingly clean bathrooms. Then again, Madison said that one of the first things they taught you in the military was how to be a janitor.

“So, uh, I’m having some problems that I was hoping I could talk to you about,” I said.

“Kelsey?”

“How did you know?” I asked.

She chuckled and flushed the toilet before standing up and nodding to the door, “Let me wash my hands and we can get started on this conversation.”

I chuckled at the repetition and got out of her way. After she finished washing up, we sat down at a booth and Emily joined us. “Is it fine if she’s here for this?” Madison asked.

“As long as you two are okay with keeping this quiet for now,” I said.

Emily looked me in the eye and her ever-present smile faded, “I won’t say a word. What’s going on?”

“So, Kelsey and I have been kind of hanging out and stuff. Nothing too bad or anything. But like, the other night I didn’t want to make her walk home, so I let her stay the night. We kind of have a moment and I ended up snuggling up to her when we went to bed. That was all fine and good, but in the morning she went to work. I met her at the library, then we went out to dinner. And uh, after that we went home and I let her kiss me. Like, a good kiss,” I said.

Madison nodded, “But?”

“But then I didn’t let her snuggle up again. You know, I was in my underwear and things were just heated. I didn’t want to feel her against me after my first kiss, I don’t know, it just felt like that would be a little too much,” I said.

“Right, but that’s normal. Hell, Emily and I did much worse and I kind of had to make sure that I did things right with her after that,” Madison said.

Emily giggled and patted Madison’s thigh, “She took my virginity the first night we met.”

“Baby! She didn’t need to hear that,” Madison said.

I smiled at them. There went the innocence that I believed Emily to have. “So that wasn’t what I needed to talk to you about. She left in the middle of the night.”

“What a bitch!” Emily said.

Madison shot a dirty look at Emily and then turned back to me. I continued, “So, I woke up pissed off. But then I opened a text from Chris that said, here let me quote it.” I opened my phone and read the text, “Courtney, this isn’t an excuse for my sister’s actions, but she said that she panicked. I don’t know what happened last night, but I can tell you that she came home and cried her eyes out. Whatever happened, she is sorry and wanted to know if you would meet her at the library tomorrow.”

“So you’re not sure if you should go to the library?” Madison asked.

“Right,” I said.

Emily sighed before mumbling, “Well, knowing what did happen and giving Kelsey the benefit of the doubt, maybe she really did just freak out. I couldn’t say I blame her.”

“You know something I don’t?” I asked.

Madison looked to her fiance just as curiously as I did. “Well, I mean, it was kind of a big deal when I was like thirteen. Their dad shot their mom and then killed himself. Kelsey was there and, uh, she was a lot worse than she is now. That’s all I can really say.”

My stomach knotted up. How could she have kept something like that hidden?

“That’s horrible,” I whispered.

Madison put her hands on the table and tapped her fingers against the hardwood, “So now you’ve got a question to answer. Do you feel like she’s trying with you?”

“I mean, yeah. But last night was messed up. That was my first kiss and then she follows up one of the best experiences of my life with one of the worst gut punches ever,” I said.

“Don’t flip flop on me. Is she trying or not?” Madison asked firmly.

I nodded.

“Then are you going to stop trying after a hiccup? I admit, it’s a big hiccup, but she’s apparently been through some shit. She’s not going to be perfect. That doesn’t mean she can’t work to improve and it doesn’t mean she doesn’t deserve a little understanding,” Madison said.

Emily nodded, “If we judged based on one event, then should I have given Madison a chance after fucking me the first night she met me?”

“Baby!”

“Sex is healthy!” Emily whined.

I smiled at them and reached across the table to take Madison’s hand in both of mine, “Thank you. Both of you, thank you. She might have fucked up, but that doesn’t mean I should just give up on her.”

“That’s the spirit. Mind locking the door on the way out? I’ve got to spank a brat,” Madison said which made Emily moan quietly.

My cheeks flushed and I mumbled, “You two don’t like, you don’t do it on the tables, do you?”

“We disinfect the tables before customers come in,” Madison answered vaguely.

That got me moving. I waved at them as I hurried out of the bar, “Bye!”

Before I even shut the door, I heard a loud smack and a pleasured moan followed. Damn, they were into some rough stuff. And then the most perverse thought floated through my mind. Would Kelsey do things like that with me?

After getting that insight from those two, I made my way to the library. Kelsey would be a little longer getting in, but I didn’t mind sitting down with a book while I waited.

Time passed quickly and when I saw Kelsey walk towards the librarian’s desk, I got up and slid my book back on the shelf. I chose my little corner specifically so that she wouldn’t see me when she came in.

As I got closer to her, doing my best to stay quiet, I heard her ask, “Do you think I could apply for a job here?”

“I don’t see why not. My coworker passed away six months ago. That’s why you’re here in the first place,” the elderly woman’s voice croaked. “I could put in a good word, Kelsey. Get to puttin’ those books up, I’ll make a phone call or two.”

Kelsey’s excited wiggle nearly made me laugh out loud. But when she turned around and saw me, her jaw went slack for a moment and she stammered a few failed words before I pressed my finger to my lips.

We were in a library, after all.

I made her work in silence with me as we put up the books. When that was done, she opened her mouth to speak again, but I shook my head. Didn’t she learn anything from working in this library? An entire story could be told without a single sound.

Stepping closer to her, I got on my tiptoes and pressed my lips to hers for a brief moment. “I’m still annoyed, but we can talk about that at the bar. I want your phone number and you’re sleeping on the couch tonight. That is if you want to come over still?”

Her phone was in her hand before I even finished my sentence. She opened the contacts screen and handed it to me.

“You can talk,” I said sheepishly. She might have been trying to be her best behavior, but I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t miss that spark she had.

“Thank fuck, I’m so god damn sorry,” she said quietly. “I’ve got to go check in at the desk soon.”

I nodded, “That’s okay. What’s with looking for the new job, though?”

“My brother told me I need to start trying to be a better person if I want to keep good people in my life,” she said.

A smile played along my lips, “Are you talking about me?”

“Are you sure you still want to be in my life?” she asked.

“Didn’t I just kiss you?”

Her eyes beamed. That smile nearly reached her ears. I loved seeing her so damn excited, but just as she was about to tell me something, the librarian called out, “Kelsey, you’ll need to do the paperwork, but the position is yours if you want it. Starts at minimum wage, ain’t no room for hagglin’.”


Chapter Eight

The rest of Thursday felt like a dream with Friday being a little better. After I finished up at the library for the last time as part of my community service, I was able to quit my job as a mechanic. Then, I became a certain happy ginger’s sexy librarian. It was all good fun, but waking up with Courtney on Saturday was nothing short of bliss.

Her petite ass pressed against my cock and I gently ground against her, “Yo, wake your ass up.”

She let me sleep in my underwear as well last night. I wasn’t going to pretend that holding her tight against me, feeling her warmth against my cock with just our panties separating us was hot as fuck. It didn’t take long before I was harder than I probably should have been for simple grinding.

