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Chapter One

I chewed on the corner of my lip as my foot tapped repeatedly on the concrete slab of my dad’s garage. “Is it bad?”

As if things weren’t bad enough already, my car recently started making an incredibly loud roaring noise when I was driving it. After getting my dad to drive it, he seemed to think it had something to do with the front tires somehow or the other. I wasn’t the best when it came to mechanical stuff, so all I could do was hope that this wasn’t going to be another major financial hurdle to jump.

His gnarly, leathered hand gripped at what I was told was the hub assembly of my driver's side wheel and twisted it. The noise that came from the hub thing sounded different than my passenger side had when he checked it. “Sounds like a wheel bearing, sweetheart. Not the biggest problem to fix, I imagine a little economy car like this wouldn’t run you but about fifty or so. If you can get me that part, I can get you back on the road, but you’d be better off without driving it. I’ll do you one better, Luna, I ain’t putting this shit back together until you get me a wheel bearing to replace this one.”

While it was a relief to hear that the problem was relatively fixable and not something as dire as having to replace my transmission, there was still an issue. My stomach twisted into a knot as I tapped at my phone’s screen to check my bank account. I already knew what the state of affairs was.

“I’ll order it and let you know when I’ve got it. Are you sure it’s okay to leave my car in the garage?” I asked.

He let out a resigned sigh as he squirmed his way out from beneath my car and started putting away the scattered tools that were on the ground. Before he could even ask, I hurried to help him gather the tools. It was bad enough that I had to ask my dad to help me with my car on one of his rare days off, but even as much as I hated to admit it, he was getting older. After we put the tools up, he headed over to his workbench and grabbed a glass of tea and took a deep drink before putting it back where it was.

“It won’t hurt to have it in the garage a few days. I’ll just park the truck in the yard, it ain’t going to get stuck. What I’m curious about is how you plan on getting to work, girl,” dad rumbled.

“I’ll figure something out. I’ve still got my mountain bike, it’s not like I don’t ride it anyway. Worst case, I’ll just have to walk,” I said as cheerfully as I could put on.

Dad smiled at me, his lips disappearing into his bushy facial hair. For a man in his early fifties, he didn’t look like he was quite ready to give up on being energetic. Still, remembering back to the days when he would have offered to grab his bike and lead the way down a trail, it was almost impossible to grasp that he wasn’t taking odd jobs for people anymore. I wasn’t sure what all he had on his hands, but it looked like he’d gotten into a fight with a leaky hose somewhere or the other. I could only imagine what else he’d fought with while working on my car.

Before he could offer to give me a ride to work like I figured he would, I closed the distance between us and hugged him tight, “Thank you so much, Dad. I really don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Well,” he rumbled as he hugged me while avoiding putting his hands on me, “you’d have to pay rent to an asshole landlord. You’d be paying a mechanic to work on your car. You’d definitely need to take your bike to a shop and have it tuned up. But that’s what I’m good for, sweetheart. Besides, if I didn’t have you around, I’d have to eat your mom’s cooking and we both know how that goes!”

A guilty giggle fell from my lips as I pulled away from him and purposefully avoided jumping on that grenade. “I really do appreciate it. I’ll get the part and let you know what’s going on with that once I find something out. I’ll be honest, it’ll be after I get paid, Dad.”

He nodded, “You wouldn’t let me get the part and just pay me back for it once you get your check, would you?”

“I couldn’t do that. I know that you’re comfortable with it, and I know I would pay you back, but it just feels wrong to… I’ve really got to get a shower and head to work, Dad. If I’m biking, that’s almost an hour ride,” I said.

“You know I hate when you deflect like that, Luna,” he said as he picked up his tea glass again and headed towards the door leading into the laundry room. “I hate that you picked that up from me.”

He walked inside, leaving me in the garage for a moment. I could have followed him in, but he knew that I didn’t have anything to say that would make the situation any better. It was impossible to explain to him how it made me feel to be at the receiving end of so much of his charity. Mom might be able to ask him for new furniture, appliances, and everything else that seemed to catch her attention, but I couldn’t be like that. Dad worked so hard to provide the reasonable lifestyle that we led. I did what I could to chip in, but working for minimum wage making fast food wasn’t exactly the best for my bank account.

After a car payment, insurance, gas, the cost of food, and the shameful luxuries I did allow myself, I barely had enough money to make it to my next check. But then again, the check stretched further if I chose to skip lunch. It was easy to pretend I was doing it to watch how many calories I was eating, but I’d gotten in shape so long ago that it was probably obvious to anyone around me that I was avoiding the price.

But the few people I spoke to on a regular basis in real life knew better than to chat with me about it.

I ran my hand through my hair as I stared down at my car’s exposed hub. It was too tempting to try to find someone to buy it so that I could cover the cost of the loan and just get rid of that fucking problem for me. But having a car could be amazing. I had freedoms that my bike just didn’t offer me. Even if I could ride for hours on a bike comfortably, there was nothing like getting in my car and letting the radio drown out the noise in my life. For the time that I could justify wasting a gallon or two of gas, those moments were some of the most peaceful of my life.

But peace didn’t come often or easily in my life. I let out a deep breath and headed into the house to get ready for work. Those were concerns that I couldn’t do much about. I really couldn’t do anything more than what I was doing. That was the problem I faced down every day. No matter how hard I worked, how hard I tried, or what plans I thought would help, I was already doing what I reasonably could. A second job would drive me over the cliff mentally. Some people could handle that, but I wasn’t one of them.

I hated that I couldn’t be more. I hated that I couldn’t do more. But… we all had our places in life. My place just happened to be somewhere I didn’t enjoy.

After I got out of the shower and got dressed for work in a pair of black cargo shorts and a tight-fitting tank top that I admittedly wore specifically to show off my tight core, I couldn’t help but take a second and smile at my reflection in the mirror. Even though the rest of my life was far from what I dreamed it would be once I graduated high school, the one thing I could control was myself. I’d dropped the forty pounds that haunted me for what seemed like all of my life. I’d gotten in shape. I’d done the things that I could to get to a point that I was happy with myself.

But even if I was happier with myself, that didn’t make me feel any better about why I’d made the change. Even though I could be happy with my body, I often found myself wishing that someone else loved it just as much as I did. My eyes made their way down to my hips and I put my hands on them, fingers running down towards my inner thighs. For a second, I let myself pretend that someone was standing behind me, holding me, appreciating me as much as I desperately wanted to appreciate them.

The people that wanted my body around here… they didn’t deserve it. They wanted a trophy wife, not a woman with a spine, not a woman that didn’t always dress like a cock hungry slut.

I wasn’t wanted for who I was, just how I looked.

The thought was sickening and before it truly registered to me, I already had my phone in my hand and was texting the one person that I felt would always count on to be there for me. More often than not, I felt guilty for just reaching out to them, but they were truly a friend. Liliana knew me better than anyone else, and if I was honest, it was simply because I met them online and we hit it off. Liliana wasn’t someone that came into my life and tried to make me something I wasn’t.

“Hey Lil, not going to lie, it’s already shaping up to be a shitty day. I could probably hop in a voice call later and do a bit of gaming, but it’ll probably be an early night for me. My car has a wheel bearing that’s fucked up, so I’ve gotta get back on the damn bike and shake my ass for people that want me to pedal faster,” I sent the text with a slight smile on my lips. It probably wasn’t fair to tease her a little bit, but with her being in Washington, I felt pretty comfortable being more vulnerable with her in general.

Admittedly, our friendship was a little perverse at times, but then again, with us being competitive gamers that played together often, we’d run the gambit of online interactions. Girl gamers got a lot of flak online, to begin with, but when we usually won more than we lost, we could get some pretty nasty comments. It wasn’t like I meant to be lewd with her all the time, but if I was honest, I knew that a few of the pictures I sent her certainly had a little more skin showing than I would have shown most people.

But… that was part of the fun about Liliana. As much as I teased her and she teased me at times, it just felt… natural. It wasn’t like she pressured me into anything or vice versa, we just took the days as they came.

My phone gently vibrated in my hand to let me know I had a message. I read Liliana’s response and couldn’t stop my smile from spreading wider. “No stress, I’ve got some work to handle today, but I’d love to spend some time with you. If you do end up shaking your ass at people, I’m going to feel a little offended, I haven’t even had that privilege and you’re telling me that the assholes you live around get to see you shake that butt? I’m kidding, but seriously, I hate to hear about your car. I’ll be a little busy this morning, but you’re going to be at work anyway. Talk to you when you get home? I mean, I’ll text if you do, but I really would like to talk to you today.”

“I know you would. You always do, and I always appreciate that, Lil. I’ll let you know what’s up later. I just needed to vent a little bit and figured you’d probably want the update,” I responded and sighed before pushing my phone back into the pocket of my baggy shorts before putting a belt through them and cinching it to my hips. I really needed to buy some new clothes, but damn, I needed a wheel bearing and who knew what else would come up after I got my check… those damn checks never went far enough.


Chapter Two

I sat with my phone in my hands for a few moments as I hoped that Luna would say something else, anything else. After a few minutes, it was clear that she got busy again. Truly, I did need to get back to work as well, but I would have happily procrastinated by talking to her for as long as she’d let me get away with.

Setting the phone down on my desk, I cracked my fingers and let them find their way to the keyboard, the familiar, worn keys welcoming my fingertips back after what felt like far too long. It took almost four hours of chugging coffee and letting my mind wander where it felt like, but I finally managed to finish the story I’d been writing for almost two weeks. My publishing schedule wasn’t the most brutal anymore, but that was due to years and years of putting in the effort.

But I’d made it. I’d built the life that I’d always wanted for myself and all I could do was be grateful. That, and damn near anything I wanted, but I didn’t want for too much. Holly Springs was a wonderful community, but there wasn’t much to do that I found to be fun as something of a recluse. Luna didn’t know it, but she had my respect in ways that I couldn’t put into words. Hearing that she was going to be biking to work again blew my mind. The thought of people seeing me working out was uncomfortable, but here she was ignoring the dozens of eyes on her at any given moment in her town just to make ends meet.

I hated it for her. While I knew that she could do it, and she would do it, that wasn’t the point. She deserved better than what she had. Luna didn’t deserve to have to live with her mom when the woman made it obvious that if she wasn’t the number one priority in the household then she would make Luna’s life hell. From what Luna did tell me about her mom, it wasn’t like they didn’t love one another, but they didn’t get along on a personal level.

I understood that all too well. My parents didn’t get along with me too well after I changed my name. Then again, they politely asked me to move out of their house when I came out to them as transgender. Polite or not, they could eat a whole bag of dicks. I wasn’t going to be another Stokes. So I changed my name. Brandon Stokes died years ago, at least, in a metaphysical sense. I was still the same person, but Liliana Parker was much nicer to me. Parker really didn’t have much meaning, but it was a generic name that I figured no one would bat an eye at. Liliana, on the other hand, was a name that I loved. It felt like me.

A weak smile tugged at my lips as I leaned back in my incredibly comfortable computer chair and let myself savor the beautiful words “the end” at the bottom of my manuscript. Sure, it still needed to go to an editor and the cover designer hadn’t gotten back to me yet, but the majority of the work was done on my end. For today. Tomorrow, I’d need to sit down and start planning out another story, but that was tomorrow.

I finished up the work side of my day before running downstairs to retrieve snacks and more than a few energy drinks. Once upon a time, the expensive drinks would have been a luxury, but now, I was proud to say that I could afford to drink them whenever I felt like it. Even if I probably shouldn’t have…

But it wasn’t time to game… I put away the drinks in my mini-fridge and then headed downstairs again and hopped on the exercise bike I’d bought after Luna unintentionally sold me on cycling as a great way to stay in shape. For a chick that was literally across the country from me, she’d impacted my life in such a positive way. Since I met her almost a year ago online, she filled a void in my life that I didn’t know existed. I needed a friend, desperately, someone to talk to about my writing when I felt stuck. Someone to just vent to when I needed to get things off my chest.

As I started pedaling, I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t think of her. Barely two miles into my bike ride, I pulled out my phone and opened the folder of pictures she’d sent me. They were innocent, truly, but that didn’t make me feel any less guilty as I scrolled through them. She was so damn cute, especially in that picture of her in the stupid pajama set I bought her for her birthday. The light purple pajamas fit loosely on her, probably because she wouldn’t tell me a size and I just had to guess, but still, it was the way she beamed at the camera when she took the picture that made me wish that I could get away with buying her more gifts.

The pajamas weren’t even that expensive, but I vividly remembered how upset she was that I sent them to her without asking permission. Surely she had to know that I was getting her something for her birthday when I asked for her address and asked if I remembered the actual day of her birthday. Still, she did make me feel like I’d overstepped big time when the pajamas made it to her.

If she was truly mad, though, it was hard to tell. She seemed so happy in them and considering that she’d sent more than a few sleepy selfies where I could see that she was wearing at least the top of the pajamas, it was clear that she liked the gift. But damn, Luna sucked at taking a gift in general. If I sent her something in the game when I was on a bit of a shopping spree for myself, she always got quiet and muttered a near-silent comment that was always something along the lines of, “Thank you, but you really don’t need to.”

But the worst part was that she would always use the gifts I got her in-game. If it was a skin for a character she was playing, even if she got another for free through the game itself, she would use the one I picked out for her. It was the most confusing, frustrating, but rewarding thing imaginable.

And then she would occasionally get in a mood that made my heart race. It was always a subtle comment that was quickly followed by a not-so-subtle statement. Like when she told me that it was horrible to wear panties when cycling for any real length of time, but then she’d mention that she preferred to not wear them when we were gaming either. Why? I didn’t know, she never said, but occasionally I’d tease her about making a play so good in our game that she’d have soaked them if she was wearing them.

My cock pressed against the fabric of my skirt, tenting it and drawing my attention back to the fact that I should have been focusing on my workout. I certainly took her advice about not wearing panties on the bike, but the difference between us was that I definitely needed to wear them, in general, to keep my package away from any possible prying eyes.

I needed to tell her that I was trans. I really did. But I couldn’t bring myself to utter those words to her. Texting her about something that could possibly be a big deal wasn’t something I wanted to do. But… if she wasn’t comfortable making the same kind of teasing comments to me if she knew I had a dick, then she should have the right to be comfortable.

I forced my thoughts away from Luna, whatever good that would do, she always cropped back up in my thoughts one way or the other. She was my best friend in the world and I couldn’t even see her for lunch. I distracted myself by letting my thoughts drift towards another story about two people falling in love. How angry would Luna have been if she knew that she was the reason I could keep writing so easily? It wasn’t hard to come up with a character that wanted love and affection but there were obstacles in their path?

Instead of evil empires of tyrannical bad guys that wanted to keep my characters apart for some reason or the other, the obstacles between Luna and I weren’t something I could just write about and solve. My hands gripped the handlebars of the bike until my knuckles went white. Luna didn’t even know how I really felt about her and I wasn’t about to ruin our friendship by telling her when I couldn’t even let her know that she only knew one side of who I was.

Those thoughts weren’t uncommon when I was thinking up another story premise. Luna was always on my mind… even when I wished I could get her out.

My fifteen-mile bike ride ended just after an hour on the bike. I made my way back upstairs and picked out another comfortable but cute outfit to wear. While Luna might be comfortable in loose-fitting shorts that were practical for both everyday use and exercising, I did feel a strange desire to be cute, even if I barely left the house to do anything other than to get food or go shopping.

After I got out of the shower and got comfortable at my desk, I sent a text to Luna that read, “Hey, just letting you know, I’m free for the evening. I hope you’re doing alright. I did my fifteen miles, I hope you’re proud of me, my ass is numb and I really need to get a better indoor bike, but hey, I’m definitely happy with the results so far.”

It was nearly thirty minutes into a match before I got a text. As irresponsible as it was to stop playing during a competitive game, I couldn’t give a fuck less about my team getting angry with me for idly killing minions while I read her text.

“I’m glad to hear that. I’m almost done with work. I’m so ready to be home, Lil. Fuck, I feel like I’ve been needing to cry all damn day and I don’t even know why. I feel as overwhelmed as I do helpless and there’s not shit I can do about it but give it time. Today has just been a fucking day. Sorry for venting, but I just want to be home and be able to stop thinking about all of this for a few hours.”

The text was painful to read. It was one thing when she was being flirtatious, that wasn’t something that happened all the time, but I certainly enjoyed those moments. When she started talking about how she felt, though, that was when I never knew what to do. That didn’t mean I was unhappy to be confided in, but what could I do to help her that she wouldn’t take the wrong way?

I put the phone back on my desk for a moment and returned to my game. It took about ten more minutes to finish the match, ten minutes that I played somewhat poorly while I was distracted by trying to figure out what I could say to her. We won the game, sure, but there wasn’t the same euphoric release of endorphins that kept me coming back for game after game.

In the end, I found myself biting back the words I wanted to say to her as I replied, “I’ll be here, Luna. I’ve got you, girl. We can kick ass, take names, and hopefully talk a little bit about things.”

It wasn’t the text I wanted to send, but it was the one that got sent.

My heart sank in my chest as I looked down at the digital keyboard on my phone. I knew I could write paragraph after paragraph explaining to her in perfect detail how I felt. That part was easy. But writing was always the easy part. The problem was that words only meant so much to some people. Words could be manipulated and made to be something they really weren’t.

I leaned forward and put my elbows on my desk so that I could rest my head in my hands. One day I’d be able to tell Luna all the things that I wished were easier to say than they really were. But until that day came, I would keep hoping that I was a good enough friend that she wouldn’t get sick of talking to me.

How long did I have before someone else found their way into Luna’s heart, though?


Chapter Three

After biking the thirteen miles it took to get back from work, I was desperate for another shower. I should have messaged Liliana back, but I didn’t know what to say and it was pretty clear that she didn’t either. As much as she liked to think that she was good with words, and after having read a sample of some of her work I couldn’t disagree with her assessment of her skills, she still sucked at speaking her mind.

I knew that I didn’t make it any easier on her, though. After parking my bike on the concrete slab outside that made up our front “porch” area, I headed inside and went straight to my room. My parents were watching TV together and while we politely waved to one another, it wasn’t like we were the kind of family that discussed our every hour of every day with one another.

I liked that they let me have my privacy. Hell, I was shocked when my dad helped me soundproof my room. Of all things I could have spent money on, I could at least be proud that I had some things I was really happy about. Being able to talk as loud as I wanted (within reason) without risking being heard was a true blessing.

My boring light gray painted walls were adorned with black and burnt orange soundproofing squares, their ridged texture held the light red light from the LED strips in a way that left me almost mesmerized. I headed straight over to my dresser and opened the same drawer that I always did once I made it home from work. Originally, it was the drawer I used to keep my socks in, but nowadays, the only thing I put in it was my favorite clothes.

I hurried into the bathroom and took a quick shower before getting out and changing into the light purple pajamas that Liliana bought me for my birthday. The felt pajama pants felt so damn good against my recently shaved legs and I loved how they hung loosely around my thighs while being tight against my hips due to the drawstring. The t-shirt that paired with the pajama pants was a little on the well-worn side. There was a hole just next to my belly button, one of the sleeve’s stitching had come loose and was now just uncomfortably flat on my arm with its frayed material on display.

I picked up the ball of my used clothes and brought them back with me to my bedroom and tossed them in my personal laundry basket. Ever since I started doing my own laundry, I found it so much easier to buy clothes for myself. Something about having my mom folding up my underwear when I was away at work never felt right to me. It wasn’t like she was being a pervert or anything, but some things were just better done by myself.

I flopped down on my cheap padded chair that was probably originally from a waiting room. Wherever it came from, it was only five dollars from the thrift store I checked from time to time and it made a damn fine computer chair. After a few quick clicks, I’d sent Liliana a call on the app we used while we played games and put on my headset just in time to hear her happily cry out, “There you are! I was starting to get worried, I didn’t want to flood you with texts, but holy shit, Luna, you’ve had me all kinds of worried about you today!”

Her voice was so soothing, even if she was about as frantic as she always was when I had a bad day. Even with her freaking out a bit, I couldn’t stop a smile from spreading across my lips, “It’s been a day, that’s for sure. Honestly, I don’t know how much I want to talk about it, Lil. I said what I needed to through texts. Right now, I think it’d be easier to just play some games and unwind a bit.”

“I’m not going to argue with you, but I do want you to know that I genuinely mean it when I say I’m here for you. Did you eat lunch today?” she asked, her tone obviously worried.

“Of course,” I lied nonchalantly. “We had a customer order online and they just never came to pick it up, so I paid half price for it and had a pretty good lunch.”

It never felt good to lie to Liliana. The truth would have hurt her more. I didn’t want to make her worry more than she already did. It was bad enough that I felt like she felt responsible for being my emotional outlet. If she knew the truth about every time I had to lie to her to make sure that she didn’t worry too much, she might not want to ask in the first place.

But I knew that she asked for a reason. That’s what made it painful to lie to her.

“I’m glad to hear it. I ended up skipping out on lunch for a bit, but I did eat. I’ve got some snacks here I’m going to get into in a little bit. So, uh, what did you want to play today?” Liliana asked.

Just by asking that question, I got the feeling that she was more or less asking if I would be willing to play the MMORPG (Massively Multiplayer Online Role Playing Game) we downloaded together a while back. And if I was honest with myself, even if I wanted to climb ranks competitively, my heart wasn’t really into the normal high octane gaming we enjoyed.

“I could go for a little fishing in Fabled Havens,” I said quietly. “Lil, I just kind of want to hang out with you. I guess I don’t care what game we play or what we do, I just need a friend right now.”

I could hear the faint clicking from the other end of the call before I was notified that she’d launched the game. I quickly opened it as well and was typing in my password as Liliana talked, “I feel that on levels I wish I didn’t, Luna. But we’ve talked about this a couple times already, if you ever need something, you know you can ask me, don’t you?”

Her words made me squirm in my seat as I grumbled, “The last thing I’m going to do is ask a friend for help for shit that I got myself into, Lil.”

“I’ve got two things to say to that. First, you didn’t choose to have your wheel bearing go bad in your car. Second, this isn’t meant to make you feel bad or anything, but I’m not hurting for money. If you want to pay me back, that’s whatever. You can if you want, but it’s not a big deal to me, Luna. I just want you to be a little more comfortable. I can’t even give you a hug, but I can absolutely call a parts house for you and pay for it so you could just pick it up,” Liliana said.

I hated the way she made it sound like it was such a casual thing for her. Even if it was fifty bucks, which even I could understand wasn’t tons of money, it was the concept behind it that bothered me so much.

I didn’t intend for my tone to be so harsh, but even as the words left me lips, I knew that I should have taken a moment to calm down before I said anything. But I didn’t. “And then what, Lil? What about when I can’t afford lunch? Would you call in an order for me and pay for it? And what about when I’m broke because I bought something I couldn’t really afford and didn’t really need? Would you bail me out of that as well?”

The words flowed from me before I could stop them, but before she could answer, I found myself venting again as I balefully glared at the loading screen on my monitor. “Because honestly, I don’t think that’s fair to you and it’s not right for me to do, Lil. You’re not responsible for fixing all of my problems. Just because you can help me doesn’t mean you should even feel remotely like you ought to. I can’t do anything for you, Lil. I can’t offer you the same things. Fuck, even if you could hug me, that would mean you’d be close enough to realize that I could never pick up the check if we went to dinner or whatever without financially risking shit. I’m fucking worthless to you and I wish you would realize that!”

There was a moment where I could hear her shallow breathing. She sucked in a breath through her nose and I could hear the pain in her voice when she did break the silence. “I’d pay for your lunch if you asked. I wouldn’t bat an eye about that. I would offer to pay for the thing you wanted and didn’t need so you could pay for the things you do need. But you make it sound like you’re nothing to me and that’s not something I can handle, Luna.”

Warmth pooled in my eyes a split second before I recognized that tears were starting to trickle down my cheeks. I quickly blinked away the tears and wiped my eyes on my sleeves as I then started clicking my mouse to move my character in the game. Anything to provide my mind a distraction from the words Liliana said.

But she kept talking, her character in game approaching mine as her cracking voice filtered through my headphones, “Luna, you’re about all I’ve got as far as friends go. I know we’ve talked about that before. Want to know something I haven’t told you before?”

There was no disguising the strain in my voice as I choked out, “S-Sure.”

“I’m a bit of a celebrity around where I live. People know me. Quite a few people do. I don’t like the things they know me for, but that’s my own doing. It’s the same thing I do to make a living, but sometimes the things I write are a little beyond what I like in real life. I’ve been approached by a few fans and have had some pretty unpleasant conversations. I’ve also got some pretty great fans that would idolize me for things I don’t believe I deserve. And I deal with that by not acknowledging it. Any of it. I hide in my house and I write. And I play games. With you. Because you don’t idolize me. You don’t make me feel like you want anything other than my friendship, and fuck, that feels good, Luna,” she said.

There was another short pause before she mumbled, “So maybe I’m overstepping by offering at all, but damn it, Luna, I just want your life to be a little easier so that when we do get to spend some time together, it’s not with both of us incredibly stressed out. When you have a shitty day, my day feels miserable. When you’re doing good, I feel like I couldn’t ask for more. And what’s fucked up is that I know that no matter what I do or what I say, you’re going to tell me that everything will work out. That you’ve got this under control. That you’re eating lunch. That you don’t mind having to bike to work and back. That you…”

Her voice trailed off and I could hear her sniffling.

The tears I tried to blink away once again returned, but this time, I couldn’t make them go away. But I was good at hiding things, or at least, I thought I was. Clearly, Liliana knew more than I hoped she did, but conversely, I felt like I was learning more than she ever meant to share.

“You mean so much to me. I don’t think I really talk about it much, but you’re the best friend I’ve got, Lil, probably the best friend I’ll ever have. And if I’m over here making you cry and stuff, what kind of friend does that make me? That’s fucked up on my end, and I should do better to make sure you know that I appreciate you more,” I said in as controlled of a tone as I could, even as the tears dripped down my chin and onto my lap.

A chuckle mixed in between Liliana’s sobs, but it was obviously not because I’d said something funny. “And there you go, apologizing to me when you’re the one that I want to make feel better.”

“You do make me feel better, Lil. I don’t know how to show you that. I try to do what I can in my own way, but other than playing games and texting you every day, I don’t know what I can do. I don’t know what to do. F-Fuck, I pray that you know that I’m not trying to push you away,” I whispered.

“You’d have to push pretty hard,” Liliana muttered. “But if you wanted me out of your life, I would be. And maybe this is the time to tell you something that might help you make that decision. I don’t know how to bring this up in a way that is natural. I’ve known you for months on end and it hasn’t come up naturally, but fuck, you should know that I’m trans. I wasn’t born a woman and I feel like it’s so fucked up that I haven’t said anything about that before.”

“And that would change anything because?” I asked, not quite ready for that news, but just because Liliana was transgender didn’t mean that I felt any differently about her.

