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Chapter One

I smiled as Hayley stretched on the track. My best friend and I had made it through a lot of things together, but one of the few things we never handled was the feelings that we had for one another. At least, I’d never told her how I felt.

Hayley’s clothes didn’t make it easier for me to ignore her beautiful form. She was dressed for speed. Her navy blue shorts barely covered her backside and a gray sports bra was all that covered her chest. Hayley could have worn those clothes to a formal dance and I wouldn’t have considered her out of place. Everyone else probably would, but she was perfect to me as she was.

Those toned legs led into that tight bubble butt I’d grown so fond of over the years. Her slim core had defined abs that glistened with sweat from the exertion of her practice, the tangy scent of which drifted on the wind over to me. I tried to keep myself from thinking too hard about her. My shorts wouldn’t hide my arousal well enough to not make things awkward between us right now.

“Go!” I called out, clicking the button on my stopwatch. It was late in the evening already, but her determination to beat her personal best time never wavered.

Hayley shot off like an arrow from a bow. Her long strides ate up the track and her arms pumped fluidly. The well-oiled machine that was my friend in action made my heart soar. While I couldn’t even make it a full mile without feeling tired, Hayley could make running a marathon look effortless. Not literally, but in my eyes, she could do anything she wanted when she put her mind to it. I had faith in her, more than she probably wanted because while she pushed herself, I pushed for her to try and take some downtime.

As she crossed the lap, I called out her time. For her first quarter-mile, she was doing well, far beyond what I could dream of doing. But it was never enough for Hayley. She always pushed a little harder.

After three more laps, I gave her the timed mile result and she hung her head in shame. Her petite chest heaved and fell as she said, “I c-could have done better.”

“Hayley, you’ve run this distance four times today. The fact that you beat your first time on your fourth try should say plenty. You’re doing great and I don’t know if you should even worry about regionals at this point. You’re going to make it, better yet, you’re going to knock it out of the park.”

“I have to, Kara,” she said.

I stood beside her and could feel the warmth radiating from her, “You’re burning up, you’re probably dehydrated, and I just want to go back to our dorm and let you shower and relax a little. Could you please do that, for me?”

She let out a quiet groan. I put my arm around her sweaty back, “You’re gross. That should mean you’ve been out here long enough. If you want to come back tomorrow, I’ll come with you again. I don’t mind, I promise.”

“Look, if I don’t do well at the meet, I can’t be sure that they’ll continue my scholarship. You know that I can’t afford college,” she said.

“I know you can’t, but I also know they wouldn’t drop you for not being able to take first place at the meet. You’re going to kick their asses, I know that, but you shouldn’t put this much pressure on yourself to succeed,” I said.

She nodded, “Fine, you know what, you’re right. I don’t want to stress you out with this shit. Let’s just go back and clean up. Thanks for coming out here with me.”

When she started getting short with me and cursing, I knew better than to press. Hayley pulled away from me and started walking back toward our dormitory. Her brunette ponytail was soaked with her sweat and I felt horrible for her. All the work she was putting in to just make sure she could get an education was insane. And here I was, my parent’s money covering all of my expenses and most of hers. It wasn’t fair to her pride, but I did try my best to make sure she lived a somewhat reasonable life.

The only issue I had was that we were only friends. Not that I would ever force myself on her or stop talking to her if she ever flat out denied me. But she hadn’t. The few times the subject was brought up, we both ended up awkwardly laughing off the possibility of what would happen if we did get together. I was pretty sure everyone thought we were closet lesbians, not that I minded.

I didn’t make too much of an effort to hide that I was into women, but most people knew me from back in the day. When I still presented as a male… They weren’t fun times and I didn’t enjoy thinking back to them, but most people accepted my transition or at least didn’t shame me for it. I hadn’t heard my dead name in well over two years and being misgendered wasn’t something I remembered happening any time in the past few years either. Still, most of the women around our small town didn’t want to be involved with the transgender woman.

“Hey, wait up,” I called out and hurried to join her on the field. We already had a lot of memories out here. Long nights spent talking for hours, quiet mornings when she would walk with me while I grumbled about what homework I was frustrated with at the time and even more days just like today where she stomped the pavement flat.

The dusty field with patchy grass inside the oval track wasn’t much, but we treated it like it was our own personal heaven. And with Hayley here with me, it was. As sweaty as I was from just pacing around while she ran in the heat, I didn’t care. I was out here with my friend to support her, no matter how little she needed to improve in my eyes.

After I caught up to her, Hayley put her arm around my waist and put her head against my shoulder, “How do you do this?”

“Do what?” I asked while trying to remain calm. Feeling her arm slide across my back was something that rarely happened and I cherished every second of her touch when it did happen.

“Day after day, you’re out here with me when you could be doing something else. You have other friends, I know you do, so why would you waste hours of your free time to watch me run?” Hayley asked.

The immediate quip that came to mind about her body wouldn’t have done me any favors. The truth would work instead, “I come out here because as hard as you work, I feel like you need someone to tell you that it is okay to stop every now and then. I’m here because I am your friend, Hayley.”

She stayed quiet until we got back to our dorm room. The air hummed with tension. Hayley’s furrowed brow told me everything I needed to know. After six years of being her friend, we knew each others tells intimately. This one wasn’t even hard. She was disappointed in herself.

The small campus we lived on wasn’t much to speak of, but it had everything we could ever need within walking distance. A grocery store half of a mile away, a game shop just a little past that, and near the end of where I felt comfortable walking on foot, the bar we rarely drank together at.

Hayley pulled away from me as we approached the large tan building that housed most of the students. Fancy? You bet it wasn’t. Home? Damn right it was.

“You probably wouldn’t want to hear people tease us, but thanks for letting me lean on you,” she said.

Her defeated tone made the flutter in my chest slow to a weak thrum. “I don’t care what people say about us, Hayley. If that’s what you think, I’m happy to clear that up for you.”

She smiled at me, those green eyes of her trying to deceive me into thinking that she was fine. “I know you don’t care, but I’m too tired to want that kind of argument.”

The thought behind what she said was nice, but I already missed how close she was to me. I didn’t want to be gawked at either, but it would have been worth it if I could hold Hayley for just a little while longer.

As always, we took the stairs to the third floor and she unlocked our door and led the charge inside. She stepped into the bathroom and I started fishing out a clean outfit for her. I could never get comfortable handling her underwear, but I tried my very best to not make it perverse when I had to pick something for her to change into. Hayley’s trust in me was impossible to understand, at least, the way she jumped into the shower and changed after.

The faintest hope flickered in the back of my mind that she did it intentionally. That she was just waiting for me to finally make a move and hold her close to me once she got out of the shower. But I couldn’t. Hayley never once made me feel like she would have appreciated something like that out of nowhere. The bond we did have was too valuable to shatter just because I wanted more than friendship.

I opened a few drawers and soon had my own pajamas laid out. After a few more minutes, Hayley stepped out of the shower wrapped in a towel. As she approached the bed, the towel dropped and she started getting dressed as casual as ever. She didn’t even seem to know how hard it was for me to not stare openly at her. Those tight lower lips of hers were something I’d spent plenty of time thinking about in the shower. The curve of her ass, much the same. But above all, what I thought about when I was pleasuring myself to her… It wasn’t her body. It was the thought of finally being able to hold her close to me at night as my partner… My girlfriend.

That fantasy hurt worse than the realization that she would probably never think of me as a lover. At least reality had the decency to not let me gets my hopes up more than the fleeting sight of her in the nude.


Chapter Two

I’d just finished putting on my pajamas when Kara said, “I won’t be long, did you want to order something or should I make us something to eat when I get out of the shower?”

“We can order something, I don’t mind,” I said. “There’s the sub place if you wanted that?”

She shrugged her shoulders and called out, “Whatever you think would be good. If you go for the subs, I want a tuna one.”

“You always do, Kara. Is it okay if I use your card?” I asked. She always gave me the same answer, but I had to ask. My pride suffered enough to know that I had only bought her dinner twice since we met all those years ago. A simple question was worth it for the sake of at least reminding myself that when I could give back, I would.

“Yeah, that’s fine!”

I ordered the same thing we always got and sat on my bed, looking across the small room to her bunk. It was so neat and organized, little trinkets she’d collected creating a beautiful presentation. Comparing that to my own bed, I had nothing. A few books and my cheap laptop that her parents bought me as a high school graduation gift. That was it.

For someone that was so clearly above me in financial station, it often seemed like Kara was the one looking up to me. She wasn’t the kind of person to flaunt what she had and most times, it didn’t even show that she came from money. Kara dressed nearly just like I did. Cheap clothes that looked nice enough without drawing too much attention. Graphic tees, blue jeans, and sneakers made up most of our wardrobes.

Yet, she had a brand new Audi parked out front. Her dad gave her an allowance of three thousand dollars a month without even having to pay her own bills. When you own an oil company, I guess that isn’t that hard to do.

Kara chose to come to this college and I knew the reason, but that didn’t make my choices any lighter. She only came to this small brick and mortar place because I couldn’t get in anywhere else. My grades were barely above average at a low ‘B’. The only reason I could even be here without taking on loans was my scholarship.

If I could do anything better than someone else, I could run. I ran with the wind whipping at my cheeks, my hair bouncing against my back, and the crowd cheering for my success. I ran because when I ran, I didn’t have to think about the future. It was just one foot, then the next until I achieved my goal.

Life was simple when I ran.

The shower turned off and Kara stepped out of the bathroom a few minutes later. Her beaming blue eyes met with mine and she smiled at me. “Did you order the food or did you change your mind again?”

“I already ordered it. The driver should be here soon, I’ll go grab it if you want to wait here,” I offered.

“I’ll come with, I don’t mind.”

A thin smile adorned my face as I reached up to brush one of the curly red locks of hair out of her face, “You don’t have to. You paid for it, the very least I could do it go grab it for us while you get comfortable and find something to watch.”

She shook her head, “I’m coming with you because I want to, not because you owe me anything. We’ve been over this before. If I didn’t want to do something, we wouldn’t do it.”

“And I’ve told you before, Kara, just because you don’t mind doing something for me doesn’t make it normal. You pay my phone bill, you’ve paid for my books before, and when was the last time I bought you dinner?” I asked.

Kara’s smile faded and she looked down at her feet, “It was the day I legally changed my name. You wanted to celebrate with me and you wouldn’t let me pay for anything.”

“I found work with Paul shoveling his barn. That was about the last time I had enough free time to scrape up a few dollars for us,” I said, my eyes meeting with hers.

“And I enjoyed that night so much,” she said quietly.

I opened my arms and hugged her, “When I get a job, you know that I’m going to pay you back for all this, right?”

“When you get a job, you know that you won’t have to pay me back for anything, right?”

“I do. It wouldn’t be right if I didn’t, Kara. You’ve given up so much for me,” I whispered.

My phone started ringing and Kara let go of me. As I answered the phone and told the driver that we were on our way down, she tossed me my sandals and slid hers on. As soon as I hung up, she called out, “I didn’t have to give up anything for you, Hayley. I never have. You’ve never asked me for anything unless you had no other choice. I do what I can for you because you do everything you can for me.”

“Just wait until I get a job,” I said.

“I’ll let you pay your half of the rent and utilities. Outside of that, anything you do would just be a sweet gesture.”

We left the room and hurried back downstairs to get our food. As Kara signed the receipt, all I could think about was what she really got out of all of this. She’d told me time and time again that I was her only real friend. The only one that stuck with her through everything.

When her parents decided to move out of state to be closer to her father’s oil rigs when she graduated high school, I kept her company all those nights when she felt lonely. All throughout her transition, I never once misgendered her and I called her the name she asked me to long before she had it legally changed.

If that was what it took to have someone like Kara in my corner, I didn’t deserve her. She was a treasure, one that I valued above everything else. But she didn’t seem to understand that the reason I couldn’t take breaks was because I did care that much about her. Six years had already passed where I rode her coattail. As soon as I was out of college, I wanted to start doing things for her. I needed to pay her back. Not because she felt I owed her anything, but because I felt I owed her.

We took the food back upstairs and sat down at our small circular table. Our dorm wasn’t too special, but everything Kara could do to make it feel more like a small home, she did. And all I could do was tell her thank you. Again. And again. And again.

“Thank you for dinner,” I said as I unwrapped my sandwich.

She smiled and gave my ankle a nudge with her foot, “Don’t mention it.”

How she could be so dismissive of how appreciative I was bothered me. But it wasn’t out of malice. It never was. In the end, I knew she didn’t want me to feel like I was her lesser.

“So what’s on the docket for tomorrow?” I asked.

“I’ve got classes as always, then homework that I’m going to start while you’re running,” she said.

I smiled and bit into my sandwich. There was nothing better than a BLT with turkey. Nothing. The fresh tomato helped dampen the bread, the mayonnaise doing much the same while providing that sweet flavor that I loved so much. Pair that down with the satisfying crunch of the lettuce and bacon and wrap it all together with that thinly sliced turkey and we were in business!

A soft groan escaped me as I chewed my food, savoring every second of it. Meanwhile, Kara gracelessly devoured her food. Once upon a time, she used to be very timid when she ate around me, afraid to look like a ‘fatty’. She had a little meat on her bones, but she also had breasts that didn’t qualify for the itty bitty titty committee and an ass that I envied. Still, I wouldn’t call her fat. She was healthy.

“Could I help you with the homework?” I asked between bites.

She shook her head, “Classes so far have been easy for me. Then again, dad used to always talk to me about how the business worked and I guess it just comes naturally to me.”