“Mm, but my ass feels good right now. If it gets up, does it have to move?” she asked groggily.

“I don’t mind being in bed for a little while longer,” I said softly.

She pulled away from me for a moment before her hands shifted around under the cover. Just as I was going to make a comment about her moving that ass before it was ready, I felt her push against me again. This time, my heart skipped a beat. My cock wasn’t pressing against her panties.

“T-Too soon?” she asked.

“Hey, if you’re sure you want to do this, I can’t pretend like I wouldn’t be all for it, babe,” I said softly, though I did pull my hips away slightly.

Courtney rolled onto her back for a second to look at me directly, “I’ll be honest, I’m not sure. But I know that I want to try it. We’ve got Dungeons and Dragons tonight and that’s something to be excited about. I’ve got to draw in a little bit to finish up a commission, so uh, why can’t I let myself enjoy something else today? Sandwich the work with pleasure.”

I bit my lip and looked down at her for a moment before groaning, “If this is a test, tell me now. I don’t want to do anything that would make you think I’m just in it for pussy.”

“It isn’t a test. But I’ll give you one. I know how much you like boss fights before you enjoy your rewards,” she said. A smile crossed her lips as her hand slid to my crotch. Her fingers fell over my shaft and she rubbed me slowly through my panties, “Text your brother and tell him you’ve got a girlfriend.”

There wasn’t even a second of hesitation, “Shit, want me to make it Facebook official too? And no take backs, we’re dating.”

Her eyes widened for a moment and then she relaxed as she continued stroking my cock. “No, just your brother. We can tell everyone else at the table tonight. You’re going to have to stay up late for me. Maybe if you’re good, I’ll take a step back and let you eat me out after we get back.”

“Wait, eating you out isn’t something you can hold over my head. You’d love my tongue just as much as I’m loving your hand right now,” I groaned. After I finished sending the text, I showed her the proof and she pulled my cock out of my panties.

Before I could even ask how she wanted to do things, she rolled over again and backed herself up to my hips. She tried to line my cock up with her pussy, but she kept accidentally slipping a little further up her wet slit. I chuckled and took my cock. As guilty as I felt about the thought, I had plenty of experience in the bedroom.

I pressed my crown against her entrance and whispered in her ear, “Yes or no?”

“Take your Princess,” she purred.

That was all I needed to hear. I pushed slowly inside her, inch after inch being embraced by her hot, tight depths. She moaned loudly as my hips pressed against her ass. A soft groan escaped me as I leaned in so that I could ask, “Slow or fast?”

“S-Slow, you’re so fucking big,” she whimpered.

I slid my hand down her side until I reached her thigh. There, I pushed her leg forward to tilt her hips slightly and then I put my hand on her hip, “You’re perfect, you know that?”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she said before slowly rocking her hips back and forth.

Courtney didn’t have to give me any clearer of a signal. I started slowly pumping into her. While I would have preferred to throw the cover off us, I wanted this to be on her terms. If she wanted me to see her right now, she would have let me know. For now, this was more than enough and it was certainly more than I expected.

Hell, the kisses we shared would have been enough to satisfy me sexually. I didn’t need much, not when Courtney was the one giving me the rewards.

Her moans turned into soft whimpers. Each time my cock pushed fully inside her, she gasped and then let out another pathetic sound as she let that breath out. I could now say with authority, I knew what an angel sounded like. Achievement unlocked.

She reached back and put her hand on my hips and dug her fingers into my ass, “H-Harder.”

“You sure?” I asked.

“Please don’t make me ask again, f-fuck,” she said.

I chuckled and whispered, “You asked for this.”

Holding back while I had sex was new, but she just gave me a little more freedom to do what I wanted. And so I did. My hips slammed into hers loud enough to rock her entire body. Without as much as a second to let her get used to the force, I pounded into her. While I loved this girl, I couldn’t bring myself to slow back down right now.

Love. Fuck, that was a dangerous thought, but how could I not? She’d given me a reason to stop being such a piece of shit person. And sure, it hadn’t even been a full week, but it was how I felt. Why should I have to run away from how I felt? It’s not like she expected me to be some kind of badass mother fucker that didn’t have feelings. I wasn’t that Kelsey anymore.

That didn’t mean that I had to tell her yet though. Maybe later when we snuggled again or something. But right now, I just wanted to enjoy feeling her tight pussy wrap around my cock.

Her desperate gasps and ecstatic moans were all I could want in my life right now. This damn girl deserved to have the best orgasm of her life. And when I did finish, I wanted her to have no regrets about what we did.

I kissed her neck as I continued to hammer into her. While I wasn’t worried about being called a pussy or anything, I didn’t really get too loud when I had sex. I settled in around her shoulder to start sucking and gently licking the flesh to start leaving my mark as I continued to thrust into her.

Just as I started sliding my hand further around her waist so that I could rub her clit, she let out a high-pitched whine. Her walls clenched around my cock and I groaned as that added pleasure rippled through my cock. The little friction that was present disappeared entirely as her juices lubricated my shaft.

And yet, I was just getting started. Courtney didn’t stop me and she even started bucking her hips wildly as I rocked her clit back and forth. I continued to pump into her harder and ever-so-slightly faster as I felt the pressure to cum. There was nothing worse than the feeling of taking too damn long, maybe she wouldn’t mind, but she said she had things to do. This wasn’t the time to make love to her for an hour before finally finishing.

I pulled away from her shoulder with a soft pop and smiled at the deep bruise I left on her, “My Princess.”

“A-All yours,” she stammered.

Even though her pussy was the best I’d ever had, that wasn’t what made my balls tighten. Those fucking words, how dare she say something so damn sweet?

I let out a quiet grunt as I slammed into her a few final times before I pulled out until my cock just barely slipped from her entrance. As enrapturing as the pleasure that consumed me was, it didn’t take my ability to think logically. Our first time didn’t need to end up with her pregnant.

Courtney held still and let out soft cooing moans as each rope of my cum shot onto her body. After I finished, she carefully lifted the cover away and mumbled, “Can you use my panties to clean up the mess? I don’t want to move and have it run all over the bed.”

Any excuse to look at her beautiful body for even just a moment longer was one I would take. I slowly removed her panties and then balled them up to dab the cum away. Once I finished, I leaned down and gave her tight ass a kiss before chuckling.

She looked back at me, “What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, Princess,” I said.

Courtney rolled her beautiful green eyes, “Yeah, nothing my ass.”

“I’ll have you know I love your ass. And, I mean,” I said before taking a deep breath. “To hell with it all, I love you, Courtney.”

“S-Shit, I wasn’t expecting that. When you say it like that and put me on the spot, I guess I can say it back,” she said teasingly. Her smiled faded and she rolled over before her brow furrowed, “Uh, first, is it normal to not be able to feel my groin?”

“Er, you asked for me to go harder,” I said nervously.

She smirked and looked me in the eyes, “I love you too, Kelsey. Don’t expect me to fuck you every morning though.”

“Just at night?” I asked teasingly.

