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Chapter 1: Moving Day
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The U-Haul sat crooked in the driveway, its back doors gaping open like a tired mouth. Lexi stood on the front porch of their first house, keys in hand, and did not cry. She was not going to cry. She was a serious adult who had just bought a serious adult house with her serious adult girlfriend.

Then Nadia came up the walk with a box labelled “kitchen crap” balanced on one hip, and Lexi’s throat went tight anyway.

“You’re just going to stand there,” Nadia said, grinning. “Or are you going to unlock the door so we can actually go inside?”

“I’m savouring the moment.”

“You’re stalling because you’re scared of the basement.”

Lexi pointed the key at her. “I am not scared of the basement. I am respectfully wary of a basement that had a listing photo described as ‘cozy potential.’”

Nadia laughed and set the box down to wrap her arms around Lexi from behind. She was a tiny bit taller, which meant her chin fit perfectly on top of Lexi’s head. “We’re going to be so happy here.”

Lexi melted back against her. “I know.”

They stood like that for a moment, the Saskatchewan wind tugging at their hair. Nadia’s long dark waves tangled with Lexi’s blonde curls, and somewhere down the street a lawnmower buzzed, and it all felt impossibly ordinary and impossibly enormous at the same time.

“Okay,” Lexi said finally. She slid the key into the lock and turned it with a satisfying thunk. “Let’s go make this place ours.”

The door swung open to a living room full of afternoon light and absolutely none of their furniture. The hardwood floors were scuffed but solid. The walls were that particular shade of beige that said someone painted over something they didn’t want to deal with. It was perfect.

Lexi stepped inside and turned in a slow circle. “We own this.”

“The bank owns most of it,” Nadia said, but her voice was soft.

“Don’t ruin this,” Lexi replied, not wanting to have this argument right now.

Nadia came up behind her again, hands finding Lexi’s hips. “We own this,” she corrected. “Together.”

Lexi turned in her arms. She meant to say something clever, something about mortgage rates or paint colours or the fact that they still had seventeen boxes in the truck. But Nadia was looking at her with that particular expression, the one that had made Lexi say yes to a second date, and a third, and yes to moving in together, and yes to putting an offer on a house neither of them could technically afford without giving up brunch for the next decade.

So instead of speaking, Lexi kissed her.

It started sweet. A hello. A welcome home. But then Nadia’s fingers curled into the belt loops of Lexi’s jeans, and Lexi made a small sound against her mouth, and suddenly they were leaning back against the wall that was their wall in the living room that was their living room.

“We have movers coming with the rest of the stuff,” Lexi breathed.

“In an hour.”

“An hour is not that long.”

Nadia kissed the corner of her jaw. “It’s long enough to break in the new place.”

Lexi laughed, a shaky thing. “The bed isn’t even assembled.”

“I’m not picky about surfaces.”

A horn honked outside. The movers, apparently, had decided to be early for once in human history.

They sprang apart like teenagers caught by a parent. Lexi’s face was flushed. Nadia’s lipstick was smeared. They both stared at each other and then burst out laughing.

“Later,” Nadia promised, tucking a curl behind Lexi’s ear.

“Later,” Lexi agreed, and opened the front door to greet their very early, very oblivious movers.

Behind her, the house was empty. By nightfall, it would be full.
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Chapter 2: Nesting
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The movers had been gone for twenty-three minutes. Lexi knew this because she had been staring at the same box of cookbooks for the entire duration, trying to decide if they belonged in the kitchen or on the built-in shelf in the dining nook.

Nadia found her there, still standing, still staring.

“You know those are books, right?” Nadia said, dropping a coiled extension cord onto the growing pile of “garage” items by the back door. “Not a moral dilemma.”

“The shelf is right there,” Lexi said, gesturing vaguely toward the dining nook. “But the kitchen is where you cook. So shouldn’t the cookbooks be in the kitchen? But then the shelf would be empty, and that feels sad, but if I put them on the shelf then they’re not where I actually use them, which is...”

Nadia kissed her forehead. “Kitchen. You’re going to want them in the kitchen. We can put plants on the shelf.”

“We don’t have any plants.”

“We’ll get plants.” Nadia picked up the box and carried it into the kitchen, settling it on the counter with a decisive thump. “Next problem.”

Lexi followed her, already scanning the room. “The coffee maker needs to go near an outlet. And the toaster. But if they’re both on the same counter there’s no prep space, unless we put the toaster on the other side by the fridge, but then it’s too far from the...”

“Lex.”

“What?”