“Because you talk about shaking your ass? Because you send pictures that make me feel like I’m taking advantage of you not knowing that I can’t help but that I’m attracted to you?” Liliana asked as much as said.

I hesitated for a moment. That wasn’t quite the intention of the pictures, but I obviously knew what I was sending her when I sent pictures. I just… I guess I thought that she was a lesbian or at least bisexual and was interested in me. It was oddly validating to hear that she did enjoy the slightly teasing pictures. But… she was attracted to me and that was something that I didn’t quite know how to process.

The image on my screen told the story that I felt as I tried to formulate my thoughts. Our two characters were just standing close, awkwardly staring at one another with generic smiling expressions that the game forced on our characters. Both of the avatars did nothing, moved not an inch, but her femininely dressed mage had eyes locked with my somewhat badass cleric. Maybe I was projecting my feelings onto our characters, but the tension between the two seemed like it could have been resolved so quickly with a kiss. But… I wasn’t sure that she would have kissed me even if I was standing in front of her.

Still, I had to say something, “Then let me clear that up for you, Lil. I know you like when I get a little lewd. I enjoy being a little lewd. I’m comfortable enough with you that being that way doesn’t make me feel like you’re just playing along that you’re my friend for sexual shit. But like… I don’t know how to feel about that?”

“I don’t know what to say about how I feel about it either,” Liliana admitted somberly. “Luna, I really do want the best for you. I care about you. I care for you. When you tell me you’re struggling, do you know how hard it is for me to keep from telling you that I’ll get you a plane ticket and fly you up here to live with me? Do you know how frustrating it is to know that I could offer you a life with me while also knowing that I can only hope that one day you’ll find the happiness you want?”

She switched from her combat gear to her fishing gear, a rod and reel comically appearing in her hand as she mumbled, “It just sucks to know that I’m so far away that I know I won’t be able to be involved in that happiness.”

I equipped my fishing gear as well and led the way over to the fishing hole near the village we were in. “I couldn’t ask you to do something like that, Lil. I really couldn’t. As wonderful as it sounds, there’s no way in hell that I could ever repay you for a life like that. And there’s no way I’d want you out of my life. You’d be a part of my happiness, at least, I’d hope you’d be.”

“I don’t think that argument makes much sense. I’m not asking you to repay me. I’m not asking you to do anything with me that you wouldn’t want to do anyway. I’ve got four bedrooms and I’ve only been able to find a use for three, and two of those could be condensed into the same room,” Liliana said as she started fishing. “Believe it or not, I came from a lower class family and didn’t have much either. I know what it’s like to make money stretch as far as you can make it. You deserve better than what you’ve got, Luna.”

“I deserve what I earn, Liliana,” I shot back. I hated that she couldn’t understand that I didn’t want to be her freeloading roommate. “I don’t know what I could do up there. I guess I could get a job and cover bills, but you’re offering me a place to stay without asking for anything but what, companionship? At that point, I couldn’t take you up on that offer. As heavenly as it sounds, I’m not going to be a mooch. If I did move up there or whatever, I’d have to provide some kind of value to your life. I don’t know what you have and don’t have, I purposefully try not to ask. I can cook and clean and be a friend. That’s about all I’ve got, but even that isn’t enough to justify moving in with you. You’d be essentially taking care of me like I was a charity case. That’s not going to happen.”

She let out a frustrated sigh, something that I wasn’t sure I heard from her any time other than when she made a terrible play in our competitive games. “Then why can’t you see that you’re already earning the things I’ve been offering you? I don’t want random people in my house, I want the chick that I’ve gotten closer to than anyone else on this floating space rock.”

“For what, though?” I asked.

“Fuck if I know, Luna. It’s all a stupid hypothetical anyway. It’s a ridiculous fantasy that you’d never take me up on. Can I buy the fucking wheel bearing for you so you can have your car back or not?” she asked.

I wasn’t used to Liliana being so irritated with me. If that wasn’t what it was, then I didn’t know what she was feeling at all and couldn’t relate. Usually, we were a combined force of frustration against our terrible team or we could both agree that we didn’t like a certain thing. But to have her talk in such a forceful manner to me was slightly… nice.

It wasn’t that I wanted her to degrade me or talk down to me, but that was the same kind of attitude she had when she was calling shots in the game. We found out quickly that when I tried to make decisions, they didn’t always go so well, but I could follow up with her engages and decimate our enemies so easily.

She asked a question and demanded an answer to it. But her bluntness caught me off guard and I answered shyly, “If that’s what you think is best, Lil.”

“Give me a damn minute then,” she huffed.


Chapter Four

I muted my mic and searched for parts houses in her area. Once I had one on the phone, I typed to her in the game to ask about details regarding her car and then repeated that to the woman helping me at the store.

Within five minutes, I’d ordered two new wheel bearings for Luna because I wasn’t quite sure which side she said was messed up but figured I’d cover my bases by offering both. Sure enough, the order came out to just over a hundred dollars and I paid for it and was told that the parts would be in by tomorrow at lunchtime.

After thanking the woman, I hung up the phone and put my headset on again. I turned my mic back on and said quietly, “They’ll be in tomorrow at lunch, Luna. I’m sorry if I made everything a bit weird, but I’ve had some things on my mind too.”

“I can tell,” she said softly. “Uh, I really appreciate it. Seriously, I can’t tell you how much it means to me.”

“And you don’t have to. I’m just trying to help out my friend. That’s all I want, and I damn sure don’t expect anything for helping you. I don’t want you to feel like you owe me anything. Damn it, girl, I just want to be a good friend to you,” I said.

I’d forgotten to put more bait in the item slot and apparently had stopped fishing a few minutes ago, but I didn’t care enough to restock it. My hands were too busy wiping away the wet trails that my tears made on my cheeks to get to the mouse and keyboard.

The past hour with Luna was probably the tensest since I’d known her, but even though it was tense, I couldn’t pretend that it wasn’t incredibly freeing to finally stop hiding things from her. She took the news about me being trans better than I could have ever expected. Fuck, I really wasn’t expecting her to actually acknowledge that we were being borderline sexual with one another at times. It was always playful, teasing, and casual.

“Even if I did want to be a part of your fantasy, how would I even walk away from everything here, Lil?” Luna asked after about a minute of comfortable silence.

The countless hours of daydreaming about her moving in with me tried to help offer up things to say, but fantasies rarely played out well in the real world. Instead, I answered as honestly as I could, “I don’t know. I imagine your parents would miss you. They would probably be afraid of you getting into a rough situation, and they’re right to. I am technically still a stranger. Sure, you’ve seen pictures of me and we’ve talked a lot, but I guess you really don’t know me like you do someone you talk to at work.”

“What could I do to convince you that I would make your life worse if I were to do it?” she asked.

There was nothing that she could say to make me feel that way. Luna wasn’t the kind of woman that wanted to have the spotlight on her. She didn’t really strike me as the type that was out to get something from me. If anything, it was genuinely painful to know that she wouldn’t let me help her at times when I knew for a fact that she needed the help. And sure, she made it through, but it was always an incredibly stressful time for her. I wasn’t lying to her when I told her that when she was having a rough time that it directly impacted my life.

“I don’t think that’s something you could do, Luna. But I’d like to stop you for a little bit. The offer is on the table. I would love to have you move in with me, but that’s not something either of us should rush into. If it’s something you’re truly interested in, then we can talk about the details for a little bit, but if you’re not comfortable with me doing little things like paying for you to have lunch or buying you pajamas or whatever, then how do you think you would feel if you moved into my house?”

She went quiet again for a few seconds as she moved her character next to mine. “I guess I don’t know how to feel about it and I don’t know that I could find out unless I gave it a shot. I couldn’t just live there without doing something, though. Seriously, I can’t do that, I personally wouldn’t let myself live there without doing something to help out. Look, Liliana, I’ve been trying not to say it directly because I promise you that I don’t believe you’d ever try this, but I’m not trading sexual favors to have a roof over my head. But…”

A purple message appeared in-game chat box which indicated a private message. In the most Luna way possible, she managed to make my cheeks flush and my panties tighten as my cock hardened. The message read, “I’m not against wearing a maid outfit and keeping things clean.”

Luna stammered, “N-Not like I don’t keep this house pretty clean a-anyway. There’s value in a m-maid, right?”

I had to take a few deep breaths and I probably should have muted my mic as a sensual groan flowed from my lips at the thought of Luna teasing me while doing something to feel like she earned her spot in my house. Even in the fantasies where Luna did move in with me, I never ended up telling her that I wanted to be with her. Sure, I’d fantasized about having her in my bed more than a few times, but that wasn’t exactly part of that fantasy. She was a gorgeous woman with a body that I was envious of. And she just had to go and mention that she would wear a maid outfit for me.

“There’s definitely value there, but I wouldn’t make you do anything, Luna. That’s what I’ve been trying to get across to you. Even if I wanted to spoil you a little, it’s not because I expect anything. I just feel like you’ve earned a better life than what you’ve got. You deserve better. And no, I’m not pretending that I’m some kind of perfect person that can make all of your problems disappear, but fuck, I could make sure you eat and I would happily buy you some damn clothes. I can afford that. A private island, not so much,” I said.

“That’s the kind of life I’d like to work for, Liliana. But for now, uh, I guess let’s go play the other game for a little bit? I don’t want to get our hopes up for a step I don’t know that I’d ever be comfortable taking. Washington is a long way from Georgia and we might not even like each other if we were around each other all the time in person.”

Her words helped pull me back to reality, but I did hate that I couldn’t linger in the fantasy of having Luna within arm’s reach. I just wanted to hold her tight and make everything better, but she was right. It was a huge step and one that I wouldn’t pressure her into taking. That didn’t mean I would pretend like the conversation never happened either.

The other game’s client was still open from when I was playing earlier. While she logged in, I sent her a gift, an expensive skin that she always talked about loving when she saw it in-game. Considering that it was for one of her main characters, it wasn’t like I was getting her something for the sake of shoving money at her. Still, when she logged in and it notified me that she received the gift, Luna grumbled under her breath for a second before whispering, “Fine. If that’s how you want to play.”

I heard the impact of her headset being put on the desk, then the shuffling of her getting up from her chair. After that, it was quiet for about three minutes before she sat back down. A stream of heavenly giggles let me know that she had her headset back on. Just after, my phone buzzed on my desk and she called out, “Says my text was sent. You should probably check it.”

I picked up my phone and felt the anticipation building to an uncomfortable crescendo as I unlocked it and navigated to my texts. There were two pictures, the first of which held my attention for far longer than I wanted it to. Luna had her all-too-familiar shirt pulled up, showing off her faint six-pack abs, but her left hand’s thumb was pushing into the waistband of the pajama pants I bought her. The majority of her smooth hips were on display, but the pajama pants kept me from seeing her pussy she was so intentionally keeping hidden.

But the second picture was far less of a tease. In that one, the overall image quality was much, much lower, but there were no pajama pants covering her shapely, tight ass. The angle of the picture certainly kept her pussy from being exposed, but I couldn’t take my eyes away from the pictures of her perfect body.

I wasn’t even sure when it happened, but I was uncomfortably aware of the thick bulge pushing my panties away from my hips. The tight shorts I had on pressed back, causing my cock to throb angrily within its confines, but the pressure felt so damn good. My left hand slid down to press against my bulge and a soft, sensual moan pulled from my lips before I realized exactly what I was doing and who I was still talking to.

“Sounds like you liked them. Cool, don’t bring them up. Toss your phone on the bed or something, I’m about to start looking for a match,” Luna purred, her voice devilishly teasing.

I had so many questions for her. Why did she choose to send something so… there was no denying that she was showing me parts of her that I’d never, ever, ever asked about. I was fine with teasing her with words, specifically through texts, but I never wanted to truly cross lines with her. But I couldn’t unsee her ass. I couldn’t not wish I was kissing my way down her abs to make her squirm on my bed for hours.

But I didn’t bring up the pictures. I even tossed my phone to the side, just like she asked.

Our night then took a turn for the better. While it wasn’t like I could make all of her other problems disappear, we went on a four-game win streak before she finally had to call it a night. During the games, our conversations were pretty focused on the game itself, but we were also both very competitive people. It was part of the reason we spent so much time together initially. Most people would consider people hopelessly addicted to gaming if they said they played for hours on end, but Luna only seemed to love that she could spend that much time with me. I clearly felt the same, but there was a nagging voice in the back of my head that kept screaming for me to ask Luna to be my girlfriend.

It was too early for anything like that. The pictures she sent could have been something she turned out to regret tomorrow morning. While I hoped that wasn’t the case, the last thing I wanted to do was get my hopes up that Luna might feel something for me.

“Alright, I’ll catch you tomorrow, yeah?” Luna asked.

“Fuck, you don’t think I could talk you into another game, do you?” I asked playfully.

She laughed. “I really can’t. I’ve got to get up early. Biking to work takes an hour, which really messes with my schedule. I’ll be home around the same time tomorrow. I’m pretty sure I can text more tomorrow, though. I mean, hopefully? And, like, this is so strange to say out loud, but you can save those pictures. I trust you to keep them to yourself. Erm, still don’t talk about them, okay?”

I desperately wanted to tell her that I thought she had an amazing body, that she should be proud of it, but I also knew that she probably knew those things. She also told me not to talk about the pictures. But… if she wanted to be a little flirt, there was no reason I couldn’t push back a little.

“I definitely will, if you’re giving me permission. Should I ask for permission to enjoy myself in about ten minutes, though? It’s not like I’ll be able to keep myself from looking when you leave the call,” I said.

She immediately hung up the voice call. I shot up in my seat, the smile on my lips fading instantly as I realized I must have said something that was a little too much for her. But before I could freak out too much, I saw that she was typing a message.

It took her a few anxiety-inducing minutes to finish the message, but when she did, my smile came right back. “It’s so fucking hard to be lewd with you when I’m actually talking to you. Cum for me, Lil. I hope you do, and I hope you enjoy yourself. It’s not like I haven’t gotten off while thinking about you. I’ve been wanting to send you a picture of my butt for a while. Not going to lie, it’s a little validating to know that you like what you see. Anyway, I’ve really got to get to bed.”

I was about to tell her good night, but she continued typing and I continued waiting. After a much shorter wait, she sent, “One last thing. If you’re going to offer to buy me things like you did when you offered to buy the part for my car, I might be a little more receptive to it. I didn’t realize how much it meant to you to help me.”

While I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by the second message, I knew I would spend hours dissecting that conversation until I figured out what she was trying to tell me. I responded quickly to try to make sure she saw my text before she got up from the computer.

“I’ll have my fun. If I bought you the maid outfit, would you be mad about having to clean the mess still? I’m mostly kidding. But if you need something, all you’ve got to do is ask. Not to be too blunt here, but I’ve been trying not to find an excuse to get up since you sent the pics. I seriously have a problem to take care of. Talk to you tomorrow. Thank you so much for letting me have that conversation with you. I know it wasn’t easy for either of us, and I promise not to tell anyone you cried if you don’t tell them that I did either.”

It was probably not the best-worded message, but it was what I could type in a hurry. As soon as I sent the message, I scrambled out of my chair and over to my bed to retrieve my phone. I flopped onto the bed and unlocked the phone with one hand as I reached down to unbutton my shorts with the other. I put the phone down for just long enough to push my shorts down my soft thighs. While I was nowhere near as fit as Luna, I could absolutely tell that I wasn’t just soft because I was chubby anymore. Twenty pounds made a huge difference in how I felt about my body.

If nothing else, I could appreciate the view I had of my body. While my chest wasn’t massive and some women might want more than a B cup, I couldn’t complain that I could still see the bulge of my cock in my panties over my breasts. My lips curled into a smirk as I retrieved my phone and took a moment to take a picture of my crossed legs which only drew more attention to my aching bulge. The precum leaking into my panties was almost embarrassing in a way.

I didn’t send Luna the picture. I’d at least ask her if she was comfortable with that before I sent it. My smirk widened into a gleeful smile as I opened our texts. The picture of Luna’s toned core burned itself into my mind while I let my hand slip into my panties.

Warm, sticky, wet strands of precum smeared across the back of my knuckles as I wrapped my hand around my shaft and slowly started stroking myself. A whimpering moan slipped out of me as I bucked my hips against my hand, thrusting into my tight grip as I fantasized about having Luna’s tight ass clenched around my cock.

I closed my eyes for a moment and let the fantasy play out. In that fantasy, words weren’t necessary, not if I wanted to last long enough to savor my pleasure. She walked over to the bed, an obviously sexualized french maid outfit adorning her lithe frame. Her adorable blue eyes locked with mine before she put her hand over mine, slowly pushing it out of the way as she started stroking my cock. As she leaned further over, her top offered a shameless view of her perky breasts. As she bent further over to put her free hand on the bed, her tiny skirt would lift and show the curve of her perfect ass.

I bit my lip hard as I opened my eyes and looked down at the picture of Luna’s ass. My hand pumped furiously back and forth as I felt the familiar heat building. Usually, I would have avoided making a mess with my orgasm at all costs. Usually, I didn’t have pictures of Luna that were so blatantly meant for my eyes alone.

It wasn’t even the fantasy that pushed me over the edge. Luna took those pictures for me.

My lip fell from between my teeth as a silent scream tore from my throat. My back arched and I dug my heels into the bed as I felt hot, stringy ropes of cum pumping into my panties. It took a few seconds before I could finally breathe again, but the blissful moans that rolled out of my lips were for no one’s ears but my own. As the last of my cum leaked out of my tender crown and into my panties, I could feel just how much of a mess I’d made.

My hand was slick, entirely too slick. The warmth I felt was almost slimy in texture and my cheeks flushed with a fair amount of shame as I awkwardly squirmed my way off the bed and headed into my bathroom. Even as I did my best to clean up the ridiculous mess I’d made on myself, I could feel the fluttering in my stomach that I felt when I first started really talking to Luna. She wasn’t a sexual object by any means, she was a woman with pride, strength, and dedication. But… I’d be lying to myself if I said that I didn’t enjoy the idea of her being a sexy maid.

After I finished cleaning up, I decided against wearing anything to bed. Unlike Luna, I didn’t have other people in my house to worry about. I could just pray that one day, I’d have her in my house. I crawled back into bed and slipped under the covers. Before I got too comfortable, I grabbed my phone and sent her a text, “Yeah, I enjoyed the fuck out of that. I was going to ask for permission, but, fuck it. You kind of surprised me with those, so, you know, enjoy. If not, I’ll be a good girl and ask before I send something else.”

Before I could second guess myself too much, I sent Luna the picture I took earlier. While I would have loved to stay up long enough to see if she was going to respond, I was far too comfortable and relaxed. Something about having one of the most memorable orgasms I’d had in years must have taken a little out of me. I wasn’t complaining, and I didn’t bother fighting drifting off into sleep.


Chapter Five

Liliana’s message was only somewhat unexpected, but that didn’t make it any less of a tease. Of course, I would have cleaned up her mess. I would have probably kept her from making a mess in the first place. But… there were a couple of thousand miles between us that kept that from being practical.

It was a little strange, still. Sure, I’d thought about sex with Liliana before. We were strangers that met on the internet, and especially in the early days, I wasn’t sure what she was even wanting. I flirted a lot more than I should have. I teased a fair bit. But that was because she never escalated things beyond what I did. She’d match me up and to the point that I’d teased her. But I appreciated that so much. If I joked about asking her for a deep tissue massage, she’d probably have happily agreed to it, so long as I didn’t have a towel covering up all of the goods.

But if there was one thing that I would miss, it was one specific fantasy I found myself going back to on nights when I just couldn’t finish. Once upon a time, I loved the thought of having her riding my face while I fingered myself. It was absolutely sexual and I loved that, but I also loved the thought of eating her out in that fantasy, being used while I was still allowed to enjoy myself.

That fantasy was one that I adored, but now, it wasn’t accurate. Still, it wasn’t like I needed to spend too long thinking about things when I should have been asleep anyway. I was almost asleep when my phone chimed and vibrated on my nightstand. I already knew who it was and that was the only reason I bothered to check the message. I swiped open my phone and read her text and before I could even finish reading it, a second message came in. The picture was entirely unexpected but absolutely welcomed.

It was one thing to know that Liliana was trans. Sure, that changed some things, but what I didn’t expect was just how much I would want her. I wasn’t the only one that sent pictures, but Liliana was much more reserved in what she sent. Sure, sometimes I would get a picture of her in a full-length mirror, but never once did I see a bulge in her clothes. But the bulge in those panties… fuck, she was big.

I didn’t want to be rude. Surely, it wasn’t fair for her to get off to my pictures if I wasn’t willing to get off to hers. And she bought a wheel bearing for my car. Clearly, that was why I slid my hand into my pajama pants.

Terrible excuses I made to no one but myself aside, I let my fingertips gingerly meander their way down my slit. Under normal circumstances, I would have played with my clit and finished as quickly as possible to just tame the overwhelming urges to get off that were all-consuming at times. Tonight wasn’t one of those nights.

I pressed two fingers against my entrance and put my phone down on the bed next to me so that I could still see Liliana’s picture. With my then free hand, I pulled my pillow over my face and pushed the two fingers fully into my entrance. The tight walls that squeezed my fingers would have been put to much better use around Liliana’s cock, but I whined into the pillow as I slowly pulled my fingers out of my pussy. Ever so slowly, I pushed them back inside my slit. For the few moments it took for me to get good and truly wet, all I could think about was how much nicer it would have been to be in Liliana’s bed.

I wanted her hands on my hips, her breath on my neck as she leaned over me and took me from behind. I wanted to hear her tell me that she wanted to fuck me like I deserved. I wanted her to tell me that I’d earned her cock. I wanted her.

My breath hitched in my throat. The offer to move up there was one I knew she would honor if I called her on it, but it wasn’t fair to impose on her like that. But… we were both young enough to know that we had urges. She clearly liked what she saw. Whether I’d admit it out loud or not, I probably did like the idea of her being able to fuck me with the gift she’d been blessed with more than I liked the idea of being fucked with a dildo by her. A dildo couldn’t cum. A dildo wouldn’t make her scream my name. A dildo wouldn’t appreciate how tight I was.

I slowly pushed a third finger into my tight pussy, genuinely gasping into my pillow. I never had a reason to use more than two fingers before, but on the off chance that I ever did get to sleep with Liliana, I would hate to feel like I was too tight for either of us to have that much fun.

My cheeks burned with a mixture of shame and embarrassment as I rolled onto my stomach and buried my face into my pillow. With my three fingers still inside me, I held my hand firmly against the bed and started humping my fingers, fucking myself with them rather than fingering myself. Even with the soundproofing in my room, I was sure that the pillow was a necessary measure. My moans were louder than I wanted them to be, but there was nothing I could do to stop them.

The pleasure was one thing, but it was the fantasy of riding Liliana’s cock, looking down at her as I earned more than just a bed to sleep in. I wanted to make her come for me. I wanted to be the one that made her nights unforgettable.

My hips worked faster to ride my fingers, barely moving more than a few inches at a time, but with my clit grinding against my wet hand, the fingers stretching my pussy, and the sheer lust building to a peak within me, I knew I wouldn’t last long. I didn’t care. I wasn’t trying to hold back and I would deal with being a little embarrassed at my actions if it meant feeling that damn good.

I could earn my keep up there. Even though I specifically said I didn’t want to have sex be the reason I felt like I earned my spot in her home, I couldn’t deny that I wanted her to want me. Maybe I wouldn’t mind if she bought me outfits to wear while I “worked”. Maybe she wouldn’t mind if I wanted to make sure her cock was extra clean while she was taking a break from her writing.

I rolled my hips faster, any semblance of technique melting away as I wantonly fucked my fingers. The electrical surges of bliss that arced through my core and sent my body into a heightened sense of awareness weren’t getting any easier to deal with. Each time I forced my fingers back into my entrance, I could feel that I was so close to finishing. But I couldn’t finish. No matter how fast I rolled my hips, I couldn’t get off.

After almost a minute of intensely riding my fingers, I pulled them out of my pussy and trapped my clit between two of my drenched fingers and rocked it back and forth furiously. It only took seconds for my orgasm to consume me. My thighs squeezed together, but that only made it worse for me as my loose-fitting pajama pants were bunched up between my legs. I could feel the warmth spreading through my pajamas as my juices soaked into them.

It took a few moments for my body to stop quivering. It took a few more moments before I was finally willing to roll over onto my back. Looking down at my pajamas, there wasn’t exactly a lot of light purple left around my thighs. I was good at getting myself off, but fuck, how much of a mess did I end up making? How much of that mess could I blame on Liliana?

A weak, weary smile spread across my lips as I spread my legs and let the fabric of my pants cling to my thighs. I didn’t think too much about just how close my thin pajamas were to my skin when I took the picture and sent it to Liliana. It wasn’t until I was moving it to a private folder on my phone that I realized that my mistake. The soaked fabric was clearly clinging to my puffy, slightly swollen lower lips.

I would have much rather sent a picture like that intentionally, but… Liliana started it. Besides, if that wasn’t comparable to her sending me a picture of her panty bulge, then fuck it, she could just appreciate the picture for what it was.

Still, I was a little hopeful that she would mention that she could see my kitten when she woke up. But it made a hell of a lot more sense to sleep and find out if she felt like mentioning it rather than stay up all night fucking myself stupid.

The thought made me smile as I took off my pajama pants and swapped them out for a pair of men’s basketball shorts. I only had two pairs of them, but they were great for sleeping in. Sure enough, without having a soaked pair of PJs clinging to my legs, it was much easier to fall asleep.


Chapter Six

To say that Luna changed in the span of a day wouldn’t have been entirely accurate. She was no different than before on a fundamental level, but it seemed almost like I’d broken through a barrier with her. It wasn’t just the lewd pictures she sent.

When I woke up to the picture of her soaked pajama pants, I found myself both incredibly turned on, and yet, I was concerned. There was no denying that she seemed happier towards the end of the night, but was that because she felt guilty over me spending money on her?

I wanted to believe that she knew that I was truly trying to help her with that problem. I didn’t expect anything in return other than for her to have one less thing to worry about. I knew that, but I couldn’t comfortably say that she did.

My mind was prone to going to dark places. I was damn good at sabotaging my own happiness. As much as I wished I could turn off the anxiousness that chewed away at me, I couldn’t. It took me ten minutes to send her a good morning text. I typed up about four different messages in that time frame, each of them addressing a different fear that lurked in the back of my mind, but I didn’t want to send those.

Instead, it was just a generic good morning. That was it. Of course, once I sent it, I immediately regretted not sending one of the other texts. But short of sending her a flurry of texts that would probably just irritate her, I didn’t know how to fix that.

The only thing I knew to do was what I always did. I went through my morning routine and then sat down at my desk with a thermos of coffee and my favorite coffee cup and got to work. Writing was usually a pretty easy process for me, but I kept running into problem after problem as I wrote. The characters just didn’t want to cooperate. They were pushing away from one another in a situation I’d built up to specifically help pull them together. Sure, people would argue that I could just force them to be happy together, but it didn’t feel right to me.