Courtney laughed quietly and shook her head, “You’re a special one, you know that?” Then came a soft sigh, “But I’ve got to go start drawing. Would you mind calling Madison and making sure your character sheet is ready?”

“Sure, uh, do you usually talk about Dungeons and Dragons after you have sex?” I asked.

“Are you going to make a huge deal out of having a good time? If so, remind me to make sure we only have sex when you’ve done something really special,” she said.

Ouch, but fair. “Gotcha, yeah, I’ll give her a call.”

Courtney let out a quiet groan as she got out of bed and turned to face me. That glistening pussy made my cock throb with desire. Bad girl, you’ve already had your fun!

“I’m going to try to take care of my drawing. Make yourself at home, I’d love it if you could make some breakfast,” she said.

I smiled and got out of bed. As I slid my cock back into its home inside my panties, “Yeah, shame the boss doesn’t drop that kind of loot when you beat it.”

“I mean, if I beat your boss, I’m sure it would give me something for finishing it,” she said before winking at me. Then, she headed out of the bedroom and I watched that ass sway every step of the way. Damn, I didn’t deserve her, but I wasn’t giving her up. Not again.

I dialed Madison’s number and she picked up after a few rings, “Senior Chief.”

“Uh, hello?” I asked.

“Fuck, I meant hello. Old habits die hard,” she grumbled.

I laughed at that, it was almost easy to forget that she used to be in a completely different world. “Courtney wanted me to check up on the character sheet.”

“Yeah, I’ve been working on it. You got a good idea of how to play or am I going to have to explain to you every little detail?” she asked.

“Man, you tell anyone this and I’ll deny it until I die,” I warned. “I used to play twice a week with some friends when I was younger. Pathfinder, but when fifth edition came out, I read up on it. I was thinking about trying to DM it for a bit.”

“Your secret is safe with me. Damn it, Emily, not yet, I’m just waking up,” she said before I heard a quiet groan. “You ever have to tell someone no to a blowjob?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Actually, yeah. I’ll let you two have some fun. I’ve got to cook breakfast and shower, thanks Madison.”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it,” she said. “Never mind, you’re good, Kit—”

The phone hung up before I could ask what kind of kinky shit they were up to. I could already imagine Courtney’s reaction to doing something like that. Maybe I’d still bring it up some time. Hell, if she slapped me, I’d probably get hard anyway.


Chapter Nine

The day went by slowly. I finished my commission and my customer was thrilled to see it. She even tipped me more than a moderate amount and I couldn’t help but get excited. I was online browsing for miniatures when Kelsey came back into my living room. Her hair was still damp from the shower and her perfect, tanned body was on full display for me.

“God damn.” I whistled at her.

“Yeah, I know, it’s wild to think I know how to take a shower, right?” she said playfully.

I rolled my eyes and pointed to my screen, “What do you think about this one for your character?”

“I think that thing is way too fucking expensive for a tiny little plastic chick,” Kelsey said.

“But do you like it?” I asked. She nodded and I clicked checkout. “Awesome, it should be in before the Tuesday session.”

Kelsey smiled at me and put her hand on my shoulder, “You didn’t have to do that.”

“Yeah, but I want to ask you something now that you’ve had time to cool off,” I said.

“What’s up?”

“Did you mean it when you said you loved me?”

She tensed up and her jaw clenched for a second before she took a deep breath and let it out. The question wasn’t something she seemed to enjoy, but I could see her literally fighting her first instinct.

“Yeah, I really did mean that. I hope it wasn’t too soon or whatever,” she said.

I shook my head and got out of my chair. My lips curled into a smile and I gave her a quick kiss before I whispered, “I meant it too. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t change your answer.”

“Madison said my character was already made. Told me that the backstory would have to come out while we played because she wasn’t writing it for me.”

Nodding, I stepped past her, “Come watch me shower. I feel like putting on a show.”

I didn’t have to tell her twice.

Later on that night, Kelsey and I headed to the bar around one in the morning. She was yawning occasionally, even after taking a nap earlier on. The bar formally closed at two in the morning, so by the time we got there, people were already dispersing.

Madison yelled out, “Last call. Speaking of calls, make sure you call someone to come get you if you drove. If one of you gets pulled over for drunk driving, I’m going to start taking keys when people come in!”

“Yeah, baby. No drunk driving,” I whispered.

“Damn, you mean I can’t drink tonight?” she asked.

I chuckled, “No, I won’t drink. You can enjoy your whiskey and I’ll just have to see how good your tongue is when you’re drunk.”

She smiled at me and we took a seat at one of the large circular tables. Chris came in a little later and joined us, then Ruben and his husband. Ruben stared daggers at Kelsey for a moment before I cleared my throat, “Kelsey, I’m sure Ruben is probably not going to heal you tonight.”

“I can’t say I blame him. I do want to say I’m sorry for my behavior Tuesday, Ruben,” she said.

He let out a deep sigh before his husband clapped his hands on Ruben’s shoulders, “Don’t be catty, Ruben.”

“Ugh!” Ruben groaned. “Fine, it’s fine. It’s all okay, I get that you’re going through some stuff. I’m not casting cure wounds above level one, I don’t care if you die or not.”

Chris chuckled, “Hey, that’s not a bad heal. I’d call that a win, sis.”

I cleared my throat again and mumbled, “Happy ginger has something to say.”

All eyes fell on me and I took a deep breath before reaching over to take Kelsey’s hand, “Well, uh, we’re kind of dating. Just a bit. You know. With the kissing and stuff.”

Ruben clapped his hands together excitedly, “Oh, that’s great news. I mean, if she touches a single hair on you that you don’t want her to, I’ll make Chris throw her in jail before she can blink.”

“Hey, hey, it’s not like that. Kelsey has been nothing but amazing to me,” I said, defending my girlfriend.

Kelsey rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand, “It’s fine, babe. I can take it. Can you really blame him, seriously? I’ve been nothing but a bitch around him. Until I can prove to him that I’m not a piece of shit person, he’s got every right to feel how he does.”

Ruben’s eyes darted from me then back to Kelsey, “Alright. Fine. You win, you little brat. I’ll heal you.”

Ruben’s husband kissed Ruben on the cheek before his deep voice rolled out, “Alright, sexy, I’m going to go grab a soda and watch some sports reruns.”

“Mm, I miss you already, Daddy,” he purred.

Emily stepped over just in time to catch the comment, “Hey, no fair. If I can’t call Madison Mistress at the table, you don’t get to call him Daddy. That’s bullshit.”

“You’re right, my bad, I’m sorry,” Ruben said, though his tone was anything but apologetic.

Kelsey looked at me in disbelief, “What the hell did I get myself into?”

“My pussy this morning?” I asked. As the group turned to look at me like I lost my mind, I slapped the table, “If everyone else gets to make these adorable fucking comments, I’m not going to be singled out for doing it!”

Chris chuckled and patted me on the back, “Yeah, that’s fine for the others to do, but let’s not give me a reason to throw up, alright? You’re a beautiful woman, but I’d rather not have the mental image that comes with you and my sister in a bed together.”