“I wish I could say the same. Civil Engineering is kicking my ass. I should have gone for something simpler, but I guess I just took what I could get for my scholarship.”

“If you need some help, you know I’ll do my best. I could always try to hire someone to help you if you wanted?” Kara offered.

The gesture was well received, but I couldn’t let her do that. I’d get by with my grades and my scholarship only required that I average a ‘C’. Until that was in jeopardy, there was no reason to make her pay for even more things that wouldn’t do her any good outside of just helping me.

“No thanks, could you imagine having to sit in here while we’re lectured by some guy that probably couldn’t land a more stable job?” I asked.

She laughed and shook her head, “I can definitely imagine that. ‘Now listen, out in the real world, you won’t get to make mistakes. You don’t calculate the angles and visualize every little detail and you could cost someone’s life. Do you want that on your hands? No? Try again then!’”

Her voice deepened and I couldn’t help but laugh. She hated using her ‘man’ voice around most people, but she felt safe enough around me. That meant more to me than her joke did. Maybe being her friend was worth more than money, but I couldn’t let her support me for the rest of my life. She would eventually find someone and want to move on with them. Even if we did find a place together and start making our way through the real world, things would eventually end.

Just like my parent’s marriage. The thought dampened my mood and I looked back down at my sandwich. Six years should have been long enough to make me feel like Kara wouldn’t abandon me at some point. If my own parents could split and pin their problems on me, I couldn’t bring myself to think anyone else would stick around.

“You’re the best friend a girl could ask for… You know that?” I asked quietly.

“I try,” she said in her angelic voice.

“So do I,” I said.

Kara smiled and finished her sandwich before taking a drink of her soda to wash it down. She stood up and walked behind my chair, her soft hands falling to shoulders. Kara massaged gently as she whispered in my ear, “I know you do. You’re the reason I have any faith in people at all. Helping you always makes me feel warm and bubbly. Not because I’m offering you charity, but because you actually appreciate every little thing I do.”

A soft moan poured out of me as her hands worked their magic on my tense muscles. “Yeah, I do appreciate you. So damn much, Kara. So thank you. Again and again.”

“You’re welcome. Now, finish up so we can watch a movie before it gets too late,” she said before patting me on the shoulders. The sound of her shuffling around on her bed followed and I was left with my half-eaten sandwich.

I really did have the best friend anyone could ask for. If only my pride would let me tell her how much she meant to me. She was more than a friend, but I wasn’t sure where that left her.


Chapter Three

Hearing Hayley’s moan sent me too far down the rabbit hole of sexual fantasies. As I waited for her to finish eating, I burrowed under my covers and put one of my pillows over my lap to hide the bulge underneath. She wasn’t stupid. Hayley knew that I found her physically attractive and she never made much of a big deal about it when I did get turned on. That didn’t make it any less uncomfortable for me.

She might as well have told me that she knew about all of my fantasies with her. I wouldn’t have even minded that. At least we would both be on the same page as to why I was turned on in the first place. But instead, I just let her pretend that it was because she was a sexy woman. That much wasn’t a lie, but physical attraction alone only meant so much.

I grabbed the remote from my bedside table and turned the television on. Hayley preferred it when I picked the movie we watched while we fell asleep. It was the same night on repeat, the same as it had been for a little over a year and a half now that we were in college together.

If not for the track team putting more and more faith into her, things wouldn’t have even changed from back when we used to have more free time. Hayley did what she always did. She put her best foot forward and tried her hardest. The more points she scored at track meets, the harder she ended up working. Now, we were only a week away from regionals.

As she got up and threw her trash away, I expected her to walk past my bed and then go to hers. Same as always.

Instead, she climbed onto my bed and sat in front of me facing away. “You started on a massage. Would it be too much to ask to keep going with that? I can return the favor, I’m just really stiff right now.”

Before she even finished her question, I sat up and had my hands on her shoulders. My thumbs pressed and kneaded as I started working along her petite frame, “I don’t mind at all. Just hit start on the remote when you’re ready.”

She did and soon, we were just a few minutes into the movie. Hayley stretched forward and put her feet on my pillows, had she been anyone else, I probably would have lost my mind. But her… I’d let her get away with almost anything she wanted as long as it meant she was happy.

“Too much to ask to get my back done as well?” she asked. The slight slur of her words made me smile. I didn’t expect her to be so relaxed from my touch, but then again, it was hard to claim this as a victory of my doing. She did run more than four miles during the session she did on top of whatever she had to do during her actual training with the rest of the team.

“I don’t mind at all, Hayley. Anything you ask that I can do, I’ll do,” I said softly as I repositioned. Hayley had me wrapped around her finger and she didn’t even know how far I would go for her. I already had to hide the fact that her scholarship wasn’t covering all of her education. The college didn’t seem to care where the money came from as long as it got paid.

If not for my father’s influence though, they wouldn’t have lied about how much Hayley’s scholarship truly did cover. Her pride would force her hand to drop out of college. That wasn’t something I wanted her to do and my parents were proud of the choice I made when I sacrificed a hefty chunk of my allowance to help her.

She smiled as I started kneading her back. Massages were something I believed were intimate in a sense, while this was relatively harmless, with the right mood and intent to your touch, they could be something so beautiful. My intentions were pure tonight. Hayley asked for me to help her ease her tensions and that was what I would do.

Her lavender body wash was all I could smell as I worked her muscles loose. Thoughts of her in the shower, hands running over her body… Well, there went the idea of being able to stand up again. The last thing I wanted to do to her was to make her feel like asking for me to do this was an erotic experience. Even if it kind of was. For me.

My hands slid under her tee shirt and I continued to press and push her muscles slowly. The warmth of her flesh under my fingertips was enough to make me crave her even more. Hayley didn’t need me to make this moment creepy. She’d made it clear to me over the years, not through words, but through actions that if she wanted to be with me, she would make the first move.

A few more minutes passed before I heard the first soft snore coming from her. I smiled warmly and gave her a few moments to make sure she was out. After that, I couldn’t help myself. I hurried into the bathroom and shut the door behind me.

I should have taken care of myself in the shower, but the food was on the way. With nothing but desire burning through my veins, I leaned against the bathroom door and pushed my pajamas and panties down to my thighs. Twisted, lecherous, and perverse. I was all of those things when it came to Hayley. But that didn’t stop my hand from grasping my shaft.

She was my best friend and I wanted her to have the world, but there was no denying it. If I had the option to put a ring on her finger, I would have taken it. Hayley didn’t see me like that, though. All she saw was a friend and if I ruined that, then what would I be left with?

My parents, as accepting as they were, weren’t around. The other friends I had didn’t think much of me until they wanted me to swipe my credit card. They weren’t true friends but I wasn’t mean enough to just push them out of my life either. But Hayley. She was the reason I tried as hard as I did to make sure she wasn’t pushing herself too hard.

Thoughts of her down in the starting position for her practice flashed in my mind. She didn’t think she had an ass, but I sure did. Her perky chest wasn’t small to me, but she only seemed to see the good in others. Then came the most perverse of all, Hayley’s naked body before she changed. When her long brown hair was still damp from the shower, her skin still lightly glistening with wetness. I could always hope that one day, the shower wouldn’t be the reason she was wet around me.

I bit my lower lip to keep myself quiet as I stroked my cock. The inevitable happened though. My mind drifted to the thoughts of what would happen if she did let me put a ring on her finger. The life we could have together would have been beautiful. With me working remotely from home helping my dad’s company and her taking care of whatever it was an engineer did, I’d have plenty of time to miss her while she was at work. And when she did get home, I’d show her how much I missed her.

I’d barely gotten halfway through my fantasy before my breath hitched in my chest. The mental image of her lips pressing against mine while her hands slid down my back was too much. My teeth pressed too hard into my lip and I let out a quiet gasp before sucking in a deep breath.

My hand continued to glide along my shaft. I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to have my first time be with Hayley. From the stories some of my classmates told, sex was so far beyond masturbating. If that was the case, I wasn’t sure how long I would even last. I’d have to find some way to pleasure her if I couldn’t satisfy her before I finished.

The ecstasy coursing through me nearly brought me to my knees. I couldn’t make too much noise. If Hayley heard what was happening in here, she would probably never feel comfortable doing anything intimate with me again. So once again, for the thousandth time, I bit my lip and dealt with the pain as my orgasm made a mess of the bathroom floor.

After a few deep breaths, I cleaned up the mess I made and washed my hands before climbing into bed again. The right thing to do would have been to wake her and tell her to go to her bed. But I was selfish. I put a pillow ahead of her and sure as the sun would rise, she slowly tugged it under her and curled onto her side as she normally slept.

I got under my cover and couldn’t help but wish she was intentionally on my bed to sleep. At least then I could have held her like I’d dreamed of a thousand times. Some fantasies were better left to the imagination. Besides, if I gave it too much thought, I would end up back in the bathroom.

Why couldn’t I be normal? If I’d never met her, I’d never have come out as transgender. She wouldn’t have been there to encourage me to be my true self. And if I never met her, I’d never have become even remotely confident in myself. She wouldn’t have pushed me to become this woman.

But if I never met her, how would I be able to know what love felt like? When she eventually moved on from me, I would know what heartbreak felt like. Hayley was perfect in so many ways. Maybe I was the one that owed her more than I gave her. The second I got complacent would be the second Hayley would need me the most. I had to be there for her. She would do the same for me, and that was something she made clear time after time.

As much as I’d grown since she came into my life, she still had the key to break down the barriers I had in place. She was my weakness, but I didn’t want to fix that. Sometimes being strong wasn’t what the heart needed.


Chapter Four

My alarm screeched out from across the room and I pushed myself into a sitting position with numb arms. I didn’t intend to fall asleep on her bed, but looking back at her, I didn’t mind. Even though she was yawning and groaning, she looked so serene. It wasn’t hard to tell that Kara enjoyed last night.

I got off her bed and stumbled towards my bed to turn off my phone’s annoying alarm, “Shit, I didn’t mean to pass out on you last night.”

“Did you enjoy yourself?” Kara asked.

“Your hands are magic, I’ll do my best to return the favor tonight. But for now, I’ve got to get to class,” I said.

She sat up in bed and smiled at me, “You know, I’d rather wait until after regionals to get my massage. Would that be fair?”

I nodded, “More than fair. Don’t stare too hard.”

Kara tensed up and I laughed as I pulled my pajama pants off and quickly pulled on some jeans and grabbed a light jacket to go over my tee shirt. After my socks and shoes, I looked over at her and asked, “Everything okay?”

“I-Is it?” she asked.

“That’s why I’m asking you. You’re acting weird.”

She sighed and got out of bed and opened a few drawers before changing into her clothes for school. That thick bulge in her panties was hard to not take a peek at. As strange as it still was to me to see such a beautiful woman with a package in her panties, I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t something I wasn’t curious about.

“Last night got a little strange, didn’t it?” Kara asked.

I shrugged and grabbed my laptop, “It was different than usual, but it wasn’t bad. Not even when you went to the bathroom after.”

Her eyes met with mine for a fleeting second before she looked back down at her feet, “I understand if you want to yell at me.”

“It’s only natural to take care of yourself when you’re turned on. We’ve had that conversation before, but I do want to make sure that I wasn’t doing something that is uncomfortable for you. If the massages are, uh, sexual to you, I’d rather not,” I said.

Her eyes met with mine and she bit her lower lip. Seeing her so anxious was cute, but it didn’t seem like the Kara I knew either. She never seemed to have an issue speaking her mind.

“You’re attractive to me and I can’t hide that. I don’t think the massages are an invitation or anything, but they do excite me a little,” she said.

I paused for a moment before stepping closer to her, “Then how about we save the massages for after regionals? For both of our sakes, I don’t think the distraction would be positive right now.”

Kara stammered for a few seconds before taking a calming breath. “You heard what I said right?”

“That it turns you on to touch me? That might have come out more crude than I meant it to, but you know what I mean. I heard you and I don’t mind. It’s not like you’re trying to get in my pants or anything,” I said.

Her arms flew around me and she hugged me tightly, “I was worried that you would be upset if I was honest.”

I hugged her with my free arm, “I don’t mind when you’re honest. It would bother me if you acted like nothing happened though. I think it’s healthier this way, Kara.”

“It is, but you’ve got classes to attend. I’ll see you after school?”

“As always,” I answered.

The remainder of the week flew by. Days filled with college, track practice, and my own individual practice. Kara and I went back to our routine as normal, sleeping in our own beds and mostly avoiding the conversation about what happened before. I really didn’t mind that she was turned on by me. I’d known that she found me sexually attractive for years. But the body’s reaction was hard to control. I couldn’t imagine that she would ever want to be with me.

How could she? We were from opposite ends of the financial spectrum. If not for her parent’s generosity and active charity work, I doubt they would have even let their child associate with someone like me. A poor girl from the wrong side of the tracks.

What could I offer her as a lover that she couldn’t get from someone that was more suited for her? Nothing. My friendship was all I had to offer someone as wonderful as her and when she did find someone to settle down with, I’d swallow my disappointment. Being born into a better family aside, there was nothing I could do to make myself worth her time. At least, not unless I tried my hardest.

My grades continued to improve at a snail’s pace. My timed distances on the track were getting seconds shaved off. The effort I’d put forth was paying back in dividends and that was good because I needed all the positive energy I could get before I ran at regionals.

When it was time to load up on the bus, the team got on and the first car in line behind us was that familiar Audi. I would have preferred riding with Kara, but the coach was all about team spirit. The sad part was that we would be on the road for hours and hours.

