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Chapter One - Leah

“So do you want the job or not, Casey?” Dad asked, his voice distant and cold as it always was. “If you’re still too good for the position then I’ll hire someone else. Your mother would be pissed if I didn’t at least make the offer.”

Even in my freezing room, my cheeks burned hot at the mention of my mom. “It’s kind of you to offer, Jacob.” I couldn’t keep the venom out of my voice as I called him by his first name. He despised that almost as much as I despised him calling me the name I was born with instead of my legal name, “I don’t need a handout, especially not from you.”

“Funny you say that,” he said in his infuriatingly calm tone. “Last I heard, you were still renting a bedroom from a college student that is ripping you off and flipping burgers under a manager that treats you like an animal. The least you could do for yourself is to accept the job and use the education your mother and I paid for.”

“You keep bringing Mom up but I can’t remember a time when you did anything for her that you didn’t use as leverage against her,” I snarled.

I let my hand slip out of the cuff of my hoodie so that I could reach down and pet my roommate’s cat as it jumped up onto the bed. She always seemed to know when I was irritated. I wasn’t going to complain about her slinking onto my lap to lie down either, the warmth was a welcome relief.

There was a brief pause, just a few seconds, just long enough for him to take another drink of whiskey if I had to guess. “Your mother and I don’t always see eye to eye but we do love you. That love does not fade no matter how you choose to view the situation between your mother and me.”

The thought of my dad understanding what love even was drew a short chuckle from me. He could burn in hell for what he did to our family. “Why are you really offering me the job, Dad? Cut the shit about doing it for Mom.”

“I am doing it for your mother. Additionally, I don’t like the idea of you living a rat’s life in some filth’s apartment. My so—” he stopped himself a little too late. Dad cleared his throat, “My daughter deserves better than that.”

“Does it make you look bad in front of your rich friends to have a failure of a freak as your child, Dad? Is that what this is is really about?” I asked.

Another pause followed my words, another bout of silence that my alcoholic dad used to take another drink. “I’m losing my patience with you. To be frank, yes, you do embarrass me. You have a chance to take on a job that would provide some modicum of success to your life. You would be on salary, have a retirement plan, health care that includes dental care, and paid time off. There are benefits to coming to work for the company. Our IT department is very well run as it stands.”

All I wanted him to do at that moment was to show some sort of emotion. Whether that be sighing in frustration or yelling at me. Anything to prove that he was somehow human. Anything.

And yet, I couldn’t keep myself from considering his offer. While I couldn’t stand him on a personal level, I did want more from my life than having to be stuck in this cramped room that I couldn’t even heat because the electricity bill would be even higher. My financial situation was hell and that was a problem of my own making. Saving twenty dollars could be the difference between eating noodles for a week straight or having the luxury of buying myself the occasional dollar menu burger at work. If there was one thing I could credit my dad with passing down to me, it was his pride.

“And if I take the job, you’re not going to pull some bullshit and pretend you’re somehow involved in my life?” I asked.

“I am involved in your life in the same way that you are involved in mine, Leah,” he said. The words didn’t seem as hollow as I was accustomed to but he didn’t sound thrilled. There was disappointment in that tone, a bitter result of compromising by using my chosen name. “I am not asking you to pretend that we are close. I know the truth of the matter and will expect you to turn a blind eye to the things I’ve done. I also wouldn’t expect you to expect that I can change. I also don’t intend to plead with you to take the job.”

I could feel the onset of a headache coming as I continued to pet the cat in my lap. Could I really afford to let this position pass me by for a third time? Would he even offer the job to me again? As much resentment as I held towards him, I could still see that in some fucked up way, he was trying to help me.

Defeated and resigned to accept that maybe this time I would have to swallow my pride, I asked, “Can I get back to you tomorrow about it, Dad?”

“I would like that, Leah. Please think about it and get back to me as soon as you are ready. I’ll forward you the email from Mr. Flanagan about the position so that you can review it on your own time,” he said. There was another brief pause. “I do love you, Leah. You may not believe me, but I do mean it.”

“Just don’t expect me to show up to the interview in a suit and tie this time,” I muttered.

“Slacks and a blouse will do just fine, Leah,” he said.

Funny how a passing remark about my clothing option for the interview was one of the most human things Dad ever said about my transition. A smile tugged at my lips but it was gone as soon as it came. It was possible that he’d rehearsed this conversation and expected every possible response I could have to his offer. He wasn’t a stupid man. He didn’t make it to the top with a lack of foresight. He was cunning, calculating, and cold. But he was Dad. In a way, I hoped that could still mean something. I struggled to want to give him any chances, though.

I didn’t say goodbye before hanging up the phone. I damn sure didn’t tell him I loved him. I wasn’t a liar.

While I continued to pet the cat, I couldn’t help but think of the only other relief I had in my life. As sweet as my roommate’s cat was, I never even caught her name. She was just Cat to me. That didn’t stop me from squeezing in a can of cat food for her here and there to break up the monotony of the dry food she got.

Jenna was a different story entirely. Getting lost in her eyes was my second favorite pastime with her. Fucking her in the break room while I worked the 8 PM to 4 AM shift definitely took first place. I could only hope that Jenna wasn’t too busy to swing by the restaurant tonight as I dialed her number and listened to the phone ring.


Chapter Two - Jenna

It took nearly six hours straight to finish the inventory spreadsheet that documented each printer in the building. There was nothing fun about going from room to room in the building to ask if I could look at the tag on their printer. Staying civil as people treated me like a nuisance for doing my job was even harder. But work was work, it wasn’t meant to be fun all the time.

After saving the file, I ran my hand through my hair and looked down in frustration at the time. It was already an hour and a half past the time I should have left. I quickly typed up an email to my boss and attached the spreadsheet and sent it on its merry way. By the time I put my jacket back on and slung my purse over my shoulder, I was beyond ready to get the hell out of the office.

The door to my boss’s office opened and Mr. Flanagan smiled warmly at me, “I’m glad I could catch you before you took off, Jenna.” He stepped out of the darkened room, his eyes streaked with red lines. Of all the things I could complain about at work, my boss being a piece of shit wasn’t one of them. Mr. Flanagan was always the first to work and the last to leave.

He covered his mouth with his hand as he yawned and strode over to sit across from me at the primary secretary’s desk. “I finally got approval to move the crap out of storage into another storage room on the third floor so that we can make that room another office room. It may take a few weeks to get everything set up for you but we finally got approved for a third system administrator position. You know what that means, don’t you?”

I couldn’t help but smile gleefully at him as I nodded. “That I can finally stop being mistaken for a secretary and get a little privacy so that I can work without constantly being interrupted by people asking if I can escalate their trouble tickets?”

“Well, essentially, yeah,” he said, a smile forming on his lips. Another yawn made him pause before he leaned back heavily in the comfortable chair. “I wanted to say that I do appreciate the hard work you do. I know you get a lot of annoying tasks assigned to you. I don’t want you to think that they aren’t important, though. You’re important to the department. That’s why I would like to be the one to tell you that your pay is going to be bumped up by a dollar and a half an hour and you’re going to officially be a technical support specialist.”