As the awkward tension grew, Madison ushered the last of the people in the bar out the door and called out, “Five minutes. Clean like a mother fucker while I set up the session.”

“Oh god, guys! She spent three hours last night prepping. I think we’re in for some fun!” Emily cried out happily.

“In light of the conversation you shits just had, I’ll reserve my comment about what she did for three hours,” Madison called out.

I got up and smiled at Kelsey, “Yeah, you were missing out on the weird stuff when you were brooding in your corner. Grab a rag and wipe down a few tables okay? I’ll sweep!”

After our quick five minute session of cleaning to get the bar in half-decent shape, we all rejoined Madison at the table.

She toyed with her dice behind her DM’s screen and called out, “So, last we left off, the party was just figuring out some of the dark happenings in the town of Edin’s Fall. From the dead-eyed people and terrified animals, it was clear that something was off, but it wasn’t until Courtney found her way into the basement of the tavern by way of a trapdoor that things really got intense.”

Madison pulled out a sheet and handed it to Kelsey, “I’ll bring you in shortly, for now, I’ll give the party the option of starting with Courtney’s character or with starting back up top where they were enjoying a few mugs of ale.”

I didn’t answer, but Emily, Ruben, Chris, and Kelsey all pointed to me.

“Sounds good to me. So, Courtney, six sets of glowing eyes looked at you before you heard the sound of a muffled voice on the floor. As if upset by the disruption, one of the robed figures muttered something and then a bright blue light extended from his hand to fill the room. Four of the figures were armed with swords, the other two held unlit lanterns in their hands. In the center of the room, an elven woman wore nothing but a pair of leather shorts and a smock made from hide that covered her breasts. She is bound with thick rope and just a few feet in front of her is a greatsword, you feel like the weapon, though almost as big as her, is hers. Everyone, roll initiative,” Madison said.

We all rolled and luckily, I came up first. Knowing full well that I was metagaming, I called out, “Can I try to use my dagger to cut the bindings on the elf?”

“You’ll take two hits for passing these two,” Madison said, pointing at the map with the eight miniatures on it.

“That’s fine.”

“Then roll an attack against the ropes. Just one,” Madison said as she rolled the dice for us to see. Both cultists missed me and I managed to cut the rope.

From there, the group heard the commotion and rushed downstairs, but by the time they got there, only two cultists were left standing. Kelsey’s barbarian elf was a monster!

The session ended with us all approaching the baron’s estate with the bodies of the cultists on a cart. Madison smiled devilishly and called out, “As you approach the estate with the cart, you hear the whistle of bolts cutting through the air. Ten bolts bury themselves in front of you and a deep voice bellows out, ‘Another step and we’ll see how many bolts your cleric can take.’.”

Ruben let out a pathetic groan and mumbled, “That can’t be where we stop. No, I refuse. We clear the basement of cultists, find out that the baron has been selling the souls of his people to a demon, and you think my character is going to let the group stop with such a clear evil ahead of us?”

Emily chuckled and looked over at her partner, “Come on, can’t we play another hour?”

Kelsey nodded, “Please, Madison? Come on, rules are meant to be broken!”

“For once, I’m agreeing with my sister on that one,” Chris said. “I haven’t gotten to cast fireball once! We can’t stop now, I’ve got shit to nuke!”

Madison rolled her eyes and glared at Emily, “You’re cleaning the bathrooms tomorrow.”

“F-Fine!” she said.

And so the session continued. After a massive battle, we found out that the baron was just a puppet to a powerful warlock. I could barely bring myself to focus on the story. My girlfriend was smiling and getting along with everyone, even offering to support Emily’s character when she really didn’t have to. It was sweet.

A knock came on the door of the bar, though. Madison tilted her head and went over to open it. In the door stood a police officer with a thick shock of gray facial hair. He took off his hat and stepped inside, “I was tipped off that she’d be here.”

Chris stood up, “Larry, come on now, she’s done nothing wrong.”

“Yeah, but we already had this talk, Chris. Your sister’s graffiti needs to be dealt with. If you let her get away with it this time, what happens when she does it again?” he asked.

“Larry, man, she won’t do it again.”

“You say that every time. Now, you going to let me take her in or are you going to go down for obstruction?”

My heart jumped into my throat, but Kelsey spoke softly, “It’s cool. I’ve got to face the music eventually, right?”

“Baby!” I called out as she headed over to the police officer.

“It’s cool,” she said quietly. The tears that started trickling down her cheeks didn’t make it seem like it was all that cool.

I chased them outside and watched her get cuffed before she was pushed into the back of the squad car. A soft pair of footsteps approached me and a hand touched my shoulder. Ruben spoke softly, “I-I didn’t know she was going to change. I-I fucked up, d-didn’t I?”

The tears that flowed from him made it hard for me to be angry with him. That didn’t mean I wasn’t pissed at him. I just knew I’d have to get over it another time.

“Ruben! How could you fucking rat her out? The entire point of her being here with us when we played was because Chris was trying to keep her out of trouble!” I screamed.

Madison stepped between us, “Hey, being pissed off isn’t going to help. We’ll figure out what her bail is looking like and I’ll take care of it.”

“No, I need to be the one that does it,” I said firmly. “She’s my girlfriend. She changed because she wanted to be better for me. This is my responsibility now.”

Chris let out a deep sigh, “I’ll go to the station and check it out. Depending on what they try her for and if she fights the charges, we’ll be able to get her out before too damn long. Ruben, we’re going to have a talk when I see you again.”

Madison stomped her foot, “No the fuck you’re not. Ruben made a choice, it was a wrong one. He’s torn up about it. Don’t drag him through the mud for something like this. Look, I’ll be real, I thought your sister was a fucking cunt. She was a treat tonight, we can all agree on that. Ruben is going to apologize to Kelsey, but anything else that happens won’t be happening in my bar. We all clear on that?”

I wanted to argue. Chris should have been able to tear Ruben a new ass, but that would only make more people hurt. Ruben and his husband might not come back and they were good people. I could respect Madison’s attempt at diplomacy, but I didn’t like it.


Chapter Ten

Paul laughed at me openly as I joined him in the cell, “Yo homie, you too? What did the pigs get you for?”

“Man, that graffiti I did like a month and a half ago,” I said.

“Damn, homie, I was hoping it would be for dicking that little ginger down too hard,” he said, that customary hip thrusting with that same stupid grin happened yet again.

As annoyed and frustrated as I was, I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re a damn clown, Paul. What’d they get you for?”

“Man, the fuckers got me coming out the bar. Was pissing on a tree and wee woo, wee woo, they called my dick small and put me in the back of the car,” he said.

I glanced at his pants and cringed at the sight of the damp blue jeans, “Yeah? You sure you were pissing on a tree?”

“Homie, I had to squeeze real damn hard to get this to come out. They’re going to have to scrub to get that smell out of their car though. Ain’t nothing worse than the smell of beer piss.”

“I could think of a few things,” I said.