After nearly two hours of working on a scene that typically would have taken half an hour to an hour for me, I ended up having to delete almost all of the words I’d written for that session. I rolled back in my chair and checked my phone. It wasn’t uncommon for Luna to sleep in a little longer than I did. Fuck, if anything it was uncommon that I went to sleep at almost seven o’clock typically to stay on the same schedule as her.

I hated bothering people, I truly did, but I needed some help. For a moment, I considered calling my mom. That drew a genuine laugh out of me as I realized how ridiculous it would have been to call someone I hadn’t spoken to in a long while for relationship advice. But the only other person I saw in my contacts that would possibly have any advice for me was barely more than a stranger. I’d run into her a few times when I was getting my bearings in Holly Springs, but ultimately, the guys at the game shop were a little too interested in my writing for my taste.

Still, she said she’d love to talk to me about how I built worlds and such, but beyond that, she was recently married. I dialed the number she’d given me almost four months ago when I first moved into town and waited for her to pick up the phone.

“You better not be a fucking spam call, I swear—” Rose started.

“It’s Liliana,” I said before she could threaten that poor robot any longer.

“Oh, shit, the author chick, yeah?” Rose asked.

I smiled. She remembered me. That was a plus. “Yeah, look, I don’t want to waste a ton of your time, but do you think I could run a hypothetical situation by you and see what you think about it?”

“Hypothetically, is this a long enough conversation that you feel like you should probably come down to the shop and chat with me in person? I fucking hate phones,” Rose said.

“Well shit, I don’t see why I couldn’t swing by. Is the creepy dude there?” I asked.

“Which one? I mean, yes. Some creepy dude is going to be in this damn shop, but they’re all harmless. If they weren’t, I’d have broken a jaw by now, come on chick, what kind of establishment do you think I’m running here?” Rose asked playfully.

I sighed as I kicked away from my desk and rolled in my chair over almost to my closet, “Then I guess I’ll make sure to not wear anything too tight. I’ll be there in a little bit. I really appreciate it.”

She responded before I could even get ready to hang up, “Don’t say you appreciate shit until I’ve helped you. If I don’t help, well, I mean, I’m not charging you a damn thing to come to the shop.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Rose really had a lot of bark, but I didn’t want to find out if she had the bite to match. “Okay, okay! I’ll be there in a few.”

Rose hung up without even saying goodbye. I stared at my phone blankly for a moment in disbelief. Rose was as helpful as she was crude. The two things shouldn’t have been able to mix that well, but I appreciated that she didn’t mind me hitting her up after not talking for a while. She was a great person, but between the game shop, her wife, and the fact that she was roughly six months pregnant, I really didn’t want to pester her too much.

I got dressed in a pair of blue jeans, a long t-shirt, and a pair of sneakers. It really wasn’t a super cute outfit, but I was certainly not interested in trying to be cute. The people at the shop really did seem harmless, but people in general tended to make me uncomfortable. That was part of what pulled me to the author lifestyle. When it was just me, my computer, and my books, things were pretty good. But it was hard to live a satisfying life when all I had were the four walls around me, no matter what I put inside them.

As I pulled up to the game shop, I couldn’t help but park beside Rose’s black Corvette. The damn thing was incredibly nice, but I was completely content to have the Ford Fusion I had. It wasn’t a new model or anywhere near as eye-catching as Rose’s car, but damn, I could admit that it was a pretty alpha move for Nova to buy such a nice car for Rose.

I got out and headed into the game shop that was hilariously named like a generic fantasy tavern. Inside The Broken Mug, the majority of the floor was done in long sheets of tile that looked like dark cedar with charcoal grout. While that wasn’t usually the kind of thing that I thought was interesting, it was definitely different than the last time I tried to come into the store. They’d been busy with renovations for a while, but to see the finished product was definitely worth the wait.

Fake LED torches were the primary source of lighting in the room with alternating lights giving the illusion that the torches were actively burning. Hanging from the ceiling were some homemade lights that mimicked the effect of a low-level mage spell that illuminated specific displays with bright white light. The few lights that were more old-school were the ones above the card tables and the single row of bulbs above the checkout counter. Overall, the place looked like a rustic tavern that was run by a modern-day mage, which if I was being honest, I was in love with the place.

Behind the counter was the familiar flame-haired woman that had single-handedly kept the customers well and truly in line. Well, as in line as Rose felt like people needed to be. While it was strange to see her sitting down and not running around the store telling the construction crew that they weren’t listening to what her wife wanted, she was starting to truly show signs of her pregnancy.

I headed over to the counter and did my best to ignore the eyes that I could feel roaming my body. “It’s been a minute, hasn’t it?” I asked.

“It’s been more than a couple of minutes. I mean, at least three have passed, but no more than a half-million, so we’re somewhere in that range,” she answered with a coy smile. “It’s been a bit, but it is nice to see you. Have you been settling in alright? Find anything fun in town? The arcade that opened up has skeeball, even if I probably shouldn’t be playing much more of that for a while. I don’t know, Nova has been losing her mind when I tell her I feel fine.”

“Understandably so, you’re pregnant. At some point, you’re going to have to let something slow you down, even if for just a few months,” I shamelessly sided with Nova. “But I really haven’t been leaving the house all that much. That’s part of what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Chick, let me be honest, the best thing I can tell you to get you out of the house is that there are plenty of cute chicks in town. All I’m saying is that if you found one with a nice package, you’d probably be a lot calmer. Fuck, I am,” Rose said.

I could feel my cheeks warming from her blunt suggestion. “Rose, uh, I am the chick with the nice package, but I’m not looking for a chick. I’m talking to a chick that lives in Georgia with her parents and is in a generally shitty environment. Her dad is good to her, her mom makes her life pretty rough at times, and the poor chick can’t seem to catch a damn break.”

“So you’re talking to her? You really don’t need to sugar coat shit. You want in this chick’s panties, yeah?” Rose asked.

“I want her to be in my life, it’s seriously not about fucking her,” I groaned.

Rose rolled her eyes. “That’s the same thing in my experience. I’m not saying you’ve got bad intentions, sex isn’t some kind of disgusting act. Trust me, I miss it, but what the fuck ever, back on track. What’s the holdup? Is she not into you?”

“I’m really confused about all of that bit, Rose, that’s why I’m here. Long story short, I’ve been gaming with her since before I even moved here. I told her that I was moving to Washington from Montana a while back. She thinks that Washington is a pretty cool place, but like, she’s super hesitant to take any of the help I try to give her. Getting her to let me buy her a wheel bearing for her car made me feel like I was trying to get her to sacrifice a part of herself, which holy fuck, that feels wrong. But like, I truly don’t think she’s trying to be rude or standoffish. I don’t know if she’s been through something in her life that’s soured her on getting help or if it’s just pride. Whatever it is, after I did buy her the car part, she was super appreciative, but she did a couple of things that I wasn’t expecting. I mean, being completely transparent, we also had a pretty emotional conversation leading up to that,” my voice had gotten softer as I continued to explain, especially as we got towards the more personal details. “I don’t know, I guess I’m just afraid that she might be trying to pay me back in a way that wouldn’t be comfortable for her.”

“So you’ve got her number, right?” Rose asked.

“Yeah?” I asked as well, unsure as to how that had anything to do with the conversation.

Rose held out her hand, “Give me your phone, what’s the chick’s name?”

I cocked my head as I looked at her hand, somewhat unsure as to why she thought I would just hand over my phone. But at the same time, I’d already reached into my jean’s pocket and retrieved my phone. I brought it close to my chest and mumbled, “What do you want my phone for?”

“You asked for help with a hypothetical. This shit isn’t hypothetical. You’re talking to a chick and you’re not sure what’s going on. Give me the damn phone and her name. You remind me too much of Nova in some ways and that means I’m probably going to have to just take care of shit for you,” Rose answered as she leaned forward and put her left hand on the counter so that she could reach a little closer to my chest. “I’m not chasing you across the store for your phone. Look, I want to call her and talk with her real quick, that’s all. Seriously, I’m not going to ruin your shit with this chick, I just don’t plan on wasting my time talking to you and hoping you’ll take my damn advice.”

Terror gripped my heart, partially because I was unsure as to what Rose would even say to her, but more so because I wasn’t sure why I was handing her my phone, “I-It’s Luna.”

“Dope, but how are you going to hand me a locked phone?” Rose snarled.

I took it back and tried not to feel like a complete idiot as I unlocked my phone. Before handing it back to her, I went ahead and set up the phone so that all Rose would have to do is hit the call button. As reasonable as Rose seemed to be, there was no excuse for her potentially seeing Luna’s nudes in my texts.

“Right on, thanks. This shouldn’t take long, if it does, that’s probably a good thing for the both of you,” Rose said as she took my phone and then got out of her chair and headed off into the employees-only section behind the counter.

If I thought that I knew what it meant to be nervous before Rose walked away with a phone calling the most important woman in my life, I was a fucking idiot.


Chapter Seven

My phone shrieking out its annoying ringtone pulled me from my comfortable sleep. In my dream, I was just about to ask Liliana if she would marry me in the stupid MMORPG we played together. The dream was silly, I remember it being incredibly cheesy, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t enjoying the ignorant bliss of the thrill of possibly getting married to Liliana’s character.

I reached for my phone and shot up in bed once I saw the caller ID. I answered the phone and failed to keep from yawning as I purred, “Good morning, Lil. Did you enjoy waking up to what you made me do?”

“Ah, fuck chick. My name is Rose, Liliana came into my shop asking for some advice,” came a voice I didn’t recognize.

I felt like such a fucking idiot for trying to flirt as soon as I woke up, but what Rose said had my interest piqued. “Advice for what? Shit, sorry I promise I have manners. I’m Luna, it’s nice to meet one of Lil’s friends.”

“Eh, we’re more acquaintances, but I’d love to see her around here more often. She seems cool. Anyway, we’re getting off track already. What’s going on with you two? Clearly, you’re not upset with her and she’s probably being a little dramatic by showing up in my shop asking for advice. Truth be told, I’m fighting the urge to check her texts, but I’m married and I know better.”

I had no clue who Rose was in Liliana’s life. I’d never even heard the name mentioned, but it definitely sounded like Rose had a decent idea of what was going on with Liliana. I wasn’t sure if I should have been concerned or not, but with as straightforward as Rose was being, I couldn’t help but hope that she might be able to help me as well.

“I’d really, really appreciate it if you didn’t look. As far as what’s going on, I didn’t think anything bad was going on. We both had rough days yesterday and spoke our minds about a couple of things I guess. I thought things were fine when I went to sleep, fuck, I thought things were great when I went to sleep,” I murmured. “So what’s she asking for advice about?”

“How to get you to come to her,” Rose answered as if it were such a simple matter. “I mean, not sexually, seems like you two got that covered already. She wants you up here, chick.”

My mind shot back to last night’s orgasm and I clenched my thighs together. I fought to keep myself calm and not get too defensive. While I could appreciate Rose being so honest, a little tact would have done a world of good. “T-Then shouldn’t she be the one calling me to talk about this?”

“Eh, she seems like she’s the kind of chick that’d take ten years to get her point across. Apparently, you two have known each other for a year or whatever. She’s obviously into you, you’re clearly important enough to her to have her come out of her house and come talk to me. Let me be real with you about that, this chick seriously doesn’t do anything around here. Trust me, my wife owns most of this town and reads most of Liliana’s books. If Liliana was up to anything, Nova would know and I’d have to hear about it whether I wanted to or not,” Rose grumbled, seemingly annoyed by how much Nova talked about the books.

Rose continued, “That shit aside, chick, if you want to be with this woman, she’s ready and willing. I’m pretty sure I’ve seen her house, it’s not a bad place to be. That or I’m thinking of a different house, but it is what it is, Holly Springs is kind of badass. Like I said, my wife owns most of it and she’s trans as well. This ain’t a bad place. If you needed a job, Nova could hook you up with something or the other. If you wanted Liliana to take care of you, trust me, I know the bitch has money. I don’t know you, chick, but I know Liliana enough to know that the chick is serious about you. Then again, if you saw the way she looked at me when I asked to talk to you on the phone, you’d probably have seen how scared she is of losing you. That said, you got anything you need me to talk to Liliana about?”

“Wait, what? I thought you were trying to convince me to come up there? Are you already done trying to sell me on the idea?” I asked.

I wasn’t trying to be funny or even talk down to her. I just figured that if Liliana really did want someone to try to get me to move up there with her, they’d be a smooth talker. Rose was just telling me a little bit about her wife and that she was trying to make Liliana’s intentions clear.

Rose laughed into the phone and I heard a door swing open as she said, “I don’t have to sell you on a damn thing, chick. You either want this chick or you don’t. You can also wait until you feel comfortable making a decision. If you know you’re not going to move, then tell her that. If you think you’d like to move but you’re scared, stop being a little bitch. Nut up, chick. Anyway, here’s Liliana, I’ve got nothing to do, but I’ve said what I feel like saying.”

“Oh my fucking god, Rose, you can’t talk to people like that!” Liliana said, though her voice was a little distant.

I heard a whooshing sound and then it was Rose’s voice that was a little distant, “I can talk to anyone I want in any which way I want. If Luna didn’t want to hear it, she could have hung up. Chick seemed cool, though. Believe it or not, I can clean up this filthy fucking mouth of mine if I felt like it. Talk to the chick, I’ve got to get back to pretending I’m working.”

It was quiet for a moment, but soon Liliana spoke in a hushed tone, “I am so fucking sorry about that. I didn’t know that she was going to be so rude.”

“She wasn’t being rude, Lil. I just get the feeling that she truly doesn’t care if her words are taken the wrong way. Alternatively, she’s a huge bitch, but I don’t think that’s the case if she was trying to help you, so I’m going to believe that people can be good,” I said.

I heard a car door shut and then Liliana spoke in a more comfortable tone, “I caught the last of what she said. I’m not sure if her telling you to nut up is what you should hear if you’re thinking about making a big decision.”

A smile tugged at my lips. It was sweet that Liliana was concerned about how Rose might have made me feel. If nothing else, Rose did prove that Liliana was definitely interested in me. If that wasn’t the case, then why would she be trying to get help? Why would she go out of her house if it wasn’t something she thought was important?

Considering the fact that I’d literally never heard Liliana tell a story about going somewhere and talking to someone, Liliana must have seriously been bothered by something. I just wasn’t sure what that something could be.

“Lil, I’m not trying to deflect here, but what brought all of this up?” I asked.

She hesitated before answering, “I was just hoping to get someone else’s opinion on if it seemed like I was pressuring you to do something you didn’t want to do.”

That didn’t really help me much. “Specifics, Lil, what did you think I didn’t want to do?”

“Last night we did things that we’ve never done. We’ve been talking for a year, and yeah, we’ve flirted a lot. But last night, that wasn’t harmless flirting. I know I’m thinking about it more than I should be, I know I am, but I’m so scared that you’re doing more than you’re comfortable with,” Liliana admitted.

“I swear to you, I’m not doing anything I’m not comfortable with. Lil, the nudes and stuff isn’t the only thing we’ve never done during the time we’ve known each other,” I said softly as I swung my legs over the side of the bed and looked over at my computer. It was crazy how I could associate that hunk of metal with my feelings for Liliana, but that hunk of metal was how I met her.

I let out a soft hum as I flopped back on my bed and let my legs lazily swing back and forth and continued, “You opened up to me about a lot of things. You told me you wanted me to move up there, no matter how outlandish you think that idea is for me. You told me that you want to be with me, essentially. And if I can take a page out of Rose’s book and be a little blunt for a second, I think I know what’s going on. Promise you won’t hang up if I say this?”

“Please say whatever it is, Luna. I’m literally begging you,” Liliana pleaded.

Her tone was more heartbreaking than it had any right to be. Still, that desperation for an answer had to be addressed as well. “Lil, if you seriously want to be with me, then you’re allowed to take your shot. I don’t know what taking that shot will mean, but if you swear on your life that you’ll help me move back home if things don’t work out, I can give it a shot. T-That’s all I can promise, but I don’t think you understand how much you’d have to do if you want me up there. I’ve never flown before, I’ve never moved before, I don’t… I don’t know how this situation even works. Lil, I’m willing to try. You’re not the only one that’s invested in whatever this friendship is turning into. It’s just… it’s not going to be easy to get me to leave.”

“I can fly down after your car gets fixed. If you think we can stuff your car with everything you think is irreplaceable, I’ll even drive us back. I’ve got the hotels, I’ve got dinner, I’ve got… I’ve got you, baby,” Liliana whispered into the phone.

The words were sweet. The sentiment was nothing short of beautiful. But there was no denying that things had the potential to go disastrously wrong. Then again, maybe Liliana truly was the one for me. Maybe getting out of Georgia and moving in with someone that I knew I liked spending time with wasn’t a bad idea.

“Promise me that we won’t lose what we’ve had as friends by flying too close to the sun, Lil,” I whispered.

“I can’t do that,” she answered in an equally soft voice. “Luna, I swear to you that I will do my very best to do right by you, but neither one of us can see the future. But if you’re asking if we’re still going to spend hours at our computers playing games, I would pray that you’d still be a nerd even if we were physically together. A-And I’m serious when I say this, I don’t expect anything from you. We don’t need to sleep in the same room, you can lock your door when you go to bed if you don’t feel like you can believe—”

“Are you serious?” I groaned as I reached up and dragged my hand across my forehead as I tried to process why she would think that I didn’t want her. “Baby, if you don’t put your hands on me at some point soon after we’re in the car, I’m going to lose my mind.”

“F-Fuck, I don’t know if I’ll be able to do that,” she stammered.

“Could you if I put your hands on my body?” I asked teasingly.

“Y-Yeah,” she breathed.

A smile tugged at my lips, “Then I guess I’m going to quit my job today.”

Liliana was quick to say, “Please don’t do this if you think it’s too soon. Luna, I need to know that this is truly what you want. Fuck what Rose said, fuck what I’ve said. If it doesn’t feel right to you, then don’t take this step. I’m not worth that kind of risk.”

“Lil, I could make a very witty but rude comment about you saying that you’re not worth taking risks for. I said something very similar to that yesterday. You made it clear that I was worth something to you. Baby, I’m going to call my boss and let him know that I’m quitting and I’ll see if I can pick up a check for the hours I did work this week. I’m going to get the wheel bearing and give my dad some of that check for working on the car. After that, I’m pretty sure I’m going to be broke again. You know that I’ve got nothing. If you want to come get me, do it. If you’re getting cold feet about moving me up there with you, then say so,” I said.

Liliana answered quickly, though, I could hear the familiar sound of her choking back her tears, “No cold feet. I’ll buy a plane ticket. I’m sending you five hundred to help you get everything you need in order. Don’t argue. I’ve got to hang up. I’m sorry. This is a lot and I’m going to cry.”

The phone hung up before I could use the page from Rose’s book. In my best impersonation of Rose’s dark but relaxed voice, I rumbled, “Nut up, chick.”


Chapter Eight

My stomach churned as I watched the plane descend. Flying wasn’t my favorite way of traveling, but to get to Luna, I’d have done anything. Flying was just the fastest and most convenient for both of us. Even if that meant being so far up that if something happened to the plane, I’d probably be dead. But that was almost over!

Soon after we touched down and were allowed to get off the plane, I went to get my luggage and then made my way out to the front of the airport. I checked my phone and made sure that I was still looking for an older gray two-door pickup truck. I thought I remembered right but checking to make sure I wasn’t misremembering the color or something else that only I would fuck up. It would have been my luck to get all the way to Georgia just to get in the wrong car and get myself into a right old pickle.

The nervous smile that tugged at my lips faded almost instantly as I looked around for the truck. It was just a few minutes before I told Luna that I would be out, but sure enough, her dad’s pickup was waiting in a line of other vehicles. I pulled my rolling suitcase along with me. I wasn’t sure what all I would need for a day-long stay at Luna’s house, but I figured that it was better to have a few sets of clothes if I was going to be driving across the country with Luna.

As I approached the truck, a grizzled man stepped out of it. I could see how Luna might faintly resemble him, but considering that his beard completely hid his jawline and chin, I couldn’t quite pick out which parent she got what features from. Still, I couldn’t stop smiling as I called out, “Hey, I’m Liliana, I hope you’re Luna’s dad?”

“You’d do better to call me Henry,” he rumbled, his gravelly voice almost unsettlingly deep. He didn’t hesitate to close the distance between us and reached down to take my suitcase from me.

I quickly removed my hand and nodded my head, “Right, sorry Henry. All of this is kind of happening really fast.”

He effortlessly picked up the suitcase as if I hadn’t gone a little overboard with stuffing it. Henry put it in the bed of the truck and growled, “Tell me about it. One day my girl is telling me that she’ll walk to work if she’s got to, now she’s done quit her job and is moving across the country with a damn stranger.”

I wasn’t sure what I could have said to make him feel any better. Truly, it was a situation that I would have been terrified of as a parent. My heart sank in my chest as I spoke softly, “I could move down here, Henry. If it’s that much of an issue, I can do that. I’m not trying to take her from you, I just…”

I couldn’t find the words to say that would make it any better, but he didn’t seem to care. He walked around the truck and got in. The smooth purr of the engine cranking was genuinely shocking coming from a truck that looked like it was left on a farm for thirty years. I hurried over to the door and got inside and buckled up.

He started pulling away as he talked, “Don’t move down here. Ain’t nobody hiring my girl for anything other than fast food or retail. That ain’t right and she does deserve better.” For a moment, his faded blue eyes glanced in my direction before he scoffed and looked back to the road. “I ain’t sure about you. I ain’t sure you’re better than what she’s got.”

His words stung more than I wanted them to. If anything, Henry was the stranger. I spent about a year getting to know his daughter, and sure, all of the relationship type stuff was new. It was new to me too, though. Maybe he was forgetting that. But I was being defensive. I sat in silence for a few seconds as I tried to think of what I could say to him. I didn’t want to be quiet on the ride over, that would show him I had no spine. I knew from how Luna talked about him that the man respected people that could at least hold their ground.

But this was his daughter we were talking about. I wasn’t sure how much ground he would want me to hold.

“I’m not either, Sir. I’m really not. I want to give Luna the world, but I don’t have the world to give. I swear to you, I’m going to do right by her. Henry, I swear that I only want the best for her. But you’ve raised a woman that I can’t walk away from just because you don’t know how to feel about me,” I said softly.

He simply grunted but said nothing else. Minutes ticked by and once we hit the interstate, I was mostly content to sit in that uncomfortable silence. Henry reached up and hooked his finger in the thin silver chain that adorned his rearview mirror. He pulled the necklace off without taking his eyes off the road and cupped it in his hand before reaching over to hover his hand over the center console, “It was her grandma’s. Luna said it was good luck. You’re going to need it, girl. Luna ain’t someone you’ll be able to pay to act a certain way. My kid ain’t so simple, she ain’t easy.”

The gesture wasn’t lost on me as I reached up and let him turn his hand over and drop the silver necklace in my hand. It wasn’t an observation I made to be cruel, but I could tell that the necklace wasn’t expensive. But it was sentimental, that much was clear, and that mattered so much more to me than what it was worth.

Upon closer inspection, I saw a small crescent moon pendant in the puddle of silver in my hand. My heart thrummed excitedly as I put the necklace on and asked softly, “I’m guessing Luna and her grandma were close?”

“Close?” Henry asked and let out a single chuckle. “Mom wouldn’t let that girl out of her sight if she could help it. And now she’s leaving,” his voice cracked and then he gritted his jaw and went silent again.

My fingers idly ran across the pendant on the necklace before I tucked it into my shirt. “Would you have walked away from your wife if you knew that she was the one you wanted, Sir?”

He didn’t answer at first, and I took that as a sign that it was better if I stopped talking as well. It was almost ten minutes later when he rumbled, “If you didn’t get in that car with my girl, then I’d never let you step foot in Georgia again. Ain’t nobody you love worth walking away from.”

His threat didn’t sound all that bad, honestly. He was a parent and he knew exactly what was happening. I wasn’t stupid. I’d given this very thing hours and hours of thought since Luna and I started making plans three days ago. But then everything was busy. We weren’t gaming in the evenings anymore, we were talking on the phone about how we were going to make the trip, where we might stop, the things Luna might want to see along the way… we were planning our new life together.

But that meant leaving her old life in Georgia behind. I didn’t want her to forget. I didn’t want to never visit. But I did want her to come back with me. I wanted to make new memories, to give her a place that she could know was her home and not just a house she’d be sharing with me.

“I do love her,” I whispered.

The truck slowed and Henry turned on his blinker and took the next exit and then started driving down a winding road that quickly went from four lanes down to two. “That’s why I ain’t arguing, girl. Luna won’t shut up about you. She ain’t told me too much about what you two used to be, but I know she was so excited to soundproof her room to talk to her friend in Washington. Damn it, at least I know you ain’t a complete stranger, but you’re taking my baby!”

He slowed down and ultimately stopped the truck before putting it in park. Henry leaned forward on the steering wheel and ran a hand down his cheeks and then raked his fingers down through his scraggly beard. Tears formed in his eyes, but the stoic man said not a word and the tears seemed to know better than to spill down his cheeks.

“I can fly us down to visit, Henry. For what it’s worth, she doesn’t want to leave. Well, she does, but she doesn’t want to leave you two behind,” I muttered.

“That girl needs away from her damn Momma. I love my wife so damn much, but the two don’t get along, I know they don’t. I’ve tried to get her to leave Luna alone about the things she does, but all I end up doing is pissing the both of them off. And now Luna’s gone. There’s so much I ain’t get to do with her. Would you believe I ain’t never taught her to drive a manual? Girl said she wanted to learn and I promised her I’d teach her,” he said as the tears finally broke through his resistance and started falling down his cheeks before disappearing into his beard.

I reached over and put my hand on his shoulder reassuringly, but the touch was incredibly light. It felt wrong to see a man like Henry crying, but there was no doubt that he’d earned every ounce of my respect and then some. “Then you’ll have to find a manual you want her to have. Before we come visit, find her one, Henry. I’ll make sure you and your wife both have my phone number before I leave. You just send me a text with how much it is and I’ll cover it. You can teach her, I promise, Sir.”

He hit the side of his steering wheel with his palm and sat back in his seat and growled, “It ain’t about you buying her a damn truck. It’s about her growing up too damn fast. Damn girl done went and fell in love and she’s…”

I immediately retracted my hand from his shoulder, unsure as to if that was part of what made him react that way.

He put the truck back in gear and the smooth purr of the engine turned into an angry roar as Henry floored the gas pedal for just a few seconds, just long enough to get back up to the speed limit and terrify me a little. Her dad was one hell of a tough cookie to crack. I couldn’t tell if he was trying to intimidate me, vent his feelings to me, or accept the situation he was in at all. But one thing I did know was that he supported Luna’s decision. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t have volunteered to get me from the airport while Luna finished stuffing her car with her belongings.