The news was quite a shock to me. I knew that I was promised an office space with my own personal desk at some point. Mr. Flanagan told me that over a year ago. He was a man that kept his word and a man that I respected. But a raise? It wasn’t like I didn’t get paid fairly for the work I did as it stood. Considering my current position was supposed to have been temporary, the knowledge that I was going to have job security took a weight off my shoulders.

“T-Thank you so much. Oh god, that’s amazing to hear,” I stammered, unsure as to how to even react.

He nodded and stood from the chair as he shuffled his way back towards his office. “I’ll send out the email formalizing it before I head home. Have a great night and I’m looking forward to seeing you thrive in your new position, Jenna.”

I watched him sink back into his office, the dark gray suit soon blending into the darkness until his face was lit up by the monitor’s light once again. He looked like he could use a vacation in the worst kind of way. That wasn’t my decision, sadly. I could only hope that he got to unwind enough on the weekends.

Just as I got into my sedan, my phone started ringing. The caller ID brought a smile to my lips as I quickly answered it and spoke in a soft, flirtatious voice, “To what do I owe the pleasure of a phone call, Leah? Have I been a good girl without knowing it?”

“I, uh… fuck Jenna, I don’t mean to be a downer but I would really appreciate it if you could make it to visit me tonight,” she said.

The tension in her voice was unnatural. She was always so laid back when I talked to her. There was a reason I enjoyed seeing her so much. After a long day at work, I could always be assured that I could go visit her at work and everything was just… normal. What started as a lustful hookup turned into a rather pleasant friendship.

“I was already planning on stopping by. Is everything okay, Leah?” I asked softly.

She exhaled deeply. There was a long pause before she let out a forced laugh. “Yeah, I’m alright. I would really appreciate being able to talk to you a little. I don’t want to drag you down but I’ve got something I could use your advice on.”

It truly wasn’t like Leah for her to want to open up to me. Talking about her feelings wasn’t part of our unspoken agreement. She had always been happy to keep me company and let me vent for as long as I was willing to stay with her at work, but that door didn’t swing both ways. Leah liked to think that she was too tough to let the world get her down. That only made it more important for me to finally have the chance to be there for her.

“You don’t have to worry about dragging me down at all, Leah. As much as I look forward to meeting up with you, I’d like to think that I’m your friend too.”

“Of course you’re my friend. But that’s enough sad sacking from me for now, how was your day?” she asked.

Quick as always to change the topic back to me. I didn’t mind the attention from her at all, though. As much as I hated even thinking about what it meant about myself, I was happy to be her fuck buddy. I never considered myself to be “easy” but when it came to Leah, I often found myself feeling a conflicted sense of desire. She was gorgeous, soothing, sweet, and… well, she had a cock that drove me wild.

“It was pretty rough after lunch. I got a really annoying job that needed to be done last minute. As per usual, I didn’t find out until it was a problem. Anyway, I got it done and got some pretty amazing news. Remember that promotion I mentioned?” I asked.

Leah’s tone lightened immediately as she chirped, “Holy shit, you got the position, didn’t you?”

“You’re god damn right. I know it’s probably messed up for me to even say this, but I’d love to celebrate with you if you were possibly in the mood,” I purred.

Her answer was spoken in that same sweet, sensual voice I’d grown so familiar with, “Damn, girl, you’re definitely making a strong case for this ending up being a good night for me.”

I squeezed my knees together as I tried not to think too hard about what was to come. “If it’s up to me, I’ll make sure both of us have a reason to celebrate tonight. I’ll see you in an hour, alright?”

“I’m looking very forward to it. And, uh, thank you for being here for me, Jenna. It really does mean a lot,” she said.

“Anything for a friend,” I said before blowing a kiss into the phone. “See you soon, babe.”


Chapter Three - Leah

It wasn’t long after I clocked in that I found myself in the comfortable, easy routine of my job. My job consisted of taking orders and often heading to the back to cook due to how slow the restaurant was. It wasn’t difficult. It also wasn’t satisfying in any sense. It didn’t take too long after I started working for Jenna to come inside, though.

She was impossible to miss. Her dyed cherry red hair never failed to steal my attention. Jenna’s sharp blue eyes met with mine as she smiled warmly and hurried her way over to the counter. The respectful side of me wanted that to be all that I noticed, but there was no denying that my eyes inevitably flowed down her body. Her wide hips never failed to make my cock slowly throb to life as I leaned against the counter and propped my elbows up on the countertop to help hide my growing bulge from anyone else that may walk in.

“Thanks for coming, Jenna. I’ll let Bobby know that I’ll be taking a fifteen. Think that’s enough time?” I asked, my lips curling into a devilish smile. She never lasted long but I often found myself rushing to finish before we ran out of time.

Her cheeks flushed as she nodded her head. “Let’s just hope he doesn’t catch us. I’d hate for you to get in trouble here,” she said softly.

I stepped away, the bulge in my jeans noticeable but not fully hard yet. Bobby knew damn well what I did with Jenna, he was a chill guy, though. He was all for me scoring, especially since he thought that Jenna was my girlfriend. I never corrected him on that but should have, probably.

I put my hand on his shoulder and he quickly pulled one of his earbuds out, “Sup?”

“Hey man, Jenna is here and I was about to take a fifteen. Think you can cover me?” I asked.

“Sure thing, Leah. You’ve got me for a fifteen later, don’t think I won’t cash in on it,” he said and flashed me a wry smile before putting his earbud back in.

With that taken care of, I gestured for Jenna to join me behind the counter and took her into the tiny storage room that we used as a break area. It wasn’t much, but we never needed it to be. With all of the boxes in the room, there were plenty of things to hold onto, plenty of sound dampening, and most importantly to me, not enough space to ever make the room feel anything less than intimate when I shared it with Jenna.

As soon as the door swung shut, her hand was pawing at my cock through my jeans as she leaned in to kiss me. I happily leaned back into her, pressing our bodies together as I kissed her back. Her lips parted and I let my tongue slide into her mouth, blissfully enjoying being with her once again. It had been nearly two weeks since we linked up. It never felt right for us to go longer than a day without seeing each other, but we both had lives and I couldn’t expect her to constantly come to visit me at work.

My hands worked down her sides and came to rest on her tight ass. Jenna moaned into our kiss and I happily returned a moan of my own. I leaned away from her, pushing my hips against hers as I broke the kiss so that I could talk. “Someone seems ready. Did you miss me that bad, baby?”

“Fuck, you know I did, Leah. I’ve been meaning to come by, but work has kept me so busy lately,” she panted as she turned around and hooked her thumbs into her jeans and forced them down to her knees. As per usual, she left her thong on for me. It was a fetish of mine, one that took me a little while to open up to her about.