Nadia braced her hands on the counter and gave her a look. The look that said I love you but you are doing a thing. “How about you direct and I move things. That way you can overthink from a seated position.”

“I don’t overthink.”

Nadia raised one eyebrow.

“Fine,” Lexi said, hopping onto the one counter that was currently clear. She immediately regretted it when the unfinished wood snagged her jeans, but she committed. “Toaster on the left side. Coffee maker on the right. Kettle in the middle.”

“See? Decisive.”

“Don’t patronise me in our new kitchen.”

Nadia grinned and got to work. Lexi watched her move boxes around, lifting with her legs like the responsible former rugby player she was, her long brown hair swinging as she bent and straightened. She had tied it back halfway through moving day, but pieces kept escaping to frame her face. Her skin was warm in the late afternoon light coming through the window above the sink.

Lexi’s chest did something complicated.

“What about the bedroom?” Lexi asked, because if she kept looking at Nadia like this they were never going to finish unpacking. “The bed frame is still in boxes in the hallway.”

“That’s a post-dinner problem.” Nadia nudged the kettle into place and stepped back to admire the arrangement. “We need food first. And wine. We’ve earned wine.”

“We haven’t earned wine until that bed is assembled. I’m not sleeping on a mattress on the floor in our first house like we’re students in a basement suite.”

Nadia crossed to her and settled between Lexi’s knees, hands resting on Lexi’s thighs. “We could assemble it together. After dinner. It’s only, what, four bolts?”

“You’re dangerously optimistic about flat-pack furniture.”

“I’m dangerously optimistic about getting you into that bed.” Nadia leaned in, her nose brushing Lexi’s cheek. “Our bed. In our bedroom. That we picked out together.”

Lexi’s hands came up to grip the front of Nadia’s tank top. “That’s emotional manipulation.”

“Is it working?” Nadia asked.

“Maybe,” Lexi replied.

Nadia kissed her. Soft at first, then with more intention, her fingers pressing into Lexi’s thighs. Lexi let herself sink into it, let the afternoon light and the smell of cardboard and the quiet hum of the refrigerator fade to the background. There was only Nadia’s mouth and the solid warmth of her and the fact that they were here, in their house, with nowhere else to be.

When they finally pulled apart, Lexi’s heart was a mess in her ribs.

“We still have to finish the living room,” she said, her voice not quite steady.

“Then let’s finish the living room.” Nadia pressed one more kiss to the corner of her mouth. “And then we eat. And then we assemble the bed.”

“And then?”

Nadia smiled, slow and warm. “And then we can christen it.”

Lexi slid off the counter and grabbed her hand. “Deal.”

They spent the next hour weaving through the maze of boxes and furniture, finding homes for things and occasionally disagreeing about where the couch should float. Lexi won the couch debate. Nadia won the placement of the television. They compromised on the coffee table, which went exactly in the middle where neither of them fully wanted it, which Lexi suspected was the true definition of partnership.

By the time they stood in the centre of the living room, surrounded by the evidence of their day, the house no longer felt empty.

It felt like theirs.

Nadia pulled Lexi into her side, arm around her waist. “We did it.”

“We barely unpacked anything.”

“We moved in. That counts.” Nadia pressed a kiss to her hair. “And we didn’t kill each other.”

“The night is young. You might be speaking too early,” Lexi warned, teasingly.

Nadia laughed and spun her around, catching her easily. Lexi ended up against her chest, looking up at a face she had memorised months ago and still found new things to love in every day.

“I love you,” Lexi said.

“I love you too,” Nadia said back.

And then they kissed again, because they could. Because this was their living room, their house, their first night of whatever came next.

It tasted like dust and takeout and the particular sweetness of a new beginning.
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Chapter 3: A Quiet Realization
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The pizza box sat open on the floor between them, half a slice of pepperoni and mushroom abandoned inside. Two wine glasses rested on the hardwood, the bottle of Malbec within easy reach. Lexi had her hair twisted up with a pencil she had found somewhere, and Nadia was squinting at the instruction manual like it was written in ancient Greek.

Which it basically was.

“This says to attach Part G to Part F,” Nadia said, turning the paper sideways. “But Part G is clearly a bolt and Part F is a wooden dowel, and those two things do not attach to each other.”

“Let me see.” Lexi leaned over, her bare knee pressing against Nadia’s thigh. She studied the diagram, then the scattered pieces around them. “I think Part G is actually the rail. And Part F is the bolt. They just labelled it wrong.”

“That would be insane.”

“It’s DIY furniture, babe. Insane is the default setting.”