A few minutes later, he took another turn and rumbled, “Don’t tell her a damn thing that happened except that I gave you that damn necklace like she wanted me to.”

A thin smile spread across my lips as I reached down to idly play with the necklace. “I won’t say a word, Sir.”

“Then you might just be alright,” he muttered.

It wasn’t long from then that we were turning off the pothole-riddled road into a gravel driveway that led up to a quaint three-bedroom house. Luna’s car was parked to the side of the driveway in the grass. Henry pulled into the garage and turned off the truck and gestured to my door, “If you don’t make me feel like you’re happy to see her, I’m taking you back to the airport. I ain’t joking.”

I clambered out of the truck in a hurry and bolted for the door that led into the house, but before I could open it, Luna swung the door open.

I’d seen so many pictures of her since I’d met her, but seeing her in person still felt like seeing her for the first time. In a way, it kind of was, but I drank her in and tried to commit the sight of her standing in the doorway of her parent’s house to memory.

Luna’s dark brown hair was a little frizzy and wavy, though, in the pictures she sent, her hair was usually straightened. Her blue eyes beamed down at me and her smile could have made the sun envious. Her slender arms were tanned enough to prove that she really did spend hours at a time on her bike to help keep her in the kind of shape she wanted to be in. My eyes inevitably, and somewhat shamefully, did trace down to her waist. Even with the tank top she had on, I could see the ridges of the six-pack she was so proud of, and she damn sure should have been. Her long legs were somewhat hidden by the cargo shorts she had on.

Luna wasn’t lying to me and she certainly made me feel like I knew her so much better just by seeing her dressed like that. She wasn’t putting on something special for me. It was just another reason to adore her.

I rushed over to her and wrapped my arms around her waist. As hard as I tried to say her name, to tell her that I was so excited, I couldn’t get a single word around the painful lump in my throat. Instead, I buried my head into her shoulder and didn’t try to fight the tears as they started running down my face.

She was a few inches taller than me which must have come up at some point or the other, but it was a detail that had long ago slipped my mind. Still, that only made it so much nicer when she threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me tight against her. “Lil,” she breathed. “You’re… you’re finally here.”

A hand slid up the back of my neck and into my hair as she held me tighter against her shoulder, “You’re going to make me cry and today isn’t a sad day, please say something, baby.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat but it immediately formed again. Still, I managed to choke out, “I love the necklace.”

She laughed and hugged me even tighter, squeezing me to the point that I couldn’t breathe. Then, she let me go and took a step back, “Come on in, Mom wanted us to have dinner together, even if it’s barely two in the afternoon.”

I nodded my head and let her lead me into her house. Being emotionally overwhelmed wasn’t fair. I couldn’t get the words out that pleaded to be spoken. There were so many things I planned to say to Luna when I finally saw her, but… no one was perfect. Luna was about as close as I could imagine someone being to perfect and even I could see that her pride could be an issue for her. But it didn’t need to be. There was nothing wrong with being prideful, and as much as I believed myself to be the one that would take care of her, I couldn’t deny that the way she held me made me immediately change my mind.

I felt safe in her arms. There was a confidence to her that I wasn’t sure I’d ever been able to see while we were gaming together. When we vented before, there was no reason for us to hold things back. But… now that she knew how I felt and she shared those feelings, I felt somehow humbled that she chose me.

“So that’s her? This is the girl you’re dating?” came a shrewd voice that grated on my nerves before I’d even had a chance to get to know her. And yet, I could say nothing back. I did what I figured was best and just ignored the words and focused on Luna. She was why I was here. Nothing her mom could say would have made me like the woman after hearing what Luna had gone through with her. But… it did hurt to be so obviously disapproved of after having what I thought was a heart to heart with Henry.


Chapter Nine

My mom just didn’t know how to keep herself from pissing people off. I was having such a good day, Liliana was finally here after what felt simultaneously like the longest and still the shortest three days of my life. There was so much to do that I didn’t have much time to sit down and watch the hours creep by. I’d been busy since Luna sent me the picture of the plane ticket she bought, but it was all worth it to see her.

I followed my mom’s gaze back to my mess of a girlfriend. Her pale cheeks were still reddened from crying, but her large green eyes seemed to be transfixed on me like a duckling to its mother. I turned around and took a step back towards Liliana and put my arm around her lower back.

I locked eyes with my mom and smirked, “Isn’t she perfect? Liliana, this is my mom, Tiffany.”

Mom scowled at me and broke eye contact so that she could run her eyes up and down Liliana’s body. “She looks like she’s never worked a day in her life. Pale as sin, so she’s clearly not getting enough sun and that’s not good for anyone. You really know how to pick them, Luna.”

I looked down at Liliana and reached down to cup her chin with my free hand. Tilting her head back, I leaned down and kissed her soft, light red lips. Luna’s back stiffened from the surprise but she kissed me back. I almost let my tongue slip into Liliana’s mouth, but I slowly pulled away and smiled warmly at Luna, “I know how to pick somebody I’ll be happy with, Mom. If that’s not good enough, I really don’t want to hear your opinion.”

It didn’t occur to me until after I’d already kissed her that I shouldn’t have had our first kiss be out of spite.

Liliana’s eyes were wide, her lips still slightly parted. If it wasn’t a little disrespectful to my parents, I would have dove back in for another kiss. Instead, I settled for licking my lips, silently promising Luna that there would be much, much more to come.

“I didn’t say she wasn’t good enough,” Mom huffed as she walked over to us. She thinly smiled at Liliana. I could see right through that fake smile, but I didn’t want to make an already uncomfortable situation worse. “For a city girl, I guess you’d be cute to someone that liked your kind.”

Liliana was still quiet, uncharacteristically so. She nodded her head and mumbled, “Are you talking about me being trans?”

“I wasn’t, but if that’s how you took it, then so be it,” Mom said. “I was just trying to give you a compliment.”

“No, that’s not a fucking compliment, Mom,” I snarled and put myself between Liliana and my mom. I hadn’t told them that Liliana was transgender, I figured that with as long as she’d waited to tell me that she might have wanted to be the one to break that news to them. Liliana didn’t know that my mom wasn’t the most fond of people from places that she considered to be large cities, but I could understand Liliana feeling disrespected by the tone.

Misunderstanding or not, there was no way in hell that I would let her talk to Liliana that way. “That’s you making yet another underhanded comment to someone and acting like you’re somehow innocent. Just because you’re used to hiding behind Dad when someone calls you on how you are, that doesn’t mean you get to do this shit to Lil. She wanted to at least let you guys have a chance to get to know her, but this isn’t okay. If you can’t be on half-decent behavior for at least an hour, I can just leave right now.”

I wasn’t sure when Dad came in, but his deep voice roared out like I hadn’t heard in years, “Leave the damn girls alone! You ain’t ruining this for me!”

Liliana pressed herself into my side. I could feel how tense she was, fuck, I could feel her literally trembling. Whether she was pissed off or scared, I wasn’t sure, but she had reasons to be both.

Mom stammered for a second. I knew for a fact that she wasn’t used to having Dad angry with her, but there was no denying that she realized quickly that she’d overstepped. “I’m so sorry, Liliana. I do mean that. It ain’t right for me to judge you. It ain’t—”

“You done said sorry, if you mean it, that’s all you ought to say right now, Sugar,” Dad rumbled, his voice much calmer now. “Why don’t you two go on and have a minute? I didn’t think to ask if that poor girl needed to use the bathroom or anything on the way back. Y’all two go take a moment.”

I knew that Dad was both wanting me to be able to talk to Liliana privately, but I got the feeling that Mom was about to get an earful. I pulled away from Liliana. My hand found hers and I laced my fingers through hers and she held my hand tightly as she let me lead her down the hall and then into my bedroom.

My LED strips were already removed, but the soundproofing remained. That wasn’t something I figured I would need if I was living with someone that I would have happily shared even my most private moments with. It wasn’t the room I’d grown up in, though. It wasn’t the same room that I’d been personalizing since I was a baby. Most of my things were packed away in my car, leaving only the bare bed and the furniture that I’d replaced a few times over the years.

I shut the door behind us as I gestured to the bed with my free hand, “I’m really sorry about that. I didn’t think that she’d be such a bitch today. I figured that today of all days, she might cut us a break.”

“You’ve got nothing to apologize for,” Liliana said quietly as she took my invitation to sit on the bed. I let her pull me over to the bed before I pulled my hand away from hers.

She looked so shy and vulnerable sitting there on the corner of my old bed. Her dirty blonde shoulder-length hair spilled around her shoulders. The seven-hour flight hadn’t done her any favors as far as being fresh and presentable, but she looked perfect to me. Her eyes lingered on mine, but I couldn’t stop myself from looking down at her hungrily. I wanted her. I really did. But that wasn’t something we could do when dinner was just around the corner. Even if we had time, she looked more than a little shook up.

I spoke softly as I stood between her slightly spread legs, “I might not have to apologize to you, but I wanted to anyway. I’m glad Dad said something to her, for real. We kind of came to the understanding that it was better to just let her talk her mess and ignore it. She’s my mom and she’s completely different to Dad, but you didn’t deserve any of that.”

It was relieving to see the smile spread across her lips. “We say we don’t deserve a lot of things. It doesn’t bother me that much. It really doesn’t. I’m not a big people person to begin with. I’ve had to deal with two flights to get here, airport security, and then a drive with Henry. I’m a little stressed out if you want me to be honest, but just being here with you is making that better by the second.”

I put my hands on her shoulders and leaned over, gently pushing her to the bed. A soft whimper fell from her lips as I let my hands slide down her arms until I reached her hands. I laced my fingers through hers and moved them up above her head. As I did, her eyes lingered on mine, she didn’t resist or pull away from me, and that was enough confirmation that she was okay with what I was doing for me.

“You’re beautiful, Lil,” I cooed quietly.

“I didn’t think you could be any cuter, but seeing you in person… I’m okay with admitting I was wrong,” Liliana said as her cheeks flushed.

I leaned onto the bed and let my legs press against Liliana’s thighs. Her eyes widened as her legs parted, but once again, she let me get so close that my hips were pressing against hers. If I had a strap-on, I would have fucked her like that, her legs spread wide, her gorgeous eyes pleading for me to fuck her. The bulge in her tight jeans pressed back against me and was getting harder by the second. “Think I’ll be worth a cross-country road trip?”

“I-I think I’m thinking of a lot of things I don’t think I should be thinking about. That isn’t a question, Luna. Of course you’re worth a road trip. I’m more than a little excited to get on the road already, but I also kind of don’t want to move at all,” she admitted.

Her cock throbbed within her jeans, pressing against my crotch for a moment. I raked my teeth over my lower lip as I looked down at her. I could have ripped those jeans off her and rode her until the sun came back up tomorrow morning. She was so much cuter when she couldn’t hide behind her computer. On the internet, she was such a confident person and I would still hate to have to make major plans. If it wasn’t for her, I wouldn’t have even known where to start with how to take such a large step.

I bent over the bed and pressed my lips against hers again. She kissed me back immediately as she moaned through her nose. My hips ground against her cock as I let my tongue slip from my lips. She hesitated for a split second before parting her lips. Her tongue didn’t meet mine, but it seemed like she wanted more. I couldn’t deny her what she wanted.

My tongue pushed into her mouth and was greeted by Liliana’s. I moaned into the kiss as I rolled my hips against hers more forcefully as I licked her tongue and slowly retracted mine. She was quick to follow this time. I let her push her tongue into my mouth, but that was all I let her do. I sucked gently on her tongue, pulling it further into my mouth as my tongue danced around hers.

All the while, I could feel the warmth in my panties. I wasn’t just wet, I was soaked. My pussy ached with the overwhelming urge to unbutton her jeans and stop the fucking foreplay. But I wouldn’t. This wasn’t the time.

I let out a frustrated groan as I broke the kiss and opened my eyes again. The serene expression on Liliana’s face melted my heart, but I had to make the extremely hard decision to stop. “I’m not going to pretend I want to go back there when we could actually enjoy ourselves here, but we’ve got to eat if we want to leave.”

Her eyes fluttered open and a wide smile took her lips before she said, “I was enjoying that, but we’ve got all the time in the world after this, Luna. We don’t have to rush. Uh, I think I would probably enjoy it more if you didn’t feel like you had to rush.”

I chuckled down at her and let go of her hands so that I could stand back up. But as I let my eyes roam her stunning body, I couldn’t avoid looking at the long, thick bulge that was pushing against her skinny jeans. Without a word, I let my hand rest on top of that bulge and let my fingertips run up and down the length of her impressive shaft.

“I didn’t realize how much I’d want to use this so soon. I really didn’t. And if that’s an issue, please say something. I’d like to hope it’s obvious that I want you for so much more than this,” I gave her cock a light squeeze and continued, “but I’d be a liar if I said I’m not excited to figure out how to make myself come on this.”

She covered her face with her hands and whimpered, “I’m a virgin. I seriously hope that it’s good enough for you if we do end up doing something. B-but I think that after twenty-four years of not chasing sex that you know that I can wait as long as you need me to. T-That’s not to say I don’t want you to c-c-c…”

“Come all over you?” I asked as I reached down to pull her hands away from her face.

Liliana’s cheeks were crimson. She couldn’t look me in the eye, but her cock throbbed angrily in my hand. “Y-Yeah.”

I leaned down to whisper in her ear as I let my hand slide down the length of her shaft before my fingers spread slightly so that I could tease her balls through the jeans, “Then you’ll have to be a good girl for me. I don’t plan on being the only one that gets off, baby.”

The airy moans that poured out of her seemed to replace any words she might have wanted to say. Part of me wanted to tell her that I wasn’t incredibly sexually experienced either, but it wasn’t like I didn’t have a damn good idea of what I liked. I wasn’t ashamed of my high sex drive and she’d find out sooner or later that she wouldn’t have to pressure me into anything. If anything, I was starting to feel a little guilty that I was already playing with her cock.

I never thought that she would be on my bed, though. I never dreamed that she would actually take such a huge step for me. It wasn’t like she wasn’t getting something out of it, but I couldn’t pretend that she was helping me in ways that I might not ever be able to pay back. But if she did want me in her life as badly as I wanted her in mine, then there shouldn’t have been any debt to settle. If she wanted me in her life, then it should be a life we shared together.

My hand slowly drifted away from her crotch as I took a step back from the bed. “I’ve always wanted to stay in a hotel and make a mess of the bed. You wouldn’t mind sleeping in a little, would you?”

She slowly sat up on the bed and spoke in a voice barely louder than a whisper, “It’s so hard to say the things that I’m thinking right now. I-I can’t get the words out.”

I reached down to cup her face and smiled knowingly at her. “I get the feeling that once we’re on the road, you’ll be able to say a lot more. I understand. It’s not something I can say I understand, but I listened to you when you told me about struggling with leaving your house. I didn’t judge you then and I’m not judging you now.”

She raised a shoulder, holding my hand against her cheek as she rested on it as her eyes closed. “Thank you. For everything.”

I leaned in to kiss her forehead before I pulled my hands away from her and took another step back. The fact that she was still on the bed was a problem for me. All I wanted to do was climb on top of her and enjoy getting off on my bed one last time. But as Liliana said, we had all the time in the world.

“I think I’m the one that should be thanking you, but we can save all that stuff for after we’re out of here. Let’s go have dinner. If Mom wants to be a bitch, ignore her. You’re here for me, not her. I don’t care if she likes you or not. I like you. That’s what matters, baby.”


Chapter Ten

Leaving Luna’s bedroom was the hardest thing to do. I was paranoid that my shirt wouldn’t hide the fact that I was still turned on. I was terrified of seeing her parents again, especially after leaving them on that tense note.

It would have been even harder to stay in the room as Luna started heading back towards the kitchen. I was right behind her, following her like a lost puppy.

Once we were back in the kitchen, Henry and Tiffany were standing at the table talking in hushed whispers that stopped as soon as they saw us. Henry straightened up and nodded towards the counter, “Grab you a paper plate and get you something to eat, Liliana. Ain’t fancy, but it also ain’t like anyone loves doing dishes in this house.”

“I would have washed dishes,” Luna said as she stepped over to the small stack of paper plates that were set out on the counter and handed me one.

I took the plate and spoke softly, “We could still help clean up the mess.”

Henry let out a rumbling laugh and shook his head. “You two should hit the road after you eat. There are a couple of thousand miles between here and where you’re headed. Y’all better be safe on the road. I ain’t trying to make you spend money, but if Luna calls me after you two stop driving for the night and you ain’t in a hotel room, I ain’t sure I’d appreciate that.”

Tiffany nodded her head, “It’s just not safe to drive when it’s late. And I’m sure you two wouldn’t mind having a little while to yourselves outside of a car.”

I wasn’t sure if Tiffany was trying to be encouraging or not, but her choice of words was a little unsettling. Still, she seemed like she was trying to be a little nicer.

“Well, I personally hate driving after dark and I figured Luna would have already let you two know where we planned on stopping. We actually scheduled twelve hours of driving that we’re going to split up depending on how we feel, hotels for each—”

“Baby, they don’t need to know the details. I’ll call them and check in with them. They just want to know we’re safe,” Luna said and picked up a plate of her own. She quickly made a pass by all of the dishes that her mom prepared and then grabbed a fork out of the silverware drawer before sitting down at the table. “So, grab a plate and relax a bit if you can.”

Henry walked over and put his hand on my shoulder, “For the hour or so I’ve got left with you two, make yourself at home.”

I nodded and reveled in the surge of warmth I felt in my chest. For the time it took to make my plate, I let myself enjoy a fantasy that’d never even crossed my mind. It would have been Christmas or Thanksgiving, whatever the holiday, it didn’t matter. What mattered was that we flew back down to Georgia to see our family. Our family, not just hers. I could practically see Henry’s scowl as I handed him a gift from the two of us. But I’d hug him and tell him that it was nice to see him. He’d hug me back and then we’d sit at this very table, him with his wife, and me with mine.

I sat down at the table next to Luna and couldn’t help but giggle to myself when I saw that she was already tearing into her food. They were definitely a different kind of family than I had growing up, but then again, at least one of our families still seemed to care about their kid.

One was enough. And if time was kind to me, then Luna and I would have our own family, maybe. That was a conversation we could have another day, but so long as I had her, I would be happy.

“I just wanted to say that I’m incredibly grateful to be sitting here right now,” I said as I looked down at my plate and poked at my green beans with my fork.

Tiffany was the first to say anything, surprisingly. “I’m truly grateful that you seem to care about our daughter. It’s hard to know that she’s leaving with you, but our little bird wants to fly. We can’t keep her in the nest forever, especially not when we’ve already seen that she can soar.”

The words were beautiful and I looked over at Luna. She looked back at me before quickly looking back down as she finished chewing the mouthful of food she had. When she did swallow, she put her hand in front of her mouth and grumbled, “I’m not trying to be too quiet, but I’m seriously hungry.”

Luna’s gaze turned to her mom, then to her dad, and then back to me. “Fuck, you guys say I’m ready to fly, but I’m terrified. I’ve mentioned it to Lil, but I can’t see the future. I’m fucking scared. I really want this chance with Liliana, but you guys are my family. If things didn’t work out for some reason or the other, I’d still hope you two wouldn’t hate it if I needed to crash here again.”

Henry was on his way back to the table with his plate when he said, “Sweetheart, you’re always welcome back in this house. I ain’t going to tell you how to live your life. I can tell you that I ain’t never heard you as excited as you were when you told me about Lil. It ain’t like I’d let just anyone come in and take my baby girl away from me. If me and your mom ain’t shown that you can still love one another even if you can’t always see eye-to-eye, then I don’t know what you’d ever have learned from us.”

I felt like I was interrupting them, but if this was the people I would hope to make my in-laws someday, I couldn’t stay quiet forever. “I hope that I can offer your daughter a life with me that would make both of us happy. I also hope you two are happy. The lives we have are far too short to spend alone and miserable.”

I put down my fork as I looked down at my plate again, uncomfortable with the fact that the three of them were looking at me as I continued to talk. “This past year, I met your daughter, and ever since I met her, I’ve been lucky to say that she’s helped me so much as a person. I don’t think she knows it, but she’s a huge part of the reason I am in the position I am in life. It’s a bit embarrassing, but the books that have helped me become a little more mainstream weren’t the space operas that I thought I would be great at writing. Those did okay, but it wasn’t until I started writing romance that things picked up for me. Luna isn’t someone I can stuff in a book as a character, though. She’s so much more complicated than I could ever write convincingly. But, she’s a constant source of inspiration. I’m just… I can’t say how much I appreciate her. I don’t think I would be able to offer her anything if it wasn’t specifically because of her.”

Tiffany tapped her fork on the plate for a few moments before asking, “Lilian Starfall?” I looked over at Tiffany, a little unsure as to how she knew the name, but Tiffany’s eyes sparkled with recognition. “I don’t know if I should say anything else, Liliana, but I prefer your new work. Your old stuff didn’t have… soul?”

My heart froze in my chest as I sank down into my chair, desperately wishing that I could melt into nothingness. It was one thing that Tiffany was a fan of my work, but it was entirely humiliating to know that she must have read the sex scenes as well.

There was an awkward silence in the room for a few seconds before Henry asked, “Anyone want to fill me in?”

I shook my head. Tiffany didn’t seem to want to say anything either. But Luna didn’t seem to mind making me blush as she said, “Oh, Liliana is a writer, Dad. I knew she wrote, but uh, I’m more of a gamer than a reader, but maybe I should read a few books just to make sure I’m not missing some stuff. Anyway, she’s kind of a big deal apparently. Big enough of a deal that Mom heard about her.”

Tiffany stiffened up and mumbled, “Let’s finish eating, shall we? Please?”

I nodded and did my best to peck at the food on my plate, but I really wasn’t hungry, much less so now that I knew that Tiffany read enough of my books to at least have an idea of how I felt about things. That wasn’t all that bad, but if she could connect the dots between my books, it was pretty obvious that I’d modeled the Sullen Queen after Tiffany. That wasn’t a conversation I wanted to have with her.

We all ate somewhat quickly and I was very relieved when Henry started telling the story of how he and Tiffany met. It was truly a beautiful story, but even as I listened, I couldn’t pretend that my mind was truly on him. Luna had started affectionately rubbing my thigh after she finished eating. Minutes stretched into an hour and at points, I found myself sharing stories about my life. I told them what happened with my family when I came out as transgender. After that story, Tiffany seemed to be a little more friendly towards me.

The more time that passed, the less I wanted to leave. They seemed like the kind of people that would grow on me rather quickly. Hell, Tiffany was even being surprisingly sweet to Luna. That was something that I knew from experience wasn’t normal for them. But then again, what did I really know about what they considered normal?

It was nearly four in the afternoon when Henry stood from the table and let out a deep, resigned sigh. “I ain’t trying to run y’all off. If it were up to me, I’d ask y’all to stay the night, but if you’re going to be driving today, you’d best be getting on the road.”

Luna got up, the merriment fading from her eyes as she headed over to her dad. She threw herself into him, wrapping her arms around him in a hug as she squeezed him tight. He hugged her back, squeezing loud enough to pop her upper back while lifting her from the ground a little. Her lithe arms flexed as he squeezed him even harder.

“Damn it, Dad, I’m going to miss you so fucking much. I really don’t know what I’m going to do without you,” she said softly.

He slowly relaxed his hold on her but didn’t let her go, “You’re going to do what I did when my pop told me it was time to get out of his house. You’ll find out how to make your life work. It ain’t gotta be perfect. Nothing needs to be perfect, girl, and you’ve gotta know that you’re going to fall down plenty. Ain’t a damn thing in this world that could keep you from getting back up, sweetheart. Just make sure you don’t let Lil fall down and stay down either.”

His voice was growing increasingly distorted as he fought back his tears, but it didn’t help. The stoic man didn’t seem to react to the tears rolling down his cheeks again as he cleared his throat and kept talking, even though his voice made it clear that he was hurting in ways that I doubted he’d ever hurt before. “Damn it, girl. You done went and grew up on me. You weren’t supposed to get old. I ain’t sure what I’m going to do without you. You ain’t nothing if you ain’t the best thing that ever happened to me and your mom. Now, go on and get your ass out of here. Go be the best thing that ever happened to Lil, sweetheart.”

A familiar lump formed in my throat and I could feel the warmth rushing to my eyes. What was it with her family and crying? It wasn’t fair. I’d cried enough, but I couldn’t stop. It was hard for my heart to not break for Henry. That man loved his daughter. I would bet my life that he would give his for Luna without a second thought.

It was almost uncomfortable to see them separate. Luna was a sobbing wreck, but she hugged her mom before she made her way over to me. She didn’t say a word, she just offered me her hand and I knew that I couldn’t have said a damn thing if I wanted to. Today was one hell of an emotional day, but we’d made it.

I took her hand and waved to Henry and Tiffany as I was led back out of the house by my hand. There was solace in the warmth of Luna’s hand. Once we were in the garage, Luna waited for me to shut the door before she leaned in to kiss my wet cheek. She pulled her hand away from mine as she choked out in a strained whisper, “I’ll take the first shift.”


Chapter Eleven

The lack of chatting as I drove wasn’t something that either of us seemed to be in a hurry to break. It didn’t feel tense in the car as I got us back out onto the interstate headed west. For almost half an hour, I was alone with her and my thoughts, mostly thoughts of her. Once I had the cruise control set, I felt comfortable enough to reach over and stroke Liliana’s leg while I kept my eyes on the road.

It felt so disturbing to look in the rearview mirror and see the familiar sight of the overpasses I’d driven under so many times disappearing behind us. This time, I doubted I’d be turning around and seeing them when I came back to the house tonight. The thought wasn’t painful, but it was something that felt hard to swallow. Home had always been on our little property. Home was peaceful and pretty quiet. I could take my bike and ride for miles and miles, take the back roads into our little town and park my bike at work without ever touching a highway.

That was the home I was leaving behind. But ahead of me, I knew what the roads looked like for the next hundred or so miles. After that, it would be all new. A new home, a new town, a new girlfriend, and a new life.

New wasn’t always better, but the butterflies churning and roiling in my stomach were as much excited as they were scared.

My eyes darted over to Liliana for a moment to see and noticed that she was looking back at me. Eye contact had been made and I had so much I wanted to talk about, but it seemed like we both had things to think about.

“That hurt more than I wanted it to,” I whispered.

Liliana reached down to put her hand over mine with her thumb rubbing up and down my wrist. “I didn’t think it would hit me as hard as it did. I’m not trying to say I understand what you’re going through, but I swear I felt your dad’s heart break.”

“I’m pretty sure he’s going to be a mess for a while. He’s a damn good man,” I said. “But he was right about so much. We’re not always going to get along perfectly, Lil. I don’t say that because I don’t want us to have a smooth life. I say that because I want you to know I’m always going to fight for you, not against you.”

“I know you will, Luna. And I’m going to do whatever I can to make sure that you know I appreciate you fighting for me. I know you didn’t want to argue with your mom in front of me, but it means a lot that you were willing to stand up for me,” Liliana said.