There was no wasted time, though. She was already ready, as evident by the dark wet spot in her sexy red thong. I quickly unbutton my jeans and snatched my zipper down so that I could pull my cock out of my panties. I hooked my fingers into her thong and guided my crown to her entrance and slowly eased my throbbing cock into her entrance.

Hot, tight walls clenched around my shaft as Jenna let out a soft moan. I missed this too much. I missed her too damn much.

My hands shifted to her hips and I leaned in to kiss her neck as I started slowly pumping into her, gradually letting her adjust to my size again. For a brief second, I almost worried that she might have found someone else that kept her warm at night. That thought flew from my mind as I kissed her neck again. She would have told me. Jenna and I weren’t dating, but we had the conversation about being open and honest if we were to ever find other sexual partners. Fuck, I’d been tempted a time or two, but I couldn’t think of anyone that would be worth losing the connection I felt with Jenna over.

“I missed you, baby,” I whispered into her ear as I let my hips press against her tight ass. “So fucking much.”

She reached back to put her hand on the back of my neck, holding me against her as I kept slowly pumping into her. “I missed you too, baby. A little harder, please. You know I like it like that.”

A smile stole its way onto my lips as I held her tighter and started thrusting into her with more force. Each impact made my hips smack against hers hard enough to fill the small room with soft clapping. “I know exactly what you like, Jenna. You like having a girl cock buried in your tight slit. Tell me I’m wrong, babe.”

Her pale skin flushed red as she moaned as loudly as she dared. “F-Fuck you,” she whimpered.

“That’s exactly right, babe. You can’t even argue that you love it. But you’re already so wet, so clearly, I’m not wrong, am I?” I asked.

She didn’t answer immediately and that only served to make the smile on my lips widen. I moved one hand to her shoulder and pulled her into my every thrust, fucking her harder and harder with each passing moment. “I asked you a question, Jenna.”

“Y-You’re not wrong, damn it,” she moaned. The blush spread faster and grew ever darker. “Oh god, I’m already close. F-Fuck me, baby.”

I could feel the telltale heat building in my core as I kept hammering into her. She was always just what I needed. Kinky, beautiful, and mine. More than that, she truly was a friend. I trusted her. There was a reason I called her when I needed someone to talk to.

But the sweet side of me was lost to the tidal wave of ecstasy that washed over me as her pussy clenched around my cock. That added tightness and two weeks of having not enjoyed a stolen moment with the woman I craved made it impossible to not cum as her walls gripped my shaft. My hips surged forward and I peppered her neck with kiss after kiss as my cum poured into her.

I let my arms wrap around her waist as I hugged her against me, basking in the afterglow of our frantic sex. “You know I love it when you get all shy on me, don’t you?” I asked softly, kissing my way up to her ear and then prompting her for another deeper kiss by kissing her cheek.

She knew exactly what I wanted and turned her head so that we could kiss even as my cock softened inside her. A few moments later, I groaned as I slid out of her depths and broke the kiss.

Jenna pouted for just a second before pushing her ass against my hips and giving it a quick shake. “I know exactly what you love, baby, I’m just happy you enjoy it so much. It’s not like I have much of a choice. You know what buttons to push…”

I chuckled as I reached down to cup her ass and gave it a gentle squeeze before sighing and taking a step back so that I could tuck my cock back into my panties and pull my jeans up. As I did, Jenna pulled her pants back up as well and turned back around to look at me, a smile on her lips.

I didn’t want to ruin the moment we just shared, but I did call her to get her advice on the situation with my dad and the job offer. I draped my arms around her back and pulled her against me. “So, mind if I ask for some advice, babe?”


Chapter Four - Jenna

As I locked eyes with her, I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t still a little lost in the post-sex bliss that I’d grown so addicted to. Her striking green eyes never failed to draw me in. I couldn’t help but return her smile before snuggling up against her neck.

“I’m not sure what advice I’m qualified to give. I’ll do my best for you, though,” I said lovingly.

She hesitated for a few seconds, starting to say something but trailing off after just a single syllable before she finally seemed to get her thoughts in order. “My dad reached out to me earlier to offer me a job that would be infinitely better for me overall than this one. I’ve had some tense interviews in the past due to my, well, let’s be real, not everyone is okay with transgender people. I know for a fact that if I took him up on the offer, no matter what I said in the interview, I’d get the job. I’d get paid well for the work I’d be doing. I also know that I enjoy that line of work, it is what I went to college for, after all. But… it would also mean having to take a hand out from my dad.”

“I don’t think you’ve ever really talked to me about your dad. That said, I personally don’t think it would be a bad thing to take the offer. If you already know you like the work and you went to college for it, then you’re more qualified than most people I work with. They get their certifications which they probably cheated on by looking at exact copies of the tests… never mind that, this isn’t about me. Even if you and your dad don’t quite get along, would you be working directly with him?” I asked.

She shook her head as her fingers started tenderly rubbing my back. “I don’t think I would. I’m sure I would have to see him occasionally. What fucks me up is that I know it’s a great job. I know the benefits would make it so much easier for me to take the next step in my adult life. I can’t keep living in a bedroom and paying rent to a douche that ends up blowing that money on weed and makes it harder to know if we’ll be threatened with eviction again. I can’t do anything that I want with my life like this. Fuck, having this job is the reason I haven’t asked you to go on a real date with me. Between not having the cash and being on different schedules, I can’t do a damn thing to make you feel as special to me as I want you to feel.”

It wasn’t the first time Leah mentioned how she felt about me, but it was the first time that she didn’t immediately follow it up with a lighthearted remark that cheapened the moment. Her words tugged at my heart. Even with her cum fresh inside me, I didn’t feel like she was just telling me how she felt to keep me around. If that was the case, she would have done that all along. That was part of what was so addicting about Leah. She wasn’t fake. She didn’t fill my mind with bullshit and expect me to not see through it.

With that in mind, I spoke softly, “Then maybe taking the job would be easier if you could use me as an excuse? I don’t mean that in a bad way, but, you know I really like you, Leah. I seriously do. You’re not wrong, though, this job of yours makes it hard to do anything other than,” I gestured around us to the storage room, “fuck in a tiny room. It feels like we’re just scratching the surface. I’ve known you for over a year. Hell, it’s been thirteen months exactly because I started coming to this place when I got my new job and moved here. Maybe… maybe you could take this next step for me? Maybe you could take it for us?”

“Us?” Leah asked. Her hands moved up my back and she held me against her, “Us as in the relationship kind of us?”

“I… I’d really like that, Leah. This new job, it wouldn’t take you out of town or make you distant, would it?” I asked.

She chuckled and kissed my forehead. “It’s a local system admin job. I wouldn’t be going anywhere. I damn sure wouldn’t get distant, Jenna. If anything, I think we’ll have a lot more time to get to know one another if we could go out to dinner, catch a movie, or hell, just go back to one of our places and fuck if that’s what we were in the mood for. I really wouldn’t expect dating to mean our sex life would slack up.”