Coach Evans ended up giving us a long, motivational speech and made sure to go over her top tips for us. She told stories of the past few years and how close we’d come to placing top three and that she believed this year would be the year we finally make it to the top.

Once we make it to the massive stadium with an indoor track, I realized just how small I was. Hundreds if not thousands of people lined the bleachers and the pressure started sinking in. With each team that entered, a cheer went up as the school was introduced over the intercom.

With so much going on, I needed to clear my head. I needed to talk to the one person that would make my heart stop trying to beat its way out of my chest. I wanted a few minutes alone with Kara before the races. Coach didn’t plan on letting that happen.

“If you get distracted, if you lose sight of your goal for just a second, you’re going to slow down. You can’t afford that mistake, Hayley. You’ve got three events and I know you’re going to leave the competition in the dust. But you’ve got to be focused!” Coach Evans said.

I nodded, “I understand, but I promise I won’t be distracted. Coach, she’s been there for me every step of the way. Please?”

Coach Evans sighed. “No. I don’t like telling my girls no, but this time, you’re going to have to trust me. I won’t stop you from seeing her but think about what you’re risking right now. Is that distraction worth losing this meet?”

Coach put her hands on my shoulders and gave them a gentle squeeze, “Think about that. Think about the team.”

On one hand, I could go talk to Kara and get pumped up. If I did that, then coach would be pissed at me and the things she was saying might be true. Maybe I would lose focus. On the other hand, if I didn’t talk to her, she wouldn’t even know I had the option. But I would.

In the end, I made the decision that my heart hated. I nodded at Coach Evans and made my way over to the other girls. As I stretched, I talked to my teammates, trying to get them in a more confident mood. One of the freshmen asked, “How can you be so calm about this?”

“How can you not be?” I asked. “You’ve been practicing with me and the rest of us all this time. You’ve shown up day after day to the track and you’ve left everything in you on the track. Blood, sweat, tears, and more sweat. Was that all for nothing? Did you practice every day with the intention to lose here?”

“N-No,” she whimpered.

“Then cut that mess out,” I took a knee, “Chelsea, you’re going to smoke them. You’re going to leave them wondering how a few girls from a no-name town in Georgia could beat them. They’ve got daddy’s money and that’s all. We’ve got talent. We’ve got the burning ache in our soul to win. So look me in the eye and tell me that you can’t beat them.”

A smile lit up her face and she looked me in the eye, “I can do this.”

“I know you can,” I said softly.

“Runners!” the voice boomed out over the intercom system. “Please make your way to the track so that we can start this event! Good luck and make your colleges proud that you represent them!”

Another roar from the crowd nearly deafened me as I made my way to the track to start the first of the three events I was to compete in. The four hundred meter dash, then came the relay race which was yet another four hundred meter dash, then finishing off with the fifteen hundred meters. Coach wouldn’t let me sign up for any more than that just yet.

After ensuring that I had the right number on and everything was in place, we all lined up on the track and then the dummy gun went off. With it, all of us took off. Leaning forward into the momentum that the position gave us, I shot off as fast as I could. The roar of the crowd be damned, I had to give this my all!

My strides were long and graceful, my breathing controlled, and my eyes only on the finish line. A few seconds before I would claim first place, I heard my name called in Kara’s heavenly voice. The slightest stagger in my steps sent to bodies flying past me just before I crossed the finish line. My time was recorded and I wasn’t surprised to hear that I did very well, but I should have had first. There was less than a fifth of a second between myself and second place. A tenth of a second separated second and first. There was no reason I couldn’t have won.

No reason except that I let my mind fail.

My team placed second in the relay, this time there was no distraction and my timed four hundred meters was the fastest of all of my team. For the fifteen hundred meters, I came in first with a three-second buffer between me and the second place winner. In the end, our team won third place. I had a gold medal for the fifteen hundred meters, but the bronze and silver pendants around my neck were a reminder of my failings. My individual failings. If I could shave just a little more time off my four hundred meters, maybe I could make up for my team’s slightly slower pace.

I’d have two gold medals around my neck. Maybe three if the relay went well. But that wasn’t the point of today. I could have done better and I let myself get distracted.

“Oh my god, Hayley, you really did kick ass out there!” Chelsea called out, the sentiment being echoed by the other girls. “You even won your individual events?”

Coach’s hand clapped onto my shoulder and she called out, “You bet she did. There’s a reason Hayley is going to be team captain next year.”

That was news to me. “W-Wait what?”

“You heard. Daniel is graduating and we’re going to need someone to fill her shoes. Who better than the most prodigious woman on the team?” Coach Evans said, her voice raising a little as she proceeded to congratulate me.

But their compliments and cheers were shallow to me. I could’ve brought home gold in at least two of my events. I should have…

Outside the stadium, I was nearly knocked off my feet as Kara tackled me with a hug, “You did it! I’m so proud of you, just look at these!”

Kara lifted my medals and caused them to clink against one another. Her warm smile almost made me feel better, but almost wasn’t good enough.

“I’ll do better next time,” I said.

“If you do better next time, you’re going to make everyone else look bad,” Kara said. Her quiet chuckle did bring a smile to my lips. My performance was good enough for her, but it wasn’t good enough for me.

If I was going to keep moving forward in life, I needed to win. Not just participate. First place was the least I could settle for.


Chapter Five

On the way back to our town, Hayley did get the option to ride with me and she did. Instead of rushing straight home, I decided to pull off the interstate a few exits down. The school had hotel rooms already booked since the driver couldn’t go all night, but that didn’t mean that Hayley and I couldn’t enjoy our own night doing something else.

Hundred of miles from home, I figured that if there was any time I could ever take her on something that resembled a date, it would be tonight. In the trunk, I already had two beautiful matching dresses for us with a brand new set of heels to match. It wasn’t the same thing we always wore. Tonight was meant to feel special.

Hayley was uncharacteristically silent. Her fingers toyed with the medals around her neck and I could tell that something was wrong with her. Yet she said nothing. Even when I booked us a suite in the hotel, she didn’t seem bothered. There was no haggling to try to make me buy a cheaper room instead. Just… Acceptance.

I let out a quiet sigh as I led her to the room. After unlocking the door with the key card, I pushed the door open. Getting a suite with two beds wasn’t too difficult. The kitchenette had a small table, a stove, and a rather nice shower just to the right of the entrance. All in all, the room was elegant. It both served a purpose while also not making me feel like I was skimping on quality for Hayley. After regionals, I wanted her to enjoy some luxuries.

Hayley had an air of negativity about her still and I didn’t want to leave her alone if she wasn’t going to be okay. The last thing I wanted was to have her in tears when I came back up from getting the outfits I bought us. I asked, “Are you going to be okay in the shower while I grab something out of my trunk?”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine,” she said.

“I’ve got plans for dinner already, by the way,” I said.

She didn’t ask about the details. Hayley nodded and stepped into the bathroom, “Did you bring a change of clothes like I asked?”

My mood was nearly ruined and I mumbled, “Yeah. I did.”

“Thanks. I’ll be out in fifteen,” Hayley said. That flat tone wasn’t what I expected out of a winner. Three medals. The rest of the girls only competed in a few events and if not for their scores in the jumping stuff, they wouldn’t have had anyone place very high at all. Hayley had the most medals of the girls that did the sprints.

I couldn’t figure out what she had to be upset about. Instead of dwelling on it, I rushed to my car and let myself back into our room with the outfits I bought for us. I’d just slipped out of my casual clothes when Hayley came out of the bathroom.

Her eyes drifted my way and she locked eyes with me, “I wasn’t fast enough.”

That wasn’t the words I hoped to hear out of her mouth. Her lack of clothes any other time would have been impossible for me to ignore. “What are you talking about? Hayley, you were beating those other runners so badly that it looked unfair—”

“And then I heard you yell my name. Maybe it wasn’t really you, maybe it was just in my head. But I heard your voice call my name and I lost my stride. It was a fraction of a second, but it was enough to cost me the race,” she said.

My heart sank down to my feet, “I lost you the race?”

“No, damn it, that’s not what I meant,” she said before letting out a deep breath. “Kara, there is something wrong here. Not anything you’re doing and I don’t think I’ve done anything wrong. But something isn’t adding up and I don’t know how I can do better than I did today.”

I sat up, my eyes tearing away from her nudity, “I brought you some clothes. Can we talk about this over dinner?”

She let out a pathetic chuckle, “You sure you want to buy me dinner? Are you sure you want me to even wear something as nice as that dress?”

“Why are you talking like that?” I asked.

“Because I don’t deserve you!”

I was off the bed in an instant. Her eyes widened as I closed the distance between us and instead of yelling back at her, I put my hands on either side of her face and pulled her closer to me. This wasn’t the right time, but the right time would never come.

Our lips connected and tingles scattered through my body. Of all the ways I imagined I would first kiss her, it never would have gone like this. She always approached me in my fantasies. Hayley was always the person who, in my mind, would always take the lead. But she needed me now. She needed me to show her that it wasn’t about who deserved who. Our friendship, this unspoken relationship, it hinged on who did what for the other for far too long.

Hayley tensed up for a moment before letting out a quivering breath as her hands fell to my hips. My tongue pushed gently against her lips and she paused for only a second before she let me deepen the kiss. I pressed my hips to hers. For a few seconds that felt like an eternity of bliss, we just stood there enjoying being held by one another.

Her tongue danced with mine and she moaned softly into the kiss. This was everything I could ever want from her. Sex would have been wonderful, holding her in my bed would have been ecstatic, but those were just icing on the cake. This was the pinnacle of my life so far. To finally be able to show her how much she meant to me through actions instead of words.

I finally pulled away and pressed my forehead to hers, “I don’t deserve you. You don’t think you deserve me. So why bother trying to hide how I really feel? Hayley, it has never been about the money. It was never about what you could do for me.”

Her fingers squeezed my hips as she leaned forward to kiss me again. That gentle peck got her point across well enough, but she took a step back to break the inevitable cycle of kissing.

“You deserve better than me, Kara. You always have and you always will. What I want isn’t all that important. Maybe one day when I’ve got money, I could justify trying to ask your father for permission to date you—”

It was my turn to cut her off. “Don’t tell me what I want. Don’t you dare tell me that I deserve better than you. Six years, Hayley. We’ve known each other for six years and I’ve loved you for most of them.”

How could she so easily brush aside how I felt about her? Didn’t she realize that I would give up everything I had if it meant that she would be happier?

She lowered her head, “C-Can I at least put the dress on if we’re going to keep talking?”

“I wasn’t going to stop you. But if you want to eat tonight, we should probably go out before this gets too emotional. I just want to know, Hayley. If you had the chance, would you want to be together?” I asked.

Every time we even got close to this topic, she looked for a way out of it. I gave her an option to pull away from the subject. As desperate as I was for a real answer, I didn’t want to push Hayley.

Hayley’s eyes glistened with tears as she looked up at me, “Kara, if I had the chance, I’d do everything I could to make you happy.”

“Then start tonight. Hayley, if you think my parents are going to care that you’re not rolling in money, you’re wrong. This isn’t what you want to hear, but dad has been covering most of your tuition costs. There’s no way your scholarship could cover it alone. My family fucking loves you, Hayley. But they’re not the people you have to please. All you have to do is make me happy,” I said and sat down on my bed. “And I’m thrilled to have you in my life as a friend. You think I’m not going to be ecstatic if we can finally be together?”

She pulled on her underwear and started working her way into the dress, “You’re telling me that the scholarship I’ve been busting my ass for isn’t even covering my courses?”

I sighed. That was what she took away from what I just said. I slid my dress on and stood to help Hayley with her zipper, “It hasn’t. It covers a lot of it and that’s the important part.”

She turned around and a thin smile played along her lips. “Well isn’t that just peachy. I do everything I can to finally show you I can stand on my own even if only a little bit. And it turns out, I’m not even doing that.”

“Hayley, you’re doing everything you can and then some,” I said.

“And it’s not enough,” she whispered as she reached around my back to zip up my dress.

I let out a deep sigh, “We’re ordering in.”

“W-What? Why?” she asked.

“Because we’re not going anywhere until you can see that you’re doing so much already. You’ve done more than most people would in your situation. Do you really think that people who have lived your life would try half as hard as you do? The fact that you’re still pushing through right now, doing everything in your power to do more… You think I wouldn’t want that same devotion from my lover?” I asked as I reached around her back to unzip her dress.

I then turned around and spoke in as firm a voice as I could muster, “So unzip me. I’ll change back into my comfortable clothes until I pick up the food and then you’re getting a massage.”

“B-But—”

“Hayley, I wasn’t asking. Look, we were just talking about something that means the world to me and I would much rather continue that conversation than take you to a stupid steakhouse anyway,” I said.

She let out a quiet sigh as she pulled my zipper down. I would have preferred she undressed me under other conditions, but I wasn’t going to complain too much. Little victories were still victories!

“Do you really think that much of me? Even if I’m not as perfect as some other people out there?” Hayley asked.

“I think you’re perfect. Go ahead, tell me my opinion of you doesn’t matter. I dare you. I double dog dare you,” I said.

She giggled at the comment and I pulled away from her. As I went to take a step toward my clothes, her hand smacked my ass and she mumbled, “Your ass is perfect.”

“T-That’s what you decide to do? Come on now, I was trying to be super cereal right there.”

Hayley brushed past me in the rather plain black bra and panty set I bought her yesterday. She bent over to grab my shirt off the floor for me and smiled warmly as she offered it to me, “And I know you think mine is nice. You know, a week ago when you gave me that massage, I was a little creeped out by you getting off to me. After thinking about it a little, I realized just how much of a compliment that really was.”