I smiled as I thought back to the confrontation. Maybe it was about damn time that I got to stand up to my mom in general, but until she tried to treat Liliana like she treated me, I didn’t really have a reason to make a big deal about it. But I couldn’t let Mom talk to Liliana that way. I wouldn’t have let anyone speak to her like that, though. My mom wasn’t special, she was just the first person I had to put in their place.

“I’m glad it means something to you. It’s kind of crazy, isn’t it? I’ve told you for months and months that you mean a lot to me. It’s kind of great to be able to show you that I mean it,” I said in a lighter tone. I squeezed her leg and gave it a gentle shake as I relaxed back in my seat, “But this is the start of what I hope to be the best chapter of my life.”

“Chapters aren’t as long as I hope our relationship will be, baby,” Liliana said as she let her hand trail up my arm. She rested her hand on my shoulder, fingers slowly curling and relaxing. “All of this feels so impossible. And maybe this is a little weird to say out loud, but I’m kind of thankful that you had a fucked up wheel bearing.”

I laughed at the comment and nodded my head in agreement. “In a way, that wheel bearing going bad was what started this, huh?”

“I’d argue that you kind of started it when you started sending me pictures that were borderline lewd,” she said.

“Can’t say that you’re wrong. But at that point, we were already teasing each other occasionally. I don’t know if you want to hear this or not, but there were way too many nights when I was texting you and playing with myself,” I admitted.

I saw her head turn out of the corner of my eye as she pulled her hand away from my shoulder, “So you mean to tell me that you’ve been interested in me for how long?”

“That’s not fair to say! Be real, you have a silver tongue when you’re texting me, especially when things are heating up. That’s why I started pushing to talk to you through voice chat! If I was a bit on the horny side, I just so happened to find reasons that I couldn’t join a voice call,” I mumbled.

Liliana’s warm laughter was music to my ears after such an emotionally exhausting day. “Well, I guess I can be happy about knowing that you enjoyed it when I was teasing you. Uh, it just feels a little weird to think back to the times when I thought that you wouldn’t be so…”

The word lingered in the air for a few moments too long for my patience to handle. “So what?”

She hesitated to answer as she drew her hands back towards her lap.

While I wasn’t truly that worried about what she might have wanted to say, it did seem like she wanted to get the words out but couldn’t. A little encouragement hopefully wouldn’t scare her too much, “Liliana, you’re going to have to answer me at some point. We’ve got over two thousand miles to drive, don’t think that I’m letting you get out of telling me what you meant.”

She squirmed in her seat as she answered, “It’s not that you’re something. It’s more about the way you made me feel when you had me on the bed. In a way, I felt like I was lying to you in such a huge way by not telling you that I had… well, you know what you felt down there. B-But I guess I just always thought that I would want to do stuff to you. Fuck, this is so hard to say out loud.”

“Then don’t, baby. Just text it to me. I’ll check it the next time we get off the interstate,” I offered.

“P-Promise not to judge me?”

I glanced over at her, our eyes meeting for a moment, “I would never. Trust me, I’ve got my ideas as to how you’re feeling.”

“T-Then maybe you could say it and I could let you know if you’re close or not?” she asked.

I had to think about that for a moment, but the worst thing I could do was get it wrong. “Sure, and I do feel like I kind of accidentally led to this being an issue in the first place. I’m not going to lie to you at all, you having a dick did change things for me. Obviously, it’s not so much that I have an issue with that at all, but it changed the things I thought I would want from you sexually. The night I sent you the pictures of, well, my body, I was turned on. Then you sent the picture of your cock and I couldn’t help myself. I had to get off. Fuck, I’ll stop trying to hide my shame.”

I took a second to take a breath and still my nerves as best I could. She knew that I was a relatively sexual person, I’d also told her that the only experience I had was with another woman. I never really went into details, because if I was honest, I didn’t know if fingering a chick should have counted as a sexual experience. But it did in some circles, so I guess I wanted her to feel like I knew what I was doing when it came to when I used to talk about pleasuring her. But that was before I found out she had a cock. Long before that.

“Okay, so I was trying to stretch myself a little bit more than I usually do because you looked fucking huge, and you are. But I’ve never really been one to finger myself. Riding those fingers got me so close to getting off. But the entire time I was fucking myself, all I could think about was having you under me. You mentioned that I made you feel a certain way,” I said as I let my hand trail up her thigh. Once my hand bumped against her waist, I hesitated for just a second before letting my hand come to rest on top of her bulge.

She gasped at the touch but if she wanted me to stop, she wasn’t making that clear. So I didn’t. I let my hand grind against her thickening cock as I continued, “So my guess is that you thought you wanted to fuck me, not be fucked by me. And if that’s close enough, I want to point out that it was barely a few days ago that I was wishing you would take me by the hips and fuck the hell out of me. But now?”

I let my hand flatten over her cock. Even with the heel of my hand at the base of her shaft and my hand fully stretched out, I still couldn’t reach her crown. I wanted to pull over and ride her in the passenger seat right fucking then, but I knew better. We’d have a hotel room eventually.

“But now, when I think about this being inside me, it’s never really with you on top of me or whatever. Fuck, I’ve thought about riding you, making you eat me out, having you fuck me exactly how I tell you to or not at all,” I wasn’t done talking, but the moan that pulled from my lips interrupted me for a second. “F-Fuck, I’m trying to say that I think you’re so much hotter when you’re at my mercy.”

Liliana reached down and put her hand on top of mine and slowly moved it back to her thigh instead of her cock. “T-That’s pretty close to what I was thinking. I l-love when you play with it, but could I ask you to not do that while we’re in the car?”

“I’m fine with waiting until I can have you to myself in a bed, baby,” I purred. While I felt more than comfortable enough to drive and tease her, I also refused to ignore her discomfort.

“A-Are we still going to play games when we stop at the hotel, though?” Liliana asked.

I couldn’t help but laugh. She knew for a fact that she was going to be losing her virginity tonight and yet, she was still worried about our previous plans for the hotel room stays. Liliana could be so damn oblivious at times.

“Of course we’re going to game. If you lasted long enough for us to have to skip gaming, I don’t think I’d be able to keep up with you, babe,” I purred.

Her cheeks flushed as she mumbled, “I-I’m nervous about it.”

“Which part?” I asked.

Her answer came with a hitched breath as she turned to look out of the window, “All of it. The hotel, getting you moved in, hoping I can be the person you want me to be… just, everything.”

“Baby, I can’t tell you not to be nervous. There’s so much that we don’t know and couldn’t know yet. If we knew how everything would turn out, what would be the point of exploring it together?” I asked.

She looked back over at me and reached over to put her hand on my leg in return. The warmth of her hand on my thigh made me want to spread my legs and give her as much room to work as she could ever need, but I didn’t want to be that much of a slut. She probably wouldn’t have wanted to explore my body too much in a moving car anyway, but that was probably what was safest for both of us.

“I’m really glad that we’re doing this,” she whispered.

I nodded at her before turning on my radio. It was synced to my phone and within a few seconds, my playlist started streaming through my speakers. A few moments later, I glanced over and noticed that Liliana was lip singing along to the song. The smile that’d been hard to wipe away with her finally next to me widened as I started singing out loud. I wasn’t a great singer, but hearing me sing seemed to help Liliana relax enough to sing with me.

Sure, we probably weren’t going to be karaoke champions, but the fact that she knew almost every song in my playlist was pretty damn awesome. It helped the minutes roll by and after a couple of stops along the way, we’d put almost four hundred miles behind us. If not for the fact that Liliana was getting a little nervous about driving on a moonless night, I would have kept going another few hours.

A hotel room would do just fine for the time being, but I wanted my baby girl in her bed. I wanted to get her back to the place she was truly comfortable. More specifically, I wanted to get her back to the bed I’d be comfortable fucking her like an animal on.

I didn’t think I’d be so lustful after being with her for a few hours, but it didn’t bother me as much as it probably should have. Liliana wasn’t a stranger. Sure, I might not have known her in person, but that didn’t invalidate the past twelve months I’d spent with her. People met and got married within a year all the time. Some didn’t last all that long and that was okay. Some people wanted to rush into a relationship. I’d thought about what might happen if we dated before, I wasn’t ashamed to admit that, but at the same time, I wasn’t the kind of person who could handle distance in a relationship.

I reached over and put my hand on the back of her neck and started massaging as best I could from my position. Liliana might have been just as proud of me for taking the step to move in with her, but it wasn’t undeserved. She cared about me in ways that I wasn’t sure I’d have ever experienced.

“How do you feel about showering with me?” I asked in a honeyed voice, one that promised a long night if she wanted it.

“Y-You ask that like I’m somehow going to say no,” Liliana stammered. “I’m so fucking down.”

It took almost another fifteen minutes to find an exit that had advertised lodging. It only took a few more to get to the hotel. I popped my trunk and tilted my head as I saw an unfamiliar suitcase, but it only took a second to realize that it must have been Liliana’s. Dad must have put it in the trunk for her at some point before coming inside earlier.

I pulled her suitcase along behind me with my backpack slung over my shoulder. It was uncomfortable to watch her swipe her card at the front desk, but I’d make sure we got every dollar’s worth out of our room.


Chapter Twelve

The hotel room was surprisingly nice. It wasn’t like I’d bought the most expensive room they had, but I didn’t want a small bed and a cramped space either. Once we were inside, I was going to ask if she really wanted me to shower with her, but I didn’t get the chance to say a word before she was on me.

Luna’s backpack rolled down her arm in a single fluid motion and was tossed on the bed. She left my suitcase standing behind her as she closed the distance between us, her hips pressing against mine as her hands slid down my lower back to cup my ass.

I could feel my cheeks burning as she squeezed my ass and pulled me tighter against her as she purred, “I want to throw you on the bed so fucking bad, baby. If it wouldn’t be a bit of a waste of your first time, I’d let you fuck me in the shower. Fuck, there’s so much I want to try with you, but there’s so much time and I shouldn’t make your cock raw on the first night together.”

“T-That’s not the worst problem to have,” I choked out. It was so hard to say anything with her hands on my butt. The feeling of her hips pressing against mine had my blood pumping in my ears. She had to be able to feel me getting turned on yet again, but instead of shame, all I wanted was for her to see me naked and to just get that step out of the way.

If it was left up to me, I probably would have waited a few weeks before even offering to shower together. I’d have waited to have sex. I’d have given her all the time she needed, but Luna was making it incredibly obvious that she didn’t feel like we had to wait any longer than we already had.

It was a lot to take in. Luna was a beautiful woman and I couldn’t believe how lucky I was that she was desperate for me. But a part of me felt a little sad that I couldn’t stand my ground and make sure that she wanted more than to maybe cuddle tonight. And yet… I would have been doing nothing but trying to be honorable by her. Honor had its place. I wouldn’t do a damn thing she didn’t want, but… she wanted me.

She pulled away from me with a smirk on her lips as she purred, “Don’t bother with getting a change of clothes for the shower. We won’t need clothes until it’s time to leave, baby.”

With that, she kicked off her shoes and walked into the bathroom and I heard the water turn on. The sound quickly snapped me out of my shocked stupor. She wasn’t teasing me. This wasn’t a drill.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and followed her lead by taking a second to take off my shoes before I walked into the bathroom. Luna’s tight ass was on full display as I stepped through the door. She was bent over picking up her shorts and panties, but my eyes couldn’t help but look at her hips. Her tight lips looked so inviting, but if there was one thing that I didn’t expect to drive me wild, it was the tan lines that showed that she tanned in nothing but a thong and a bra.

Luna stood back up and turned to face me, her cheeks slightly flushed as she gestured to me, “Just going to stand there and watch, or are you going to join me?” She moved the sliding glass door of the shower out of her way and stepped inside and was quick to start washing her hair as she watched me undress.

I didn’t mind taking off my shirt and bra, I was very proud of what hormones had done for my chest. The hard part was taking off my jeans, but she was already naked. I was already hard. She’d already felt my cock a few times. She’d pretty much seen it before. If there was anything to be ashamed of, Luna didn’t make me feel like I’d be judged in any way that wouldn’t make me feel like a princess.

I unbuttoned my jeans and had to fight with them a little more than I was proud of as I worked them down my legs. Then came my panties. And then I was naked in front of the woman I could finally hold in my arms. But the fantasy changed the second she was on top of me earlier. I wanted to be held by her. I wanted to do anything she asked if it meant making her happy. Even without having to have the awkward conversation about reciprocation, I knew that Luna wouldn’t let me go without being rewarded for being a good girl.

My heart thundered in my chest as I stepped into the shower with her and pulled the door shut. “Y-You’re so damn perfect, Luna,” I breathed.

She opened her eyes as she rinsed her hair under the stream of water. “Because I’m a chick with a sex drive or because you’re being really sweet?”

I let out a nervous chuckle and shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t think I was being sweet, just saying that I think you’re already the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

Luna stepped closer to me and reached down to put her hands on my bare hips as she leaned in and whispered, “And I think you’re probably not appreciating how well your books sell, but hey, I’ll take that compliment. But what I’ll also take is a shot in the dark. Want me to go down on you?”

I wasn’t even sure how to react to something so blunt. It was so much easier to just let her put her hands on me, to take what she wanted from me. It wasn’t like I didn’t want the same things, but having to say what I wanted out loud was so much harder.

“C-Can I get clean before you do? I-I want to be fresh for all of this stuff,” the words were hard enough to get out, but I didn’t want her to have a single thing she’d regret. My anxiety was flaring up and there was nothing I could do about it. No matter how much I tried to tell myself that whatever came next would be a normal, healthy thing, I couldn’t deny that I was scared of not being good enough.

“Wash your front, I’ll absolutely get your back,” she cooed. Luna stepped around me in the shower. Even though it was a decently sized shower, there was no way for her to get around me without our bodies touching, and my initial instinct to turn sideways proved to be an awkward moment, at least for me.

My cock pressed against her bare thighs as her breasts pressed against my chest. Her hard nipples drew a pathetic whimper from my lips. I wanted to lean in and let my tongue worship her nipples, but that thought was fleeting and only made my cheeks burn hotter.

Luna let out a quiet groan as she lightly pushed me back against the shower wall. Her hands moved to my hips where her fingers dug into my soft ass and pulled gently, spreading me open as she pressed her body against mine. Luna’s wet, soft thighs had my cock fully hard in seconds which was both embarrassing and incredibly hot for me.

If she was bothered that I was so close to her pussy, she didn’t let on. She spread her legs slightly and my cock filled the gap between her thighs. My eyes immediately shot to the side and I couldn’t look at her as I felt my cock pressing against her soft lower lips.

Luna rocked her hips back and forth, her slit rubbing against my shaft as she leaned down and purred sensually into my ear, “If you think that feels good, stay still. Shut your eyes if you’ve got to. And try to relax, trust me, you’re going to want to.”

Luna’s hands slid up to my waist as she slowly started slinking down to her knees. As her hips pulled away from mine, my cock throbbed free and slapped lightly against her tight stomach. It was the awkward reality of sex. These were the things I always skipped in my books because I knew that they were a little weird, but at the same time, it felt so good to have my cock sliding along her stomach, up between her breasts, and before I even had time to take a deep breath, she’d taken me into her mouth.

I didn’t close my eyes. I wouldn’t miss the moment. Looking down at her, I watched as her lips parted and she took my thick crown into her mouth. A quivering moan strained its way out of my throat as her tongue met the underside of my sensitive head.

She leaned in further, taking another few inches into her mouth before she let her lips tighten around my shaft. She hollowed her cheeks, the pressure around my cock growing more intense, but it wasn’t until she started bobbing back and forth on the first few inches of my cock that my knees nearly buckled.

Her tongue pressed against the underside of my shaft to tease the vein beneath. Each time she started pulling away, she would press harder with the tip of her tongue as she dragged it up the legnth my cock, only to relax her tongue as she took me back into her mouth, and soon after, her throat.

Luna choked around my cock, her throat clenching around my shaft as she quickly pulled away and looked up at me, her eyes slightly wide.

I reached down and let my fingers sift through her soaked hair as I whimpered, “That feels a-amazing, baby.”

That seemed to make her calm back down and she let out a relieved breath through her nose. She tried to take me further down her throat, this time managing more than half of my length before her throat tightened once again, drawing a blissful moan from my lips. I hated that her choking felt so fucking great. I didn’t want her to suffer, but I couldn’t stop my knees from buckling as she held herself in place.

Her throat milked my cock as she looked up at me, beautiful blue eyes occasionally snapping shut as stray water peppered her face. Maybe it wasn’t the best idea to let her go down on me in the shower, but she wasn’t pulling away and I couldn’t bring myself to want to make her stop.

Her tongue writhed on the underside of my shaft as she slowly pulled back until my crown slipped free of her lips. Luna quickly moved a hand to my cock and started stroking it as she looked up at me and asked, “Do you like having me on my knees, baby?”

“W-What kind of question is that? Y-You’re really good at that,” I whimpered.

She giggled as she slowed down her stroking. Her eyes shifted down to look at my cock. She leaned in and pressed her lips to the side of my shaft and kissed it before her eyes met with mine again, “I’m glad to hear that my first time trying this isn’t horrible. But I want to finger you while I do it. I-Is that fine by you?”

I almost didn’t believe that she was asking for permission. But I couldn’t bring myself to utter the word yes. I nodded my head, excited by the prospect, but I’d never really given anal much of a consideration. It wasn’t that I didn’t like the idea once she brought it up, but usually, that was something I would toss in a book if I just wanted to spice things up.

She let her hand travel all the way up the length of my cock before pulling two of her fingers into her mouth as she maintained eye contact with me. At first, it was kind of hot, but watching her take her fingers knuckle deep and suck on them was just breathtaking. As nervous as I felt about the new experience, I couldn’t deny that Luna was making me wish she was inside me already.

I felt my chest tighten up and a familiar blush crept into my cheeks when I could no longer lock eyes with her. I wanted her to do anything she wanted to me, but I couldn’t look. In a fucked up way, it felt wrong that she was the one on her knees. It felt like I should have been treating her to every last bit of pleasure I could have possibly offered her before being rewarded like this.

Her hot, wet mouth was back on my cock in what felt like seconds, but the single finger pressing against my pucker as her other hand held my cheeks open made it hard to truly relax and enjoy the blowjob. She took me deep into her throat, nearly all the way down to my base. At the same time, she pushed the tip of her finger into my ass.

It didn’t hurt, but the finger inside me also didn’t feel anywhere nearly as good as her throat did. At least, it didn’t at first.

Luna’s finger pushed deeper into me as she started bobbing along my cock, slowly at first, but as she started pumping her finger into me, she started sucking faster. And then an unexpected pleasure rocked my body. Her finger swirled within me as she explored my body. A gasping moan burst from my lips as she pressed against what I knew must be my prostate, but the sensation was almost impossible to place. It felt so fucking good, but it was almost like having a part of my cock that I couldn’t see deep inside me being stroked.

“F-Fuck, I-I… I-I’m going to… please don’t s-stop,” I whimpered, failing to truly warn her, but she should have known that I sucked at talking about sexual things by now. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to tell her. I could write the words all day long, but being the recipient of the kinds of bliss that I could only just now truly relate to was new to me. One day, maybe I could be as confident as she seemed to be, but today wasn’t that day.

She didn’t say anything. To be fair to her, she seemed far more interested in making me come than trying to tell me if it was okay or not. She stopped coming up for breath and instead held me in her throat, rocking back and forth enough to face fuck herself with my cock. The ecstasy from that was enough to send me over the edge, but that wasn’t enough for her. She pushed the second finger into my ass, curling it against my prostate as she’d quickly discovered it was something I loved.

My knees felt like they would give out. If not for the fact that I was already leaning heavily against the shower wall, I probably would have fallen then and there, but I didn’t. Instead, the most embarrassing gasps and moans flew out of me far louder than I wanted them to be. It was too much to take. Her tight, clenching throat around my cock and her two fingers massaging my prostate was divine, but it wasn’t the physical bliss that made my legs quiver and my skin crawl with goosebumps. It was the undeniable fact that she was fully devoted to making sure I enjoyed myself.

I felt my balls tightening and almost instantly, the first hot, creamy rope of my cum splashed down her throat. Luna slowly pulled back until she only had about four inches in her mouth, but she didn’t wait for my seed to fill her mouth. She swallowed what she had and kept sucking, her tongue lovingly stroking the underside of my cock to coax more of my cum out and into her mouth. Her fingers became an afterthought, occasionally shifting back and forth in me, but her focus was solely on swallowing every drop of my orgasm.

I stroked my hand through her hair over and over, unable to say a word and even if I could, I wasn’t sure what to say for once. The only words I wanted to tell her felt like they would have been incredibly too early. Love was a big word, but after wishing I could have her in my arms for the better part of a year, finally having her next to me, and then being made to feel like I was worth all the attention in the world… I loved her. But the words couldn’t come out yet.

She slowly let my softening cock fall free of her heavenly mouth as she slowly stood up, her fingers slipping free of my ass while she whispered, “How do you feel about finishing up and letting me have some fun with you on the bed, baby girl?”

My hand weakly drifted down from her hair to her shoulder. A smile lazily stretched across my lips as I mumbled, “I feel good about that. I’d feel better if you kissed me?”

She smiled back at me as she leaned in and closed her eyes. I shut my eyes and waited for her lips to press against mine. Almost immediately, her tongue pushed into my mouth, bringing with it the slightly salty taste of my cum, but I didn’t mind that at all. I moaned into the kiss and hesitantly let my hands slide around her waist and nervously cup her ass.

Luna pressed her body against mine and moaned into the kiss. A sudden urgency seemed to build within her as she kissed me deeper and ground her hips against me. I could feel her pussy occasionally rubbing against my thigh. She was wet and almost uncomfortably hot. I knew she could be a bit horny at times, but it wasn’t until that very moment that I realized how fucking lucky I was for that fact.

I couldn’t wait for her to use me.


Chapter Thirteen

I pried myself away from Liliana. Every fiber of my being screamed to kiss her again, to suck her cock again, fuck, to do anything to hear her moan just one more time. I needed her, though. I loved every second of making her erupt in my mouth, but I couldn’t deny myself any longer.

“I’m sorry if this is rude, but baby, we need to hurry this up. I swear, I want to take so many things slow, but I’m literally hurting to have you in me right now. Fuck, if you’re not okay with how fast it’s going, please say something, but I’ve got to take care of myself one way or the other if you’re uncomfortable,” I confessed.

Liliana opened her mouth to say something, but all that came out were broken stammers of words that seemed to fail her. She gave up on trying to say anything and instead reached for a bar of soap. Her hand pressed against my abs and she started apprehensively rubbed the soap over my stomach.

“If that’s what you want to do, I really won’t stop you from touching anything. Baby, at this point, I’ve sucked your dick and swallowed your cum. If I was afraid of you touching me, I’d probably have to reconsider how our sex life is going to work,” I purred teasingly.

Her cheeks flushed even darker as she nodded her head and whispered, “T-Thank you for doing that.”

Liliana’s hand slipped down towards my hips and once again, she hesitated before finally letting her hand slide between my legs. What did surprise me was that she reached behind me with her other hand and took the soap and started washing my back. The hand that was still sudsy returned to my pussy and with it came the pleasure that I was so desperate to have.

Her fingers gingerly explored my lips and while she seemed like it was all new to her, just being touched by her was enough to make me bite my lip. I wanted more. I wanted fingers inside me. They wouldn’t have been enough, but Liliana had something that would have been more than enough. If it wasn’t her first time, I would have begged her to fuck me then and there.

Instead, I let her wash my vulva, and once she felt that I was clean, she moved on and continued to wash the rest of my body. It was an oddly sensual experience to have her take control of my arm and let her hold me in whatever way she wanted. Truly, I would have paid for the kind of pampering I was getting, but in a way, swallowing her load was kind of payment in a way.

It was ironic in a way that I almost felt like offering to trade her a blowjob for a massage or something along those lines after our previous conversations about sex. Both of us seemed to be so afraid of pushing the other too far, but in the heat of the moment, all I wanted was more and I hoped that she felt the same way. If she didn’t, then I wasn’t quite sure why she seemed so excited to get out of the shower.

Once she finished cleaning me, I did a quick rinse off under the showerhead and then took the soap from her. I washed her body, but it was far less sensual. I wanted her clean, but that only meant so much when I knew that I was about to make her just as sweaty as I wanted to be. Still, we both left the shower much happier and cleaner than when we went in.

The walk to the bed was the awkward part for me. We were silent, and in a way, that felt wrong. But what was there to say that hadn’t been said? That silence lingered, and after a few moments, it became quite romantic from my point of view.

She stood sheepishly in front of the bed as if she was waiting for permission to get on it. She didn’t get that permission.

I put my hands on her chest and smiled warmly at her, my palms gently rubbing against her perky breasts. My hands roamed up to her shoulders and I smirked at her before shoving her back onto the bed.

Her eyes went wide and she gasped, but the soft bed caught her and broke her fall. Before she could get comfortable, I’d already climbed on top of her. Liliana’s cock was still soft, but I sat down on her hips anyway, letting my bare pussy rest against her shaft, pinning it against her core.

And still, the silence lingered.

I leaned down over her, my eyes locking with hers as strands of my still damp hair fell around my face. My hips rolled back and forth ever so slightly, just enough to tease her cock to life as she sucked in a deep breath. Feeling her cock grow inch by inch beneath me with every passing second was hotter than it had any right to be. Her sheer size felt intimidating against my slit. I’d never considered myself much of a size queen, but I was getting so much more than I bargained for, but it seemed almost poetic to me that Liliana had a cock that most cis men would have killed for.

She had more than most men could have ever offered me sexually, and yet, she was the one that never pushed herself onto me as anything more than a friend. She wanted me to be happy. She wanted to make my life better. She wanted everything that I wanted for me, but unlike myself, she had the means to make my life comfortable.

Sex wasn’t something I wanted to focus on in any of the relationship fantasies I had in my head. It was always the typical fantasy of coming home to a man or woman (I really wasn’t picky) that was excited to see me. We’d have a pet or two, a clean but still lived-in home. Sex wasn’t what I thought I wanted.

But looking down into those green eyes, feeling her cock against my core… I needed her. I wanted her to need me. I wanted to be able to fuck her like she’d only dreamed of.

I reached down between us and lifted my hips away from her cock so that I could take it in my hand and hold it against my drenched slit. Her crown felt so thick against my entrance. Three fingers were nowhere near enough to prepare me for the real thing. But with how wet I was? I felt comfortable enough as I pushed against that thickness.

For a moment, there was just the pressure of her cock against my tight slit. I bit my lip as I looked down at her and sheepishly shrugged my shoulders before I sat up slightly, putting more weight on my hips. The dull ache of my pussy stretching around her cock was both painful and blissful at the same time. I could feel her slowly pushing inside me. But then the ache shifted into a light burning sensation as I felt her cock sink into me.