The thought of sex in a bed with Leah was nothing short of blissful. As naughty as it felt to have sex in a place where we could theoretically get caught, I did find myself wishing that she could follow me into a shower, get cleaned up, then get back in bed, and then she could snuggle me as we fell asleep. Sex was nice, but I wanted to be able to let her express the love that she so clearly had for me without having to work around her job.

“Then I think that you should take the job. I think that you deserve better from life. Fuck, I think we deserve better from each other. That all starts with us being able to be more involved in one another’s life. I don’t mean to come across like I want to smother you but we’ve been seeing one another for almost a solid year. I want to know more about you. I would love to know why you seem uncomfortable with your dad. I’d love to tell you about my parents and invite you over for dinner with them at some point. So… take the job… for me?” I whispered as I looked up into her eyes.

She nodded, her eyes reflecting the fluorescent light from above. “For you, for us… yeah. I’ll swallow my pride and let my dad know that I’ll do it.”

“Tell you what. You swallow your pride and get the job and I’ll swallow something else for you,” I purred, teasing her with the promise of a blowjob. We almost never had time for oral. With the way she moaned when I did suck her cock, I really wished that we did…


Chapter Five - Leah

Barely minutes after Jenna left the restaurant, I sent my dad a text letting him know that I’d take the job but I needed his help and for him to call me when he woke up tomorrow. After that, I sent a follow-up text to my current manager and let him know that he needed to find me a replacement. While a two weeks notice would have been the right thing to offer, I didn’t get paid nearly enough to care about what was right by the same management that routinely fucked me over.

Jenna made the decision so much easier for me. I cared deeply for her and when she phrased it in a way that made me feel like I was doing it for her… it didn’t feel like such a difficult choice. The option went from taking charity from my dad to having the opportunity to give my girlfriend the attention she deserved.

That choice was easy.

I finished my shift without doing anything stupid. While I didn’t care for working at the restaurant, I wasn’t going to do something that would come back to bite me in the ass. Bobby seemed sad that I was quitting, but he told me he would have done the same thing if he could.

And so, the next morning at ten, I got woke up by a call from my dad.

“Leah!” he rumbled with what almost sounded like excitement in his voice. “I’m so glad you accepted the job offer. Do you think you could make it in at one for an interview with Mr. Flanagan?”

“Yeah, I could do that, Dad,” I said groggily. “You said slacks and a blouse, right? Shit, I’m not even sure I own a blouse. Would a solid button-up do alright?”

“Whatever you have, Leah. You said that you needed some help, though? What can I do for you?” he asked.

Before I could answer, I heard a rustling from the other end of the phone and then my mom started talking, “Sweet pea, thank you so much for taking your dad up on his offer. I don’t want to scare you, but I want you to come over for dinner tonight. We… we haven’t had dinner as a family in over three years. I miss you, baby girl. Please?”

“Charity, Leah was trying to tell me that she needed something, can I please have the phone back?” Dad’s voice asked from somewhere within the same room.

“I’ll come over, Mom. I think it’s long past time we all talked,” I said solemnly. The thought of dinner with both of them wasn’t exactly pleasant. Dad wasn’t acting like the same asshole I remembered him being, though. Mom wasn’t wrong, though, three years had flown by since I got out of college and moved out with an old “friend” that ended up using me as he continued pursuing his master’s degree.

“I’ll make chicken spaghetti. Do you still like rolls with it? Why am I asking, of course you would, that was your favorite. Garlic butter on the rolls, right?” she asked.

“Mom, anything you cook is amazing. I’ll be there at seven if that works?” I asked.

“Of course it works. Here’s your dad. And… thank you again, Leah,” she said before the rustling started again.

Dad’s voice was slightly flustered as he grumbled, “Now, what was it that you needed, Leah?”

My stomach twisted as I tried to think of how to ask what I needed to ask. After years of being at odds with him, the last thing I felt that I could ask him for was money. But I had to. “I’m not going to beat around the bush, Dad. I quit my job to take this one and I would be very appreciative if you could lend me enough money to make it until I get on the payroll. I didn’t want to give myself an excuse to keep working at that dead-end job and possibly back out of coming to work for you.”

“It won’t be lent. You made it clear that you didn’t want a hand out from me last night, Leah. What I can do is offer you a half month’s salary upfront that would be deducted from your monthly pay. Is that reasonable for you?” he asked.

“I mean… yeah, Dad, that would be perfect. I don’t want this to come across the wrong way, but how much should I be expecting? I’d like to know if I could run to town and grab something nicer to wear to my interview or not.”

“It’ll be more than enough. Your starting salary is going to be seventy-two thousand a year. Your seniors make closer to six figures, but I don’t want to seem like I am showing you preferential treatment due to you being my daughter. I hope you can understand that,” he said.

I sat up, the grogginess vanishing instantly at hearing the number. A quick bit of mental math told me that I would be getting three thousand upfront. That… that was enough to get me into an apartment of my own. On a half month’s worth of pay.

Fuck.

“My god, Dad, thank you. Fuck, thank you.” Words escaped me as I tried to fathom just how much my life changed in the span of a day. From sleeping under two comforters to keep warm to having enough in cash to rent my own apartment that I could invite my girlfriend to.

“The money should be in your bank account so long as you still use the one I set up for you,” Dad said. “Leah, I don’t think you need to thank me. If anything, I would like to ask you to give me a chance to be in your life again. Let your mom back in. I know that I was stubborn and very intolerant of you being transgender. I know that I was in the wrong. I’m not proud of that. I know I wasn’t there for you when you needed me to be and I apologize for that.”

“I can’t say it’s okay, Dad. I can say that I’m willing to forgive you if you really mean what you’re saying. You taught me to have a spine and I know that we’ve had our differences. I wasn’t the best kid. I know that as well. But… we are both adults. If you’re willing to move forward, so am I,” I said.

“Then show up for the interview. I’m not a robot. I will admit that I’m very biased towards you getting the position. I even pushed the position for a third system administrator being approved through with the hope that you would accept my offer this time. Mr. Flanagan understands that you are to be hired and while that should not impact the sincerity you should bring to the interview, you should know that until you prove otherwise, we all believe that you are more than capable of handling the job. You’re my daughter, after all,” Dad said.

I might have just been hopeful or riding the high of knowing that I had thousands of dollars in my bank account after struggling to scrape together more than four hundred for the past few years, but he sounded proud of the fact that I was his daughter. The tears welling up in my eyes were welcome, but I didn’t want Dad to know that I was crying. I still held onto the same kind of pride that he did. “Yeah, I am, Dad. I’ll make sure you don’t regret giving me the job. I’ve got to get off the phone and get ready for the interview. I’ll talk to you at dinner, alright?”

“That sounds great, Leah,” he rumbled. “I love you.”

“Love you too, Dad,” I murmured and quickly hung up the phone.

It felt wrong to trust that he’d come around to my transition so quickly. Then again, as disgusting as it was to think about, my parents weren’t too old to not have sex and if Mom was holding out on him, I could imagine him changing his mind quickly about treating me like shit. Hell, I’d do anything to keep Jenna happy enough to not put an embargo on our sex life. Then again, I wanted her happy in general. Sex was just a benefit we both seemed to enjoy.