He frowned, “Man, why you gotta do that? I just wanted to give the system the middle finger and you just go and step on my attempt.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned against the concrete wall, “I’m not saying that you don’t stink like a mother fucker. I’m just saying that I could think of worse smells.”

Paul laughed and called out loudly through the bars, “Yeah, homies, you better let Pablo bring me a pair of pants or something. Y’all don’t want me to piss on the floor, do you? I’ll fuckin’ do it!”

“Paul, I swear to God, if you piss yourself again, I’m going to get you sent to prison myself. Do you think spending a few days here is bad? Boys like you don’t make it long over there,” a faceless cop called back. I knew that voice that. That was Gregory. Sadly, I knew all the cops intimately.

Paul sighed and looked back to me, “Man, why’d you quit the shop? Shit has been boring since you left.”

“Because I got another job. I’m dating that ginger now. She’s such a good woman, man. Maybe you should think about cleaning up your act too. It’s not doing us any favors and we’re not getting any younger,” I said.

He shrugged, “Holmes, without the thug life, what do I have?”

“I don’t know, maybe some self-respect and a little bit of a chance at finding someone that wouldn’t judge you for pissing yourself in the back of a squad car.”

“Hey, homie, I think that the only people that wouldn’t judge me for pissing in the back of a pig’s car would be someone else that knows the thug life,” he said.

“Dude. You get the point,” I said. “Fix your shit.”

“Yeah, but what good has that done you, homie?” he asked.

I smiled warmly and closed my eyes as I thought about Courtney, “I’ve got a girl now. My brother and I are getting along. Shit, I’m even making a few friends.”

“Homie, I’m your friend.”

“Dude, you pissed yourself to prove a point to the cops!”

He sat down on the floor and put his head in his hands, “But what else do I got, Kelsey? I ain’t finish school. Fuck, I don’t even know what I’d want if I had a better job.”

I crouched down against the wall and smiled at him, “What about someone to,” I immediately stood back up and started thrusting my hips, “settle down with?”

“Homie, is that what I look like?” he asked. “Yeah, I’m never doing that shit again, please stop. It’s embarrassing.”

If not for the few shreds of self-respect I had, I would have pissed myself laughing. After I finished, I was flushed in the face and I spoke softly, trying to get the conversation back on track, “Just give it up, man. Asheville isn’t the place for petty crime and stupidity. There are some good people here and more keep coming in.”

“Yo, you think your brother would wanna bone?” he asked in a quiet voice.

Paul usually said some crazy shit, but that didn’t seem like a question he was asking out of the blue, “Honestly dude, I don’t know. It seems like a lot of good people around here are some part of the LGBT community. I’m not saying that Asheville’s water is turning people or anything, but I’ve met more gay and lesbian people in the past month than I have in all my life.”

“I’m telling you, it’s something that bar is serving,” he said. “Darren’s Dive comes up and suddenly people are coming out left and right. Shit, you were the only transgender chick I knew. Now there is Madison. I’ve heard about a couple of others, but I ain’t seen them myself. And have you seen some of those lesbian hotties? And fuck me, Rubio, his husband. Have you seen that mother fucker, homie? I’d call him papa if he was down to clown.”

“Paul, I’m seriously honored that you just lowkey came out to me, but bro, I can’t even take you seriously right now,” I said.

He smiled and put his hands on his knees. His ridiculous accent disappeared as he said, “Kelsey, I’m scared. I don’t know what the hell to do with my life and I’m almost thirty.”

“Gotta start somewhere, dude. Try to get your GED and find a better job. That shop was shit money and they docked hours like a mother fucker. From there, dude, just keep your nose clean. And your pants,” I said.

Son of a bitch. This was the same kind of conversation that Chris had with me after I tagged the school. Was this how my brother used to see me? Shit, is this how people like Ruben saw me? I couldn’t blame him for telling the cops where I was.

“You know, that sounds good, Kelsey. Hey, I don’t mean to make this cheesy, but thanks for being my friend,” he said softly.

“Don’t worry about it, bud. Let’s just make a deal with one another right now. No more illegal shit unless we literally don’t have a choice,” I offered.

He shook his head, “Even if we don’t have a choice. Make the choice to not do it. You give yourself that wiggle room and you’ll find a loophole.”

I smiled at him. For two douchebags in a cell, this was pretty damn uncommon. “You’re right, dude.”

He smiled at me and nodded to the cell door, “Visitor.”

Chris popped into sight a moment later and leaned against the bars, “I’ve got a deal worked out with them. You scrub those bricks as clean as you can and then pay them for the supplies, they’ll call it even. But, if you step a toe over the line again, they’re taking you straight to court. Sis, that’s all the strings I could pull.”

“Chris, you didn’t have to stick your neck out for me,” I said quietly.

He smiled, “I wouldn’t have if you didn’t change. You’ve been trying your ass off lately. Please don’t make me regret this, sis.”

I shook my head, “Never dude, when can I start scrubbing?”

“Probably this afternoon? They know you haven’t slept.”

“I can do that. Shit, I’d love to do that,” I said.

A familiar streak of red blew past Chris, “I’m helping her. I want to help her clean it up.”

“Coco!” I called out.

She smiled at me, but turned to Chris, eyes burning a hole into him. “Yeah, I don’t think they care who does what so long as it gets cleaned up,” he said.

Later that evening, I took the two five-gallon buckets of supplies to the school and much to my surprise, Ruben was already there. “Y-You can hit me, you can yell at me, you can do whatever. I won’t say anything.”

I smiled at him and shook my head, “Ruben, it’s okay. I get it. I really do and I don’t mind one bit. Besides, this wasn’t even my best work.”

Courtney let out a quiet groan as she looked at the rather impressive cowgirl with smoking guns on the wall, “That’s beautiful, though. Was it really worth taking you to jail for?”

I pointed to the crotch where a thick bulge filled out the redheaded cowgirl’s pants, “Yeah, high school or not, I doubt they want parents to see that on the wall.”

She chuckled, “Is this what an anime version of us would look like if we merged?”

Ruben laughed and nodded, “Oh, absolutely.”

It took us the better part of three hours in the hot sun to get the paint off the bricks, but once we did, the faint colors were barely noticeable. Still, while it wasn’t perfect when Larry came by to check on things, he nodded, “Get on home.”

His eyes narrowed as he glared at me, “One mistake. I swear, Kelsey. Just one and I’ll have your ass in prison. I don’t care what I have to do to get you there.”

I didn’t appreciate being threatened, but what was I supposed to say? “Don’t worry, sir. I’m a changed woman.”

He looked down his nose at me, “I fucking hope so.”

And with that, he rolled up his window and left. Ruben sighed heavily and let out a pathetic whine, “Guys, I’m hot and sweaty, can we go grab dinner on me so I can feel less like a piece of shit?”

“Ruben, seriously, you’re fine. Get on home to your husband. I’ve got a girlfriend that needs a little love,” I said.

Courtney shook her head, “No, I need a shower and a nap. Then maybe a little love.”