I pressed down against the bed with my ankles and held myself still as I fought to keep from hissing out in pain. It did hurt, I wouldn’t lie about it, but I understood that the pain would go away.

My fists balled up in the cover that Liliana was laying on as I took a few steadying breaths. It didn’t take long for the pain to subside and the unbelievably pleasurable sensation of being stretched around Liliana’s cock to take over. She was huge, unbelievably so, but I needed to conquer every inch of her. If Liliana wanted to think I was a slut for her cock, I’d happily let her, but if pleasure could be a competition, then I wasn’t exactly shy about throwing down the gauntlet.

I straightened my back and let my weight pull me down further onto her cock. Liliana’s hands moved to my thighs as she let out a cooing moan that urged me to let her feel more of my tight walls. Those hands slid up to my waist and her grip tightened just enough to keep her hands on my body as I started slowly lifting off her shaft a few inches.

Low groans and quiet moans flowed freely from my lips as I rode her. It was one thing to be stretched by her perfect cock, but once my juices helped lubricate her, everything turned from pleasurable to sheer bliss. Instead of having to slowly take her back inside me, my pussy welcomed her as a cherished guest. Each time I lowered myself back onto her, I made sure to take just a little more of her length. I wasn’t sure how long it took for me to finally feel the warmth of her hips against mine, but when I felt her balls pressing against me and her lithe body beneath me, I let out a deep, content sigh.

She had to be nine inches at least. At the very fucking least. It was something that I probably shouldn’t have even considered, but as I looked down at her, I couldn’t help but smirk. “Proud of me, baby girl?”

Liliana’s eyes were half-shut and they fluttered for a second before she locked eyes with me. Her bottom lip was between her teeth and I could tell that she was struggling to keep her eyes open. It must have been good for her. My baby girl was the worst at hiding how she felt, even if she thought being quiet meant I couldn’t read her like the books she wrote.

“Y-Yes,” Liliana stammered. Her thumbs rubbed my hips, but I felt her writhing beneath me, her cock shifting inside me just enough to tease me with the kind of pleasure that I’d been craving for so long. It wasn’t about her being huge. I would have loved fucking her if she’d have had six inches or whatever but at the same time… I wasn’t complaining about having more to work with.

I smiled down at her as I leaned over her once more, my hips lifting away naturally and causing her cock to slide out of me a few inches. I kissed her softly, my lips lingering on hers for just a second before I shifted my knees a little wider on the bed so that I could take her almost fully inside me again.

As much as I would have loved to savor the moment, I wanted her to come again. I wanted to see how cute she looked when she realized that she was going to finish and there was nothing she could do about it.

I let my right hand rest on the bed beside her head and leaned onto it. With my free hand, I reached down and guided her hand to my chest and whispered, “I’m yours to enjoy, baby girl. Whatever you want, I don’t think that I’m going to have many limits with you. But I told you what I wanted.”

I leaned in closer and kissed her cheek and then moved further down to gently nibble on her earlobe before turning to whisper right into her ear, “I’m going to make you scream.”

I pulled away from her and rolled my hips forward and then quickly reversed direction to shove her cock back inside me where it truly belonged. I watched her, a hunger in my heart that wouldn’t be satisfied until I knew that Liliana came undone.

Her hand was almost completely still on my breast, but I could tell that she was lost in the kind of pleasure that I wanted to offer her. But… it wasn’t like I needed her to play with my chest, I just wasn’t sure if she wanted to or not. There was a lot I didn’t know about what Liliana was into sexually. She was always more receptive to hearing about what I thought was hot, but exploring her was just one more thing I’d love to spend time doing with her.

At first, she was quiet. Her moans were soft and mostly controlled, but as I started riding her faster, her breathing would occasionally hitch in her throat and she would have to suck in a gasp of air. That wasn’t enough for me. I sat up again, taking my hand off the bed, and grabbed onto the headboard with both hands instead.

Her eyes shot open as I started violently riding her cock from my position on top of her. It was so much easier to use the headboard to pull myself off her cock and then just let gravity do the rest. The loud smack of my soaked pussy crashing into her bare hips over and over was quickly drowned out by Liliana’s blissful cries as she watched me with nothing short of eternal appreciation in her eyes.

I wanted to pretend I was in complete control, but that wasn’t the case. Every time her cock buried deep inside my pussy, I had to fight the urge to grind on her cock and play with my clit until I came. When I pulled away from her, it was too damn tempting to let go with one of my hands and focus on myself. If I asked her to, I knew that she would have tried her hardest to get me off, but I wanted her to just enjoy the appreciation I wanted to shower her with.

Liliana’s hand finally slid down from my chest down to my hip again, but this time, she moved them both to my ass and started lightly pulling my back down onto her cock in time with my motions. Her hips lifted from the bed gently, as if she was unsure as to what she could do to help, but obviously still trying.

“Mm, that’s right baby, fuck me,” I moaned down to her.

Her already pink cheeks flushed hotter as she gasped, “I’m c-close.”

“Good, because I think I’m starting to realize that I just can’t get off without playing with my clit,” I moaned as I took my right hand off the headboard and immediately started rubbing my clit as I continued to fuck her.

She felt good inside me, that much I was sure of, but I wasn’t lying to her. Even though I felt like I was so fucking close, just like I had been with my fingers, there was nothing like having my clit played with. Maybe it was just that I’d trained my body to expect my sensitive bead to be a part of my orgasm or maybe I just wasn’t as sensitive as I wished I could be, but the second my fingers started rocking my clit back and forth, I could instantly feel my pussy clenching around her thick shaft.

Liliana’s moans got louder as she thrust up from the bed harder. Her hands held my ass tighter, fingers kneading at my firm cheeks as she gasped desperately for breaths that came out as primal, blissful cries.

I stopped myself halfway down onto her cock and held the position as I focused solely on my clit. Liliana seemed to understand the shift in dynamic instantly and started wantonly pumping herself into me, her thick cock fully slamming into my depths again and again.

The pleasure was too much to resist. Between her cock molding my pussy to Liliana’s needs and my own desperate rubbing, I couldn’t keep my orgasm from gushing out onto her hips and lower stomach as I screamed at the top of my lungs, “F-Fuck me like you mean it, Lil!” The sweet scent of my juices permeated the space between us. My mouth watered at the thought of her hot cum pumping into me, but more than that, I wanted to watch her as she finished.

Liliana slammed into me viciously, her thrusts coming in heavy enough to cause me to have to brace against the headboard to keep from being picked up from the impact. Her whimpering moans grew louder before she simply went silent. Her eyes squeezed shut as she turned her head and pressed into the pillow as she moved her hands to my hips and pulled me down as hard as she could. My hips crashed down onto hers, causing her cock to fully disappear into my needy slit.

I could feel her throb inside me, but I didn’t dare look away from her to enjoy the sight of my lower lips kissing her bare hips as she came. It was all I could do to not throw my head back and enjoy the blissful sensation.

Her mouth opened slightly as she let out soft, almost breathless sighs while her cum pumped deep inside me. She pulled a hand away from my hip and ran it through her hair and then her hand disappeared under the pillow before she pulled it over her face, hiding as best she could. The blush that must have been filling her cheeks crept down her neck and further down to her chest.

She looked like she would wither away from embarrassment, but the last thing I wanted to do was judge her. I loved her. Everything she did was so much cuter than it should have been, but that wasn’t because she was being shy, it was because I knew for a fact that this side of her wasn’t one she’d ever shown someone else. Liliana was always the person I could go to for advice, answers, and support. And yet, seeing her so vulnerable, so timid… it made me want to hold her in my arms and protect her from the world.

Her other hand fell from my hip and rested limply on the bed. Her chest heaved and fell almost in time with my own ragged breathing. She’d lasted a lot longer than I expected, but I’d take credit for that. Swallowing my lover’s cum before riding her was absolutely the right play. If my aching thighs weren’t proof that I wanted to make our first time special, then I couldn’t quite say what would have been much better.

I let her stay like that for almost a full minute as her cock softened inside me. A sigh drifted from my lips before I spoke softly, “I’ve got to move, baby girl. My hamstring is starting to cramp up and I’m going to die a little if I can’t stretch that out. I, uh, I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did.”

She said nothing, but I could see the pillow slowly shifting away from her face. Her cheeks were still cherry red as she nodded her head.

I smiled down at her before awkwardly dismounting. A trickle of her cum trailed down my thigh as soon as I pulled away from her, but I didn’t mind having a little mess on me for a little while. I’d earned that mess, and I damn well wanted to show it off.

I laid on my side next to her while giving her about a foot of space between us, “Just saying, I’m still down to wear that maid outfit and let you do whatever to me at some point. Just don’t think that I’m giving up nights like this if you’re on top every now and then.”

“Y-You’re such a showoff,” she muttered.

“A showoff?” I asked, confused as to what she could have possibly meant and more than a little worried that I might have done something wrong.

Liliana slowly turned to look at me as the blush slowly receded from her chest, “Y-You’re good at all of this stuff. I-I want to be able to d-do stuff to you t-too.”

I rolled my eyes at her and sighed, “Damn it, baby, I was scared I came off a little too intense there. But you’ll return the favor. Don’t worry, I’ll let you practice as much as you want. That’s something to worry about another day, though. We’ve got to get some sleep sometime soon if you still wanted to be on the road around eight.”

She rolled onto her side facing away from me and her soft, meek voice called out, “L-Little spoon?”

I didn’t hesitate to snuggle up behind her and hold her tight against me. She felt so warm against me, but more than that, Liliana seemed to love being held by me. Her hips pressed back against me and she pulled my hand down over her stomach so that I could be even closer.

It would have been nice to talk for hours and keep her up long enough for us both to want to go another round, but I couldn’t physically handle that. Within just a few minutes, I was out like a light.


Chapter Fourteen

I almost expected the walls to cave in around us after how wonderful our first night together was. It wasn’t like I wanted to sabotage anything, but all I could think about was that Luna would find something about me that she resented.

But that wasn’t what happened. After we woke up, we took another shower, this time not taking as much time to enjoy one another’s body as either of us would have liked to. We had something of a loose schedule to take care of, though. With thirty-something hours breathing down our necks, it didn’t feel like either of us wanted to linger in the hotel room before we’d taken care of at least a little bit of the expansive journey ahead.

Still, I smiled over at her as I pulled on my panties and was a little surprised when she handed me one of her tank tops. I didn’t hesitate to take it and put it on as I giggled, “Not having to wear a bra is kind of nice, isn’t it?”

“You bet your cute ass it is,” she purred as she walked over to me and put her hands on my hips. She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss before pulling away from me so that she could finish getting dressed. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d usually wear one, but we might as well be comfortable.”

After we checked out, I made my way to the driver's side of her car and she smirked at me as she tossed me her keys, “I’ll ride shotgun, baby. Dibs on the aux cable!”

We put our stuff in the already cramped back seat of the car and then, we were off. Miles flew by us as we occasionally talked during the times when a song came through the stereo that she didn’t seem to like enough to leave the volume up. She could have skipped the song, but those brief interludes when we could share our excitement about how many miles we’d already ticked off the trip were some of my favorite moments of the day.

I hated that all we were really able to do was drive at times. We’d planned more stops, but the few that we could have gone to explore, Luna seemed to have already lost interest in.

I hesitated as she scoffed at the idea of going to check out the Gateway Arch in Missouri. “Are you sure? It’s really not even out of the way. It’s not even six yet! We could stop and spend the night somewhere close to them and go on a quick tour or something in the morning.”

“If we can’t see it on the drive through St. Louis then I can catch a picture of it online and call it a good enough replacement, babe,” Luna said as she reached over to put her hand on my shoulder. “If you just need a break, we can pull off somewhere and get something to eat, but fuck, I’d rather just say fuck the tourist trap kind of shit and just get home. That’s what this trip is about, baby, not the sights. It’s about me and you.”

Her words were sweet. I hated that I didn’t argue with her more about trying to let her see the world beyond Georgia. It was a little different for me. I’d never really had the itch to travel and explore. I was happier in my house with the internet to guide me around the world and answer my curiosities. But Luna was right. This trip was about us being together.

“If you’re sure, then I’m fine to keep going. We’ll need gas in another hundred miles or so. I think that could be a good time to stop,” I offered as something of a compromise.

She pulled her hand away from my shoulder and nodded. “Sounds like a plan. Fuck, we’ve already put a lot of this trip behind us. What, twelve hours of driving and that’s not including the four gas stations we’ve stopped at already?”

The weak smile on my lips faded away. We’d done enough today to have justified a bit of sightseeing if she wanted to do that. But if I’d learned anything about Luna, it was that she could be a little stubborn at times. It just didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me for her to not want to do the kinds of things that we wouldn’t be able to do on a whim.

“Yeah, we’ve been going a while. I kind of thought that might make you a little happier to get out of the car and check out something cool,” I said quietly.

She let out a quiet chuckle that I could barely hear over the soft music. “Let me be a little more to the point then, baby. I don’t care enough about anywhere we could stop enough to make you get out and go with me. Those places are literally tourist traps, they bring in a whole lot of people and hope that they’ll spend money. When I don’t like spending money and I know you hate being in crowds, those things just don’t sound so fun to me. I’d much rather stop at a hotel room that you’re already having to pay for and actually enjoy our time together.”

Her logic was incredibly hard to fault, but I almost felt uncomfortable that my social anxiety was already impacting the things we did together. The worst part was that I didn’t feel like I’d been that bad so far. Sure, her parents were a little overwhelming, but how was I supposed to know how to talk to an emotionally distraught father and a manipulative mother? That was a situation that anyone should have been uncomfortable getting themselves into!

Even if I was a little unsure of how to feel about her compassion, I couldn’t pretend that my mind didn’t immediately sink into the gutter. If we weren’t stopping to see sights, then that meant more time in the hotel rooms we stayed in.

Last night, she did things for me… to me, that I couldn’t reciprocate at the time. Tonight, though, if she would let me, then I’d have to make up for that. “Then if we’re not stopping there, are you at least going to let me be sweet to you when we get to the hotel room?”

“I’ll never turn that down, baby. How sweet are we talking? I could absolutely go for a lower back massage, that’s for sure,” she groaned.

I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across my lips as I mumbled, “I can make that happen, but I’d like to make things about you tonight.”

“I’m pretty sure I’d love that, Lil,” Luna said as she reached over and put her hand on my thigh. She didn’t get too close to my cock, but even without touching it, I couldn’t stop myself from slowly hardening as she rubbed my leg and purred, “I’m still going to fuck you, though. I loved every fucking inch of you last night, don’t expect me to go without having that more often.”

The bulge in my pants lingered for quite a while as I navigated through the traffic and semi-congested roads through the city of St. Louis. It did look like a neat place to live, but at the same time, it wasn’t home. It wasn’t the place that either of us was truly excited about getting to.

A little shy of two hours later, I pulled off at a gas station and asked the clerk where the nearest hotel was while I was paying for a few drinks. With a full tank of gas for tomorrow and a sore ass, I got us to the hotel. It wasn’t where we planned to stay, but we also didn’t plan on driving this long in a single day. With Luna beside me, I didn’t want to drag the drip out another few days for the sake of restricting the hours we drove. Not everything needed a strict schedule.

We only brought a change of clothes and our drinks with us to the room. The second we were inside and the door shut behind us, Luna threw her bundle of clothes onto the bed and was on me in an instant. Her hands moved to my waist and she pressed me against the wall as she leaned in to kiss me. I moaned into the kiss as I let my clothes and the drinks slip from my hands and drop to the floor.

Luna broke the kiss and whispered, “You seem a little excited, babe. Let’s hop in the shower before I get a little too carried away, alright?”

I tried to speak around the lump in my throat, but I couldn’t get the words out. Instead, I nodded and slowly slid down the wall as I crouched down to pick up my clothes.

“Good girl,” Luna purred as she ran her fingers through my hair and gingerly pulled me towards her crotch. Before I could even get close enough to tease her back, her hand was gone and she turned around to make her way into the bathroom as she stripped down.

I hated how easy it was for Luna to make me melt in her hands. Well, I didn’t really hate it. I loved it, but it was hard to feel like I could do anything to make her feel the same way in return. I wanted her to be just as desperate when I touched her. The thoughts may have spiraled if she didn’t turn on the water, reminding me that I was on something of a clock.

I stood and headed into the bathroom and put my clothes on the sink counter. Without a word, I quickly took off my clothes and stepped into the shower. My eyes locked with hers as she smiled warmly at me, her wet hair clinging to her neck and shoulders as she was already starting to massage shampoo into it.

I already told her that I was going to make tonight about her.  I took another step toward her and let my hand slide between her thighs. My fingers curled up against her tender slit as I held eye contact with her and started gingerly letting my fingers tease her folds. It took everything I had to keep myself from asking for permission first, but considering how blunt she was with me and the fact that I would have stopped the second she seemed uncomfortable, I had to hope that my assertiveness wouldn’t be taken the wrong way.

Her smile widened as she closed her eyes and leaned back into the water to start rinsing her hair, “That feels nice, baby. Fair warning, I’m going to finish washing my hair, then you’re going to do yours, then we can get through with the rest of the shower. I don’t want to sound like a bitch, but I want to be on the bed if you want to do what I’m in the mood for tonight. Is that cool with you?”

My cheeks flushed at how casual she made it feel to hold her. There was nothing I wanted more than to have her as speechless as she left me. Instead of taking it as a bad thing, a smile tugged at my lips as I made that something of a goal for myself. One day, I would know exactly how to make her whimper and scream out in bliss without her having to do anything.

“It’s perfectly fine with me, baby,” I said. The words weren’t hard to choke out, they came out almost too easily. I didn’t want to get too ahead of myself, but it seemed like having a long-term goal to work toward involving her pleasure made things a little more bearable for me. I’d get better at this kind of thing. Luna might have been a natural, but I’d only ever written about the kinds of things I intended to do to her. But on that same note, I wasn’t stupid when it came to the things I could do for her, especially in a shower.

I let my thumb drift up her heavenly divide until I brushed against her clit. Without hesitation, I let the pad of my thumb press against her slit and then let two of my fingers tease against her slick entrance. All the while, I held eye contact with her as I spoke softly, “Just let me know when you’re done, baby.”

Her breath hitched in her throat as I started rubbing her clit. My two fingers pushed gently into her pussy, slowly, but with purpose. “F-Fuck, yeah, alright, you do your thing, babe,” she moaned.

I got closer to her as I stood beside her, my cock teasing her outer thigh as I let my hand work faster. As I pushed my fingers into her, I let my thumb press her clit against her. When I slowly pulled them out of her, I rocked her clit back and forth gently, just enough to make sure she felt the difference. I wanted her to know that everything tonight was intentional.

I wasn’t dumb. I wasn’t ignorant to how sex worked. I knew what, in theory, should have felt good. All I needed was time to practice. As confident as Luna was and as many times as we’d talked in the past, I had a pretty damn good idea of what she would respond to.

Her hands lingered in her hair for a few seconds, unmoving. A long, low moan rolled from her lips as her hips pressed against my hand. She raked her teeth over her lower lip as she turned her head to look at me, “That’s really nice…”

“Wash your hair, baby,” I teased.

She let out a flustered groan as she looked up at the ceiling and went back to rinsing her hair, “Fuck me, do you really want me to say I was wrong about wanting to get to the damn bed?”

I pushed my fingers fully into her greedy slit and stepped behind her. I got on my tiptoes and pulled her towards me with the same hand that was playing inside her. My thick cock pressed against her tight ass as I purred into her ear, “You don’t have to be wrong about having wanted the bed, Luna. All you’ve got to do is ask for what you want.”

She hesitated for a moment before reaching down to grab my wrist. Luna carefully pushed my wrist away from her hips, my fingers slipping out of her hot, tight walls. For a second, I thought I’d fucked up somehow or the other, but she pressed her ass back against me and said, “I-I want you to fuck the hell out of me.”

The offer wasn’t one I would turn down. Even though I fully intended to eat her out, to cherish every second of her moans, I couldn’t pretend that this wasn’t better. She wasn’t exactly melting in my hands the same way that I did in hers, but she was needy, she was desperate for more of me, and all I had to do was get her wet. That part wasn’t hard at all, but I could feel a slight bit of pressure on my shoulders as I realized that the slower, more sensual sex that I’d planned for the night wasn’t what she wanted.

A smirk tugged at my lips. A year ago, I would have been scared of her words. Sure, I didn’t have that much experience, but with Luna’s help, I’d gotten into much better shape than I used to be in. Once upon a time, I would have been terrified that I wouldn’t have been able to fuck her the way it sounded like she wanted without losing my breath. But now? I could ride twenty miles twice a week.

Just like when I shifted genres in writing, it was much easier to tackle this situation by accepting that I was good at certain things, and those certain things could be what helped bridge the gap in my expertise. It was probably the most nerdy pep talk that anyone had ever given themselves before something like this, but fuck it, I was a nerd too. That wasn’t a title I was scared of. Clearly, nerd or not, I was someone that Luna viewed as worthy of being with her.

I held onto that thought as I took a half step away from her and then pressed my crown against her pussy. It was almost uncomfortable that I knew this wouldn’t be a love-making session. Then again, did sex truly have to be light and gentle all the time?

“Luna, I want to make sure I’ve got this right before I start,” I mumbled. “You want this to be a bit rough?”

Luna pressed back against me, causing the head of my cock to slide into her tightness. The unexpected pleasure made me gasp, but I didn’t hesitate to move my hands to her hips and gently pull her back against me.

She looked back over her shoulder, blue eyes sparkling with lust as she moaned, “As hard as you can, baby. Don’t take it personally, but I’m a tough bitch and as huge as you are, I can only imagine how good you’d feel if you fucked me like you hated me. I-I mean, don’t hate me, please never hate me.”

I let my hands slide further around her waist and hugged her gently as I rested my cheek against her neck and spoke softly, “I don’t think I could ever hate you, baby. But if that’s what you want and you swear you’ll tell me if I do something wrong, I’ll try my best.”

“I swear, babe. If you do something I don’t like, I’d let you know. I’d much rather talk about what I’d want you to do instead,” she said softly.

I let out a quiet chuckle as I leaned back and guided more of my cock into her until I felt my hips press against her firm ass. My hands drifted back to her hips as I growled, “Then grab the fucking wall, babe…”


Chapter Fifteen

Liliana sounded almost like an entirely different person ever since she got in the shower with me. If I didn’t know better, I would have sworn I did something to make her feel like I’d stomped on her pride and she was fighting to reclaim that ego. But I did know better. Liliana wasn’t an arrogant woman, but she absolutely had something to prove and I couldn’t pretend I didn’t want to know what she was proving.

Her hips ground against my ass causing her cock to shift inside me. I could feel every fucking inch of her, but the butterflies in my stomach didn’t make it any easier. I told her what I wanted, and even though Liliana was as new to this kind of thing as I was, I was nervous that she might be too good at brutally fucking me. Fuck, the things I’d done with dildos couldn’t compare to what we did last night, but tonight might set a new standard.

I bent forward and grabbed the safety rail with my right hand and braced against the far wall of the somewhat small shower with my left. No sooner than I did, Liliana pulled out of me only to viciously slam back into me. I let out a shocked gasp as my body rocked forward and my elbow bent from the sheer force of the impact. The loud smack of our wet bodies colliding in the shower lingered for just a second before she slammed into me again.

This time, I braced a little harder and tried my best to keep my legs from buckling. I sucked in a desperate breath of air and rocked my body forward as she pulled out of me so that I could push back against her as she thrust into me again. Her hips crashed into mine again, and again, each time forcing me to submit more to the fact that Liliana was doing far more for my pleasure than I could.

My heart raced in my chest as I felt my legs shaking violently. It was hard to stand, but Liliana kept drilling into me, each thrust making me scream out in ecstasy. I didn’t give a fuck if our neighbors could hear us. Fuck them, I was getting exactly what I wanted and I’d never meet those mother fuckers. All that mattered to me in the moment was savoring this moment with the woman of my dreams.

“Baby, I’m not going to be able to literally hold you up,” Liliana groaned as she held herself deep inside me. “I want to stop, just for a few. You’re going to wash yourself while I take care of my hair, then I want you to dry off and go lay on the bed on your belly, okay?”

The fact that she asked was almost a courtesy. I would have done anything she asked if it meant more of her cock. My thoughts weren’t of love and passion but of lust and overwhelming desire to be used by the woman that had done so fucking much for me. Even still, as she pulled out of me, I found myself whimpering pathetically as I muttered, “Y-Yeah, I can do that, Lil.”

Standing up straight was something of a challenge. I could feel the ache in my hips already, but all I wanted was more. To get more, I had to listen to what she asked. It felt like I was on autopilot as I used a washcloth and the hotel-provided soap to get clean. Once I finished and was waiting for my turn under the water, I started washing Liliana’s body as she took care of her hair.

Once she finished with her hair, she asked for the soap and the washcloth and then let me rinse off. After that, I simply stood there for a moment, knowing that she wanted me to dry off and then get on the bed. But… I didn’t want to leave her. I didn’t want to be any further away from her than I had to be. If not for the smug smirk on her lips, I may have stayed there until she asked me to get out again.

I didn’t mind her confidence, not one bit, but it was somewhat humbling to realize that Liliana was quickly putting me in the same shoes I put her in. But… it wasn’t the same at all. Liliana was the nervous one, the one that I felt that I could help by protecting and showing her love and affection. And yet, I felt that the tables were turning quickly. Then again, this wasn’t the first time I felt this way with her. If anything, it was just the first time I’d seen this side of her again. Online, she was a much more confident person, she was the one that felt that she needed to help me. And usually, I wouldn’t let her. I wanted to take care of myself.

For a second, I considered taking control back. I could have, easily, and we both knew that I was obviously capable of it. But… I wasn’t afraid of letting Liliana call the shots either. On the road, she was a nervous ball of anxiety and I could see that as clearly as I could see the relief on her face when we stepped into the hotel room. We wouldn’t always be out of the house. When we were, I knew that I would need to be there to keep her calm. But when we were in a place she could be truly comfortable, then what was the harm in letting her make me hers in any way she wanted?

Liliana made it clear to me that she wanted what was best for me. If she didn’t, then she could have tried taking advantage of me many, many times over the months I’d known her. How many times had I hinted about going to masturbate to her? If I was honest, I almost wanted her to go with the tried and true nerd joke “Pics or it didn’t happen”. I would have sent them. But she didn’t ask.

“S-See you in a second, babe,” I whispered as I pulled the sliding glass door open and stepped out.

I hurried to dry off, not bothering to try and truly dry my hair as it would have taken far too long. Instead, I rushed to the bed and tossed the bundle of clothes to the floor and lazily sprawled onto the comfortable bed on my stomach just as she’d asked.

The shower continued to run for another minute or two before everything went quiet. In that still silence, I could barely make out the sounds of the towel ruffling, and then I heard her footsteps and was finally able to lay eyes on my lover again.