Nadia let the manual drop and ran a hand through her hair, which had long since escaped its tie. It fell around her shoulders in dark waves, and Lexi watched her for a moment longer than necessary. There was a smear of pizza sauce on her wrist. A smudge of something grey across her cheekbone from where she had brushed against a box. She had never looked more beautiful.

“Stop staring and help me find the actual Part G,” Nadia said, but she was smiling.

“I’m not staring. I’m strategizing.”

“You’re staring.”

Lexi reached out and wiped the smudge from Nadia’s cheek with her thumb. “Maybe a little.”

Nadia caught her hand and held it for a second, pressing a kiss to the palm. Then she released it and pointed at the pile of hardware. “Strategize faster. I want this bed assembled before midnight.”

They worked in companionable silence for a while, the kind of silence that came from a year of learning each other’s rhythms. Lexi sorted bolts and dowels into piles while Nadia fitted the side rails together. The frame was solid wood, heavy and expensive and exactly what they had saved for. When they finally got the base assembled, Lexi sat back on her heels to admire it.

“That actually looks like a bed,” she said.

“Don’t jinx it. We still have the headboard.”

The headboard proved to be the enemy. The brackets didn’t line up. The screws were the wrong size. They had to take it apart twice, and somewhere in the process Lexi lost the pencil from her hair and snapped at Nadia for holding the flashlight wrong, which was unfair and she knew it.

Nadia didn’t snap back. She just looked at Lexi with that patient expression, the one that said I see you, I love you, I’m going to let you have this moment and then we’ll move on.

It was that look that did it.

Lexi sat back against the footboard, her arms wrapped around her knees, and watched Nadia take over. Her girlfriend had the bracket in one hand and the Allen key in the other, her brow furrowed in concentration. She was muttering something under her breath, probably counting twists or reciting a prayer to the Gods of Swedish engineering. Her fingers moved with a confidence Lexi had always admired, the same hands that could fix a leaky faucet or coax a reluctant sourdough starter to life.

Nadia didn’t give up. She never gave up. She had shown up to their third date with a flat tire and still made it across town because she refused to cancel. She had held Lexi through a panic attack in a grocery store aisle without once making her feel small. She had signed mortgage papers without hesitation, had looked at Lexi across the lawyer’s desk and said this is insane and I’m so glad we’re doing it together.

And now she was building their bed in their first house, on a Tuesday night, with pizza grease on her shirt and wine warming her cheeks, and Lexi loved her so much it felt like a physical thing in her chest.

“You’re staring again,” Nadia said, not looking up from the bracket.

“I’m realizing something.”

“That we should have paid for assembly?”

Lexi laughed softly. “No. Well, maybe. But something else, too.” She crawled across the floor until she was beside Nadia, close enough to feel the warmth coming off her skin. “I’m realizing I never want to do this with anyone else.”

Nadia’s hands stilled. She turned, and her expression was open in a way it rarely was, all her defences down. “What do you mean?”

“I mean building furniture. And buying houses. And fighting about where the couch goes.” Lexi reached for her hand, the one still holding the Allen key, and gently took it from her. She set it on the floor and laced their fingers together instead. “I mean all of it. Everything. I don’t want a life that doesn’t have you in it. I don’t want to spend a single day away from you if I don’t have to. I love you. I love you so much, Nadia.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavier and lighter than Lexi had expected. They had said I love you before, of course. A hundred times. A thousand. But this was different. This was a quiet realization spoken aloud in the middle of a half-built bed frame, with sawdust on the floor and a cold pizza growing stale.

Nadia’s eyes went bright. She blinked once, twice, and then she was leaning forward, her free hand coming up to cup Lexi’s face.

“I love you too,” she said, her voice rough. “I love you. I love this. I love our stupid hard-to-assemble bed and our beige walls and the fact that you put the wine glasses on the floor like an animal. I love you.”

Lexi was crying. She hadn’t meant to cry, but there it was, tears trailing down her cheeks while she laughed at the same time. Nadia kissed the tears away, one by one, her lips soft and patient against Lexi’s skin.

When she reached Lexi’s mouth, the kiss turned into something deeper. Lexi’s hands found Nadia’s waist, pulling her closer, and Nadia went willingly, her body fitting against Lexi’s like it had been made to be there. They kissed until Lexi’s back hit the half-assembled footboard, until her laugh was swallowed by another kiss, until the wine and the pizza and the scattered bolts were forgotten entirely.

Nadia pulled back first, just enough to rest her forehead against Lexi’s. Her breath was warm, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. Lexi wanted to stay like this forever.

“Alright,” Nadia said, her voice a low murmur. “Now let’s get back to it so we have somewhere to sleep tonight.”