I wiped the tears off my cheeks and hurried into the bathroom to take a shower. I had a big day ahead of me.


Chapter Six - Jenna

My back was killing me already and I still had so many more crates and other, less convenient, things to move from the storage room up to the third floor. I wasn’t giving just dumping things in a pile, though. Mr. Flanagan expected more of me than the bare minimum and I’d be damned if I would leave our storage room a complete mess that the other techs would never help me organize. I figured that while it was a lot more work, putting everything neatly on shelves and in organized stacks would pay dividends.

As I passed the hallway that led down to the secretary’s desk, a hallway that I no longer had to go down if I didn’t want to, provided I was comfortable standing in the computer shop using a laptop, a voice called out to me.

“Jenna, Mr. Flanagan asked for me to stop you before you ran off. We’ve got a new hire and you’re going to need to show her around the place.” The voice was Laurie’s, the secretary that was older than time itself.

I stifled a sigh as I turned the dolly and pushed it down the hallway. There was more work to get done so that I could have an office sooner rather than later. After my conversation with Mr. Flanagan, though, I could assume that the new hire was probably the same person that would end up sharing the office with me. I put on a smile and headed into the receptionist area.

Laurie got up from her desk, grunting and groaning all the while as she made her way over to Mr. Flanagan’s office. She knocked and was invited to open the door. She spoke in a much, much friendlier tone as she called out, “Mr. Flanagan, I found Jenna.”

“That’s excellent. It has been great meeting you, Ms. Rush. I couldn’t imagine a better person to show you around the building than Jenna. If you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to send me a text at my personal number. If that doesn’t feel comfortable for you yet, which it will, just give it time working here, then shoot me an email,” Mr. Flanagan said as he stepped out of the office. Behind him was a face I knew all too well.

Leah stood behind him, her indoctrination folder in her hand. I’d never seen her dressed in anything other than casual wear that she wore to her job at the fast-food restaurant, but she really knew how to dress for an occasion. She had on a pair of khaki slacks, a cute striped black-on-black blouse that was semi-transparent in areas. Underneath the blouse was a plain white undershirt, but considering that I knew exactly what was beneath that shirt, I found it incredibly difficult to not imagine her being naked beneath the blouse.

That thought made it impossible for me to not stammer as I called out, “H-Hey, Leah.”

Mr. Flanagan looked at me with his right eyebrow raised. “You two know each other?”

Leah took a few measured steps towards me and kept a respectable distance. “We do. She used to come to the restaurant I worked at for a while.”

His eyes remained on me as he nodded his head. “Right. Well, please don’t take this the wrong way, Jenna, but Leah is going to be working above you. It may be pertinent to know that she is also the daughter of the company’s CEO, so please treat her with the respect she deserves while you are at work. Remember, you represent the department when you’re out on trouble tickets in the building. I know you’ll handle the responsibility well, but I feel obligated to mention that fact.”

“U-Understood,” I said, my voice barely more than a whisper. In the year that I knew Leah, she never once mentioned who her dad was. I almost felt stupid for not putting things together after the conversation last night. I didn’t realize that Mr. Flanagan mentioning that we had another position open for a system administrator and Leah mentioning a job offer for that same position would mean that she was coming to work here. But she mentioned that her dad offered her the job.

Mr. Rush made my blood run cold whenever I had to be in the same room with him. It wasn’t that he was mean but his very presence intimidated me beyond belief. I couldn’t fathom that Leah was his daughter, though. She was so laid back, so lovable, so… not her dad.

Leah broke the silence that had lingered for a few moments while Mr. Flanagan looked from me to her repeatedly. “Well, I’m thankful that I’ll be working with someone I can consider a friend. I know she has an amazing work ethic. From what you told me, Mr. Flanagan, she will have plenty to teach me and I’m sure that I’ll be able to teach her a few tricks as well. As you said, Sir, if I’ve got the time and motivation, I can help with the technicians' trouble tickets. They stack up fast, I’m sure an extra set of hands would be appreciated.”

Mr. Flanagan nodded and chuckled. “I’m sure you will help make our department shine even brighter. We’re the company’s highest-rated department based on our reviews, as I’m sure you know, Jenna! With that aside, I’d suggest that you let Jenna show you around. You’re still going to have to go through the company’s indoctrination program and that will take you from the department for a week while you get the lectures we’re legally required to give our employees. Try not to scare the newbie, Jenna,” he said as he flashed us both a smile and then turned to disappear into his office this time.

I idly rolled the dolly back and forth for a second as the realization of what happened sank in. The best thing I felt I could do was not make things too uncomfortable for Laurie. So, I simply smiled at Leah and gestured to the hallway, “Well, I was just on my way back to the room that will be our new office once it’s finished. Would you mind helping me clean it out while I show you around a little bit? We can take the elevator from floor to floor and I can show you the place while we work?”

Leah nodded and spoke calmly, though, her eyes beamed at me the entire time. “I’d love that.”


Chapter Seven - Leah

Mere minutes after nailing the interview, I was alone in the storage room on the third floor with Jenna, happily helping sort the equipment on shelves. “Life is fucking crazy, baby,” I said quietly. While the room was locked and required a code to get into, I didn’t want to risk being overheard. “I know that we probably shouldn’t say anything about us dating for now, but uh, I’m not going to lie. I’m looking forward to it.”

She hesitated as she put the crate of loose mice on the shelf. “Don’t you feel like it might end up being an issue at some point?”

“Not really,” I answered. “Realistically, I know that it may be weird, but so long as we focus on the job, we’ll be fine. That said, from what Mr. Flanagan said, our department isn’t always swamped with work. I, for one, would love to go to lunch with you and get away from the office and spend time with my girlfriend.”

“I just feel like there is going to be a conflict of interest, Leah. Please don’t interpret this the wrong way, I don’t want to give up on our relationship just because there’s a wrench in the system,” she said as she ran her hands through her hair and turned to face me. “Look, I love this job. I love working here. As much as I enjoy spending time with you, I do worry that we might end up being around each other so much that we get sick of each other.”

“But does it feel fair to bring that up before we’ve even had a chance to test that theory? Baby, I understand what you’re saying, I truly do, but I took this job with you in mind. I’m not saying I didn’t want better for myself. I just… I don’t want to complicate things for you. I really don’t want to have to ask my dad to pull some strings, but worst-case scenario, I could ask him to have one of the other guys swap office spaces with me. It’s a bitch move but if it would make you feel more comfortable, I would be willing to talk to him,” I offered.

Truly, the last thing I wanted to have to do after taking this job was to beg Dad for special treatment. If it meant making Jenna feel better, though, I’d do it. It was impossible to not think about the many, many hours she spent just hanging out at the restaurant so that we could chat casually and fuck occasionally. She chose to spend that time with me because she enjoyed being with me. If she didn’t, I felt that I knew her well enough to know that she would have spent her time doing something else that she enjoyed more.

