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The smile on my face couldn’t be wiped away if I wanted it to. After three months of trying to sync our schedules, my best friend and I were finally going to be able to hang out for a weekend. After college, she went used her graduation money to start up a farm. I, on the other hand, didn’t have such a wealthy family so my crummy nine-to-five was a lot less pleasant.

We were inseparable during school and now, I couldn’t wait to see her again. I missed hanging out with her more than I missed seeing my own family. That might be bad, but she was always the one that was there for me.

As I pulled into the gravel driveway, I could see her figure sitting on the tailgate of her truck with her legs swinging. She waved at me as I got closer and hopped down to meet me at my car. I burst out of my vehicle and wrapped her in a tight hug, “Oh my god, I didn’t know how much I was going to miss you!”

“Calm down, you’ve got two full days with me, sweetie. I know, I know, you want to move in and be my sexy housemaid, but we can’t do that just yet. We’ve both got to get our ducks in a row before we start making those kinds of plans,” Emily said.

I squeezed her tighter and mumbled, “You sure I can’t just work for food? I don’t mind being broke all the time!”

“But I mind, I can’t afford to hire you, sweetie. Besides, working with your friends makes you complacent. So for now, until I own half the town, you’re going to have to keep working away at the office.”

“Mm, but I miss you calling me sweetie,” I mumbled.

She smiled and pulled away from me, “I know, you left your car running just so you could hear me say it again.”

My cheeks warmed and I awkwardly walked to my car and turned it off. How was I supposed to contain myself?

Emily gave me a gentle swat on the ass, “Come on in, I want to show you around.”

I followed her inside the small home and she started pointing out various things, “That’ll be your room when you’re able to move out here. If I don’t end up getting pregnant first. If that happens, that’ll be the baby’s room.”

“Oof, did you already move on?” I asked teasingly.

“Hey, I’m not going to pretend I didn’t enjoy being your roommate, but let’s be real, you never asked to make things official. I haven’t started sleeping around yet, so if you want to secure that spot, you better speak on up,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. While I wanted to date her, to truly be her girlfriend, I couldn’t escape the feeling that she might be offering me that as an alternative to satiate my pride. Being trans and dating was difficult, but she didn’t make much of an issue out of it for me. Hell, if I did ask her out back in our college days, things might be different now.

Her parents probably wouldn’t appreciate it, but then again, now that she had the farm that might not be such an issue. Emily always knew what she wanted to do with her life. I still couldn’t think of a genuine reason that she wanted someone like me around in the first place. As much as I care about her and want to see her do well, I really was beneath her socially and financially.

Emily patted my shoulder, “Or go silent on me. You know that you can tell me when I’m pushing things too far, Vanessa. You’re my best friend and that should come first, but I won’t pretend that I don’t like you just a teensy bit more because you have a nice cock.”

“Girl, if you keep bringing it up, I’m going to have to pin you down and show you why you should let me move in,” I grumbled.

“Ah, I’ll get through with the tour before I tease you more then,” Emily said. Her smile lit up the room and I felt my heart flutter again. Maybe what we had in college was more than a convenient source of sex.

Emily could tease me all day about going around and fucking random people, but I knew her better. She knew me for a full year before she even told me that she was bisexual. It took another six months for me to tell her I was trans. Then yet another few months before she finally got the balls to make a move on me. After that, the gloves were off and the condoms were on.

She led me outside and showed me around the pastures, “Fifty acres of land. Seriously, fifty. I don’t know why my parents started me out with this much land, but damn it’s convenient. I have six heads of cattle right now and a shit load of chickens. I don’t even know what to do with the rest of the fields right now. Thought about cultivating some of the land and doing a little farming, but I don’t know.”

The day was a little warmer than I would have liked and I mumbled, “Maybe encase it all under a dome, throw on the AC and then we’ll talk?”

Emily chuckled and undid her tied up blouse and tossed it over her shoulder. She sat down on the grass and pulled off her boots before taking her jeans off and then slid the boots back on and tucked her clothes under her arm, “Bra and panties. No one is going to see us anyway, so this is what I typically wear. I thought I’d go for the southern belle thing for you when you got here. Didn’t seem to work.”

I smiled and took off my shirt. The shorts I had on didn’t need to come off yet, “I just thought you’d probably want to see more of me than my cock when I came over, babe. You were the last person I did anything with, I’m kind of not sure how to move on.”

She went quiet for a moment before she stopped walking. I stopped with her and those soft green eyes of hers seemed to smile at me, “I’m in the same boat. I don’t want what we had to feel like it was just a fling. Yeah, dating back then was a little scary, but you’re only three hours away right now. Let’s be real, if you wanted to make this real between us, I would be willing to make things work.”

“I get that, babe. But I don’t want you to feel like all I want is sex. And you know how I feel about distance. I don’t know if I could find work here with my degree, honestly. And seriously, how willing would you be to have me move in and just be a leech for a bit of time while I tried to get my feet under me here,” I said softly.