Lexi nodded, still breathless. “That’s a really good idea.”

They didn’t let go of each other for another long moment. And when they finally did, when Lexi reached for the Allen key and Nadia grabbed the manual, the work felt different. Lighter. Sweeter.

It was still just a bed frame. But it was theirs. Both of theirs.
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Chapter 4: Settling In
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The last bolt went in with a satisfying final click. Nadia sat back on her heels and let the Allen key drop to the floor with a clatter that felt ceremonial.

“Done,” she announced.

Lexi circled the bed like a museum patron admiring a sculpture. She pressed a hand to the headboard, testing its stability. She nudged the footboard with her knee. She sat on the edge and bounced once, then twice, then a third time until Nadia laughed.

“It’s solid,” Lexi said, and there was genuine wonder in her voice. “We actually did it.”

“We actually did it. No leftover parts, we didn’t break it, and nobody died. I’d call that a win!” Nadia replied.

“You cried a little, though.”

“Yes, but shush! Those were tears of determination,” Nadia responded again.

Lexi stood up and extended a hand to pull Nadia to her feet. They stood together at the foot of the bed, surveying their work. The frame was sturdy and handsome, the colour of honey in the lamplight. The mattress was still propped against the wall, waiting to be hauled onto the base, but for now the frame alone felt like an accomplishment.

“Wine,” Lexi said decisively. “We’ve earned more wine.”

They padded back to the kitchen in their sock feet, leaving the bedroom scattered with hardware bags and crumpled instructions. The pizza box was still open on the floor where they had left it. Lexi stepped over it and grabbed the bottle of Malbec while Nadia fetched their glasses from the counter.

Nadia poured. The wine caught the overhead light, deep red and generous.

“To us,” Nadia said, raising her glass.

“To our first bed.” Lexi clinked her glass against Nadia’s. “And to never assembling flat-pack furniture again.”

“That’s a promise you can’t make.”

“I know. Just let me have this,” Lexi said as she took another sip.

Nadia grinned and took a sip, too. Lexi watched her throat move as she swallowed, and something shifted in her chest. It was the wine, probably. Or the late hour. Or the fact that they had spent the entire day building a life together, one box at a time, and now they were standing in their kitchen with the windows dark and the house quiet around them.

Nadia set her glass down on the counter. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“You’re doing the face.”

“I’m not doing a face.”

“You’re doing the face where you look at me like I’m a problem you’re trying to solve.”

Lexi set her glass down too. “You’re not a problem.”

“Then what am I?”

The kitchen felt smaller than it had an hour ago. Or maybe Lexi was just closer to Nadia than she realised, close enough to see the tiny scar above her eyebrow, the one from a bike accident when she was twelve. Close enough to smell the wine on her breath and the particular clean scent of her skin.

“You’re everything,” Lexi said, and she didn’t mean for it to come out like that, so honest and raw, but it was too late to take it back.

Nadia’s expression softened. Her hand came up to Lexi’s waist, fingers curling into the fabric of her shirt. “That’s a big word.”

“It’s the right word.”

Nadia kissed her. It started gentle, a question more than a statement. Lexi answered by pressing closer, her hands sliding up Nadia’s arms to her shoulders, her fingers tangling in the dark hair that fell there. The kiss deepened, and Nadia made a small sound against her mouth, something between a sigh and a hum of approval.

Lexi walked her backward until Nadia’s hips met the counter. The edge of it pressed into her lower back and she didn’t seem to mind. She pulled Lexi tighter against her, one hand splaying across the small of Lexi’s back, the other gripping the edge of the counter behind her.

The wine glasses sat forgotten. The pizza box, the scattered boxes, the whole chaos of the day faded to nothing. There was only the warm press of Nadia’s body, the taste of Malbec on her tongue, the way her breath caught when Lexi’s fingers found the skin just above her waistband.

“We should,” Nadia started, but she didn’t finish. She tilted her head to give Lexi better access to her neck, and Lexi took full advantage, pressing kisses along the column of her throat, feeling the pulse there, fast and insistent.

“Should what?” Lexi murmured against her skin.

“I don’t remember.”

Lexi laughed softly and pulled back just enough to look at her. Nadia’s eyes were dark, her lips swollen, her cheeks flushed. Her shirt had ridden up on one side, exposing a strip of skin that Lexi wanted to explore with her mouth.

Instead, she traced her thumb along Nadia’s jaw, watching her eyelids flutter.

“Time for bed?” Lexi asked, her voice lower than she intended.