“Granted, don’t get me wrong, Kara, it’s still a weird compliment. But you could have brought your phone into the bathroom and looked at something. You could have probably found any person on campus that was into you and did something with them. But instead, you went to the bathroom and I was on your mind. Again, strange, but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t really sweet of you,” she said.

I rolled my eyes at being called out by her, “I can’t tell if you want to be serious or not right now.”

“Get your clothes on, I’ll find a place that delivers Chinese,” Hayley said, avoiding what I said.

Even as I pulled on the jeans and tee shirt, I couldn’t help but smile. There she was, sitting on my bed in her underwear with my phone in her hand. After all that was just said, I couldn’t imagine a more perfect result. Things were back to normal… Well, as normal as they could get, given the circumstances.


Chapter Six

I called the restaurant and placed our order before hanging up the phone, “So then. Are we really a thing now?”

My mind raced with the possibilities. The people back on campus would no doubt have a field day when they found out. While we lived in a relatively liberal part of Georgia, there were still a lot of loud voices that would rather not see a lesbian couple publicly. Kara would no doubt be picked on a little more for being transgender and I could already hear the taunts about getting my fill of ‘girl cock’.

The same teasing and general bullshit that we’d gone through already would be valid though. They could say whatever they wanted, but at the end of the day when I laid down in bed with my lover. I’d be happy.

“We don’t have to put a label on it if you don’t want to. I don’t want to force this,” Kara said.

But that was the entire point for me. If she wanted this half as bad as I thought she did, then putting a label on it wasn’t something we were doing for others. I wanted to know for a fact if I was truly going to be her girlfriend.

“Fine, make me ask like we’re in middle school. Kara, will you be my girlfriend?” I asked.

She laughed softly and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. That would take some getting used to, but it was pleasant. Kara pulled me onto her lap and she leaned back on the bed, “I’ll be your girlfriend, Hayley. But only if you promise to stop worrying me so badly.”

“What do you mean?”

Kara shifted her hips further past me to ensure that my ass wasn’t in her lap, “I mean no more hours and hours at practice after school. You work during the day, if you want to go for a jog or something with me, that’s fine. But I hate seeing you push yourself so hard when you’re already leagues beyond anyone else on your team. You’re already earning your scholarship.”

“It’s not about them, though. I do all of that because I want to show you just how hard I can work for something. I don’t know how to explain it any better than that. Either I put my heart and soul into everything I do or I feel like I’m just going to let you down. I can’t do that,” I said.

The words weren’t a lie. I wasn’t just telling her what she wanted to hear. Kara had been my saving grace. She was the person to help pull me out of my depression when my parents split. Her family took me in for those few months while Kara and I got situated in college. Everything I did was for her now. I didn’t want to praise her like a Goddess, but I did want to show her that I was eternally grateful.

“Then you’ve done enough. Your point is made and I know that you will always work hard. I get it, I promise. But you’re going to have to start taking care of yourself more. That, or you’re going to have to let me take better care of you,” Kara said.

I opened my mouth to respond, but I had no argument to that. If I said something to defend my own drive to do more, then I would be saying I didn’t want her help. There was no way I would spit in her face for the sake of my pride.

“I’ll stop running so much after school. Two miles of practice tops. Okay?” I offered.

She smiled at me. “Okay, and that means you have a little more time for a massage after you finish running, right?”

I laughed at the thought. Leaning forward over her, I looked her in the eyes, “If that’s the excuse you want to use for putting your hands on me, I won’t say no.”

Her soft groan made my heartbeat quicken. “Hayley, I want my hands on you, I want to hold you all night. I want to stop acting like I don’t need you.”

“You know, I never really gave much thought to us being together as lovers. I guess if I did, I wouldn’t be on top of you in my underwear right now,” I said.

Kara lifted her hips and I could feel her hot, thick bulge press against my ass. Of all the things I imagined that would slip from me, a soft moan drifted out into the room. Her hands slid to my waist and she gently pulled me into her. Kara’s shaft slipped between my thighs and my cheeks burned as her cock rubbed against my mound.

“F-Fuck, Kara!”

“Just tell me to stop if it’s too much,” she said.

I bit my lower lip as I leaned back slightly to more fully press against her. There wasn’t much time in my life for sex and up to this point, I didn’t even consider myself close enough to anyone else to think about sharing myself in such an intimate way. But there was no denying the pleasure I felt as Kara continued to grind herself against me.

“I-I want—” I started as the phone rang.

“Son of a bitch!” Kara said. She looked up at me and rolled us over so that I was on my back. Her hips ground against me again before her lips pressed against mine. The slightest of kisses made my chest tighten up. She was so damn hot when she took the lead.

But she pulled away all too soon as she answered the phone, “Yeah, I’ll be down in five minutes. Blue Ford Focus? Got it. Thanks, man.”

She hung up the phone and looked down at me and smirked devilishly before pulling her panties down far enough to show me the monster that was grinding against me. I’d never been one to consider myself impressed by penis length. I’d never even really thought too much about what one would look like. Sure, I’d seen a few in porn, but I didn’t have the time to consider masturbating that often. But in person… Kara looked like she could really take me places with that thing.

“Still want that massage after we eat?” she asked.

I couldn’t even form words. Blood pounded in my ears and I could feel my cheeks blazing from embarrassment. As much as I wanted to look her in the eye, I couldn’t stop staring at her hard cock. The way it throbbed with every pulse was hypnotic.

“Y-Yeah, the massage would be nice,” I said.

Kara giggled and forced her cock back into her panties before she pulled her blue jeans back on. She pulled on her shoes and stepped back over to me, “Seems like you might want more. Who’s the perv now?”

“Still you, baby,” saying the pet name made my heart freeze in my chest.

She smiled and leaned in to give me a kiss before heading back to the door, “Yeah, well I’ll just have to make sure you’re brought over to the dark side with me.”

The door shut behind her and my hand slid down my stomach and into my panties. Pulling the fabric away from myself, I let out a whimpering moan. I was going to ruin these panties if she kept teasing me like she was.

I wasn’t going to stop her, though. If Kara wanted to pin me down on the bed and take my virginity tonight, I wouldn’t think twice about it. She’d earned my trust years ago. If sex was what she wanted, I’d satisfy her needs with a smile on my face.

Our relationship might have officially started tonight, but it wasn’t like we didn’t know everything we needed to know about the other. If people could go out and have one night stands with random people, why couldn’t I have sex with Kara on the first night of dating?

A soft groan escaped me as I sat up on the bed. I mumbled softly, “Seriously, Hayley? She’s your best friend.”

The logic was there, I could have asked her to wait for another night. But I didn’t want to wait. I wanted to offer Kara something that she would enjoy that I didn’t have to spend a dollar on. Her physical attraction to me wasn’t a secret. So… I stood and pulled my bra over my head and tossed it aside. Then I slid my panties down to the floor.

I’d make sure that Kara enjoyed giving me the massage as much as I was going to enjoy getting it. Looking over at the other bed, I let out a soft chuckle. Tonight marked the last night that I would sleep in my own bed if I had the choice. While Kara might have wanted me physically, I wanted her in every capacity.

But until she made it abundantly clear to me, I thought that she wouldn’t be able to be my partner. My girlfriend knocked on the door before letting herself in. The bag of food in her hand brought a delicious aroma into the room, but Kara quickly put it down on the table as she looked at me, “Naked?”

I chuckled and nodded, “I figured you would appreciate that a little. But I still want to eat first if that’s okay?”

“Speaking of eating,” she said, her eyes locked on my hips. Kara’s tongue slid across her lips before she finally broke away from staring at me. “Come on over here, otherwise I might have dessert before we eat dinner.”

I joined her at the table and opened the plastic container with orange chicken in it. She handed me a plastic fork and I smiled warmly as she sat down with me.

“So this is real, huh?” I asked.

Kara’s eyes met with mine, “If it isn’t, don’t wake me up.”

The tone of her voice sent chills down my spine. She spoke with a conviction that I hadn’t heard in a long time. Not since she told me that my parent’s divorce wasn’t my fault. The sobering thought was a good excuse to start eating. She’d always been the person I could rely on and I didn’t see that changing.

The food didn’t last long and Kara smiled warmly at me as she threw away the trash, “Go lay on the bed, baby.”

“W-Why?” I asked, though I already knew.

“If you don’t tell me no, I’m going to have dessert,” she said.

The warmth tingling through my thighs encouraged me to hurry over to the bed. I spread my legs slightly, revealing myself like I never had to her before. Changing with her watching me didn’t bother me anymore. If anything, I did that specifically to keep her somewhat interested in me. It was a cheap trick to play, but knowing that I was the subject of her fantasies did make me happy.

It wasn’t like I didn’t want her before tonight. That was never the case. But until tonight, I didn’t feel like I’d earned or deserved her attention. All of my life, I’d ran to make it through. If there was one thing I needed to stop running from, it was my feelings for Kara.

Kara slowly stripped as she walked to the foot of our bed. Her cheeks were red as I’d ever seen as she stepped out of her shoes and then pushed her pants and panties down to the floor. That thick shaft was quick to harden as she leaned forward and climbed onto the bed.

Her hands slid under my bent legs and she rested them on my hips, “A-Are you sure you’re okay with this, baby?”

“J-Just promise you’ll stop if I ask you to,” I said.

She nodded, “I’d never do something you didn’t want, Hayley.”

I offered a weak smile and then said, “T-Then it’s okay. I trust you, m-more than anyone else on this planet.”

Her eyes beamed at me as she leaned in and started kissing her way down my left thigh. Each warm press of her lips to my body made me want more from her. By the time her lips were close to my sex, she gave me a little nibble on my inner thigh before moving to start kissing her way down my right thigh.

“Kara, please!” I whimpered. My hands fell to the cover and I gripped them tightly as if that would provide an outlet for the overwhelming desire coursing through me.

She chuckled as she kept kissing her way down my thigh. My hips lifted in an attempt to get her to hurry to my sex. I needed her like I’d never needed anyone else in my life. Never would I have imagined someone would make me beg them to do this to me. Sex had never been something I put much stock into, I wasn’t interested in flings. In the midst of this hookup culture, all I wanted was to bide my time and find the right partner.

How couldn’t I have seen that she was right here with me all this time?

Kara’s kisses left my thighs and I felt her kiss the top of my pussy. I let out a shivering moan as jolts of electricity danced through my body, “T-That feels good.”

She giggled and opened her mouth slightly to take her clit into her mouth. The kiss was enough to make me moan and when she showed me where the real pleasure started, I let out a loud, pleasured cry.

Blue eyes remained locked on me as her tongue slowly circled my clit. For a virgin, she had a damn good idea of what she was doing! That… Or I just didn’t know any better to try and correct her. Either way, I didn’t care. I didn’t need my lover to be a sex goddess. I just needed her.

My hips bucked and writhed in an attempt to somehow garner more of the ecstasy she was giving me. Occasionally, she would chuckle at my desperate attempts and that hum would vibrate through my sensitive bean only furthering my blissful suffering. Being at the mercy of Kara’s tongue was something I hoped I would eventually get used to, but a finger pressing against my entrance made me worry even more.

I could barely handle her mouth and here she was trying to push a finger into my tightness. As nervous as I was about reaching my orgasm too quickly, I trusted her to take care of me. To do what she felt was right.

That finger pushed into my soaked lips and started pumping into me while she continued to lick and suckle on my clit. My breathing came more rapidly. It took everything I had to just make sure I didn’t break eye contact with her. Seeing her between my thighs, licking, sucking, and pumping into me all at the same time… It was too much.

Her hips danced in the air, swaying from side to side as she enjoyed tormenting me with her tongue. A second finger pushed into me and I sucked in a deep breath to keep myself steady. Everything she was doing felt practiced and I had to question if she truly was a virgin. Then again, as much porn as she watched, I wouldn’t be surprised to find out that she watched instructional videos as well.

“I-I’m close,” I said.

She pulled her mouth from my sex and shuffled forward. Her thick cock pressed against my thigh as she continued pumping her fingers into me as quickly as she could. Our lips were just inches away. I could smell the smell of my sex on her breath and it only further served to drive me wild.

“I want you to cum for me, baby,” she whispered before leaning down to press her lips to mine.

Kara’s tongue pushed into my mouth as she ground her hips into me. Her cock rubbed up and down my thigh until she finally lifted her hips enough for it to slid over the top of my thigh. Then she trapped it between our hips, her fingers pistoned into my pussy while she rubbed herself against my tight stomach.

She was too much to take. That cock that slid back and forth against me should have been inside me. Her fingers couldn’t compare to that shaft I felt against me, but I knew it was too soon for that. That didn’t stop me from thinking about her taking my virginity though. That fantasy coupled with her kissing me was what pushed me too far over the edge.

My thighs tried to snap shut, but instead, they just hugged my lover and held her in place as my hips bucked wantonly. I had to break our kiss before I bit her by accident as the fiery wave of pleasure burned its way through my sex. Broken, desperate moans poured from me as Kara continued sliding her fingers into my sex, the slick sounds barely audible over my cries.

Kara’s fingers were the first to be soaked. She pulled them out of me as my juices pumped onto the bed below, her digits quickly moving to my clit to rub and massage while my orgasm took me to a new world. I’d masturbated before. I knew what getting off felt like. But this wasn’t a simple orgasm. My mind went blank from the pleasure and I barely registered Kara leaning in leave a million kisses on my neck as my orgasm consumed me.