“Vanessa, if you wanted to be here, I’d let you stay here for years. I don’t want this to be a joke between us. I don’t want to feel alone like I have been recently. If you knew how badly I missed you, you’d understand why I’m the one bringing this up.”

Emily really wasn’t the type of person that liked making decisions like this. I couldn’t say why she was so interested in me, sure the sex was nice, but did she really want me to stick around?

“I know you better than to think this is just to get back to where we were,” I said softly. I put my hand on her shoulder and pulled closer to me and pressed my forehead to hers, “We never got to explore what life could have been with one another if we did get serious. You know that things aren’t going to be simple. Your parents might not appreciate our relationship even on a surface level. Let alone if they found out that I had a dick. Add in the fact that I want kids and they would probably end up doing something stupid.”

Emily wrapped her arms around my lower back and kissed me softly. I missed her sweet lips since she’d been gone. The months seemed to drag by without her and I couldn’t pretend that I was happy with my job.

Life didn’t feel the same way without Emily around. Four years of being good friends and whatever we evolved into… It was four years of my life that I wished would have been longer.

She pressed her hips against mine as she broke the kiss, “I don’t care what they want from me. You’re the person I’ve been wanting since I was little. I used to think I wanted a man to sweep me off my feet.”

Emily gave me a gentle kiss on the nose and continued, “But I don’t think I knew what real love was. Real love isn’t about having someone to make you feel like a stereotypical woman. I don’t need to have someone tell me to get into the kitchen. I just want someone that really cares about me for more than just my body.”

A silly grin spread across my lips and she chuckled before giving me a soft kiss, “Way to ruin the moment. I was going to tell you that I needed you, but I guess that’s just out the window now!”

“No, you can still say it, baby. I just can’t believe that you’re the same nervous girl I met back in freshman year. Lost on your way to your classroom. When I walked you there and sat beside you in that class, I knew that you were going to be a good friend of mine. Call it silly if you want, but I felt like you and I would go far in life. I just didn’t expect things to go this far,” I said.

Emily smiled and unwrapped her arms from my waist and nodded towards the house, “How about we go inside? I don’t think I want to lay in the grass for what I’m about to make you do to me.”

“Oh, now you’re going to make me?” I asked teasingly.

She shot me a wink and started walking towards the house. “If I have to, but something tells me that you’re not going to argue with me.”

She wasn’t wrong. The sway of her hips coupled with those skimpy black panties of hers made it hard for me to keep from getting hard. I didn’t want to make our first day about sex, even if it had been on my mind. If Emily wanted me, I wasn’t going to tell her no.

I didn’t want to tell her no.

As we got back inside, she pulled off her boots and unclasped her bra and let it fall away. Her heavy breasts bounced free and she crossed her arms under them and smiled at me, “Miss these?”

I chuckled and unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down my thighs. My panties did nothing to keep my hard cock out of sight. I ran my hand down my length, “Only about as much as you missed this, babe.”

She gasped, “You’d give up the sun too?”

“I’d give everything up for you, Emily. The tits are just a nice little bonus,” I teased.

“Well aren’t you just a charmer.” Emily hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them slowly down her legs, “How about we stop talking sweet? I’ve been missing you inside me since I moved out here.”

I unclasped my bra and then worked my panties off. “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I don’t want one, not tonight. Never again with you.”

My eyebrow arched, “Are you sure? Seriously, I know I’m horny as fuck, but you know what’s going to happen if I cum inside you.”

“I don’t care how freakish your orgasms are. I’ve been drinking your cum out of a condom for years. It’s about damn time that I’ve finally felt it filling me up, sweetie,” she purred.

My cheeks warmed at the comment. As sweet as we were together, there was no denying that we’d explored some extremely kinky aspects of our sexuality.

“Emily, I want a kid, but I need to know that you’re going to be mine and mine alone before I agree to this,” I mumbled.

She smiled at me and walked closer to me. Her hand slid between us and she grasped my cock and held me against her lips as she ground herself on me. “Baby, that almost sounded like you were asking to finally be exclusive.”

I let out a quiet groan as her wet lips ran along my sensitive shaft, “Emily, we’ve been exclusive for years. We’ve just never put a label on this.”

“Then put a label on it, Vanessa,” she said.

Her other hand reached behind her and she gently rubbed my crown as she moved closer to my base. She always did like how large I was, but damn she was creative with her teasing!

“Emily, I want you to be my girlfriend. But I swear, if I get you pregnant, we’re going to be married before our child comes into this world,” I said.

She kissed me softly before pulling away, “I want you to help me break in my couch, baby. Fuck the bed, I need you now. It’s about time I had my first girlfriend fuck me, right? Twenty-three is a good age for that?”

I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly pushed her away from my cock before guiding her onto the sofa. She looked up at me with the silliest grin and my heart fluttered. There was nothing I wanted more than her in this world right now.