Nadia’s answer was a slow smile, the kind that had made Lexi weak from the very first time she saw it. She nodded, once, her hand finding Lexi’s and squeezing.

“Time for bed,” she agreed.

They left the wine on the counter, the glasses half full, the kitchen light still burning. Lexi led the way down the short hallway, her fingers laced through Nadia’s, and she could feel Nadia’s presence behind her like a warmth at her back.

The bedroom door was open. The frame waited, solid and finished, ready for the mattress and the sheets and whatever came after.

Lexi pulled Nadia through the doorway and did not look back.
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Chapter 5: The New Bed
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The mattress was heavier than they expected, a dead weight of foam and springs that they grunted and shoved into place. It landed on the frame with a soft whump, followed by their shared, breathless laughter. They collapsed onto it side by side, the newness of it all still crisp in the air. The sheets were still in a laundry basket, the pillows in a plastic bag under the window, but none of that mattered. Not right now.

Lexi rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand to look at Nadia. The lamplight caught the golden strands in Lexi’s blonde hair, but it was Nadia’s dark, chestnut locks spread across the stark white of the mattress protector that held Lexi’s attention. She reached out, her fingers sinking into the thick, silky mass.

“I’ve been wanting to do that all day,” Lexi murmured, her voice husky.

“What? Touch my hair?” Nadia’s eyes were closed, a contented smile on her face.

“Yeah. While you were bent over those instructions with your tongue between your teeth. All I could think about was this hair.”

Nadia’s eyes opened, dark and deep. She shifted, turning to face Lexi, their knees touching through their jeans. “Well, it’s all yours now.”

That was all the permission Lexi needed. She leaned in, her other hand coming up to cup Nadia’s cheek, her thumb stroking the soft skin there. The kiss was different from the one in the kitchen. That one had been a spark, a sudden flare of desire. This one was a slow burn, a deliberate exploration. Nadia’s lips parted under hers, and Lexi deepened the kiss, her tongue sweeping in to taste the lingering wine and the unique, sweet flavour that was just Nadia.

A soft moan escaped Nadia’s throat, and she arched into the touch, her hands finding Lexi’s hips and pulling her closer. The denim between them was an irritation, a rough barrier against the soft press of their bodies. Lexi’s hand slid from Nadia’s hair down her neck, over the collar of her t-shirt, and came to rest on the curve of her breast. She could feel the rapid beat of Nadia’s heart through the thin cotton.

“Lexi,” Nadia breathed against her mouth, her hands fumbling with the hem of Lexi’s shirt. “Off. Get this off.”

They broke apart long enough to wrestle their shirts over their heads, tossing them carelessly onto the floor. The cool air of the room was a shock against their heated skin, but it was fleeting. Lexi’s gaze roamed over Nadia’s torso, over the smooth expanse of her stomach and the plain black bra she wore. She reached behind Nadia, her fingers fumbling with the clasp for a moment before it sprang free.

Nadia shrugged out of the bra, and Lexi’s breath hitched. She’d seen Nadia naked before, of course, but this felt different. This was their bed, their room, their life starting right here, right now. She dipped her head, her lips closing over one tight, rosy nipple. Nadia cried out, her back bowing off the mattress, her fingers tangling in Lexi’s blonde hair, holding her close.

Lexi worshipped her with her mouth, alternating between soft, laving kisses and sharp, teasing nips. She could feel Nadia’s hips rocking against her thigh, a desperate, seeking rhythm that made Lexi’s own core clench with need. She wanted to take her time, to memorize every inch of Nadia’s body, but the urgency was building between them, a current that was impossible to resist.

She moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention as her hand slid down Nadia’s stomach, her fingers tracing the waistband of her jeans. Nadia lifted her hips in silent invitation, and Lexi made quick work of the button and zipper, tugging the denim down her long legs. Nadia kicked them away, leaving her in nothing but a pair of simple black panties that were already damp with arousal.

Lexi knelt between Nadia’s legs, her eyes drinking in the sight of her. She looked so beautiful, so open and wanting. She hooked her fingers in the sides of the panties and slowly, torturously, pulled them down. Nadia gasped as the cool air hit her heated flesh, her legs falling open in a gesture of complete surrender.

Lexi didn’t hesitate. She lowered her head, her tongue parting Nadia’s folds to taste her for the first time that night. The flavour was sharp, intoxicating, and Lexi groaned against her. She licked and sucked, her movements growing more confident as Nadia’s moans grew louder. She found the soft, sensitive little nub of her clit and circled it with her tongue, feeling Nadia’s body tense and tremble beneath her.