My ragged breathing was barely enough to keep me conscious and Kara eventually pulled her hand out from between us. She sat up straight and locked eyes with me as she pushed those fingers into her mouth and let out a soft moan while licking them clean. When she finished, she pulled them out and wiped them on the cover.

She smiled at me and nodded to the other bed, “You’ve got to be tired, baby. Why don’t we sleep in the bed that is a little drier?”

“Y-You can’t yet,” I said weakly.

Kara smiled and ran her hand through my hair, “And why not?”

“W-What about y-you getting off?”

Kara chuckled and hooked her arms under me before lifting me off the bed, “I’m sure you’ll have plenty in store for me another time. For now, why don’t we just get some sleep so I don’t pass out on the interstate tomorrow?”

She wasn’t giving me room to argue as she put me down on the bed and covered me up. I almost expected her to go back to the other bed, but I wasn’t complaining at all when she slid into bed behind me. Her shaft pressed against my thighs and I shamelessly reached between my legs and pulled her through before pushing my hips back against her. Hotdogging felt a little childish to talk about, but there was something intimate about having her held between my legs.

If she would have pulled back and pushed her cock into my pussy, I wouldn’t stop her. But she didn’t.

“Hayley, is this real?” she asked as she draped her arm over my stomach. Her body pressing against mine came with the warmth of protection to me. Like I’d be safe from now until the end.

I nodded my head slowly, “It is. And I hope it never ends.”


Chapter Seven

The morning came quicker than I wanted it to. The alarm on her phone screeched out and I let out a soft sigh as I kissed her neck. “Baby, turn that off if you would?”

She groaned quietly and reached back to put her hand on my ass, “Can’t we just let it play until it stops? I don’t want to get up.”

“You’re pretty comfortable for a girl who’s never had sex,” I teased.

“And you ate me out like a pro. What do I have to be shy about?” she asked.

I chuckled and pulled away from her before throwing the covers off of us. After a second of debate, I gave her ass a gentle smack and flew out of bed to go turn off the alarm before she could get me back for the slap.

She laughed and then let out a quiet sigh, “Why do we have to leave so early?”

“Trust me, I don’t want to go yet, but if we stay too long we’ll have to pay for another night. Not to mention I’d rather be back in Georgia before something happens that needs us to be back home,” I said.

If we had the option of staying here for another few days, I would have loved to. Spending time with her away from everything that caused us stress, that was nice. But not being home also made me pretty uncomfortable. For all the money I grew up with, I’d never grown comfortable being out of state. Vacations were nice, but nothing compared to the warm summer heat that I was raised to love. I wasn’t that much of an outside person, but Hayley always had something we could go do.

“I guess you’re right,” she said, the sadness in her voice more than apparent.

“Besides, don’t I owe you a massage? Wouldn’t you rather be in one of our beds next time?” I asked.

She laughed and got out of bed before gesturing to the bundle of her dirty clothes, “I’m going to wear those, judge me all you want. But if we’re going to be on the road, I’m not wearing that dress. And no, you don’t owe me a massage. Your tongue definitely helped make me less tense last night.”

“I’m glad to hear that. It’s nice to know that not everything you watch in those videos is fake then,” I said shamelessly. Hayley knew I wasn’t one to hide that I enjoyed watching videos. That didn’t mean I shared everything like that with her, but it certainly wasn’t something I pretended didn’t happen.

Over the next few minutes, we got dressed and collected our things before checking out of the hotel. We made our way through a drive-through and ate breakfast in the parking lot before getting back out on the road to go back to Georgia.

Life wasn’t going to be the same as it was before, but that didn’t mean anything bad happened. While Hayley might not have been impressed with her performance, everyone else was. The drive back was uneventful, Hayley ended up falling back asleep just a few minutes after we got on the interstate.

When we returned, I reached over and rubbed her shoulder to wake her up, “Baby, we’re home.”

“Mm?” she groaned.

“At college? Where you should be happy to be? So you can shower and get out of those sour ass clothes?”

Hayley’s head slowly rolled towards me and she smiled, “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Everything. And uh, especially last night. That was nice,” she said.

I chuckled and got out of the car. The single person walking towards us smiled at me and waved, “Kara! I hate to ask, but could you drive me to the store? I need to get some more groceries.”

Hayley giggled and looked over at me from in the car, “Do her a favor. I’ll be in bed when you get back. If you hurry up, I might not even bother getting dressed.”

My eyes widened and I stepped back behind my car door as the bulge in my pants grew, “Yeah, I don’t mind helping, Grace!”

I sat back in my car and Hayley got out. “What’s going on, Grace? You doing alright?”

“Yeah, things haven’t been bad. You two doing good?”

“Hell yeah we are. Last night we finally made things official,” Hayley’s words made my cheeks warm in the best way.

Hearing her tell someone else we were dating was everything I never knew I wanted. It felt so validating to hear those words. Hayley wasn’t ashamed of me and she even sounded proud when she told Grace.

Grace hugged Hayley and immediately pulled away, “That’s great, but girl, you need a fucking shower!”

“Yeah, I need to head on up to my room and shower so I can change into something nice,” Hayley said teasingly.

“Babe, go!” I called out, my cheeks flush with embarrassment and the bulge in my pants growing harder to hide by the second.

Grace joined me in the car as Hayley walked away. I turned the key in the ignition but sat idle for a few moments, just until my lovely partner’s ass finally went out of sight.

“I’m happy for you two,” Grace said softly. She shared three classes with me and while we weren’t the closest of friends, Grace occasionally stuck her neck out for me to defend me. All in all, I wished I had more time to spend with her just to get to know her a little better, but she was nothing if not a recluse.

I smiled warmly at her as I buckled back up and got back on the road, “I’m happy too. It came out of nowhere and I’m not going to pretend I understand what she sees in me.”

“I mean, is it the money?” she asked.

“Grace!”

“Hey, I wasn’t trying to be mean, but it’s not exactly a secret that you help her out more than most people should.”

“Yeah, but she’s still my best friend. Her life hasn’t been the easiest and she’s doing the best she can, so no, I can promise you it isn’t the money. I know this is crazy and hard to believe, but I think she might just love me,” I said softly.

Grace nodded, “S-Sorry if what I said was offensive.”

I chuckled and pulled off the main road into the grocery store’s parking lot, “Don’t worry about it. I know you well enough to know you didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Yeah, still, I know I’m really not the best when it comes to social graces. Ironic, given my name,” she said.

I parked the car and laughed softly. That much was true. Grace went to the same high school that Hayley and I did. She never grew out of her emo phase and that made a lot of people say things about her that just weren’t kind. Or true, for the most part. She wasn’t a Satanist. Grace didn’t even listen to super aggressive metal. She was a sweet woman with a taste for darker clothes and had a slightly poetic touch to her. If that was enough to make her a bad person, then there were a lot of people in our little world that would be considered horrible.

“But you’re not a bad person. Still, I don’t want any rumors flying around that she and I are only together because she’s using me. Believe it or not, Hayley has been my best friend through everything. You should believe it, though,” I said jokingly, “everyone in this little town knows everyone.”

“That’s way too true. Did you know Charles proposed to Abigail the other day?” she asked, the circle of gossip never ending. That was just how our town worked…

I walked with her through the store, talking about everything from her love interests, how fake most of those love interests acted to her, and how she recently decided that men were off the table for her. It was sweet just how much she trusted me, but being the local transgender person, people just expected me to be open and understanding about everything.

Of course, I was pretty receptive to most things that people would consider taboo down here. Her being possibly lesbian didn’t even bother me. If anything, it was a positive step in life for her. Anything people could do to help figure themselves out and live happier lives as long as it didn’t hurt others, that was all anyone could ask for. To put others down for which, if any, gender they chose to love or the color of their partner, that wasn’t right. Love doesn’t care what the person looks like or what parts they have.

And it was then that I realized that I did love Hayley. Not just as a friend. She’d made strides for me that no one else did. Those nights when she used to hold me close to her and rock me back and forth while I cried, bitching to her the whole time that I wasn’t a real woman while she assured me that I was. Having her move into my house and slowly figure out that my parents didn’t like being called sir or ma’am. The first time she changed naked in front of me… They were good memories and they made me love her all the more.

I didn’t need her to have a job while she worked her ass off to make her way through college. She didn’t have to pick up the tab when it was time to pay for our meal. My girlfriend, my best friend, did everything she could to make sure that she gave back to me in every way she could.

“…And then he got out of his chair and told Professor Harrison to eat a dick. It was fucking wild,” Grace finished the story as we unloaded the grocery cart into my trunk.

“Sounds about like it, you serious though? I swear I would have heard something about that by now,” I said.

She smiled and took the cart to the corral before hurrying back to the car, “I promise it happened. I’m sure someone has it on video, you have to see it. She didn’t know what to do when he said that!”

I chuckled and shook my head in disbelief, “That would explain what I haven’t seen Darrel on campus since last week.”

We got in my car and I headed back to college with her, continuing to talk about things that really didn’t matter. But she was happy and I did her a favor. More than that, though, I had a reason to want to hurry my ass back to campus. Hayley was waiting for me.

I parked the car and helped Grace get her bags to her room before rushing back to my room. The door was unlocked and I slipped inside before locking the door behind me, “Baby?”

“On my bed,” she called back.

Her voice sounded strained and I rushed into the room to see her on her bed. Hayley’s knees were drawn to her chest and she was fully dressed, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“What’s wrong, Hayley?” I asked as I hurried over to her bed. Sitting beside her, I put my arm around her shoulders and hugged her tight.

“M-Mom passed away last night,” she said.

My heart stalled in my chest and I kissed the crown of her head, “I’m so sorry. Are you comfortable talking about it with me?”

She nodded her head but all she could do was stammer for a few moments before she went silent. Once she caught her bearings, she put her arm around my lower back and spoke quickly, “S-She got drunk with my dad and was on her way home after they got into some k-kind of a fight. They found her this morning down the side of a r-ravine.”

I knew her mother had an alcohol problem. Her license had already been suspended for previous D.U.Is. She wasn’t even supposed to be driving in the first place, but that didn't make what happened any less horrible.

“Oh my god, that’s horrible, I’m so sorry that happened, Hayley. What can I do to help?” I asked. My own eyes started filling with tears as the pain settled in. This wasn’t a fucked up dream. Life had a way of tormenting Hayley, just when one thing straightened out, another thing went horribly wrong.

Hayley weakly shrugged a shoulder and mumbled, “I’m waiting for another c-call from my dad. J-Just don’t leave me, okay?”

“Hayley, you know I’d never do something like that to you,” I said softly.

And so we waited. No words could have made her feel any better right now, but I wasn’t going to leave her side until she made me.


Chapter Eight

After what felt like days sitting on the bed with Kara’s arm around me, her reassuring presence being the only thing that kept me together, my phone finally rang. I leaned forward and picked up my phone and put it on speaker.

“Hayley?” dad asked.

“Y-Yeah, I’m here.”

For someone that just lost their ex-wife dad didn’t seem all that upset, “Am I on speaker?”

“K-Kara is here with me,” I said.

“Hello, sir. My condolences,” Kara said.

“Yeah, it was bound to happen at some point. The funeral home said it’d cost about one grand at the cheapest to cremate her,” he said.

I couldn’t stop the mournful sob that ripped through me. How could he be so cold about this? He might not have loved her anymore, but she was still my mom and at one point, he did love her.

“W-Why can’t we bury her?” I asked.

He let out a quiet chuckle, “If I could afford that kind of shit, I’d pay off my boat.”

“Sir? Did you just…” Kara started before letting her voice trail away. She stood up and I felt panic well up in my veins.

She got up and retrieved her phone before coming back to sit down beside me. Her arm wrapped around my waist and I saw her open a text with her dad.

“Dad, that’s m-mom we’re talking about,” I said.

“And? Do you think I can afford to spend five or ten grand to put your mom in a fancy box? Let them roast her, it’s cheaper and then you can make some kind of dramatic shit of spreading her ashes somewhere she would have loved to be,” dad said, his tone was light and I didn’t want to believe it, but he was just poking fun.

About my dead mom.

I hung up the phone and threw it onto the bed beside me. Even with all the emotions fighting to destroy me, I didn’t want to break something Kara got for me. She kissed my shoulder and whispered, “My parents are coming down. They’ll be here tomorrow. We’ll get this taken care of, baby. I know that you two weren’t the closest, but she still deserves better than this. For your sake.”

“I c-can’t believe this is real,” I mumbled. Through everything that my parents did to me, I still didn’t wish either of them dead. They weren’t good people and dad was reaffirming my belief of that, but to end up dead in a ditch? That wasn’t something I would wish on anyone. Let alone someone that did, at one point, love me.

Kara let out a soft sigh and hugged me tightly, “We’re going to make it through this. After everything you’ve already been through, whatever higher power that’s out there is just pushing you to your limits. It wants to make you break, but jokes on them. You’re the strongest woman I know, Hayley. Just keep fighting, okay?”

My eyes met with hers and though tears continued to drip down her chin, she spoke with a strength that was inspiring. How could she not see that if it wasn’t for her, I would be a mess? I’d probably have gone down the same route my parents did, doing the least possible to just scrape by with no thought to leading a better life. Would I have ended up like my dad? Or would the bottle be my best friend until it left me dead?

Another wave of frustrated guilt tore through me. I should have reached out more or at least tried to make sure they were okay. Their little meetup was something I knew nothing about and if I had to guess, they wanted it that way. It wasn’t like they didn’t have my number. While they might have given up on me, I used to believe that they were better people than they were.