Emily moved her right leg out wide and lifted her left one up to spread herself wide for me. I got on the couch with her and giggled as I tried to get in a comfortable position on top of her. “F-Fuck, I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous with you, baby.”

“It’s okay, don’t worry, I won’t break up with you if you don’t do a good job,” she purred.

“You’re really milking this, babe. We’ve been practically dating for years already,” I mumbled.

My crown pressed against her entrance and I slowly sank into her. She let out a quiet moan and cupped her breasts with her hands, “Let me have my fun, sweetie.”

I smiled down at her as I pushed deeper inside her. Emily’s tight pussy gripped my cock and I was almost glad that three months had passed before we finally got to do this again. Quitting my job would probably come as a surprise to my coworkers, but I already knew what I wanted from my future. I couldn’t have what I wanted at that job. Emily deserved a wife that would be around for her every day of her life.

My balls rested against her ass and I let out a quiet sigh as I leaned over her. With our faces barely inches apart, I looked into her eyes, “You can have all the fun in the world, baby. But I want you to know that I’m serious right now. I love you.”

Emily’s eyes glossed over for a second, “I love you too, Vanessa. But if you keep being sweet, I’m going to fucking cry. Don’t make me cry when you’re inside me!”

I smiled and pressed my lips to hers as I slowly rolled my hips. My thick cock barely fit inside her now. After just three months, I’d lost a lot of the progress we made. Her poor ass would probably be even harder to fuck. That was fine. Emily always seemed to enjoy spending our time together. She just enjoyed it more when we were naked. It wouldn’t take too long to get things back to the way they were.

That wasn’t quite true. Things wouldn’t go back to how they were. They would be better. Without college as an excuse, both of us knew that we were right for one another. They say that distance makes the heart grow fond. I don’t know if I could get much more fond of Emily, but I do know that being more than a few feet away from her is enough to make me miss her.

My tongue pushed into her mouth and I moved my leg off the couch to give me more room to thrust into her. I’d barely started genuinely pumping into her when she broke away from the kiss.

“Oh my god, I missed you, but seriously, fuck me. I know you love me, but damn, I need you to fuck me like you used to!” she cried.

I smiled at her and straightened up. She looked at me with those desperate eyes and I nodded, “Fine, babe. I don’t care if you need to walk tomorrow or not anyway!”

She laughed at the comment, “I remember the first time we fucked, I couldn’t—”

Before she could even finish her sentence, I hugged her leg close to my waist and slammed into her. She let out a loud, blissful scream and I giggled, “And you couldn’t walk right for two days.”

She nodded her head and didn’t bother trying to continue talking. I didn’t need to hear my lover’s words right now. I knew she loved me and I loved her, but right now, this was about satiating our lust and cementing our future together.

My cock hammered into her drenched pussy. Each stroke made me think of another time that we spent together. I slid my free hand down her stomach and pressed my thumb against her clit. I didn’t need her to tell me that she enjoyed herself after we were finished. I needed her to be breathless and in a puddle of her own juices.

Her hips bucked against me wildly. Emily had always been sensitive and I knew how to ride her by now. Her hips tried to squirm away from my thumb but I tightened my grip on her leg and continued slamming into her. Her moans turned into loud screams and finally let out a few deep groans of my own. My thighs were getting sore from the effort it took to satisfy my baby.

Emily’s core tightened and she let out an ear-piercing cry as her other leg lifted and she started kicking at me. I smiled and hugged it tight against my chest as well. This wasn’t the first time I had to deal with her violent orgasms. It wasn’t the tenth. I couldn’t say if it was the thousandth. No matter how many times I’d had her juices soak my cock, it always made me feel like the world would keep spinning.

If this was the only contribution I could make to Emily’s happiness, it was enough for me.

She whined out as her juices sprayed onto my cock and hips as I continued thrusting into her. Emily’s pussy convulsed around my cock for a few more moments and I bit my lip to try and hold out on my own orgasm as long as I could. After three months, I wasn’t nearly as strong as I used to be when it came to holding back.

The wet slaps of my balls against her as I continued pumping into her came faster and faster. I let out a pathetic moan as I finally felt my balls tightening. “Y-You sure?” I asked.

“Breed me, baby!” she cried.

If I wasn’t so damn enthralled by the blissful rapture consuming my body, I would have called her out about her comment. Right now, the only thing that I could do was hold her hips tight against mine as my heavy ropes of cum pumped into her. She moaned softly with each burst of my seed and when I finally finished, I could feel the pressure inside her pushing against my cock.

Saving up for three months on top of my naturally large production left no doubt in my mind. If Emily could get pregnant, she would be.

I slowly pulled my softening cock out of her and collapsed on top of her. She wrapped her legs around my lower back and ran her hands up my sides until they rested on either side of my head. Emily pulled me closer to her lips and gave me a soft kiss before whispering, “Any regrets?”

“Only that we took so long to get to this point,” I whispered.

She smiled at me and nodded, “Glad we’re still on the same page, baby.”
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