“God, Lexi, don’t stop,” Nadia begged, her hands fisting in the sheets. “Right there. Just like that.”

Lexi increased the pressure, her movements becoming more focused, more relentless. She could feel Nadia’s thighs tightening around her head, could hear the frantic, broken sounds of her breathing. She slid two fingers inside Nadia, curling them upwards to find that spot that made her see stars.

The effect was instantaneous. Nadia’s body arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashed over her. Lexi held her through it, her mouth and fingers working in tandem to draw out every last wave of pleasure until Nadia collapsed back onto the mattress, limp and panting.

Lexi crawled up her body, kissing her deeply, letting Nadia taste herself on her lips. “I love you,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion.

“I love you, too,” Nadia replied, her hands coming up to frame Lexi’s face. “Now get these jeans off so I can return the favour.”

Lexi laughed, a low, throaty sound, and quickly shed the rest of her clothes. She settled back onto the bed, and Nadia rolled on top of her, her long hair creating a curtain around their faces. She kissed Lexi, a slow, deep kiss that spoke of everything she was feeling. Then she began her own exploration, her hands and mouth mapping every curve and hollow of Lexi’s body.

She paid special attention to Lexi’s breasts, which were just a bit fuller than her own, her tongue tracing the pale blue veins that were visible beneath the translucent skin. She moved lower, her teeth scraping against Lexi’s ribs, her tongue dipping into her navel. By the time she settled between Lexi’s legs, Lexi was writhing with anticipation, her hands gripping the headboard they had just spent hours building.

Nadia was just as skilled, just as relentless. She knew exactly how to touch Lexi, how to read the subtle shifts in her body, how to push her right to the edge and then pull her back, again and again, until Lexi was a sobbing, begging mess.

“Fuck, you’re so good at that!”

Nadia paused to giggle, saying, “I know just how you like it, baby.”

“Please, Nadia, please,” Lexi cried. Her hips were bucking wildly with anticipation, wanting to feel Nadia’s tongue pressed firmly against her once more. “I need to come. Please let me come.”

Nadia took pity on her, her mouth closing over Lexi’s clit as she slid three fingers deep inside her. She curled them just so, and Lexi shattered.

“Fu-fu-FUCKKKK!” Her orgasm was a blinding, all-consuming thing, a sensual explosion of pleasure that left her both shaking and breathless.

They lay tangled together in the aftermath, their limbs heavy and their bodies slick with sweat. The room was quiet, the only sounds their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city outside their window.

Nadia shifted, her head resting on Lexi’s shoulder. “Well,” she said, her voice a satisfied murmur. “I think we broke the bed in properly.”

Lexi laughed, her arm tightening around Nadia’s shoulders. “I think we did,” she agreed, pressing a kiss to the top of Nadia’s head. “Welcome home.”
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Chapter 6: Laughing


[image: ]


They had meant to sleep. Really, they had. The sheets were still in the laundry basket, the pillows still in their plastic wrapping, and the cool night air had started to creep in through the window they had forgotten to close. But sleep seemed to have other plans.

Lexi lay with her head on Nadia’s chest, listening to the slow beat of her heart. Nadia’s fingers traced lazy patterns on her bare shoulder, and neither of them spoke. The quiet was comfortable, the way only quiet between people who loved each other could be.

Then Nadia’s stomach growled. Loudly.

Lexi snorted. “Was that you or the house settling?”

“That was the half slice of pizza I ate six hours ago catching up with me.” Nadia’s chest shook with a laugh. “Don’t judge. I expended a lot of energy.”

“So did I.”

“You’re the one who started it.”

Lexi propped herself up on her elbow, grinning down at her. “You’re blaming me? You’re the one who said ‘Off. Get this off’ like you were commanding a small army.”

Nadia’s cheeks went pink, which was impressive given everything they had just done. “I did not sound like that.”

“You absolutely did. It was very hot. Very commanding.” Lexi traced a finger down the centre of Nadia’s chest, watching the goosebumps rise in its wake. “I liked it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

Nadia caught her hand and brought it to her lips, kissing each knuckle in turn. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, that familiar warmth returning to them. “Good to know for next time.”

“Next time?” Lexi raised an eyebrow. “We haven’t even made it to the first sleep yet.”

“Who says we have to sleep?”

Lexi laughed, soft and surprised. “You’re insatiable.”

“I’m in love with you and we just built a bed together.” Nadia tugged Lexi closer, until Lexi was half sprawled across her chest, their legs tangling beneath the bare mattress. “That combination makes a person insatiable.”