Lover… the word came too easily and I wasn’t going to argue with what I felt.

There wasn’t time to linger on the thought. Liliana leaped onto the bed and put her hands on my outer thighs and pressed my legs together. Without a word, she straddled my thighs and guided her still-hard cock down my ass until the crown pressed against my soaked lips. I wanted her desperately, but I couldn’t move my lower body. I mean, if I tried to get up, I could have probably thrown her off of me, but… I didn’t want to. Being at Liliana’s mercy wasn’t something I was afraid of. She wouldn’t hurt me, not truly, but she clearly had a plan for me.

“You’re beautiful, Luna. I really mean that. Inside and out, you’re everything I could ever want. I don’t want to kill the mood, but I want you to know that I can’t pretend that I’m going to hide how I feel about you with anyone, or from each other. Luna, I’m not perfect and I know I have my issues, but I do hope you believe me when I say that I will never let you suffer if I can help it,” Liliana said.

She pushed her thick crown into me and I couldn’t stop the gasp from slipping out of me. It felt so fucking good, but she was thicker than any toy I’d ever used. The fact that I had a lover as blessed as she was didn’t seem like something I’d earned, but I wasn’t going to take her for granted.

Before I could recover from the blissful insertion, Liliana continued as she rubbed my lower back lovingly, “But you said you wanted it rough. Baby, please tell me if I get too hard, but uh, I do hope you know I won’t last long either. Y-You’re kind of amazing to be inside, you know?”

I could have said something sweet and loving in return. I probably should have. But I was competitive and she was issuing a very polite challenge. She thought she could fuck me too hard, I truly doubted that it was possible, but it was a challenge that I knew we would both love.

“Prove it,” I said in a playfully teasing tone.

Liliana slammed into me as her hands moved to my upper arms. She held onto me with no fear of her grip hurting me, and while I could feel a little ache, it wasn’t painful. The first stroke was lovely, but as she moved her thighs and found a more convenient position for herself, I quickly realized just how ignorant I’d been.

Liliana brutally pounded into me, not giving me even a split second to cherish the feeling of her cock so deep inside me that I could feel pressure in my stomach. She was almost fully out of me and then in an instant, her hips slammed against my ass again, and again, and again. Each thrust caused the bed to quake. The hefty headboard thumped against the wall repeatedly, and a few moments of ecstasy later, there came a few knocks on the wall directly across from us.

If Liliana cared, she didn’t show it. Her thrusts didn’t slow down. It took everything I had to not genuinely scream. The pounding hurt to an extent, I knew my ass would be sore tomorrow, my pussy would beg for a break, but I didn’t want her to stop. Feeling her massive cock drilling into me over and over was blissful, but it was the split-second when her hips crashed against mine and the impact shook my entire body that I found out what the word bliss described.

It was the feeling of being completely at her mercy. It was the feeling of barely being able to breathe as uncontrollable moans and blissful cries ripped from my lungs as she ruined me. It was the way her grip tightened on my arms as I felt her cock throbbing inside me.

It was the way I came on her cock without having to touch my clit.

My screams went silent as my back tried and failed to arch. My core clenched, but I couldn’t breathe as my walls squeezed around her cock, causing each following thrust to intensify my pleasure more and more.

“That’s it, baby,” Liliana gasped as she continued to slam herself into me. “Come for me!”

Her thrusting continued for just a few more seconds before she slammed into me one final time. Her cock continued to throb powerfully within me as heated ropes of her cum splashed into my depths.

I wasn’t sure how long we stayed like that, her cock still hard and pulsing inside me. It wasn’t long before I could breathe again. A few moments after that, I could breathe somewhat regularly again. But I couldn’t say a word.

Liliana’s grip relaxed on my shoulders as she started rubbing my back again as she whispered, “Baby? You okay?”

I nodded my head, but I couldn’t even think of the right words to say. Okay didn’t begin to describe how I felt.

Liliana slowly pulled out of me and laid down beside me so that she could look at my blushing face. “Babe, please say something. I’m starting to get a bit worried. Was it too hard? I know my legs are already feeling sore, b-but I asked you to tell me if it was too much.”

It took more effort than I wanted to admit for me to groan, “You were perfect, Lil. I’m a bit shocked.”

She smiled warmly at me as she rolled onto her back, “I’m glad to hear that. I’m not so glad to say that I’m probably going to fall asleep as soon as I get under the covers.”

I carefully rose onto my hands and knees. The ache in my hips was unbelievable, but it was absolutely worth it. I pulled the cover back and then slowly slid my legs under it and laid on my back. I stared up at the ceiling for a few seconds before turning to look over at Liliana. “Can we make that a weekly thing?”

“Babe, I’ll make it as often as you want me to,” she whispered. “Whatever you want. You’ve just got to tell me what you want from me, Luna. That goes for everything, not just sex.”

Guilt crept into my thoughts as I murmured, “Could you grab me one of those drinks then? I really don’t want to walk right this second, but mother fucker, that’s not a complaint.”

She hopped up from the bed before wincing. Liliana ran her hands across her thighs, “I can understand not wanting to walk. My legs are sore, but I can only imagine how you feel. I mean, other than good. We’re not going to pretend you didn’t finish, baby.”

I watched her as she walked over to the bag of drinks. If I had a cock, I would have absolutely used it on that adorable ass of hers, but looking at it was more than enough for me. At least, until I got a toy and permission to use it. But… if I was honest with myself, I couldn’t pretend that I could have fucked her better than she fucked me. As cocky as I was, all I could do was appreciate just how wrong I was about how aggressive Liliana could be.

She offered me a bottle of flavored water and I took it before sitting up to drink greedily from it. I could feel her cum seeping out of me, but I didn’t feel too guilty about making a mess on the sheets. It wasn’t the first time it’d probably happened and it damn sure wouldn’t be the last.

“We don’t have to pretend. I, uh, I’m kind of not sure how to feel about the fact that you got me off without having to play with my clit. Like, even I have to do that when I’m getting myself off. It’s kind of… amazing? And thank you for the water,” I said softly.

She cracked the seal on her diet soda and took a sip of it before climbing back into bed. Liliana got under the covers and put her drink down on the nightstand and grumbled, “I’m pretty sure we left our phones in our clothes in the bathroom. We’ll get up when we get up, fuck it. And I’m glad I could do that for you, babe. Now, if it’s fair, I would like to put in my formal request for snuggles and sleep?”

I chuckled as I rolled onto my side and put the drink down on my nightstand before backing my hips up against her. She didn’t argue about being the big spoon, and I wasn’t going to pretend I didn’t love the feeling of her soft, still wet cock pressing against my ass. Liliana did exactly what I wanted, but damn, she did it better than I ever imagined. I figured I would like it rough, but Liliana earned both my respect and at least one night of me focusing on any fantasy she could dream up.

“Lil, I don’t want you to freak out or feel pressured, but I seriously think I love you,” I whispered. It was probably wrong to say those words without looking her in the eye, but I wouldn’t have been able to speak my mind if her beautiful green eyes were looking back at me.

“I’m pretty sure I’ve loved you for a long time, Luna,” she whispered into my ear. “I mean, I did kind of tell your dad that when he picked me up from the airport. I wasn’t lying to him. I just… I don’t know, I guess I didn’t want to scare you off or make you feel like I was trying to rush into anything.”

“Rush? From my perspective, you’re the only person I’ve talked to in any kind of romantic sense. Fuck it,” I rolled over so that I could lock eyes with her. I put my hand on her waist and tucked my other arm under my head, “I do love you. I love how caring you are, and I resent how many times I bottled up my feelings instead of talking to you about them. Not just the positive ones, but all of the insecurity, all of the fear, all of the things that I didn’t want you to see because I was terrified you’d see me for the helpless chick I feel like at times.”

Liliana leaned in and kissed me softly. Her hand snaked through my still-damp hair and held me gently as she kissed me again before pulling back just enough to be able to talk, “The only thing I see when I look at you is a person. I mean, not just any person, don’t take that the wrong way. Fuck, bad start to what I was trying to say, but what I’m trying to say is that I don’t look at you as someone who has to be perfect and happy and cheerful all the time. People go through shit, baby. I go through shit. You’ve been through shit and will continue to go through shit, even with me. And that’s okay. I want to go through those things together. I don’t want to feel like I need to hide when I’m struggling from you, and I pray that you won’t hide that kind of thing from me. It’s so much easier to tackle problems together.”

“Then you should know that I don’t really want to stop to see tourist traps and shit, not because they couldn’t be cool, but because I just want you to be home. I want to be there with you, of course, but I know that’s your little fortress. And if I’m honest, I want to see my new home as well. I want to figure out what I can do to help out around there. There’s nothing for me on the road trip other than you, babe. So let’s just get there, yeah?” I asked.

She nodded and gave me another kiss before pulling her hand out of my hair. Before I could argue, she turned away from me and pressed her hips back against me, claiming her position as little spoon, “Then let’s get some sleep so we can drive, babe.”


Chapter Sixteen

The next few days came and went faster than they had any right to. Every night we stopped was another blissful experience, one that reminded me that I was the luckiest woman in the world. It wasn’t until we crossed over into Washington state that things seemed to truly settle in.

I turned the volume down and called out excitedly, “It’s hard to believe that we’ve only got two hours to go. We fucking made it, baby.”

“Damn straight we did, but try not to jinx it, I’d hate to get in a wreck and have to blame you for it forever,” she joked.

“Want me to drive the rest of the way?” I asked.

She flicked on her blinker and pulled over. In the early morning hours, traffic wasn’t as bad on the interstate as it could have been. Still, I didn’t waste any time in trading places with her. Once I sat back down and buckled up, I reached down and turned off the GPS on her phone. We didn’t need it anymore.

A smile stretched its way across my lips as I waited for her to buckle up. “I think you’re going to like our house, Luna.”

“I think I’m going to love being able to wake up beside you and not have to get back on the damn road. It’s hard to not want to just stay in bed for a little while and hold you. As much as I love being fucked by you, I do feel a bit guilty about not showing you as much affection as you deserve,” she said.

I merged back onto the interstate as I spoke, “I’d say you’re doing a good job of balancing both so far. I wouldn’t turn down more affection, though. It’s hard not to love the way you hold me. I just hate that I always fall asleep.”

She let out a quiet laugh before looking out of the window at the forest of greenery. “I don’t think I realized just how many trees Washington would have. I always thought of places like Seattle when I pictured where you lived.”

“We definitely have some huge cities, but I think you’re going to like Holly Springs. It’s growing a bit, but it’s not big. It’s a nice place, but having you in town will make it infinitely better,” I purred.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, babe, but how great can the place be if you stay in your house?” she asked.

The words weren’t taken the wrong way, but there was a painful truth to what she said. I hesitated for a few moments before mumbling, “It has a lot less to do with the town and a lot more to do with me being afraid of everything. I don’t think I’m going to have that issue if you want to explore it with me, though.”

“You already know I would love to, Lil. We’ve still got to get there. I hope it’s not a bad time, but I’m going to call my dad and let him know we’re almost there. Texting only goes so far with that old man,” she laughed.

I chuckled along with her but stayed quiet as she had a conversation with her dad that lasted for far longer than I anticipated. By the time she finally hung up, we were barely twenty minutes away from my home in Holly Springs. My heart thrummed in my chest as the excitement of this road trip ending settled in. It wasn’t that I hated driving with Luna, but we were almost home. For the first time since I’d ever been in the house… unless Nova and Rose counted as guests when they were giving me the tour, I wouldn’t be alone within those four walls.

“Fuck, sorry that phone call took so long. I can’t say I’m upset about the time flying by. Dad wanted to let you know he said that he’s proud of us for making it to Washington and that we better not forget to visit them when we can,” Luna said.

My smile widened as I turned on my blinker and merged onto the off-ramp and slowed down. “We can visit them whenever you’d like. I mean, I hope you’d understand if I didn’t want to leave every other week, but I don’t think it would hurt to see them a few times a year. I’m sure I could talk my boss into giving me some vacation time.”

She laughed, “I think that if I could do something to convince my boss that her maid would be happier with offering vacation time twice a year to see her parents, I’d probably let her get away with being a bit flirtatious in the workplace.” Luna reached over and put her hand on my thigh and gave it a gentle squeeze. As we pulled up to the stop sign, Luna gestured to the vivid green road sign, “Red Rose road, huh? Was it always named that?”

A flood of scenarios involving Luna in an exaggeratedly sexy French maid outfit and “earning” vacation time demanded my attention for a moment before I finally pulled away from the stop sign. “Oh, that’s pretty new. So, Nova is something of a friend of mine. I mean, I don’t know her super well, but she gave me an incredible deal on my house literally just because I was trans. Anyway, the reason that’s important is because Nova kind of literally runs everything around here. She petitioned the city council, which she is absolutely a part of, to change the name of this road because it’s what most everyone that lives in Holly Springs takes to get back on the interstate. Nova doesn’t play games when she wants to do something nice for her wife.”

Luna hesitated for a moment before she asked, “So she’s super-rich? That’s kind of uncomfortable for me, I really don’t mingle well with rich people. Kind of a class difference there that’s a little obvious.”

“I know that this isn’t something that’s easy to take someone’s word on, but Nova is seriously nothing like you’d expect her to be. I think you’ll like her. If you’d like, I could always introduce you to her and her wife. Well, you kind of know Rose, but I think you might like her a little better in person?” I asked as much as said.

Luna’s response came quicker, but the disbelief that she tried to mask in her voice still shone through. “Uh, is it on the way to your place? If not, I really don’t want to stop, but I do kind of feel like saying thank you to Rose. Blunt or not, she helped you make up your mind, and I guess she also kind of put some things into perspective for me. It’d be cool to stop somewhere that we’d actually possibly go visit, unlike those stupid fucking tourist traps.”

“I mean, it’s close enough to being on the way that I think it could be cool to bring you to the shop. As weird as it is, the people here do know who I am, like, what I write and stuff. Some people make it awkward, others are super cool about it. But, uh, either way, I think it would be kind of amazing to stop in. It’s a pretty awesome place. Seriously, Nova doesn’t spare expense when it comes to Rose and it was the place that Nova met her,” I said.

If I was being completely honest, I was incredibly jealous of Nova and Rose’s story when I first heard it. They hit it off so quickly, but more than that, they were such an inspirational couple. It was so strange to hear such a storybook tale.

I looked over at Luna as I slowed down for the upcoming red light. Somehow, she was both my princess and my knight in shining armor. It wasn’t like there were two different sides of her, but when the mood struck her, she would show me exactly how dominant she could be and it made me melt. But with her, I felt that I could say the same about myself in reverse. If the nights in the hotel were anything to judge it on, it depended on our moods once the clothes came off. So far, Luna had more nights where she was in control, but I couldn’t pretend that I wouldn’t be a bit more comfortable in my own house.

As we sat at the light, I tried to capture the feeling in my chest. There was more than a hint of love there, but that was just one of the many feelings. Of all of them, the anxiety about being what she wanted for the long-term, the excitement about seeing her face light up once she got to see her new home, it was the hope I felt about our future that stood out to me the most.

I could remember how excited I was the first month that my writing really took off. It seemed like almost overnight that I went from making a couple hundred on a good month to earning a couple thousand. Things only grew from there, but at first, it felt like the bottom would drop out at any moment. To an extent, it still felt that way, but I wasn’t as scared about dropping back into poverty nowadays.

In a way, the feelings were similar. Things could still go wrong with both my relationship and my writing. If I focused solely on that fear, though, then would I be able to take risks? Could I lay my head on my pillow and silence the voice in my head saying that I sold out instead of sticking to the kind of stories that I still felt had value and meaning in them? Similarly, could I live with myself if I knew that I let Luna slip through my fingers when she’d given me the chance of a lifetime?

I couldn’t. In either scenario, I didn’t want to think about what would happen if I didn’t follow my heart. I might end up with a broken heart. I might lose the bulk of my income. It was one thing to have my anxiety whispering in my ear, but to let that demon win would be the real problem. My anxiety couldn’t control my life. I wouldn’t let it. I had someone that counted on me now, and similarly, I knew that I could count on Luna.

I reached down and put my hand over the one she’d left on my thigh. My fingers curled through hers and I spoke quietly but with a confidence that felt foreign to me, “I love you, Luna. I don’t want to be too cheesy, but thank you for taking this huge step with me.”

Luna looked at me, her enchanting blue eyes locking with mine as she smiled wide. “I love you too, Liliana. And you’re welcome, even if it feels weird to be thanked for taking a selfish, somewhat easy road on my part. I’ll earn my place in your life, and don’t say that I don’t have to earn anything, it’s not about what you think I’ve got to do. I’ve got to feel like I do my part, babe. Speaking of doing my part, the light is green.”

My cheeks flushed as I turned back to the road and headed straight for The Broken Mug. Once again, I parked by Rose’s Corvette and couldn’t help but let out an excited squeal as I turned off the car.

“Are you that excited about showing me off, babe?” Luna asked teasingly, her hand slipping away from my thigh and onto my crotch. “Because I think I’d much rather be the one to show you off to them. Fuck, I’m the lucky one here, don’t go letting me get the wrong impression.”

I squirmed in the seat and pulled my fingers away from hers and let her massage my cock through my jeans as I whimpered, “We can both be the lucky ones in this relationship, I’d hope. I don’t want to ever take you for granted, and I hope that you always appreciate me. But, it’s not like we can’t take turns getting pampered.”

Luna’s fingers curled around my thickening shaft as she let her thumb rest along the tip of my cock, “Then you’ll understand that you’re getting pampered when we get home?”

I bit my lip as I genuinely had to fight back the urge to just nod my head and agree with her. But that wasn’t what I wanted tonight. I reached down and put my hand on top of her hand and gently pulled it away from my bulge. “Absolutely not. Tonight, I’m showing you our house. After the tour, I’m showing you our bedroom, specifically our bed. And my desk. And the bathroom. And probably the floor. And a few of the walls,” I purred.

Luna’s cheeks flushed as she opened the car door, “Uh, you’re not going to catch me complaining, but don’t think that we’re stopping after one orgasm.”

“You think I’d be able to make it to all those places without finishing a few times? Baby, I told you that you weren’t pampering me tonight, you don’t have to stroke my ego.”

Seeing her squeezing her thighs together before quickly scrambling out of the car was definitely something I wanted to file away in my bank of cherished memories of Luna. I followed her lead and got out of the car and then caught up with her. After handing her the keys back, I hurried up to get the door for her.

Luna stepped inside and Rose’s familiar voice chirped with the slightest hint of unexpected enthusiasm in her voice, “Welcome to The Broken Mug, if you’re on a quest for some dope ass cards or something, I’m sure I could be a helpful NPC. Wait, son of a bitch, Liliana you’re back? And I’m not playing stupid, nice to actually see you, Luna. I’m not going to lie, this is the cutest shit I’ve seen in a hot fucking minute.”

I put my arm around Luna’s lower back and rested my hand on her hip as I led her towards the counter. Something that I wasn’t sure how to take was the very obvious way that Rose was checking out Luna from head to toe. I didn’t want to make a big deal about it, and in a way, I wasn’t exactly unhappy that Rose clearly approved of my taste in women. Luna was a gorgeous woman and she couldn’t control how people looked at her. So long as my girlfriend didn’t cheat on me, people could look until Luna said something to them or asked me to say something if they made her uncomfortable.

Rose didn’t give me any reason to be too annoyed as she quickly leaned back in her chair and locked eyes with me, “She’s hot, not going to pull your chain about that. Hell, don’t take that the wrong way, chick. I think you both are playing in a similar league, but I don’t think it’s polite to say half the shit on my mind and Nova is trying to train me to be more personable. I can’t tell you how many rolled up newspapers she’s hit me with.” She chuckled, but almost immediately glanced across the store at Nova, “I’m seriously joking about that last bit, she doesn’t hit me.”

Luna laughed and put her arm around my back and held me against her as well, “Don’t worry about watching what you say, Rose. And I’m sure that your wife isn’t abusive in any way that you wouldn’t ask her to be. Don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m pretty sure Nova would have a really hard time if she picked a fight with you.”

“Damn straight she would, but that’s why she rolls over on her belly for me,” Rose said with a smirk. Her eyes shamelessly shifted down to Nova’s ass, “Well, there’s more than a few reasons she likes being on her stomach for me, but if I talk about that any more, I’m going to lose my fucking mind.”

I winced out of sympathy for Rose’s plight. It wasn’t a secret that the two were quite sexual, Rose wasn’t pregnant by chance. “Yeah, well, I’d love to change the subject anyway. I love how comfortable you are with that kind of thing, but I was kind of hoping to introduce Luna to Nova as well. I just kind of thought it would be nice to drop in before we head back to my house.”

“Go on ahead, she’s probably getting sick of playing Magic with that dude, but he’s antisocial and guilt trips her into playing games when she’s not actively working with a customer. He’s a sweet dude, but I swear, you’d think that he’d try to play with people that don’t have to make him wait ten minutes for a turn,” Rose grumbled. “Dude makes me feel like he’s trying to hit on my wife. I know I literally just checked out your chick, but there’s a slight difference between appreciating someone’s beauty in a somewhat respectful manner and just being a bit of a simp… mother fucker is at least simping for the right chick, but she’s my chick.”

I didn’t quite know what to say in response. Rose did seem truly bothered by the guy, but as I looked over there, it really didn’t seem like he was doing anything too odd. He was just sitting at the table that Nova was slightly bent over as she looked down at her cards. From all I could tell, his eyes were on the cards on the table and the ones in his hand as if he were playing on the defensive and weighing his options. Still, it was slightly cute to see Rose a little frustrated. No one was perfect, and at least her jealousy wasn’t to the point of storming over there and demanding that the guy leave. I hoped that I could be as patient if I felt like someone was hitting on Luna, but then again, I wasn’t nearly as intimidating as Rose so confrontation wasn’t exactly likely in the first place.

The hypothetical situation playing out in my head brought a smirk to my lips. It was stupid to worry about things that hadn’t happened yet, but it was almost poetic that I was right back to exploring hypothetical situations in The Broken Mug.

In the few seconds it took me to think about how to answer, Luna spoke up, “Well, let’s go see Nova and then maybe we can go home, baby?”

“Yeah, baby, go spend some time with your chick. Your sex scenes could use a bit of a more realistic inspiration, I’d love to try some more stuff on Nova. Realistic or not, they’re definitely enough to get us worked up,” Rose said and flashed a coy smile.

The compliment was double-edged. While I loved knowing that my books were being enjoyed, it was beyond embarrassing to realize that the couple tried to recreate some of my scenes. My cheeks burned hot as I quickly led Luna over to the table that Nova was at and called out softly, “Hey, Nova? Got a second?”

Nova looked over her shoulder at us, her straightened jet-black hair framed her soft features. Her eyes widened with recognition as she chirped, “Absolutely, Lil! Hey, could you give us a second, Ashley?”

Looking around Nova, the lithe figure shook their head, their fluffy blonde hair swishing around their face for a second before falling back into place over their left eye. If Nova told me she intended to start an alternative rock band with Ashley, I wouldn’t have questioned it at all. The person had the look, but I could tell without a word from them that they were nervous beyond belief. Even though Rose called them a guy, I wasn’t so sure that I believed that to be the case. Sure, I could see a few traits that pointed towards Ashley’s biological gender, but the way their eyes lit up when Nova called them Ashley and the androgynous graphic t-shirt and skinny jeans screamed that I wasn’t talking to someone that wanted to be perceived as masculine.

“Take all the time you need, Mrs. Hendrix,” their soft voice called out.

I hesitated for just a second before I pulled away from Luna. Stepping around the side of the table to get closer to the stranger, I leaned down to whisper to Ashley, “What are your preferred pronouns?”

The meek voice responded in barely more than a whisper, “I p-prefer feminine pronouns.”

I wasn’t a genius, but I related to Ashley more than I ever wanted to. When I first came out, I was terrified of coming out to everyone, but it only made sense to me that Ashley was so willing to be patient to spend time with Nova. Part of me wanted to rush over to Rose and tell her to refer to Ashley as a female, but I also remembered what it was like to be outed by someone else that I’d trusted with my secret. Transitioning was a tricky thing and everyone had a different way of handling it.

“Well, you’re in good company, Ashley. I think we all three share something in common, you can read between the lines. Uh, I don’t guess it matters if Ashley hears this or not,” I said softly as I turned to face Nova and Luna. My eyes met with Luna’s as I continued, “Nova, this is Luna, my girlfriend. She’s kind of perfect, but it only felt right to stop in here and introduce her to you and your wife before I head back to the house that kind of helped me get the ball rolling in a sense. Without you, I don’t think I’d be in the position I’m in right now. I feel like buying that house was the start of me truly becoming a bit more independent. I’m incredibly grateful to live in a world where people like you exist, Nova.”

Nova shrugged her shoulders as her eyes dipped down towards her Chucks, “I don’t think you should give the credit to me. You’ve got a mortgage on the house and you paid a fair price for it. It’s not like I treated you special or anything, I just don’t see a point in marking up the prices of things I bought. It’s so much nicer to know that you,” she turned her attention to Luna, “and Luna have a place to live that you can both be proud of. Welcome to Holly Springs, Luna, if you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask around. It’s a pretty helpful community, and please consider joining our mailing list before you go, we send out updates about events at the store, but we also keep everyone around here up to date with what kind of stuff is going to be happening around town. This place may not be where you were born and raised, but I hope that you can make it your home like I have.”

Luna smirked and shook her head at Nova, “What’s crazy to me is how welcoming everyone here seems to be. Back home, I’d have kept my head down and been a little shy around new people, but like, the vibe here is just… I don’t know, charming? It seems like it could be my new home, but I’ll be honest with you Nova, home is going to be wherever Liliana goes. Sell her on staying if you feel like you’ve gotta convince someone and I’m sure I’ll make this place my stomping grounds soon.”

“Well, I’m pretty sure Liliana isn’t going anywhere until she pays off that house at the very least. I think that means I can expect to see you two a little more often around here?” Nova asked, though it was hard to tell if she was asking one of us specifically.

“You can bet on it, Nova. Please don’t think I’m being rude, but I think I want to drag Lil out of here if you don’t mind,” Luna said.

I turned to Nova and pulled her into a quick hug and spoke softly, “Gotta go, Nova. We’ll be back, don’t worry. Just a quick offer, I’d be down to run a game of Dungeons and Dragons for all of us, Ashley included. If you’d be okay with something like that?”

Nova hugged me back briefly before pulling away and quickly tugged her shirt back down over her hips. “I think that could be pretty awesome, Lil. I’ve been a little nervous about asking you if you’d be okay with running a game for me and maybe some other friends, but I think I can talk Rose into playing if you’re going to be the one leading the story. Tough cookie or not, she loves how you write and I imagine she’ll lose her mind if you don’t mind maybe playing at our house because we’re having a baby soon.”

Luna put her hand on my lower back and I took that as her politely saying we’d spent enough time at The Broken Mug. I let Luna lead me away as I called back, “Text me, we can talk about the details later.”