She reached out and put her hands on my cheeks and smiled weakly. She rose to her tiptoes to give me a quick peck on the lips before she turned back around to continue working. “That’s not going to be necessary, not right now, anyway. This isn’t like your other job, though, I can’t be expected to risk getting caught having sex with you while we’re on the clock. Like you said, I’d love to go to lunch with you and we can do whatever we want in that hour… but at work, baby, we have to be all business. I hope that you can understand that.”

“I’ll do my best. I do think that there are plenty of couples that work together very well and are an improvement to the workplace due to their bond. But it’s not like we’ve even had a full day together,” I said as we finished unloading the dolly. “All in all, I’m still excited to see where everything goes.”

“So am I, but I’m not going to lie to you, Leah, it feels odd to know that we don’t even get a choice to take some time away from each other. If I just wasn’t feeling social before, I didn’t feel like I would have to lie to you to make you understand that I may just want a little space until I’m feeling up for it. Now, it just feels like I’d be a bitch for saying that I would want to go straight home after work instead of continuing to hang out,” she mumbled.

I nodded and did my best to not take that too personally. She wasn’t wrong. While I wasn’t known for bouncing from relationship to relationship, I knew that attaching too quickly and taking everything incredibly serious could be a problem.

“You don’t need to feel like a bitch. So long as you’re honest with me and I can be just as honest with you, I think it will all work out just fine. Communication is the important thing here, baby,” I offered.

She grabbed the dolly and gestured to the door. “I’ll let you know how I feel about the situation as it unfolds. Just… don’t think that I don’t want to see where this goes. I’m just trying to be cautious, Leah. Fuck, if we’re being open and honest with one another, I’m terrified of someone finding out that I’m dating my employer’s daughter.”

While I felt that her being open and honest was a great thing for the possibility of a long-term relationship, I struggled to keep from wincing at her words. There was more than one reason for me not telling people who my father was. People had certain expectations when your dad was a millionaire. I knew he had certain expectations of me. Those same expectations were the reason we ended up growing so far apart. He wanted a son he could groom to be a part of the business he’d worked so hard to build from the ground up. He wanted me to be just like him. And now it seemed that Jenna had different expectations of me as well.

I could only assume she took the silence as a natural end to the conversation as she led the way out of the storage room. We went on a brief tour of the first and second floors before returning to the basement where our department was hidden away. Maybe taking this job wasn’t the best thing I could have done. If I knew that Jenna would end up working so closely with me, I probably wouldn’t have taken the position. Then again, that was me expecting the worst-case scenario to come true.

I didn’t want to be as negative as I had been for years. I didn’t want to believe that I wouldn’t be good enough for her. I didn’t want to feel like she might break up with me over this situation. That didn’t mean that those fears weren’t chewing at me.

Things got a lot less stressful once Marcus pulled me away. He was the more senior of the system administrators and was rather joyful in demeanor as he started working with me to set up my admin and user accounts for the company. While thoughts of Jenna still wormed their way into my mind as he showed me the basics of the job I was expected to do, the day ended relatively uneventfully.

Jenna walked with me out of the building and once we were in the parking lot, she quickly shifted the topic away from work. “I’m sorry if I came across as a bit cold earlier, Leah. I just don’t want to lose my job and my girlfriend over misunderstandings at work.”

“I really do understand, Jenna. I hope that time will help show that I’m serious about making this work. I don’t just mean the relationship, I’m also including the job in that. How the hell could I expect you to want to be with a woman that can’t even hold a respectable job?” I asked.

She smiled warmly at me, “Well, if you’re free tonight, I wouldn’t mind grabbing a bite to eat. Maybe somewhere that we haven’t eaten a thousand meals at?”

I returned her smile and couldn’t help but feel a little guilt that I had to turn her down. “I’m so sorry but I’ve got dinner plans with my parents. I seriously would invite you, but even if they were fine with us dating and working together, this still wouldn’t be a good time. I haven’t sat down with both of them in years. I have no clue what’s going to happen tonight. But… Jenna, I do want to introduce you to them at some point, even if that means having to break the news to them that we’re a thing. Look, we didn’t start dating after I started working here. We knew each other from before. Sure, it’s one hell of a coincidence but it wasn’t malicious. I think my mom would love you, though.”

Jenna’s smile faded, but it didn’t disappear entirely. “I can understand that. Uh, could you pencil me in for tomorrow night, then?”

“That I can do, Jenna,” I purred. “See you then, babe.”

It felt wrong that I couldn’t kiss her goodbye before she got into her car. It felt wrong that I wasn’t able to have dinner with her. So many things felt wrong, but there was only so much I could do about it if I wanted to keep my new job.

Still, the fear lingered. Which would I lose first, my girlfriend, or my job?


Chapter Eight - Leah

Parking my beat up, multi-colored car into the driveway of Dad’s three-story home was about as comfortable as anyone would expect. Even after having him reach out to me to invite me over, I still didn’t feel like I belonged. Even with that unsettling feeling lingering in my stomach, I got out of the car and couldn’t help but look at it lovingly. I’d never given my car a name, I was never that quick to attach to things, but it had served me well. While it looked like a junker, it never once left me stranded on the side of the road. That reliability was something I valued and it often went under appreciated.

I knew that I was stalling by keeping my mind on anything but the upcoming event or the events that had already taken place over the course of the day. The thoughts of Jenna never left my mind, though. As much as I tried to keep them pushed to the side, I couldn’t stem the flow of worries. She meant too much to me to pretend that I didn’t want to be with her. We’d been together for nearly a year, even if neither of us wanted to formalize it. How the fuck could I not worry about ruining our relationship and possibly losing the connection I did have with her?

It wasn’t just about the sex, even if I always enjoyed when we met in a flurry of lust and desire. I finally had the chance to be something more for her but it was due to that same chance that I felt that I might lose her.

“Leah?” Mom’s voice called out from the double doors that led into the grand house. “Is everything okay?”

I forced myself to start walking towards the house. “Yeah, sorry, I was just a little distracted,” I said as I got closer to her.

She met me outside on and threw her arms around me. Mom squeezed me tight against her and rocked back and forth as her fingers dug into my back. She didn’t speak, but I could feel her chest heaving as she started quietly sniffling. Her grip tightened further as she cried into my shoulder.

Dad appeared in the doorway behind her and smiled at me. “I’m glad you came, Leah.”

I hugged Mom back, not squeezing her nearly as hard to avoid possibly hurting her. As much as I’d missed her over the years, I didn’t mind her death grip on me. “It’s good to be here, Dad. Maybe we should step inside, though?”

“Don’t make me let go yet,” Mom choked out through her tears.

Dad laughed quietly and nodded at me. “The table is set. Come on in when you two are ready. We’ve got some big news to share and a lot of catching up to do.”

I nodded back at him and he disappeared back into the house. Mom held me there for a few more minutes, the both of us staying as silent as we could, but there was no denying that my makeup was going to be ruined. I was never one for crying but how could I be expected to stay emotionless when my mom was bawling into my shoulder?