I smiled at Ruben and hugged him. The sticky, disgusting slurp of our sweaty shirts as I pulled away from him made both of us grimace. “Yeah, immediate regret on the hug. Just make sure you heal me when we start up the next session. I’m at six health. Rage or not, I still take tons of damage when I soak up crossbow bolts for you.”

He ducked his head, “I’ll use my last third level spell slot just for you.”

Courtney and I waved at him as he got in his SUV and left. As we headed over to her car, I held her hand and smiled like an idiot, “You know, if it wasn’t for you, I might not have been let out of that cell.”

“What makes you say that?” she asked.

“Ruben had to have told the cops who did the tagging and where I’d be last time we talked. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have changed anything. I wouldn’t have tried to straighten up my act and I damn sure wouldn’t have stopped being a bitch. So, thank you,” I said.

She smiled at me and spoke softly, “Let me pay for dinner tonight. After we eat, I expect you to brush your teeth. I wouldn’t want to kiss you after you ate me out otherwise.”

My eyes widened, “T-Talk about a reward.”


Chapter Eleven

I looked down at her as I ran my hand through her hair, “If you don’t want to, you don’t have to.”

Kelsey laughed softly, her minty breath rolling over my already wet folds, “If I didn’t want to, I wouldn’t have pulled your panties off with my teeth.”

And then, her tongue started licking my pussy. I knew it would feel good, but holy fuck, I didn’t realize she was going to take my breath away. I smiled weakly and then took a handful of her hair. Pulling her closer to my sex, I choked out, “Oh my g-god, that’s so fucking good.”

Kelsey chuckled and let her tongue push inside of me briefly before she licked from my entrance all the way to my clit. Then, her lips surrounding my sensitive nub and her right hand ran along my thigh until she reached my divide. Two fingers pressed against my entrance and she swirled her tongue around my clit just as she pushed inside me.

A loud moan ripped from my lungs and I let go of her hair. She didn’t need any encouraging. A part of me wanted to question how many times she’d done this before, but the smarter half of me knew better than to ask. I’d get jealous. If I knew even one of the women that she did this to in the past, I’d be angry. Not because she had a sexual history, I was well aware of that, but because I didn’t want to think of anyone being this intimate with her.

Then again, as she started humming quietly to send pleasant vibrations through my clit, I realized something else that made my heart skip a beat. No one had ever been this intimate with her. She never dated. She never even went for a second round with someone, as far as I knew. And that made me special.

My hips bucked against her slowly and Kelsey had no issue handling me riding her face. The two fingers that pumped in and out of me never slowed and she didn’t even struggle to keep her tongue in constant motion against my clit.

How was I supposed to keep from cumming? I didn’t want to finish too soon, but damn, it felt so good. The waves of euphoria that lapped at the shores of my sanity were pulling me further from the safety of my normally reserved nature. Yet, even though my feet couldn’t touch the bottom of the ocean floor, I knew that I was in good hands. If I started drowning in ecstasy, Kelsey was there for me.

I gasped for air as I once again pulled her head closer against my pussy. It didn’t do anything. She was already taking me to heights I didn’t know existed, but it did make me feel better. At least I could pretend I was in some form of control.

We both knew I wouldn’t, but she was smart enough to know better than to pull away from me right now. This was my reward, not hers.

Even as my cries got louder, she didn’t slow her efforts at all. Her tongue continued to drag over my sensitive clit and I could feel the warmth in my core burning hotter. “I-I’m close!” I cried out.

Her eyes blinked up at me, but that was all the response she seemed like she was going to give me. I could see that she was excited… Hell, I could feel that she was excited. The way her hips wiggle on my bed as she continued to play with me showed me that she was invested in her play. The occasional chuckle I felt around my clit when I moaned a little louder than usual told me more than her words could have right now.

My lover was enjoying watching me squirm because of her. How was I supposed to be upset or even embarrassed about that? She might have had all the sexual experience in the world, but I was having the experiences that mattered.

Besides, jealous of the other women or not, I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t enjoy the attention of her practiced motions. She knew just when to suck on my clit, just when to curl her fingers inside me to make me lift my hips, and just when to moan to send vibrations through my sensitive nub to drive me wild.

A loud, echoing cry escaped me as my pussy tightened around her fingers. My chest constricted and breathing was nearly impossible as I lifted my hips off the bed. Kelsey chased me into the air, her fingers still pumping into me, though her tongue started licking my folds again. A stream of my juices sprayed onto her, but she didn’t seem to care. Meanwhile, I just found out I could squirt. I couldn’t tell which of us was more surprised by that.

She slowly pulled her fingers out of me and continued to tenderly lick my pussy for a few moments until my hips finally rested on the bed again. My thighs continued to quiver. Kelsey was a fucking demon in the bedroom and I loved her for it. But beyond the sex, I loved that she was even here with me.

After the hell we went through to get her into a better place in life, she finally seemed like she was ready to move on and have a good life with me. While she wouldn’t start her new job at the library until Monday, we both knew that she would like it more than she enjoyed her time in the body shop.

Besides, if I was being honest, if I wanted to surprise her at work, we couldn’t get frisky. Not when she smelled like oil and her hands would leave stains on my clothes. In a library, all I had to do was be quiet.

The perverse thought brought a smile to my lips. Kelsey got on her hands and knees and crawled on top of me. Looking down at me, she asked, “What’s got you giggling?”

“Nothing important. I was thinking about sex in a library,” I said teasingly.

“Ooh, please continue. It’s not like I’m already hard as fuck,” she purred.

I laughed quietly and leaned up to kiss her. Tasting myself on her breath was a little strange, but not unpleasant. I could see myself doing far worse things with her and still enjoying them. Then again, I’d have to return the favor at some point and I wasn’t quite sure that I’d love the taste of her cum. Don’t knock it until you try it, I guess.

“You could always do the thing where you do my thing,” I said.

She laughed softly and kissed me again, “How about we take a shower first? I don’t want to be gross if we do that.”

My cheeks flushed immediately. “Y-You could have asked me to shower before we did that!”

“Yeah, I could have, but where is the fun in that?” she asked before getting off me. Her stunning body made my heart thunder in my chest. I really wish she would have kept the shower comment in her head. Not because we probably shouldn’t have had one, but smelling her light musk was turning me on.

I followed her into the bathroom and joined her in the shower. She chuckled softly as I stepped behind her, my breasts pressed against her back as I reached around to take her cock in my hand, “You know, we could always do it in the shower.”

“We could, but shouldn’t I be behind you if that’s what you wanted?” she asked.

I continued to stroke her and whispered in her ear, “Not until you’ve gotten clean.”

“Could you let go of my cock then?” Kelsey asked before laughing quietly. “Otherwise, I’m not going to be able to focus on anything but replacing that hand around my cock with your tight snatch.”

I kissed her shoulder and whispered, “Fine, but when you fuck me, I want you to make me scream loud enough for the people below us to hear.”

She pulled away from me and grabbed the body wash, “Damn, baby, here I was thinking you were the kind of woman to want to keep these sorts of things private.”

“Maybe I was?”

“And what changed that?”