Lexi looked down at her. Nadia’s dark hair was a mess, spread across the mattress protector in waves. Her lips were still kiss-swollen, her skin warm beneath Lexi’s hands. She was so beautiful it made Lexi’s chest ache.

“We need to put the sheets on,” Lexi said, though she made no move to get up.

“We’ll put the sheets on later.”

“And the pillows.”

“Eventually.”

Nadia’s hand slid down Lexi’s back, settling on the curve of her hip. Her touch was deliberate now, no longer lazy. Her fingers pressed into the soft skin there, and Lexi felt her breath catch.

“We should close the window,” Lexi whispered. “It’s getting cold.”

“I’ll keep you warm.”

Nadia rolled them over in one smooth motion, settling herself on top. Her hair fell around them like a curtain, blocking out the rest of the room, the rest of the world. There was only her, only the weight of her body and the heat of her skin and the way she was looking at Lexi like she was the only thing that mattered.

Lexi’s hands came up to rest on Nadia’s hips. “What are you thinking?”

Nadia lowered herself, her lips brushing against Lexi’s ear. “I’m thinking,” she murmured, her voice low and warm, “that I’m not nearly done with you yet.”

A shiver ran down Lexi’s spine. She tightened her grip on Nadia’s hips and pulled her closer, feeling the press of her body, the warmth of her skin. “Then don’t stop.”

Nadia smiled, slow and dangerous. “I wasn’t planning on it.”
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Chapter 7: Take Two
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Nadia’s weight was a pleasant, grounding pressure on top of Lexi, and Lexi’s hands roamed freely over the expanse of her back, feeling the shift of muscles beneath her smooth skin. The room was still dark, a fact that was unlikely to change for the next several hours.

Nadia shifted her hips, a deliberate, grinding movement that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to Lexi’s core. Lexi gasped into her mouth, her hands sliding down to grip Nadia’s ass, pulling her tighter, encouraging the rhythm. They were still sticky with sweat from their first time, the scent of their combined arousal hanging in the cool air, a potent aphrodisiac.

“Nadia,” Lexi breathed, the name a sigh against her lips.

“Lexi,” Nadia answered, her voice a low, husky murmur. She broke the kiss, her lips trailing a hot, wet path down Lexi’s jaw to her neck. She nipped at the sensitive skin there, just hard enough to make Lexi cry out, her hips bucking upwards to meet Nadia’s.

Their hands grew more frantic, more demanding. Lexi slid one hand between their bodies, her fingers finding the slick, swollenness of Nadia’s lips. Nadia was already wet, already ready for her, and she moaned loudly as Lexi’s fingers circled her clit, applying a firm, steady pressure.

Not to be outdone, Nadia’s own hand snaked down Lexi’s body, her fingers parting Lexi’s lips, dipping into her heat. She found Lexi’s clit, already hard and aching, and began to rub it in time with Lexi’s movements on her own body.

They lay there, side by side now, their foreheads pressed together, their breath mingling in the space between them. Their hands moved in a frantic, desperate dance, their moans and gasps filling the quiet room. They tried to speak, to say each other’s names, but the words were lost, muffled by the intensity of their pleasure, reduced to choked, breathless sounds.

“Le—” Nadia tried to say, but it was cut off by a sharp cry as Lexi increased the pressure on her clit.

“Na—” Lexi started, but her own voice failed her as Nadia slid two fingers inside her, curling them upwards to hit that perfect, magical spot.

They were close, so close, teetering on the edge of a precipice. Lexi could feel it in the frantic trembling of Nadia’s thighs, in the way her breath hitched in her throat. She knew Nadia could feel it in her, too, in the way her own body was arching off the mattress, in the desperate, pleading sounds she was making.

“Lexi,” Nadia gasped, her voice ragged. “I want... I want to taste you.”

Lexi’s eyes flew open. The words sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through her, so powerful it almost took her breath away. She withdrew her hand from Nadia’s body, and Nadia did the same, their fingers glistening with each other’s arousal.

“Sit on my face,” Nadia commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Lexi didn’t need to be told twice. She scrambled to obey, swinging her leg over Nadia’s head, her knees settling on either side of her face. She looked down, her breath catching in her throat at the sight of Nadia below her, her dark hair spread out on the mattress, her eyes dark with lust, her lips parted in anticipation.

Slowly, deliberately, Lexi lowered herself onto Nadia’s mouth. The first touch of Nadia’s tongue against her clit was electric, a jolt of pure, erogenous pleasure that shot through her entire body. She cried out, her hands flying out to grip the mattress to steady herself.