Leaving me out on the streets for the world to chew me up and spit me out wasn’t a parental thing to do. If not for Kara and her family, I would probably have never known what it was like to sleep under a roof that didn’t make me feel like an invader. With them, I felt I belonged. And yet… I shed tears for the people that had consistently hurt me both physically and mentally since I was a child.

And yet, Kara still tried. She did everything in her power to make sure that whatever I was going through, I had a friend. Someone I could trust and rely on no matter what.

“For you,” I muttered.

“Baby?” she asked.

I leaned forward and kissed her, ignoring the salty taste of the tears on both our lips. Pulling back just a few inches, I then pressed my forehead to hers and put my hand on her shoulder, “I’ll fight for you. You’re the only thing in my life that’s constant, Kara. The only person I feel like truly loves me.”

She pulled me in tighter and kissed my cheek, “That’s because I do love you. More than the air I breathe, Hayley. I’d do anything for you and I’ve done everything I can for you. It never feels like enough, because shit like this keeps happening. I’m truly sorry about what happened, but that doesn’t mean that it was your fault. Your father’s words shouldn’t sting too badly.”

Kare pulled away from me and her glistening blue eyes locked with mine, “Because your father doesn’t care. I hate to say that because it sounds horrible out of context, but he’s a monster. The things they did to you, the way they made you feel less than human at times, I can’t say I’ll ever forgive either of them for that. But you still can.”

“W-Why would I do that?” I asked.

She smiled weakly and whispered, “Because you’re a good person. You don’t have to speak to him again and you know that we’ll take care of your mother’s funeral. But what I don’t think I could handle would be you pulling away from me because of something like this, Hayley.”

I nodded slowly. She had a point and she had a reason to be afraid of me leaving. If it was anyone but Hayley, I don’t think I would have stuck around this long. Most people would have abandoned me by now. The things I’d been through were an emotional burden on the people I wanted to call friends. I was a lot of things to a lot of different people, but I never wanted to be someone’s burden.

“And because I love you, Hayley. I always have and I always will,” she whispered.

I could feel the tension grow as she stiffened. Maybe she was expecting rejection or for me to treat that like it meant nothing. That wasn’t going to happen.

“I love you too, Kara. Once this is all done and settled, I’ll find a way to show you that so many times over,” I said.

She meant everything to me. Even if all we did from now until the end of our days was watch movies at night and go to our jobs during the day, I would be content with that. Things could be so much more, but just having Kara in my life was enough to give me the desire to keep going. To keep pushing. To bite back all the emotions that wanted to flow through me and make me feel like I was worth nothing. Because she saw me as her equal.

There was a reason we worked so well together and I couldn’t say that it was specifically because of our mutual love of education. No, that wouldn’t be the grounds to base a relationship on. Not for us. She worked her ass off to show me that I was all she needed and I worked mine off to make sure she knew that I’d do anything to keep her in my life.

I couldn’t offer her money right now. I could barely offer her a steady shoulder to cry on. But we’d make it through this. I knew that Kara would, but that meant that I would as well. She wouldn’t leave me behind. Not like my parents did.

The thought was sobering and brought me back to the moment. I pulled away from her and spoke faintly, “After this is all taken care of, I want to do something nice for you.”

“Baby, you don’t have to worry about that. Let’s just get this taken care of and we can have some down time,” Kara said.

I let out a soft sigh before wiping my tears away, “No. That’s the thing. I don’t want to do something for you because I have to. It’s because I want to, Kara. You deserve nice things. So let me try to give you that.”

She let out a weak chuckle and patted me on the thigh, “I couldn’t stop you if I wanted you to. But promise me that you’ll talk to the psych sometime soon? I need to know that you’re going to be okay. This is really heavy, Hayley.”

“It would be a lot worse if I felt like either of them really cared about me or how I felt. That doesn’t mean I want to turn my back on my mom. But they don’t deserve my tears. We’re doing this because it’s the right thing to do. Because we can be the bigger people and make things right. But that doesn’t mean that my dad is going to just waltz back into my life. After this, it’s over,” I said firmly.

Kara nodded, “Then we’ll take care of it. For both our sakes.”


Chapter Nine

I’d never gone through something as painful as helping Hayley pick out a casket. My mother had to help her pick out our outfits for the funeral and my father did his best to keep our spirits high. They were both surprisingly understanding, even considering how wonderful they’d been all my life.

They didn’t make the trip about our relationship, aside from congratulating us. My mother barely brought it up at all. I had to assume that it was because they didn’t know which wounds would be fresh right now or not. While they were both aware of how Hayley’s parents were, they still didn’t seem to want to say the wrong thing or cause any unwarranted pain. It was the right thing to do, for Hayley’s sake.

Even though my girlfriend was handling things pretty well on the outside, I had to keep holding her at night. I would have done that regardless, but it wasn’t done because we wanted to be intimate. She needed someone to hold her and tell her that everything was going to be okay. Her mother never really seemed to understand how much Hayley tried to care. There were bridges that were burned that Hayley still tried to find a way over. She wanted things to be amicable between her parents and she wanted to have a family.

That wasn’t allowed to happen.

At the funeral, Hayley broke down again, this time due to her father’s unnecessarily cold attitude. The man didn’t shed a single tear for his wife and still had the audacity to ask if he was included in the will.

There was no will and when Hayley was asked what she would like to do with the belongings, she didn’t hesitate. Anything that was worth anything was to be given to charity. To help those that couldn’t help themselves.

I still remember the way she looked at me when she tried to explain herself, “If you were in my shoes, you wouldn’t think for a second about trying to sell this stuff to make a few bucks. Greed… It isn’t worth a thing. If her things can help anyone, then I want them to know that someone out there cares. Just like you showed me that someone could care about a trash rat like me.”

Of course, I ended up lightly scolding her about calling herself a trash rat. Then she kissed me and I couldn’t bring myself to keep arguing about it. Hayley wasn’t beating herself up. If anything, over the course of the week that my parents were home, I felt like we grew ever closer. All of us.

As it stood, we were in our room getting ready for dinner. Those matching dresses and heels I bought us were finally on and going to see some use. While I knew that objectively, we were wearing the same thing, she looked so much nicer than I did. Her hair still held its style from having gone to the salon the day before and the beautiful brown curls danced over her shoulders.

For all the horrible things that happened recently, she didn’t seem too bothered. The psych did say that she might have some repressed emotions that she might have to work through at a later point, but for now, Hayley was doing okay.

I smiled warmly at her and locked my phone, “They’ll be at the diner in twenty.”

“Aren’t we a little overdressed for that hole in the wall?” she asked.

“Absolutely, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t enjoy seeing you all dolled up. My parents are going to lose their minds when they see you,” I said.

She chuckled and walked toward me. Her hands fell to my hips and she looked me in the eye, “I’m not trying to impress them.”

I put my hands on her shoulders and pressed my body against hers. The warmth between us was a damn good argument against going out tonight, but it was my parents’ last night in town. They wanted to spend some time with us and my father had something he wanted to say to us before he left. He wouldn’t tell us over the phone, so we really didn’t have much choice in the matter.

“Color me impressed then, baby,” I whispered.

Hayley smiled and put her arms around my lower back. “Let’s go to dinner, Kara. I’m curious as to what your dad wanted to tell us.”

I nodded and led the way out to my car. During the drive there, she held my hand and I felt each stroke of her thumb as it grazed across the back of my hand. Love could be this simple. I didn’t need her to constantly tell me that she loved me. Hundreds of kisses would have been nice, but there were other reasons to give someone a kiss. Having her simply hold my hand, such an innocent gesture… It meant more to me than a thousand professions of her undying love.

We pulled into the diner and parked the car. As we headed inside, my parents lifted a hand to flag us down and wave us over to their booth near the back. While the place was certainly not packed, voices hushed even further when Hayley and I started making our way over to my parents. It wasn’t a large town and while Hayley’s parents weren’t well-known for being influential, notoriety was its own type of fame. Still, the eyes that fell upon my lover weren’t judgmental. There was sadness in them, the momentary understanding and respect being given to her for what she’d just gone through.

Losing a loved one wasn’t easy. Even though these people might not agree with our lifestyle, they were still kind enough to give us the reprieve from off-hand comments for tonight, if nothing else. It was a kindness I’d remember in the future. Even if some of these same people made rude comments down the line, I knew that when the chips were down, they would do what was right.

I let Hayley into the booth first, then joined her and smiled warmly at my parents. With all of the hectic happenings, it was hard to have a moment to really just appreciate how accommodating they’d been.

“You two look amazing, girls,” mother said.

My father nodded, “That they do, Chrissy.”

“Yeah, I told her we were overdressed,” Hayley said, gesturing to my parents. Both of them were dressed in casual clothes.

“Tim? Did you want to break the news before or after?” my mother asked.

There was an uncomfortable pause before my father chuckled, “Straight to the point then. I was going to at least let you two eat first. After discussing events with your dean, he has decided to do me something of a favor. Granted, it’s probably more for his own values than any real favor.”

“What did you do?” I asked, glaring at him.

Hayley looked at me and gave me a gentle nudge with her elbow, “Let him finish.”

Chrissy smiled and opened her purse and pulled out a small wooden box and slid it across the table.

“You two have practically been together since you met. That being said, given the circumstances and the trouble you two are likely going to get into on campus, we decided to do something for you,” my father said. He put his hand on top of the hinged box and looked me in the eye, “You made it clear that you wanted to be here in Georgia. College is where you two can spend another two years, not including the current semester. After that.”

He opened the box and inside was a piece of folded paper that he pulled out and gave to Hayley. Underneath it was a key. A house key.

“Not now, not soon, not even after you finish college, but eventually you’re going to eventually want to start a family. Given all the circumstances and with us being out of state, for now, we, uh—”

My mother interjected, “It’s a beautiful three bedroom house, two stories, master bedroom upstairs. Absolutely stunning, market value a little over three hundred twenty thousand. It’s in a good part of town and we have word on good authority that the neighbors are accepting folk.”

I looked over at Hayley and her cheeks were already shining with tears. My jaw was slack and I couldn’t formulate words. They had the money to buy twelve of such houses if they wanted to. But that wasn’t the point. While money wasn’t an issue, they’d just done something that my father might be too proud to admit right now.

They gave us their blessing.

“Y-You’re not s-serious are you?” Hayley’s broken voice asked.

My mother smiled warmly and reached across the table to take Hayley’s hands, “What is it you say all the time, Kara? Something about being super cereal?”

“Don’t tell me you just said that, baby,” my father said as he slapped his hand to his head. “We couldn’t just let you two run loose and get into trouble. We’re all adults here, as much as I hate saying this in front of my own daughter, if your mom and I were in a dorm room together and we were dating, I know how I’d spend my nights.”

My mother’s cheeks flushed red, but she didn’t deny what he said. He continued, “So, if things are going to happen and if something happens and you somehow find your belly getting a little swollen, Hayley… We want to make sure our grandchild has a nice place to grow up.”

By this point, my cheeks were as red as the tablecloth. Hayley’s jaw hit the floor and I couldn’t help but duck my head and laugh a little, “Well, you’re not wrong. And thank you so much. I don’t know how I’m going to pay you back—”

“You’re not going to. This is a gift, for both of you. Even if your relationship, God forbid, doesn’t last you two are going to be good friends until I’m nothing but a memory,” he said.

I didn’t want to think about my father dying, especially not with what just happened with Hayley’s mother. But he wasn’t wrong. Even if we did split up for some reason or the other, I wouldn’t hold that against Hayley unless she’d done something horrible. That didn’t seem like the woman I knew and loved at all.


Chapter Ten

Even after Kara’s mom and dad left the restaurant, I couldn’t bring myself to believe any of it was real. The note with the house’s address on it was all I could think about. This was real. Kara’s parents had just kickstarted our lives with over a quarter million dollars worth of an estate. What. The. Fuck?

If it wasn’t for their influence, I would have thought it was premeditated. How else could they have found a house on such short notice? But even more concerning was the fact that it was ours now. I wasn’t quite sure if I was ready to be a homeowner yet. Not that I was going to turn down moving in. As much as I loved our college dorm room, having a larger bed with more comfortable arrangements and space would be a massive step up in the world.

After my week. I couldn’t imagine a better way to end tonight than laying down with Kara on a comfortable bed.

“God damn,” she said.

“Should we go check it out?” I asked.

Kara looked at me and smiled before turning the key over in her hand again and again. “We just got a place all to ourselves and you think I’m going to let it go unoccupied for a single day?”

“I sure hope not.”

She laughed and got out of the booth, “Then we should go grab a change of clothes, baby. What I plan on doing to break in the house isn’t going to be easy in this outfit.”

I gulped. The instinctive need to try and swallow my fear made my cheeks warm and I asked weakly, “G-Going all the way?”

“Uh, no? I mean, I wouldn’t say no to that, but I was thinking that we’d just change into pajamas and watch a movie on my phone or something. I don’t know if the utilities are all taken care of or not,” she said.

My lips were sealed until we got out of the restaurant. For once, it wasn’t Kara that made things sexual. Not that I minded when she did, but to have it come out of my mouth. That was new. As sweet as she was in clarifying what she meant, I almost hoped she would have said yes.

After a tense, emotional, draining week, I could use with the relief and release. But telling her something like that wouldn’t have been easy. Sure, Kara wouldn’t mind the opportunity to finally fulfill some of her fantasies, but I didn’t want to be the one that made the move tonight.