We eventually made our way inside and found my dad at the dinner table. Instead of having a whiskey glass beside him, he instead had a glass of wine while Mom had a diet soda. That was a welcome change, even if it was still alcohol. I scurried into the kitchen to get myself a glass of water so that I wouldn’t have to feel guilty about drinking and driving, even if it would have been a small amount of alcohol.

Once everyone was settled in, Dad opened the conversation. “There’s probably a more tactful way of saying this, Leah, but I didn’t want to turn this dinner into a business conversation. You’re not going to be an only child anymore.”

I nearly choked on the bite of steak I had in my mouth. The news wasn’t terrifying and I wouldn’t dare shame them for having a sex life, but Mom was almost forty-five. Hell, I was twenty-five. To find out that I was just now going to have a little brother or sister was a little unexpected. I swallowed my food so that I could say, “Holy shit, congrats you two. Damn, that’s kind of crazy. When did you guys find out?”

Mom glanced over at Dad and then looked back to me. “I was hoping that we could wait until everyone finished their dinner before we broke the news. I found out a month ago, I thought that I was maybe going into an early menopause and went to see my gynecologist about it. As it turns out, I guess I’m not the old hag I thought I was.”

Dad chuckled and reached over to put his hand on my mom’s shoulder, “You’re no hag, sweetheart. You’re just as beautiful as the day I met you.”

“Oh, now you’re just sucking up,” Mom said, her cheeks flushing.

I couldn’t help but laugh at their antics. The last time we were all at the dinner table together was nowhere near as pleasant. That was the night I came out to them just weeks after I got my bachelor’s degree. That was the same night Dad told me I wasn’t welcome in the house.

I took another bite of steak and let the thoughts drift away. Everyone made mistakes. It wasn’t like I ever made an attempt to bridge the gap between us.

“Maybe I am, honey, but I think that’s my right as your husband. But speaking of rights, I also feel that I should address the responsibilities a father should have as well,” Dad said. He paused to take a bite of his steak and then take a drink of his red wine. “Leah, I feel that I haven’t been the man I should have been in your life. I also know that if I don’t mention this soon, you’re going to despise me once you find out.”

It was one thing for him to go into a corny rant about being my dad. That much I could almost expect from him after our recent conversations. “What are you talking about, Dad?”

“I’m talking about the temporary secretary in your department that just received a promotion. Jenna,” he rumbled, his tone shifting into one that was all too familiar and just as unwelcome as it had been when I was younger. That cold, distant, reserved tone…

“What about her, Dad?” I asked as I put my fork and knife down.

“Leah, I don’t want this to be taken the wrong way. Mr. Flanagan has been mentioning to me some of the rumors surrounding her for the past few months. Rumors that she was spending more time than any reasonable adult should at a certain fast-food chain. Rumors that pointed to her having more than a passing interest in my daughter,” he said quietly. “I don’t mean to meddle in your interests too much, but I feel that you should know that I’m aware of the situation you are in.”

I should have known that the job offer wasn’t as straight forward as it seemed. Life never worked out the way I hoped it would and I couldn’t help but feel a flash of frustrated disappointment burn through me. And yet, I found myself letting go of that negativity.

“Before I jump to conclusions and start throwing shit, I just want to know why, Dad,” I said as calmly as I could muster.

His eyes cut to my mom for a second before returning to me. Dad’s shoulders relaxed and he spoke with a nervousness I wasn’t used to, “Because all of the things I’ve accomplished with my life would mean nothing if I didn’t try to make my family’s lives better. I realize that I actively went against that for years, Leah. I understand that you may hold that against me until I die. I deserve that much. But I also hold onto the hope that I’m not past redemption. Finding out that your mother is pregnant forced me to take a step back and truly evaluate what was important to me.”

He paused as he reached over to take my mom’s hand. A smile tugged at the corners of his lips as he continued, “And I hope that I can help you find the things in life that are important to you as well. If Jenna makes you happy, then be with her. While I can’t personally understand why you would want to transition to a female, I can understand what it means to want to be happy. That’s all I want from you, sweetie. That’s all I expect from you. Well, that, and managing the responsibilities placed upon you by your position at the company.”

It was strange to hear him explain himself in a way that wasn’t defensive. My heart thumped in my chest as I tapped my fingers against the tabletop. “Then would you two hold it against me if I wanted to leave? I would love to come back again. Hell, I’d love to be able to come over at least once in a while for no other reason than to just see you two. Jenna wanted to have dinner with her tonight and I think that you can understand why I’d want to see her, Dad.”

He chuckled as he waved his free hand in the air, “Go have your fun, pumpkin.”

Mom nodded her head, “Young love. Oh, I remember when you used to be just as wild about me, Jacob.”

As I got up and dismissed myself from the table, I heard my dad laugh warmly and mumble, “I’m no less wild about you now, baby.”

I left the house with a smile on my lips as I got in my car and dialed Jenna’s number. I could only hope that she didn’t make other plans for the night.


Chapter Nine - Jenna

“Hey, is something up?” I asked as I quickly muted the TV so that I could hear Leah.

“Nothing bad. I was having dinner with my parents, but that’s not where I wanted to be. It went well and I feel really good about how the future looks with my family. That’s not what I want from tonight, though. Baby, if you’re still interested, I’d love to grab a bite with you,” she said.

My heart sank as I looked to the brown bag balled up on my coffee table. “I already ate, Leah,” I said softly. “But… I mean, if it’s all the same, I would love to have you over?”

“Jenna, it’s nowhere near the same. We’ve caught dinner together a million times but I’ve never been invited over to your place. Should I go throw on a dress or something?” she asked, her tone light and warm.

It was that same jovial attitude that pulled me to her in the first place. “If you did, you’d just waste your time, we both know it would be on the floor as soon as you step inside, baby,” I purred.

“Fuck, if this is one of those situations you need to hurry up and send me an address, babe!”

I laughed and glanced down at my pajama pants. She could show up in whatever, but I distinctly remember telling her that I’d swallow something for her if she took the job. As much as I doubted she cared how I was dressed, I wanted her to never forget what it was like to come over to my apartment for the first time. “I’ll send you the address. Get here soon, baby, I’d hate for the mood to pass.”

“You know, the good news is I can afford to pay a speeding ticket now,” Leah said as I heard her car start on the other end of the phone.

“I’m not sure if you’re joking or not, but I definitely was. I doubt there’s any amount of time that could pass that would make me any less horny for you, babe,” I teased.

The stifled moan that came through the phone made me squeeze my legs together. She sounded too damn hot when she got worked up. “Send the damn text, babe.”

I hung up the phone and quickly sent her my address. After that, it was straight to the bathroom to take a very quick shower. From there, I hurried into the bedroom and frantically searched through my “lingerie” drawer which was essentially just my underwear drawer. In the end, all I could find that I would wear to intentionally look sexy was a lacey black thong and a black bralette that I usually only wore to bed.