With that, I happily let Luna lead me back to the car. She handed her keys back over to me and in a few short minutes after what felt like a lifetime of driving, I turned onto my… our driveway.


Chapter Seventeen

Liliana’s two-story house seemed more like a mansion to me. The second we were inside, though, I could understand why Liliana seemed to feel so lonely. I knew she had passions and interests, but short of the exercise room, the kitchen, and the basic furnishings of the first-floor living room, the house felt incredibly bare. While I wasn’t someone that cared too much about material things, I could see myself wanting to occasionally bring something home to hang on the walls to make it feel more like our home instead of just a place to rest our heads.

As we climbed the stairs to the second floor, I couldn’t help but let my eyes linger on Liliana’s ass. Her shorts danced with each step, occasionally flashing me a glimpse of her white and pink striped panties. I knew that she wanted to set the standard for what sex in her house was going to be like, but fuck, my mouth watered at the thought of being able to have explore more of her submissive side sooner rather than later.

“My bedroom isn’t set up for company, but I can’t pretend I’m going to change it a ton now that you’re here, baby. I have my desk set up in there, my bed, a dresser that we can share, and… well, hell, you’ll see it in just a second. I don’t mind at all if you want to set up another room for you to do your own thing in, but my room doubles up as my writing cave and I can’t bring myself to lie to you and say I’d be happy to change up my writing routine,” Liliana said calmly as she led the way through the blank second floor until we made it to her bedroom door.

She opened the door and gestured to her desk. For a gamer, her desk was almost unnaturally clear. Her mechanical keyboard probably cost nearly as much as my computer. The programmable mouse sitting on a red-glowing mat didn’t look any less elegant. I was quite familiar with her computer chair, seeing as how we’d video called more than a few times. Seeing the rest of her room that I’d only caught glimpses of over the months caused the strangest feeling of intimacy to well up within me.

This wasn’t just the place my gaming friend hung out with me. This room was the place I knew that she was the most comfortable in the world, and yet, she chose to share it with me.

My breathing quickened as the weight of that concept bore down on my shoulders. Liliana could have thrown her money around and impressed quite a few vain women. She could have solved her loneliness problem a long time ago if that's what she wanted. But a hollow relationship wasn’t what she wanted.

“You good, babe?” Liliana asked. “I’m not used to you being quiet. I’m pretty sure I don’t like it when you get quiet.”

My throat felt tight. I couldn’t get enough air with each breath. A trickle of cold sweat worked its way down my brow as I stammered a few times but couldn’t get a single real word to slip from my lips.

Liliana crossed the room quickly and grabbed her computer chair and rolled it over to me, “Babe, sit down for a minute. Seriously, are you okay? Do you need me to get you to a hospital or something? Are you having a panic attack?”

I graciously accepted the seat and shook my head at her offer to take me to a hospital. Swallowing the painful lump in my throat, I managed to gasp out, “This is really happening?”

Liliana took a knee in front of me and put her hands on my knees. Her hands gently stroked along my lower legs as she said, “We didn’t drive across the country for me to pull some kind of sick prank on you, babe. This is happening, so long as you want it to. If that ever changes, and I pray that it doesn’t change, then we’ll figure things out from there. Do you want me to plug up my speakers and put on a movie or something? We can just take it easy tonight.”

While the thought was nice, there were so many nights ahead of us that we could spend like that. “As sweet as that is, I don’t think you should write off fucking me like a savage. I-It’s just a lot to take in. I’m really here. We talked about possibly hanging out before, but it seemed like a pipe dream, a fantasy that we told ourselves. I never dreamed I would be able to see this dream through. B-But that was before our friendship kind of exploded into something that I also thought was a bit of an outlandish dream.”

“Then don’t wake me from that dream, Luna,” she breathed.

When I looked down into her eyes, I was a little unprepared for the strength I found waiting for me. She wasn’t quivering or nervous at all. Her gaze was fixed on me, her hands moved with a confidence that I was envious of in that moment. Without her having to say a damn thing, I knew that she would do anything to make me feel better. I just had to ask. That may have been something I was ashamed of doing once upon a time, but Liliana made it abundantly clear that I didn’t need to be afraid to ask her for anything.

I took a calming breath as I reached down to cup her cheeks in my hands. Gently, I pulled her towards me and she willingly stood up and leaned down until I had her at eye level. “I won’t, but only if you kiss me.”

Liliana braced herself on the armrests of the chair as she pressed her lips against mine. My eyes closed instinctively as I parted my lips and she took the invitation almost instantly. I lovingly welcomed her tongue, letting mine dance with hers.

A moan hummed through her nose before she broke the kiss and asked, “Are you sure you don’t want to take it slower, baby? We can wait as long as we need to. You’re here now, we don’t have to rush anything. I don’t want to do anything that might make you feel pressure.”

I raked my teeth over my lower lip. My eyes darted to her hips where the bulge in her shorts fought against the confining material. I reached down and let my fingers slide into the leg hole of her shorts and used my fingertip to tease the tip of her cock. Precum had already soaked into her cotton panties and the sensual moan that drifted from Liliana was enough to send a cold chill creeping down my back.

Goosebumps worked their way down my arms as I spoke softly, “I want you, baby. You’re right. I’m here now, and I remember all of the nights when I wished I could have you in my bed. That was before I found out you have a cock that I was made to take. So,” I let my fingers work their way under her panties so that I could tease her slick crown directly, “take me to bed, Lil. Take me anywhere you want. Just don’t forget to take me, alright, babe?”

She reached down and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her shorts and panties. Before she could start taking them off, I quickly pulled my hand away and stood from the chair, sending it rolling away from us. While my lover freed her cock and immediately started taking her top off, I gracelessly snatched my clothes off. I didn’t care about being a tease. I wasn’t putting on a show. Liliana may have wanted to make me hers tonight, but I refused to let her think for a second that I wasn’t desperate to be hers.

Her hands moved to my waist as she leaned down to kiss the nape of my neck before letting her tongue lead the way down to my collarbone. Her lips tightened around a small patch of skin and started sucking gently. Liliana’s right hand slid around my lower back and cupped my ass tightly as she pulled harder on my neck.

I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Liliana wanted to leave a deep bruise on my neck that would most likely be seen no matter what kind of shirt I wore. Knowing that people would see my lover’s mark only further served to turn me on. The cool air of the room clashed with the hot wetness trickling from my pussy.

Instead of pleading with her to fuck me, I tossed my head back and wrapped my arms around her shoulders. My fingernails pressed into her back as I held her tight against me while soft moans trickled out of me.

After a few more moments, her tongue started lovingly flicking back and forth across the hypersensitive hickey right before she pulled away and revealed the reddened patch. “I’ve always wanted to do that,” she said in a low, sultry tone. “I hoped that I would have been able to be a little stronger when we finally made it here, babe, but I’m weak.”

Before I could ask what she meant, Liliana’s hands moved back to my hips and she groaned, “Turn around and grab the bed.”

It wasn’t what she told me to do. It was how she told me to do it without the slightest hint of trepidation in her voice. I wasn’t new to the side of Liliana that made decisions. She wasn’t shy about leading our teams in games, but this wasn’t a game. This was the woman that I desperately wanted to be with taking on an entirely new role in my life.

The one night that she’d taken the lead during our hotel adventuring was amazing, but she still seemed a little nervous about what she could do and get away with. A single trail of warm wetness trickled down my thigh as I wordlessly turned around and bent forward at the hips and braced against the bed with my hands.

I knew that she had a view of my body that so many people would have pleaded to see. I’d heard the catcalls most of my adult life. I’d heard the passing comments about my ass. Their opinion of me didn’t mean a damn thing, though. Liliana was the one person that’d shown interest in me without disrespecting me or rushing me into anything. The reason she got to see me like this was specifically because she respected my boundaries until I knew that I could be completely vulnerable with her.

“Like what you see, Lil?” I purred as I let my hips sway from side to side.

She let out a soft groan as her hands found their way to my ass. “I love what I’m seeing, baby, and I don’t just mean your tight little slit,” she purred.

I looked back at her in disbelief. While I loved hearing her talk like that, she almost made me wonder if I was a little too confident that I could take anything she could do to me. Liliana was apparently kinky, that much I could piece together from the fact that she was shy about people talking about her writing publicly. The Liliana I’d been sleeping with for the better part of a week was pretty vanilla, but all I wanted was to figure out exactly how naughty she could be.

Liliana smirked at me and took her hands off my ass, “What’s wrong, babe? Cat got your tongue or something?”

“You’re so much fucking hotter when I don’t know what you’re about to do to me,” I whimpered.

She chuckled as she let her left hand rest on my lower back. Her right hand wrapped around her thick shaft and she guided her cock to my entrance. Liliana didn’t slide into me like I wished she would have, instead, she teased my entrance by gently pressing against me only to pull away the second my lips started parting around her girth.

“You know exactly what I’m about to do to you, Luna. I’m going to make your hips hurt. I’m going to make you scream for me before you squirt around my cock again,” she cooed down to me as if telling me how much she loved me.

Her casual demeanor only made it harder for me to keep my cool, “D-Do it then.”

“Are you asking me or telling me?” she asked.

I knew she was teasing me, but I couldn’t bring myself to continue the game. I needed her. My pussy ached to have her again. That cock was nothing short of pure bliss, and if I had to beg for it, fuck it, I would. “Babe, please fuck me. I’m so fucking horny right now, I’m losing my mind and all I want is to feel you back inside me. Baby, please, I’ll do whatever you ask me to do to return the favor, but please, please fuck me!”

An adorable giggle drifted out of her as she pushed into me, her massive crown finally stretching me like I needed. “That wasn’t hard, now was it? All I want is for you to get used to asking for what you want, baby. You don’t even have to beg, but I can’t pretend that it isn’t hot.”

Her hands slowly moved back to my hips, but the pace shifted immediately as her grip tightened. Liliana drove herself fully into me. A sharp gasp ripped from my throat and was followed by a pleasured groan. There was no pain, but going from being teased to being filled to the brim with my lover’s cock wasn’t something I was ready for.

Liliana pulled almost fully out of me before she slammed back into me hard enough to nearly send me crashing onto the bed. I looked back at her, my eyes wide with disbelief as I gasped, “F-Fuck, babe!”

“That’s the idea, baby,” Liliana purred as she started pumping into me with long, slow, loving strokes. I could feel every inch of her cock pushing deeper into me, only to let out a pathetic whine when Liliana pulled out of me.

I pushed against the bed to help her cock find its way home a little faster, just a little harder. As soon as I found a rhythm to her strokes, she giggled quietly and took a deep breath before she started viciously slamming into me. There was no pause to let me revel in the pleasure, no brief moment to catch my breath.

It quickly became all I could do to keep myself from collapsing onto my knees as the ecstasy overwhelmed me. I could feel the heat building in my core, but that was just the tip of the iceberg as far as my pleasure was concerned. My juices literally dripped onto the floor beneath me. Each thrust drew a loud, lustful cry from my lips, but I couldn’t hold myself up any longer.

My knees buckled, but Liliana’s grip didn’t relax on my hips. Instead, she slowly pulled out of my drenched pussy and spoke in a voice that was entirely too calm, “You can get on your knees, babe. If you want, I can grab you a pillow to kneel on?”

“S-Sure,” I stammered out.

A shuddering moan rolled out of Liliana’s lips as she ran her cock up and down my puffy slit, “Enjoying yourself so far?”

I nodded my head as I sank down onto my knees and rested my hands on my thighs for a second as I fought to catch my breath. While I took a moment, she leaned over the bed, her beautiful ass barely inches away from me, as she grabbed the pillow. I couldn’t help myself. I leaned forward and kissed her ass before sitting back on my heels, “I don’t know if I should be surprised or not, but, uh, it’s amazing to be with you here. Like, sexually.”

She chuckled as she put the pillow down in front of me. It was sweet of her to show that consideration, but sweeter still was the feeling of being down on my knees and not having to fight so hard to do something as simple as standing. For someone that seemed so nervous when we first starting having sex, Liliana was quickly making me wonder what kind of things she was into that she hadn’t talked about. Rough sex was well within her capabilities, but that was about as kinky as I usually got. That didn’t mean I wasn’t open to exploring, especially with her. She stole my breath away, but I also loved the way she moaned as she fucked me. I was the one getting absolutely ruined, and yet, she sounded like she was enjoying every second just as much as I was.

Instead of rushing behind me to bury herself within my tight walls again, Liliana knelt down in front of me, her knees resting on one half of the pillow so that I could wiggle forward and get comfortable as well. She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

She pulled away for a second to kiss the tip of my nose, and finally my forehead before she put her hands on either side of my face and whispered, “I can’t put into words how happy I am that you’re here. I’m so thankful that we can enjoy moments like this together. In a way, I feel like you’re going to be in over your head for a few days. You know the real me, I’m the same person I was on the internet, but you take me out of this house and I get anxious. Baby, I will do everything I can to make you know that you’re the center of my world. I love you.”

I let her emerald eyes draw me into her soul as I put my hands on her waist. I rubbed her smooth skin lovingly as I whispered, “It’s not overwhelming, but it’s a wonderful change of pace. I know you’re happiest in your house, that’s just a fact about you.”

My hands slid around her waist and came to rest on her lower back as I pulled her gently against me. Her slick cock pressed against my stomach and was soon trapped between our bodies. I could feel every beat of her heart as her cock throbbed against my belly which only added to the all-consuming lust that Liliana was directly responsible for.

She wasn’t the woman I initially believed that she was. When I first met her, she was just another kindred soul online that I thought would disappear from my life within a week or two like most everyone else I met online. She always sent good morning messages, and always told me when she was going to bed. Sure, sometimes life got in the way and one of us couldn’t send them or respond, but for the most part, Liliana treated me like the lover I’d always dreamed of having but never felt that I deserved.

But looking into her eyes with her breath tickling my neck, there was nothing I needed to do to feel like I deserved her. She cherished me in the same way that I cherished her. I didn’t have to pay her in favors. I didn’t feel like she’d think less of me if I had a bad day, or fuck, a bad week. Liliana did everything she could to make my life as free of problems as I would let her before she’d gotten even a glimpse of my naked body. The sex had been everything I could have wished for, but it wasn’t the reason that I wanted to be with her. Admittedly, I wouldn’t go a single day without sex if we were both in good health and in the mood.

I let my hands slip down to her ass and I squeezed gently before calling out softly, “I love you, Lil. I loved you as a friend for so long that it almost feels strange to say it romantically and truly mean it. There’s so much more for us to learn about one another as a couple, but you should know that I’m yours until you make me leave. I don’t want anyone else. I don’t want anything else. I don’t like that I’m relying on your money, but at the same time, I’m dead serious about cooking and cleaning around here. I’ll earn my keep. I’ll do anything it takes to make sure you know I don’t take anything about you or what you do for me for granted.”

She nodded slowly as she leaned in to kiss my neck and then whispered, “I already know, baby. I propose a quick compromise. You like it rough, but I want to be able to look you in the eye while we make love. Hard, fast, damn-near barbaric love. How does being on your back on my super comfortable bed sound?”

I squeezed her ass tighter before pressing my body against hers as I slowly rose, causing her cock to drag down the length of my stomach before it slid through my soaked lower lips and then sprang free as I stood. Liliana didn’t hesitate to lean in and kiss my clit before quickly getting up as well.

I didn’t verbally answer her as I leaped onto her bed and quickly rolled onto my back and snatched one of her pillows and put it under my head.

She smiled warmly at me as she climbed onto the bed after me. Liliana slowly made her way between my legs and ran her hands up and down my thighs while her cock throbbed angrily in the air. “That’s my girl. I told you I was going to make you scream my name, though. I hope you didn’t think I was just talking shit, baby.”

Liliana guided her crown to my entrance and slowly pushed her thick cock back into me. She let out a quiet, pleasured sigh as she sank fully into me.

I moaned as I lifted my legs and wrapped them around her slender waist. The clash of my tan legs around her pale body was one of the many differences between us, but those differences were where I felt that the real beauty was. She didn’t want me to be exactly like her. She enjoyed me for who I was, not who I would become.

Liliana planted a hand on the bed next to my head before spreading her legs slightly. I could feel her weight pressing against my core, her cock grinding against my inner depths as her eyes met with mine again. She leaned down and quickly kissed me on the lips before straightening back out.

As wholesome as the moment felt, I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t desperate for her to fuck me again. Her cock was already inside me. If I was on top, I would have been riding her with every intention of having her scream for me. But I wasn’t on top and as she started rolling her hips, she reminded me exactly why I was thrilled to be beneath her.

Her free hand quickly joined the other hand on the bed. The usually faint muscles of her arms stood out beautifully as she let her arms hold most of her weight as she started thrusting into me more frantically. Her sharp green eyes never left mine as she started truly fucking me. To call it thrusting would make it seem like she cared about controlling herself, to pretend that it was making sensual love would have been just as much of a lie.

Liliana’s hips crashed into mine with reckless abandon. Each violent impact made my entire body rock, but her bed didn’t move at all. I wasn’t complaining about being the sole recipient of her vicious pounding.

“Fuck!” I screamed at the top of my lungs. My hands shot to her lower back and I did everything I could to pull her down into me even harder. “Break me, Lil,” I lustfully snarled at her.

Liliana was already sweating a fair bit from the sheer intensity, but she nodded her head. Her labored breathing spoke volumes, even when her words failed her, but she didn’t make up an excuse and she damn sure didn’t slow down to catch her breath.

She lifted one arm from the bed again and I immediately felt the difference in her powerful strokes. My eyes rolled back as I screamed out, unintelligible words flowing out of me ranging from me trying to praise her to every cuss word under the sun as she used me like a fucking toy.

And I loved it. I couldn’t not. In the back of my mind, I knew that she would only get better at giving me what I wanted sexually, but I was already so close.

But then she cheated. Her free hand shot down to my clit and she rocked it back and forth furiously as she yelled, “Fucking come with me, baby!”

“Lil!” I cried out as my pussy clenched around her cock. The pleasure was far too much to take. If she’d have just kept fucking me for a little bit longer, I would have finished without her even having to touch my clit. But… she already knew how sensitive my clit was. Her thrusts slowed down as she focused on my clit.

My back arched from the bed, my shoulders pressing into the bed as I moaned like a whore. The fiery lust within me burned away everything else in the world. My vision darkened until the only thing I could see was my lover’s face. Her piercing eyes locked with mine, but then they slowly shut as she pumped into me a few final times. Liliana’s first rope of hot, thick cum shot deep inside me as my walls clenched around her shaft, milking her of every last drop of her cum as my own orgasm gushed out onto her hips and our bed.

She collapsed on top of me and rested her head on my shoulder. Her arms quivered from the effort and her breathing sounded almost like she was having an asthma attack, but I wasn’t in much better shape. My mind was nearly blank, I could barely feel my hips. My ass was definitely numb and I could only hope that my thighs wouldn’t be bruised to the point of having to ask her to be gentle with me for a few days.

Being brutally fucked by my girlfriend was worth every damn second of the aches and pains that would fade away soon enough.

“F-Fuck that was great, baby,” I whimpered.

“Y-You’re great,” she panted, clearly out of breath and exhausted.

A quiet chuckle slipped from my lips as I wrapped my arms around her back and whispered, “Take a nap with me, baby. We can unpack my stuff later. I just want to hold you until something forces me to stop.”

Liliana turned her head and looked at me. Wet strands of her dirty blonde hair gave her a much more primal look, one that I couldn’t pretend didn’t make me want to fuck her again. “That sounds amazing,” she mumbled. “I-I’m really looking forward to our new life, Luna.”


Epilogue

To say that I was nervous as I unlocked the door to my house would have been an understatement. It was Thursday which meant that Luna was going to be cleaning the house again. She’d settled into life in our house much faster than I expected her to, but she was worse about wanting to cling to a routine than I was.

I slowly opened the door and checked to see if I could see Luna. When I was sure that she wasn’t nearby, I quickly slipped inside and hurried into the living room. I popped open the ottoman and gingerly put down the black velvet box I’d picked up while I was out.

After four months, I’d figured that I’d waited long enough to ask to make things official. Her dad agreed to keep things between us, but I even went so far as to ask for his daughter’s hand in marriage. Admittedly, he couldn’t have said a word to me that would have kept me from asking Luna to marry me, but I wanted to do things right.

My heart raced in my chest as I put the top back on the ottoman and put the plane tickets down on top of the cushion. Upstairs, I could hear Luna walking back towards the stairs. She always played music from her phone as she cleaned, which was slightly helpful when I was trying to be somewhat discrete about what I was doing.

The knot in my stomach tightened as I rushed to the stairs and met her as she came down, but the second I laid eyes on her, that nervousness washed away. While the outfit I bought came with heels, she never wore them and I never complained. White and black striped stockings adorned her slender legs and led up to her tanned upper thighs. With her being a few steps above me, I was lucky enough to have a full view of my lover’s skimpy white panties that typically hid beneath the frilly black skirt with white trim. The top that went with the outfit was mostly black with a few lines of white running up her midsection. It used to have fluffy shoulders, but Luna cut the short, impractical sleeves off.

She smiled down at me, her eyes beaming down at me, “Talk about good timing, babe. Did you get to catch up with Nova about Ashley?”

“I, uh, well, that’s not quite what I wanted to go out for, baby girl,” I murmured as I realized that I’d have to tell her I lied to her about where I was going. To be fair, Nova and I were truly trying to help Ashley find comfort in her transition, and in the four months that I’d been back in town, Ashley had come a long way.

She cocked her head to the side and reached into the back of her skirt and pulled her phone out to turn off the music. Luna walked down the stairs and draped her arms over my shoulders and pulled me closer to her, “So then you’re planning a surprise. Should I pretend I’m nervous?”

If there was any residual tension about having to lie to her, her words cut through it in an instant. She knew me too well for me to get away with such a simple excuse.

I bit my lip as I looked into her lovely blue eyes, “Well, it still is something of a surprise, but that’s only because you don’t know what it is.”

The smirk on her lips faded as she leaned in to quickly kiss me before she whispered, “I might have an idea, but then again, I seriously hope you didn’t buy me a fucking gaming laptop without letting me at least have some kind of input on what I’d want.”

“Eh, I do what I want, you know me, baby,” I purred teasingly. I took a step away from her and then headed into the living room and sat down on the sofa and propped my feet up on the ottoman next to the plane tickets.

Luna followed after me and eyed the tickets curiously before picking one up. She glanced over it before turning to look at me, her eyes wide as she stammered, “D-Did you tell them we were coming? Fuck, babe, I could have packed our bags already. Son of a bitch, tomorrow at eight in the morning? Are you insane?”

I hesitated for a moment before I slowly let my feet fall to the floor. I leaned forward and looked up at her, “I paid for the tickets, but we’re only going tomorrow if you want to. There’s a condition to taking that vacation, though. You know how my boss is, don’t you?”

She rolled her eyes as a smirk tugged at her lips again. “Baby, you use that line on me so often that I’m going to have to get you a coffee cup that says it for you. What’s the condition? I can’t pretend I don’t miss seeing my family, but they’re not the best with surprises. You did tell them, didn’t you?”

I ignored her question as I lifted one side of the ottoman just enough to squeeze my arm into the storage compartment. Taking a deep breath that did nothing to calm down the growing anxiety about everything that could go wrong, I pulled out the box and slid my butt off the couch and transitioned smoothly into a kneeling position in front of her.

My eyes locked with her and before I’d even uttered a word, I could see the first tear trickling down her cheek, but she didn’t have a witty comment. Seeing her crying didn’t help me at all. Even as I felt the warm tears forming in my eyes, I opened the box to show her the ring I’d picked out for her. I didn’t spare any expense with the ring, and if they had a nicer one in stock, I would have happily paid that bill. Luna wasn’t a materialistic person, but I wanted her to have something she would be proud of for the rest of her life, especially if she chose to live that life with me.

The ring was fourteen-carat white gold that split into two diamond inset intersecting bands that met near the center to encase the diamond in the center. It was barely a drop in the bucket of what I felt Luna deserved, but if she’d let me, I’d devote my life to filling that bucket, one drop at a time.

“Luna, I asked your dad if I had his blessing to ask you to marry me. His condition was that I didn’t do it so far away that they couldn’t be there. The plane tickets aren’t exactly for a vacation,” I choked out as I pulled the ring from its resting place in the box. My hand was visibly shaking as our eyes met again. “Baby, I am so serious about living the rest of my life with you. You’ve done nothing but make my life better since I’ve met you. I’m not sure what I did to ever deserve someone like you in my life, but I’ll do everything I can to make sure that you always want to be mine in the same way that I want to be yours. Luna, will you do me the honor of being my duo partner for the rest of our lives?”

Luna let out a weak chuckle as she lowered her left hand towards me, “I don’t know how you managed to do it, but you even made proposing to me a nerdy thing. Fuck, you know I love it when you talk nerdy to me. Of course I’ll marry you, Lil. P-Put that damn ring on me and fucking kiss me?”

I slid the ring onto her finger and enjoyed how perfect it looked on her. Rising to my feet, I put my hands on her waist and pulled her in for a deep kiss. Luna’s hands draped around my shoulders again as she held me tight against her.

She finally broke the kiss and spoke in a hoarse voice, “So are you taking me upstairs or what?”

As beautiful as the moment was, I couldn’t pretend that hearing her suggestion didn’t make my heart race for an entirely different reason. She knew what that outfit did to me…

The End


Message from the Author

If you enjoyed this novella, please consider leaving a review. They help boost the visibility of these stories which makes it clear that you guys want more of this sort of content. If steamy transgender novellas are your thing, consider joining my mailing list to be notified of new releases.

If you want to support me in other ways and be able to talk to me directly about what’s going on in my world, what I’m up to, and what I may be doing next, I recommend you check out my Patreon.

It’s Just a Game

Skylar didn't know what to expect when he and his game development team got the offer to test out the latest VR tech. It wasn't even out yet, and it was supposed to be able to recreate physical sensations. In 2023, that was unheard of.

His excitement turned into festering uncertainty when he found out that the creators, Howard and Jessica, thought he was a woman and programmed his console accordingly. Fixing that mistake would have cost him another week and that was too long to wait.

If only he knew what would happen once he experienced being in a woman's body for the first time…

Unexpected

When I got a call out of the blue from my dad, I never imagined that it would lead to anything more than disappointment. I decided to transition after college and as far as we were concerned, that was the end of what was once a happy family. After three years of flipping burgers and a growing desire to have a more stable life to finally be able to provide something more than just benefits to the woman I wanted as my girlfriend, I couldn't shake that phone call. That offer was tantalizing, almost as tantalizing as Jenna.

At Jenna's suggestion, I decided to take my father up on the offer. While I wasn't sure what would happen after starting work at his company, I did know that it would get me one step closer to the lifestyle I wanted.

If I knew just how deep my dad's meddling went, though, maybe I would have held onto my pride. He couldn't be actually trying to help me, could he?
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