She opened the passenger door for me and I mumbled, “Thank you.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said and got in the car. A few more quiet minutes later and we were back at the dorm room.

We walked up the stairs and let ourselves into our dorm room for hopefully one of the last times. Just inside the room, a note was left on a folded piece of printer paper. I bent down and picked it up and read out loud, “Please keep mention of your moving out to a minimum. Your room is expected to be wiped clean within ten days, please get your things out before then. Good luck, you two. Your parents and I expect great things.”

Kara giggled and gave my ass a playful swat, “You know, I hate to sound like a spoiled brat, but damn it is nice to know people that can get shit done.”

“Your parents are saints, baby,” I said.

“That they are. And they’re going to be your parents at some point. Or at least, in-laws,” she said casually.

I paused mid-stride and the crunch of my shoe’s heel as it snapped near the base was all the warning Kara had before I tumbled to the ground. The landing sent a jolt of pain through me, but it wasn’t anything worse than tripping when I ran track. Still, Kara’s warm hands fell to my legs and she let loose a stream of curses as she pulled my heels off.

“Are you okay? Stupid fucking piece of shit shoes! I swear, I didn’t skimp on these, they shouldn’t have fucking broken!” Kara ranted as she inspected my ankle.

“Baby, it’s fine. I just tripped, don’t blame the shoes,” I said. “I wasn’t expecting to hear you say that though.”

“The part about them being your in-laws? You can bet your cute little butt that I want to make an honest woman out of you at some point. I know now or anytime soon is off the table, but give it some time and I’m sure I’ll find out what kind of ring you’d love on that finger of yours.”

The dull ache in my elbow and forearm faded quickly as the thought distracted me from the temporary pain. Marriage was a step I didn’t know if I’d be willing to take when the time came. Then again, I didn’t imagine that Kara would have asked me out.

She helped me to my feet and I smiled at her as I reached behind her to unzip her dress, “Want to join me in the shower?”

“Trying to make me remember this place fondly?” Kara asked as she unzipped my dress as well.

I giggled and let the dress fall down my petite frame. Making my way into the bathroom, I took off my underwear and turned the water on. She followed me. I knew she would. This wasn’t the kind of thing she would want to miss and while I didn’t intend to lose my virginity in the shower, I owed her something of a favor.

“So how do you feel about the house?” I asked.

Kara stripped and joined me moments later, “It was a bit of a surprise but I can see their logic with it. They want to make sure we’re taken care of and we would have had the liberty to move out next year anyway. I think they were trying to get your mind off of the negative stuff that has been happening.”

“Yeah?” I asked as I stepped closer to her.

“I think so.”

I slid my arms around her waist and clasped my hands together behind her back, “So what if I wasn’t all that bothered by what happened anymore?”

She smiled and hugged me back, “I wouldn’t blame you and I would believe you. Your parents were very unpleasant people whenever I went to your house. The things they did to you were horrible but that doesn’t mean that it wouldn’t still hurt you.”

“Oh, it definitely hurt. I can admit that, but it wasn’t the gut punch it should have been. Still, I told you I wanted to do something nice for you, baby,” I said softly.

Our eyes locked and her brow furrowed, “What did you have in mind?”

Kara’s cock was pressed against my lower abdomen. Every pulse of blood made it stiffen just a little more as our naked bodies pressed together. I smiled teasingly at her as I whispered, “How about we get started on the shower in a few minutes?”

I knelt down in front of her, my hands sliding down to cup her ass as I looked directly at her cock. She put her hands behind her head and let out a soft groan, “I really don’t know if I should let you do this. I know you want to, but does it make me a bitch for letting you?”

“Who’s going to find out to judge us in the first place?” I asked.

She chuckled. “When you put it like that, I don’t see why I’d stop you.”

I grinned at her before looking back to the swollen cock in front of me. Each pulse of her heart caused it to throb menacingly in front of me. There was no way I could satisfy her as gracefully as she did to me that night in the hotel. But I could at least try.

My tongue slid forth and blood pounded in my ears as I licked the head of her cock. I expected a pungent taste to greet me, but instead it was rather… Plain? There was a slightly salty taste the second time I licked her cock and I recognized the fluid on my tongue as precum.

I slid my hands around to her front and took hold of her shaft with one of them. As I slowly pumped her cock, I looked up at her and ignore the occasional splash of droplets on my face, “Let me know if I can do something better.”

“I will, but not tonight. Tonight you just do whatever you want, baby,” Kara purred.

“But I want you to enjoy it,” I said softly.

She bit her lip and nodded at me, “Yeah? You don’t have to worry about me enjoying it. I’m going to, no matter what you do. The only advice I can give is don’t use your teeth and I’d rather you not play with my balls. Personal thing.”

I nodded slowly as I continued to stroke her warm shaft. Her cock was terrifying and I knew that the first time I took her, I would probably struggle to walk. At least, if that’s how sex even worked. I couldn’t bring myself to watch much porn and I never felt comfortable bringing the subject up with friends or listening in on those kinds of conversations. Sex was an uncomfortable topic for me, not that I hated the idea of it. But until recently… I didn’t even think someone I respected would even be interested in me.

Now, I felt unprepared for what was to come. Not that I was going to stop pleasuring her because of that. If I didn’t learn, I never would and I was personally invested in her pleasure at this point. As much as she’d done for me, as far back as she’d bent for me, this was the least I could do to show her that I appreciated every little thing she did.

I opened my mouth and hesitantly leaned forward until that beautiful purple crown was in my mouth. My jaw was already uncomfortable from the girth, but I didn’t want to stop. She wouldn’t have forced me to keep going, she wouldn’t have even asked for me to help her finish. I knew my Kara well enough to know that she would take what she could get, but she wouldn’t push me to do anything I didn’t want to.

“B-Baby?” she asked. “C-Could you look up at me?”

My cheeks warmed from embarrassment. It wasn’t that I was ashamed, but to be asked to do that meant she wanted to see me. As many times as she could say that she wasn’t interested in only being physical, it was a strangely warming sensation to know for a fact that she wanted to think of me when we were intimate. It wasn’t that she was getting a blowjob. It was that I was giving her a blowjob. There was a difference and it was one that made my heart flutter.

I ran my tongue along the underside of her cock as I slowly started working my way down her shaft. The second her cock’s head pressed against the back of my throat, I gagged slightly.

“Nice and slow, baby. You don’t have to force yourself,” Kara said with a quiver to her voice.

She could say that until the end of time, but I wanted to do more for her. I always had and now that I had the chance, I planned on showing her just how willing I was.

My eyes remained locked on hers as I let my throat relax slightly before I pulled her into my throat. She let out a deep groan and ran a hand through my damp hair, “Son of a bitch, baby that feels amazing.”

I slowly pulled away from her cock and continued to stroke her with my hand, “It doesn’t have much of a taste.”

“Yeah, that’s because I keep myself clean. Unlike you, I don’t soak myself when I’m turned on,” she said teasingly.

“Well, you’re the one that turns me on in the first place. So can I blame you?” I asked, returning her little taunt.

She chuckled and put her hand on the back of my head, “Don’t worry, baby. You keep playing with my cock and I’m sure you’re going to get a mouthful of something you can taste.”

I didn’t give her the chance to pull me back onto her length. Her blue eyes had me mesmerized as I took her shaft back into my mouth. The hand on the back of my head only gently pushed me back onto her when I pulled away. Her moans encouraged me to work a little faster. My tongue danced and flicked as best as I could, but I knew I wasn’t doing anything amazing with it. Until she gave me some pointers, I would just hope that my enthusiasm would get her off.

Kara let out a loud moan and the hand on the back of my hair gripped tightly. She was pulling my hair, but I didn’t have a care in the world. I knew that that meant and I was more than understanding when she started thrusting into my mouth. Each time her cock slid a few inches into my throat, I had to force myself to remain calm. My lover was close to finishing and I needed her to cum for me. I needed to be the reason Kara experienced the same bliss I had.

Her gasping moans and whimpering groans got louder and louder. I could barely keep my eyes open and the wetness running down my cheek wasn’t because of the shower. They weren’t tears I would have cried if my body didn’t physically force me to. I loved every second of what she was doing!

And then, finally, she let out a loud cry and held my head still. Her warm, thick cock throbbed within my mouth and the first rope of her cum splashed against the back of my throat. It took everything I had to not cough and I pulled back a few inches until only her crown remained in my mouth. Kara’s seed pumped into my mouth, the hot, salty substance coated my tongue. It wasn’t the most pleasant thing I’d ever tasted, but it was my lovers. That was more than enough reason to keep from making a disgusted face.

Her cock started softening and I slowly pulled away from her, my eyes remaining on hers as I stood. I opened my mouth to show her what she’d done before I swallowed. Her cum wasn’t exactly what I’d want for dessert, but knowing that she came because of something I did… That made it taste a lot better than it should have.

“I love you, Kara,” I whispered. Her chest continued to heave, those plump breasts enticing me to cup them and let my thumbs graze across her nipples. “Thank you for letting me do that for you.”

Her head tilted forward and she laughed softly before stepping back into the stream of water, “Why are you thanking me? That felt so damn good and I appreciate it so much, baby.”

“I’m glad you did, but that was just the warm-up,” I said as I got closer to her. My lips were almost touching her ear as I whispered, “I want you inside me in our bed, baby. So let’s clean up and take things farther than we should.”

“H-Hayley, we can wait until you’re ready,” she said.

“What do you mean when I’m ready? If I wasn’t ready, I wouldn’t have offered, Kara.”

The look on her face was priceless. For once, my best friend didn’t seem to have words to say and I couldn’t have been happier about that. The aftertaste of her cum still fresh, I pressed my lips to hers and kissed her deeply. She didn’t fight back and seemed to even enjoy the kiss. Then again, she could have been getting hard from just being pressed against one another again.


Chapter Eleven

Of all things I could have expected from that shower, my lover’s mouth around my cock wasn’t one of them. I could have hoped for it, but never expected it.

That didn’t change that I enjoyed every second of it and if it were up to me, I’d never use my hand again. That wasn’t even going all the way, but damn, the guys at college were right. The real thing was so much better than stroking myself.

We hurried up in the shower, ensuring we were clean before we changed into our pajamas. To hell with anyone that might complain about us walking out in them. After we packed up as much of our things as we could in our backpacks, we got in my car and headed to the address on the paper.

As we pulled into the suburbs that contained our home, Hayley said, “It’s about twenty minutes from the school. That’s not that bad.”

“It really isn’t, but it’s practically a different world now. I doubt we’ll see anyone from school around here if we head to the local market,” I said.

She nodded and squeezed my hand gently, “I’m hoping that can be the case. They’re not bad people, but I want to start our life together. Doing that means getting away from all of them. That doesn’t mean I’d never want to see them again, but this is the start of our life together.”

“I can’t believe my parents,” I said. A small sigh escaped me when I saw just how beautiful some of these homes were. Sure, they were a little modular and similar to each other, but I didn’t need our house to be a snowflake. All that mattered was that we had a place to live that no one could take from us.

My father said at the diner that the house was in my name. Once Hayley and I made things official, I would get her name on the deed. If something ever happened to us, I didn’t want her to think for a second that I wouldn’t continue to help her even if we split up. She had always been my best friend and just because we were a couple didn’t mean that couldn’t still be true.

I turned into the driveway of our new home and parked. Looking over at Hayley, a trail of tears was already dripping down her cheeks, “Baby?”

“Y-Yeah, I’m okay. It’s just… Y-You know, it’s real,” she said.

“And it is ours. Not mine. Not yours. Ours. So why don’t we go check it out?” I said softly.

We got out of the car and took our backpacks inside. My parents spared no expense as it would seem. The place was fully furnished, the kitchen was stocked with about a week’s worth of groceries. When we got to the bedroom, there was a note taped to the door. I took it down and read it aloud.

“You two seem to be made for one another. Hayley, if it wasn’t for you, we might not have a daughter at all. She might still be that empty shell she used to be before she understood who she really was. Without you, we don’t know if she would have ever become the person she is today. That person is someone who continues to make us proud with every decision she makes. We’ve got you to thank for that.”

The message said to turn it over and I did so before continuing.

“Kara, you’ve shown us what it really means to be kind people. When you first told up about Hayley, we were a little skeptical. At the time, she was an unknown girl with a difficult past. We weren’t sure if it would be good for you to bring her home, if it would hurt your grades, anything could have happened. But you wanted to help her and through your kind heart, we found a friend we could all count on. Hayley has been the best thing to happen to this family. This house is a gift to you both as a token of our appreciation. You’re the future of our family name and we couldn’t be more proud of the woman our daughter chose to be with. We’ve got high hopes for grandchildren!”

Hayley sniffled quietly and put her arm around my lower back, “No pressure, right?”

I laughed at the quip and smiled at her, “They’re just thinking what I wish I had the guts to say. Baby, I do love you. I have for years and I know this is going to work out. It has to because you’ve been through so much hell. I don’t want to toot my own horn too much, but I know I can make you happy if you let me.”

“And I want you to make me happy, baby,” she said softly.

My hand grasped the door handle and I turned it slowly before pushing the door open. On the inside of the room, the first thing I noticed was a queen bed in the left wall. To either side of it was a small bedside table. I stepped into the room and Hayley joined me.

Opposite the bed was a large dresser that had a brand new curved television on it, “Damn, they know us all too well, Hayley.”

She chuckled and approached me from behind. Her arms wrapped around my waist and her hips pressed against my ass, “Baby, I was hoping we could skip over the awkward part and jump into breaking the house in?”