I smirked and grabbed a bottle of shampoo so that I could wash my hair while she washed her body, “I think it was more of who changed that. You know, I was happy to talk to people and be myself, but it wasn’t until you came around that I started feeling like I was desirable. I mean, if I’m being completely candid here, my boobs are nice, but I’ve got no ass. Proportions are a thing, you know? Most guys thought it was great, but, uh, the girls I was into didn’t really give me the time of day.”

“I’m going to have to go ahead and call those vain bitches, well, bitches. I think you look great, but it’s the fact that you’re such a happy ginger that makes me want to be with you. I mean, seriously, have you met most redhead chicks? They’re wild!” she said before putting a hand on my shoulder as she let the water rinse the suds from her. “But don’t worry, you’re wild too. Just, not in the normal redhead way. I mean, then again I hear you gingers are freaks in the sheets.”

“Oh, now you’re just asking to hear about the weird shit I’m into,” I said.

She nodded and swapped places with me so that I could be under the water. Her hands immediately started roaming my body, though, she did have the excuse that she was just lathering me up. “I mean, I’m not one to judge. You tell me yours, I’ll tell you mine?” she asked.

“I bet you’d love that. For now, why don’t you just enjoy that I’m letting you fuck me in the shower? That’s been on my bucket list for a while, but I mean, having sex one time, not including what we did, left a lot of things on that list,” I said.

Kelsey laughed as her hands moved to start playing with my chest, “Yeah, I’m cool with finding out one thing at a time. Hell, I beat the game but now I get to explore it, I’m down.”

“You haven’t beat shit until you get a ring on the Princess’s finger!” I quipped, though, the moan that slipped from me afterward made my statement a little less serious.

“Yeah, well, maybe that can be arranged some time down the road,” she said.

That thought was a pleasant one. Kelsey going from angry, bitter, and resentful to sweet, charming, and compassionate, yeah. That shell was one I was glad I helped crack open. The woman that came out from those thick barriers she encased herself in was one that I didn’t want out of my life. Ever.

Even if something horrible happened and she decided that she didn’t love me like she said she did, I would be content to have to as just a friend. Well, at least, I would pretend that was fine. I wanted to be her lover. Her wife, even. But those were selfish things. As long as she was happy, I wouldn’t force anything else on her.

It didn’t take long to finish cleaning up and as soon as I rinsed the conditioner from my hair, I bit my lip and looked her in the eye, “Lean against the wall.”

She tilted her head, her brow furrowing in confusion, but she didn’t argue. I reached back and angled the shower head down so that the stream of water wouldn’t be directly on us, though our waists would still be in the line of fire. My shower wasn’t big enough to get really creative with, sadly.

But it was enough. I knelt down in front of her and took a deep breath before whispering, “Please don’t judge me too much.”

“Baby, I’d never,” she said just as I took the head of her cock into my mouth. Kelsey’s low groan was all I needed to hear. As I licked and sucked gently on her soft cock, it grew more erect. I’d played with her when she was hard, but having her cock go from a manageable size to feeling like it would dislocate my jaw was a shock.

As soon as she was hard, I stood up, trying to ignore that my cheeks were burning from embarrassment. It was one thing to have her go down on me, but for my first experience taking a cock in my mouth, I hoped to make it more intimate. But then again, right now, I didn’t need intimate. I needed her cock inside me. As much as I tried to frame it like it was some kind of reward for her, it was to help try to extinguish the insatiable fires of lust that she fueled within me.

Just looking at her made my thighs want to spread open for her. Having her lick my juices clean without a single complaint, well, that was a reason to let her have some fun as well. She didn’t have to be told that it was something I needed more than she did.

Leaning in, I gave her a quick kiss on the lips before whispering, “Let me know if I can do something better.”

“I won’t,” she said, her lips curling into a smile. “Whatever you do will be perfect, Coco.”

I rolled my eyes at her and turned around. As I backed myself up, she guided her cock to my entrance and I took a deep breath before pushing myself onto her thick length. Kelsey was large, larger than any of the toys I used or the one guy I had sex with, but instead of treating her cock’s size as a challenge, I just enjoyed how lucky I was. Most women would kill to have someone as wonderful as Kelsey. Tack on the fact that she was hung, well, I can’t imagine many women that wouldn’t love to be in my situation right now.

My hand moved to the shelf that my shower supplies were on and I braced myself before letting out a hissing moan. I lifted my right foot to put it on the little divot that the soap usually rested on. The bar shot out from the little cubby and I didn’t care at all. To hell with it, if it dissolved, so fucking be it, I had something else that was far more important to deal with!

Kelsey’s hands slid down to my hips and she whispered, “I’m just going to hold you in case you start slipping, baby.”

I nodded my head, unwilling to speak. Anything I could say would only make me feel like it was the wrong choice of words. My lover might know what to do in these situations, but I was as green as they came.

Instead of coming up with gaming puns or teasing her, I just focused on pulling away from her before letting myself sink back onto her cock. Slow and steady, but she didn’t complain at all. Her hips didn’t start pumping into me. All my lover did was let me enjoy her exactly how I wanted to.

That would have been fine and wonderful, but I was barely scratching my own itch. I wanted to be fucked. I didn’t want to make love. I knew that I loved her, having her cock inside me wasn’t going to change how I felt. Well, not emotionally. I’d definitely feel a hell of a lot better once Kelsey came.

After a few minutes of the slow riding of her cock, I looked back at her and mumbled, “C-Can you do it?”

“Do what?” she asked, though that coy tone made me groan.

“Will you, uh, fuck me?”

“Aren’t we already fucking?”

“Oh my god, baby, please fuck me. I want you to bruise my pussy, just fucking rail me! Stop making me say embarrassing shit!” I whined.

She laughed softly and her right hand slid up my chest. As she pulled me to rest against her, she spoke softly, “First, know that I love you. Second, I want you to remember that you asked me to make you scream.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, she kissed my neck and then pushed me forward so that I was bent over. And then she started. Her cock hammered into me, each stroke sending my body rocking forward. If not for her hands on my hips again, I would have yelled in terror at the prospect of being knocked over, but she knew exactly what she was doing.

Her balls slapped loudly against my pussy and if I wasn’t screaming with sheer delight with each loud smack, I would have been sure someone would have heard me. This was what I needed from her. She might have been the bad girl for a while, but being the good girl was only what I wanted to do when other people were around. I needed to be treated a little firmly from time to time, to be made to feel like I was as naughty as the other redheads she mentioned.

But I knew that if I didn’t ask for it, she wouldn’t do this. Not anymore. Kelsey might have been in it for her own personal pleasure at one point or another, but she made it clear. I was her only priority. I was the one that tamed the beast and made her feel safe again. My girlfriend showed me thanks in strange ways, but she was getting more clear about just telling me how much she appreciated me.

Kelsey made my heart soar and my pussy ache, both of those things were very much wanted in my life. Hell, if I’d have known she could have made me feel this damn good, I wouldn’t have stopped her from spooning with me the second night we were together. Lessons learned, that wasn’t a mistake I would make again. Even if I was angry with her, I knew that having her fuck me would probably make things better.