Nadia’s mouth was a revelation, a perfect, wet heat that seemed to know exactly what she needed. She licked and sucked, her tongue swirling and probing, her hands coming up to grip Lexi’s ass, holding her in place, controlling the pressure.

Lexi was lost, completely and utterly lost in the sensation. But she wasn’t selfish. She leaned forward, her own mouth finding Nadia’s dripping wet centre. She tasted her, the flavour sharp and intoxicating, and she groaned, the vibration of her voice sending a fresh wave of pleasure through Nadia’s body.

They were a tangle of limbs, a writhing, moaning mass of pure, unadulterated lust. They were lost in a world of their own making, a world of sensation and desire, a world where nothing mattered but the feel of each other’s bodies, the taste of each other’s skin.

Their movements grew more frantic, more desperate. They were both so close, so achingly close. Lexi could feel the tension building inside her, a tight, coiling spring that was about to snap. She could feel it in Nadia, too, in the way her thighs were trembling, in the way her hips were rocking against her mouth.

“Nadia,” Lexi cried out, her voice a strangled sob. “I’m... I’m...”

“Me too,” Nadia moaned, her voice muffled by Lexi’s flesh. “Lexi, I’m there... I’m almost there!”

And then it happened. It was like a dam breaking, a tidal wave of pleasure that crashed over them both, simultaneous and overwhelming. Lexi’s body convulsed, her orgasm tearing through her with the force of a hurricane. She could feel Nadia’s body shaking beneath her, could hear her muffled cries of ecstasy as her own orgasm hit.

“Oh my God, Nadia!”

“Yes! Yes! Oh Lexi! You’re so fucking perfect!”

“OH!” Each of the women screamed in unison.

They rode the wave together, their bodies moving in perfect, frantic harmony, until they were both spent, their bodies limp and trembling. Lexi collapsed onto the bed beside Nadia, her chest heaving, her body slick with sweat.

They lay there in silence for a long time, their bodies inverted and apart from one another, their breaths slowly returning to normal. The soft glow from a streetlight providing the only source of illumination in the room.

Nadia rolled onto her side, and Lexi turned around and came to join her. Soon, Nadia’s head was resting on Lexi’s shoulder. “Well,” she said, her voice a satisfied murmur. “That’s one way to finish moving in.”

Lexi laughed, a light, airy sound. She wrapped her arm around Nadia’s shoulders, pulling her closer. “Yeah,” she agreed, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “It definitely is.”
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Chapter 8: Home


[image: ]


They put the sheets on eventually.

It was Nadia who finally got up, stepping naked across the cold floor to the laundry basket while Lexi watched from the mattress, too warm and too content to move. Nadia shook the fitted sheet out with a snap and Lexi caught the other end without being asked, and they made the bed around themselves in a slow, clumsy, laughing sort of way, tucking corners and smoothing wrinkles until it looked like something resembling some form of respectable.

Then they climbed in.

The pillows still smelled like the packaging. The duvet was slightly askew. Nadia's cold feet found Lexi's legs immediately, and Lexi yelped and then allowed it anyway, because that was love, probably.

"Better," Nadia murmured, settling her head onto Lexi's shoulder.

"Much better," Lexi agreed.

Outside, the Saskatchewan night was doing what Saskatchewan nights did: going very dark and very quiet, with the occasional car passing on the street below and the distant sound of a dog that couldn't decide whether it had something to say. The window was closed now. The kitchen light was off. The pizza box had been dealt with.

Their first house was quiet around them.

Lexi pressed her lips to the top of Nadia's head and breathed her in. Shampoo and sweat and something underneath that was just Nadia, just hers.

"Hey," Lexi said softly.

"Hmm?"

"We live here now."

Nadia laughed, low and sleepy. "Yeah, I guess we do. We do live here now. Together," she confirmed. Her arm tightened across Lexi's waist. "How does it feel?"

Lexi considered the question seriously, the way it deserved. She thought about the crooked U-Haul and the beige walls and the basement she was still a little wary of. She thought about cookbooks and flat-pack furniture and a bottle of Malbec on the kitchen counter with two glasses beside it, still partially full.

"Safe," she said finally. "It feels safe."

Nadia was quiet for a moment, before finally agreeing, "Yeah. It does."

They didn't say anything after that. There wasn't anything left to say. The house settled around them with its small, ordinary sounds, and the streetlight made a soft square of gold on the wall, and Nadia's breathing slowed first, then Lexi's followed.

They slept.

They were home.

––––––––
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        A week in Costa Rica. Two best friends. And a secret Cass has been hiding for ten years.
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	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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