“Yeah, but the awkward part is the best part,” I mumbled.

In truth, I was nervous. To have sex with her was something I’d wanted for ages, but I didn’t want to disappoint her. Oral was easy enough, that I could watch videos on and get an understanding of. But I didn’t have the practice I felt I’d need to satisfy her as fully with my cock.

“Shh,” she whispered and let her hands dip to my crotch. Her hand stroked the outline of my cock as she spoke, “I’ve wanted to do this for a while. Tonight feels like the right night to finally do it. Don’t you think?”

“It does, but I don’t know if it’s going to be as good as we think it might be,” I said.

She chuckled and gently squeezed my cock, “It doesn’t have to be perfect. You think I’ve had sex enough to know what’s great and what sucks? I want to be close to you and I want to feel you inside me. Kara, I just want you.”

I took a deep breath and let it out, the hesitation I was holding onto was unnecessary. Hayley was right. This wasn’t about being the best or showing her the time of her life. It was just about enjoying one another in the most intimate way a couple physically could. At least, it was the most physically intimate we could get with sex involved.

“Then I suppose we should start before we talk in circles until the sun comes up?” I asked.

Hayley chuckled and slid her hands to my hips. With one quick tug, my pants and panties were around my knees and she whispered, “Don’t keep me waiting.”

With that, she darted around me and jumped onto the bed. Her shoes flew across the room and landed near our dresser. The clothes she had on lasted all of half a minute. And there I was, my shirt just now pooling around me on the ground as I stepped out of my shoes. Hayley was everything I could ever want and more, but after the night in the hotel, I honestly thought I’d be the one leading us into this.

Instead, I was finally seeing the side of her that I’d wanted to see for years. She was confident. My lover made her decisions and stuck by them. Hayley wasn’t questioning herself or what she wanted. I was finally seeing inside that shell she had been holed up in as it shattered to pieces around her.

I joined her on the bed after I took off my clothes. On my knees, I looked down at my lover as she laid on the bed. Her lean, toned body should have been carved in marble. Thousands of years from now, Hayley would have been considered a Goddess if someone found that statue.

And even with her perfect body rivaling mine, she chose to have me in this bed with her. She could have had any man or woman at the college, probably including the faculty. But I was the woman she picked to share this moment with.

“Hayley?”

“Kara?” her curious voice asked.

“You know that I love you, right? I don’t mean that lightly. You’re my world. You have been and I’m sure you always will be,” I said softly as my hands started running up and down her legs.

She nodded, “I know that. Kara, I love you too. I mean that in every possible way. I love you for being my best friend. I love you for being my partner. I love you for turning my life around. I love you for being the only person in my life that could pull me out of the shit I’ve been through.”

Hayley smiled weakly at me and sat up. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders and she pulled me down on top of her. My cock rested against her hips and I could feel the warmth of her sex against my shaft. But that wasn’t nearly as pleasant as the taste of her lips when she kissed me.

Her right arm unwound from behind me and she slid it between our bodies. Without breaking our kiss, she took my cock and positioned it against her entrance. Hayley’s tongue pressed against my lips and I slowly opened my mouth as I let my hips slide forward.

The crown of my cock pressed against her and I could feel my shaft trying to bend as her tightness fought to keep me out. But Hayley’s hand wouldn’t let it. The tension grew for just a moment before my cock slipped inside her. Her warm walls gripped my cock and I moaned into our kiss. She let out a soft whimper and pulled her hand away from my cock.

And just like that… I was inside her. All of the fantasies I had about doing this flew from my mind. Nothing I imagined compared to the reality of how she felt around my cock. Those warm, wet lips lapped at my shaft as I slowly rocked my hips into her. Never once did I push in past a few inches and she finally had to break our kiss.

“B-Baby, it’s okay. It’s going to hurt a little, but I don’t mind. I’d do anything for you, and right now, I need you to do this for me. Just take it slow and give me a second once you’re fully inside me, but you don’t have to tease yourself,” she said. Our eyes locked and she smiled before whispering, “Don’t stop until your hips are pressed against mine. Please?”

Her words were reassuring, to say the least. But I was already feeling uncomfortably close to my orgasm. As I sank slowly into her, there was the expected resistance of her hymen. She told me not to stop. So I didn’t. Instead, I pushed deeper into her.

Hayley’s stomach tightened and she let out a quiet groan before letting out a soft, strained giggle, “That really wasn’t that bad.”

My eyes were half-lidded and I couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure of her warmth around my length. I loved her, more than the air I needed to survive. But damn, it was hard to think about love and all of the things I wanted to do for her when she felt so fucking good.

Before I knew it, the warmth of her hips greeted me. Hayley’s hands slid around my head and she pulled me back towards her lips to kiss me again. This time, I didn’t hesitate to deepen the kiss around the same time that I started gently thrusting into her.

There was no right or wrong. I knew that now. Hayley wouldn’t judge me if I came in seconds or if I lasted hours. She loved me and wanted to show me that in every way that she could. I knew that because that was how I felt. My best friend, my girlfriend, my lover, my partner… Whatever was most fitting no longer mattered. She was all of those things to me and so much more.

I moaned into our kiss each time my cock nestled deep inside her. The way her body wrapped around my cock and sucked me back inside her was nothing short of magic. My thrusts were slow and steady and I’d barely broken a sweat. This wasn’t about fucking her. It was about making love. She deserved so much more than to just be treated like a sex toy.

This woman was going to be my wife one day. That thought kept running through my mind as our tongues danced. Her hips lifted from the bed to meet my every thrust. Hayley’s hands slid down to my hips. Shortly after, I felt her nails lightly digging into my lower back as she bucked against me.

She broke away from the kiss and stammered, “I-I’m almost there, K-Kara!”

“D-Don’t tell me that, babe! I-I’m trying to hold out f-for you,” I said.

Her eyes met with mine and she bit her lower lip to suppress a moan before whispering, “C-Cum with me?”

I nodded my head, unable to speak after what she said. Beads of sweat trickled down my back as I worked my hips faster into her. Each stroke brought a soft clap and another loud moan from Hayley. I couldn’t fathom why I doubted how much we would enjoy this. Neither of us were exactly great when it came to having sex, but Hayley was right. We didn’t know any better and right now, this was the most pleasure I’d ever experienced in my life.

She let out a loud gasp and her walls squeezed around my shaft as I continued to rut into her. Yet, even as I did my best to help her enjoy her orgasm to the fullest, I felt my balls tightening up and I knew better than to finish inside my lover without a condom.

I quickly pulled out of her and whimpered, “S-Sorry!”

Hayley’s bucking and grinding continued, even after I pulled my cock out of her heavenly depths. I reached between us and stroked myself just a few times as the pleasure flowed through me. Feeling my cock still wet with her juices was something I’d never forget. The cool air wrapped around my shaft, caressing it in such a contrasting way to my lover’s warmth.

A soft gasp escaped me as the waves of ecstasy poured through me. While I would have loved to still be inside her while I finished, neither of us were fully prepared for tonight to even happen. That didn’t change the fact that I got to see Hayley’s adorable face as she bit her lip. Her eyes were glazed over and slightly rolled back and I was the cause of that. I made her feel that way.

That thought pushed me over the edge and I let out a quiet groan as the first of many ropes of my seed shot onto my lover’s stomach. By the time I finished, her bucking and writhing had calmed down enough for me to finally lean down and give her a gentle kiss.

“That was everything I wished it would be and more, baby,” I whispered.

She nodded her head and let out a long, content sigh. “T-Tell me about it. Uh, why did you pull out though?”

I rolled onto my side, laying beside her as I grumbled, “Because we should wait until we finish college before we try to have a baby.”

Hayley’s cheeks visibly turned shades darker, “F-Fuck, yeah, that’s a good point. Uh, so how about another shower?”

She gestured to her thighs and I chuckled, “You know, that sounds like the perfect way to end tonight.”

“Kara,” she said and reached across to stroke my cheek, “Thank you. For everything.”

“Hayley, you don’t have to thank me for anything. You’re just as much of a saving grace for me as I’ve been for you,” I whispered.


Epilogue

I grumbled as I picked up the ringing phone, nagging under my breath about having to deal with yet another client of my fathers. The conversation went pretty well, though they certainly didn’t appreciate being told that they would have to wait for their order to be processed just like everyone else. I hated having to be tactful to these people.

The good news was that my shift was almost over. Then I could turn off my phone and wait for Hayley to get home.

It was hard to believe that three years had passed since we started dating. Since then, we both ended up working for my father. She ended up on the marketing team, of all things, whereas I was a customer service representative. Nothing glamorous, but my parents believed that I shouldn’t have a horribly stressful job. Not with an eight-month-old daughter that needed my attention.

The familiar sound of my car’s engine humming in the driveway made my heart start fluttering again. She came in and gave me a kiss on the forehead, “We should shower and get changed. We’ve got a somewhere to be at seven PM. I’ll watch Anna while you shower.”

“Baby?” I asked, not quite sure what she was talking about, but Hayley was already gone to watch our daughter.

I grabbed the cute blouse and pair of blue jeans she’d bought me and the lingerie set she got me that she loved so much. If tonight was meant to go down a rather naught path, I wanted to be prepared.

After my shower, Hayley smiled at me as she headed off to do the same. She didn’t say anything and that only furthered my confusion. Once she came back in a similar outfit, though her button-up certainly didn’t classify as a blouse. She twirled her keys on her finger, “Get Anna in her car seat and we’ll be all set.”

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“That’s a surprise.”

I didn’t argue with her. Over these past few years, she’d done nothing but her best. She graduated top of her class, won at least second place at every track meet, and even with that being the case, she always found the time to make me feel like I was her number one priority. After college, she got a job and immediately started showering me with gifts after we took care of the bills we had.

My girlfriend had done so many things with me and for me, including carry our child through the last few months of college due to a wonderful mistake.

After two hours on the interstate, I checked my phone’s GPS and chuckled, “Are you taking me to my parents’ house?”

“Maybe,” she said. “There is a blindfold in the glovebox. Please put it on, baby.”

I did as she asked and mumbled, “This is getting a little weird, Hayley.”

“I’m sure it is,” she said and patted my thigh. “But you’ll enjoy yourself.”

“You’re never this vague,” I said.

“Yeah, well, sometimes you’ve gotta do what you gotta do,” she said.

A few more minutes passed before she finally stopped the car, “I’ll get you out in a second. Stay put.”

I trusted her and even though she was acting strange, I didn’t think for even a second that she had anything but the best intentions. “I will, baby.”

A few minutes later, the back door of the car opened up and I heard the car seat being unbuckled. The fear of not being able to see who was taking my child ran through me and I asked, “H-Hayley?”

No response.

Then my door opened and a soft hand took me by the wrist and helped me out of the car, “Hayley, I’m freaking out a little.”

No response.

I was led away and it took everything I had to not reach up and take off my blindfold, but I had to trust Hayley. She wasn’t the type of woman to rush carelessly into something and I had to accept that this was her plan. She’d earned that faith from me.

Finally, the hand on my wrist squeezed gently and we stopped walking. That hand pulled away and I felt it in my hair as it pulled the blindfold away. I immediately recognized the front yard of my parents’ estate. The faint glimmer of sunlight fading over the horizon was soon to be gone and the dull orange that washed over us was breathtaking.

My mother had been the one that was walking with me and she whispered, “Turn around.”

“No… No, no, no,” I chanted as tears welled up in my eyes. “You can’t do this right now!”

But yet. I turned around. My father stood to the right with my daughter in his arms. On one knee in front of me was the woman that made my life worth living.

“Hayley, I hate surprising you like this. But this was the one thing I didn’t feel like I could tell you about before I did it. If I did, we all know that you would have thrown a fit. You wanted to propose. But life has been crazy, hasn’t it?” she asked rhetorically. At least, it better have been rhetoric because the tears had taken away my ability to speak.

“From friends to best friends to lovers to parents, we’ve had a journey together. Nine years have passed in the blink of an eye. We’re twenty-four now. We’ve got a house thanks to your parents. We’ve got a child. We’ve got each other. But one thing we don’t have that I want to give you is a promise.”

She reached up and wiped away the tears from her own eyes with one hand. The other reached into her pocket and when it came back out, a small box came with it, “Hayley. I want to make you a promise. If you say yes, I promise that I’ll be with you until we’re old and gray. I promise that I’ll love you with all my heart for the next hundred years, the same way that I love you right now. Baby, I promise to give you and our child the best life I can possibly offer you. I’ll do it either way if you say yes or no. That much, I can promise you.”

My knees buckled. The tears that continued to pour from me were the happiest I’d ever cried. I tried to say yes. Lord, believe me, I tried. All that came out was a pathetic garble and when that failed, I extended my left hand to her. I couldn’t see. The tears had taken that from me.

But as that cold ring slid onto my finger, I knew that I’d made the right choice. I’d make Hayley the happiest wife I could and I’d do everything I possibly could to fulfill the same promise that she made me. My words might have failed me, but as Hayley’s lips pressed to mine for the briefest of moments, I knew that she understood what I wanted to say.

I could always count on Hayley to understand me and support me.


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!

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.

Matt and Kayla’s Marital Mess

My husband and I have been married for a year, together for nearly five. At the age of twenty-three, we shouldn't be having the kinds of issues we are. Our bedroom activities aren't interesting anymore and he's blaming himself. Why can't he understand that I love him even if we don't have the same kind of relationship that we used to?

When he insisted that we explore my bisexuality, I assumed that this was the first step into the end of our marriage. How could either of us know that Dakota would be our saving grace?
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