I couldn’t imagine getting angry with her though. As mean as she was the first night I met her, she’d changed. Truly. But it wasn’t because I forced her to, it was because she wanted to. And that… That was what made me feel like she would be the person I’d spend the rest of my life with.

Kelsey’s soft grunts got louder and she groaned, “Baby, you almost there?”

“J-Just a little h-harder,” I said.

She took a deep breath before her grip tightened around my hips. Kelsey pulled me into her every stroke until I all I could feel was sheer ecstasy. Her cock throbbed within me and she hissed, “Baby!”

“Don’t stop!” I cried out.

“B-But—”

“Don’t f-fucking stop!”

Her thick, hot cum shot deep within me and I let the pleasure consume me. It might have been way too soon for letting her finish inside me, but I wanted her to. My parents were desperate for grandchildren anyway, so worst case scenario, they’d let me move back in and help me take care of the baby if I got pregnant.

But. Kelsey didn’t strike me as the kind of woman that would run from the responsibility. Not anymore.

Even as my juices trickled down my thighs, soon being washed away by the shower, I let out a soft groan before whispering, “Still love me?”

“M-More than I should,” she panted.

“Good,” I said and slowly pulled away from her. After turning around, I looked her in the eye and smiled weakly, “Because I want to do it again as soon as you’re hard.”

Kelsey’s eyes widened, “G-God damn, you’re going to have me firing blanks, baby!”

“Is that a bad thing?” I asked.

“Not at all, just never had that happen before,” she said.

A smirk played on my lips, “Good, now, go make breakfast while I wait for my legs to stop feeling like jello.”

She laughed softly and then kissed me. As she got out of the shower, she muttered, “Best choice I ever fucking made.”


Epilogue

Four months after the first time I let Kelsey finish inside me, my stomach was slightly swollen with signs of life, but that didn’t stop me from going to the bar with my friends. I was just the designated driver now, that was the only real difference.

“Good turn!” Madison called out. “As your greatsword comes down and cleaves into the warlock, you hear him utter the words, ‘Anaturitavere, f-forgive me.’.”

“What?” Kelsey asked.

Ruben called out, “Does that mean we’re out of combat?”

Madison nodded. Chris sighed, “That boss was super weak, don’t you think that he should have at least been able to last three rounds of combat?”

Madison glared at him, “Yeah, well, don’t you think that I know how to run my own game?”

For once, I had to agree with Chris. Madison was usually an amazing DM, but I turned to look at her, “No, really, I didn’t even get sneak attack damage in either of those rounds and he still died to like, six hits.”

Paul let out a quiet groan before taking a sip from his beer, “Homie, you’ve gotta give them a better scrap than that. If my boy is bitchin’ about it, you know you done goofed.”

Chris’s cheeks warmed as he smiled at Paul, “Your boy, huh?”

“Homie, am I supposed to call you snugglemuffin at the bar? You tryin’ to make them laugh at me?” Paul asked.

As my attention turned to her, I saw a smile crest her lips, “Yeah, well, pregnant or not, you think that you can get away with talking to me like that? I think your girlfriend has something to say about that.”

Emily giggled and called out, “Yeah, you think that Kelsey is going to let you talk to my snugglemuffin like that?”

“Huh?” I asked, turning back to look at Kelsey. She wasn’t in her chair. Chris had a huge grin on his face as he pointed behind me.

As I turned around, her voice called out, “Coco, I know this is definitely not the proposal you deserve, but believe it or not, I couldn’t find out how to do the perfect one online.”

I smirked as I looked down at her on one knee, “I’m not getting out of this chair.”

Her beautiful smile answered that remark. Then she reached into her leather jacket’s pocket and pulled out a small box and opened it. The glimmering diamond ring made my eyes tear up. Up to this point, it could have just been a prank. She’d pulled a few ones on me by this point, but this was the real deal.

“Courtney, I don’t want to assume much, but I met your parents two months ago. They were proud of us. They’re super excited about the baby, but your dad told me something I’ll never forget. Said that if I didn’t marry you before that baby came, he’d castrate me. Now, I don’t want to make you think I'm just worried about having my crotch stay intact, but as much as you use it, I figured you’d want to help keep me safe,” she said.

She took the ring out of the box and cleared her throat as a tear trickled down her cheek, “Baby, jokes aside, you’ve made the past five months of my life the most meaningful, productive, and joyful ones I’ve ever had. I thought my life was pretty much over before I met you. I thought I’d end up in a cell for the rest of my days. Now, we’re going to be parents and I’ve got nothing but excitement in my heart. I look forward to waking up every morning and seeing you looking back at me. Hell, I’m looking forward to waking up to a screaming baby so that you can keep sleeping.”

Kelsey took a deep breath before she lifted the ring towards me, “But I’ve been playing your game for a while now. You told me I’d beat it when I put a ring on your finger. So, I mean, baby, would you let me finally beat this came so I can start on the sequel?”

“T-That’s the cheesiest n-nerdiest proposal I’ve ever h-heard,” I choked out. Smiling down at her, I leaned forward and poked my ring finger through that beautiful loop and let her run it up my finger, “B-But the sequel is much more fun than the first game.”

There was a loud cheer from the group in the bar. Kelsey stood up and kissed me as she wrapped her arms around me. In that moment, my life felt complete. There was still so much left to go, but I couldn’t have imagined a more perfect ending to our game.

Madison cleared her throat, “But seriously though, everyone disregard the last like, twenty minutes of the session. That boss is some serious shit and if you think I’m going to let you fuckers beat him that easily, you’re out of your damn minds.”

“C-Come on now, Madison, be gentle,” Chris whimpered.

Ruben let out a quiet yelp and shook his head, “You don’t have to wipe the floor with us.”

Paul laughed and got out of his chair, repeating his same fucking hip thrusting motion as he called out, “Damn, baby, she’s going to get you ready for later!”

“Oh my god!” I cried out. “Can’t we go like, three seconds without talking about sex?”

Emily chuckled, “Oh, and what’s that in your belly? Did that happen through some kind of divine intervention?”

Kelsey sat back in her chair, eyes glimmering as she chuckled, “Well, she did say oh my god a lot. I do mean a lot.”

Madison laughed and picked up her dice, “Next person to make a sex joke gets disadvantage for the rest of the night.”

Our lips zipped, but throughout the rest of the session, Kelsey and I didn’t need words. The stupid grins on both our faces told the story better than any words could have.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might also like:

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.

Dedicated to Her

Hayley had been my best friend for six years. For most of that time, I was helplessly in love with her but I couldn't tell her that. She was too dedicated to trying to better herself and I knew that my feelings would just get in the way of her dreams. But she was my dream. Wasn't I allowed to follow my heart too?

--

Kara had pulled me from the dredges of humanity when I needed it most. She'd been there for me when I needed her the most and I was there for her as best I could. I supported her through her transition and I had no intention of not being her friend. If we could just make it through college, I could finally start paying her back for all of the things she'd done for me.
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