Until last night, I never had a reason to have lingerie. Who was I really trying to impress? Who did I care to look great for? Leah was great, but I usually stopped in after work and I sure wasn’t the kind of woman to wear lingerie all day.

Still, I thought I looked pretty sexy as I looked at myself in my vanity’s mirror. My heart fluttered in my chest as I thought about what else to wear. What else did I need to wear? Leah knew what I was going to do with her. We both wanted it. Why bother putting on more clothes that I just wanted her to rip off me?

The knock at my door came earlier than expected. I hurried to the front door and looked through the peephole to make sure that it was Leah. The last thing I wanted was to open my door for a stranger in nothing but my skimpy underwear.

I opened the door and before I could even say a word, she was on me. Her hands cradled my head as she kicked the door shut and kissed me deeply. Leah’s body pressed against mine, her hands slowly moving down to my shoulders and then further down to rest on my bare hips.

I didn’t hesitate to let her tongue into my mouth. My hands reached back to cup her ass and I pulled her tight against my hips and reveled in the feeling of her cock actively throbbing to life against me.

Leah moaned into the kiss and pulled away to whisper, “I love you. I don’t care how desperate that might make me sound, I fucking love you, Jenna.”

“Desperate?” I asked as I leaned back to look into her beautiful eyes. “Who cares if you sound desperate. I want you to be desperate to have me, baby, because I love you too. But right now, I need you.”

I didn’t bother making her ask me if it was okay to keep going. I sank to my knees in front of her and snatched her khaki pants down to her ankles. Somewhat to my surprise, she had on an adorable pair of boyshorts that I only assumed she wore because her cock fit into them.

Leah quickly proved me wrong as she took off her blouse and undershirt. Her matching bra definitely added to the effect, but I was too busy pulling her cock out of her panties to pay too much attention to the matching lingerie she had on. Without so much as a whisper, I took her throbbing crown into my lips and started gently suckling on her tip as I looked up at her.

The long, soft moan that drifted out of her was everything I needed to hear in the moment. Life could throw whatever curve balls it wanted at us. So long as I could hear my beautiful girlfriend make sounds like that, everything would be just fine.

Her fingers dipped into my hair and she spoke softly, “Fuck that feels so good. I want to take care of you too, baby. What can I do for you?”

I pulled away from her cock as I stroked it with my right hand and tenderly kissed the side of her shaft. “You could stay the night. Baby, all I want is to be with you for more than a few hours. We’ve finally got all of the time we need. So, why don’t you let me get you nice and wet. If you really want to do something for me, you can take me to bed and fuck me like your life depends on it.”

I smiled warmly at her and leaned in closer so that I could lick her cock from its base all the way to her thick crown. This time, as I took her back into my mouth, I didn’t hesitate to take her as deep as I could. Leah was one hell of a woman and I would be lying to myself if I pretended that her cock’s size wasn’t part of what kept me coming back to her. She was perfect in every way, at least, she was perfect in every way that mattered to me. She was perfect for me and I intended to show her just how perfect I thought she was.

My tongue pressed against the underside of her cock as I slowly pulled away from her. A quiet moan poured out of my nose as I started bobbing up and down on her shaft.

“Oh fuck me,” Leah groaned. “If you keep that up, I’m not going to last until we get into bed, baby!”

I wanted to tell her to cum down my throat. I wanted her to take me by the back of the head and fuck my mouth… but I didn’t bother pulling away from her cock. Tonight wasn’t about just getting off like it had been all those times in the storage room at her old job. Tonight was about showing her exactly what she could look forward to after a long day of work.

Her fingers curled through my hair and she held my head in place as she pulled her hips away from me. Without saying a word, she crouched down in front of me and kissed me again as she worked her khaki pants over her shoes and left them in a puddle beneath her. For a second, I wasn’t quite sure what she was doing, but then I felt arm come to rest on the back of my legs. I happily leaned back as her other arm pressed against my back and she stood up, hoisting me up and breaking the kiss.

“Baby, I can’t just finish like that. But, uh, where’s your bedroom?” she asked.

I couldn’t help but giggle as I pointed down the hallway with my foot. “First door on the left, baby.”

She carried me into my bedroom and carefully put me down on the bed. Leah was on top of me again in seconds, her spit-covered cock pressing against my bare stomach as she reached down to pull my thong to the side. In seconds, she was pushing her cock into me again as she kissed me deeply.

Her hips rolled slowly forward as she sank her girthy cock deeper inside my pussy. It was almost strange to be able to lift my legs and wrap them around her waist. Having sex on a bed shouldn’t have been so damn foreign to me, but it seemed like Leah was just as unsure about her movements as she slowly started thrusting into me.

“Fuck, missionary probably wasn’t the right move, was it?” she asked playfully.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Of course it wasn’t, but I’m not complaining. I’m just grateful that you’re inside me again. Twice in two days, I think that’s a new record for us.”

Leah’s smile lit up the night as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and then pulled us both into a sitting position with me on her lap. “Fine, I’ve been wanting to try cowgirl with you since I met your cute ass.”

“And I’ve been wanting you to shut up and let me make you cum for me, baby, so why don’t you just go ahead and lie down?” I purred.

Before she could argue, I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her back. Without skipping a beat, I spread my knees out to the side and started slowly lifting off her cock before letting my weight carry me back down her thickness.

Every inch felt heavenly as it disappeared back inside me. For the first time ever with my lover, I was on top and in control of exactly what was happening. And yet, all I wanted in that moment was to make her scream my name as she unloaded her cum inside me.

It was impossible to break the habit of our frantic fucking in the storage room. Yet, even as I started bouncing on her cock like I was a cheap whore, I didn’t feel anything less than loved by her.

Leah’s hands were on my hips, lightly squeezing me as she fought to keep her moans from getting too loud. I didn’t fight the sounds that flowed out of me. To hell with being quiet so that my neighbors didn’t hear me. They could all know that I was addicted to my girlfriend’s cock. They weren’t the ones that were finally getting to show their lover just how special she was.

While the sex was almost exactly like it had always been physically, it didn’t feel the same. Being able to look down at Leah’s bliss-stricken expression, her parted lips, the way her chest heaved and fell as she writhed on the bed beneath me… it felt as amazing as it always did to have her inside me, but this was me claiming her as mine.

My thighs ached from riding her and her hips were already wet with my juices but I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t want the building heat in my core to force me over the edge. I knew my orgasm was inevitable, though, it always was when Leah fucked me.

Leah’s fingernails dug into my hips as she called out, “F-Fuck, I’m about to cum, baby!”

“Yeah?” I panted as I leaned forward and rocked back and forth on her cock. “I hope you don’t think that you’re going to get to get any sleep tonight. I’m nowhere near done with you.”

She whimpered as she squeezed my hips painfully tight, that vulnerable sound was something I’d never heard from her, but damn did I love it. Then came the warmth of her cum shooting deep into my pussy. I threw my head back as a wave of ecstasy washed through me, causing my walls to grip her thick cock as it filled my fertile depths. A heated rush of bliss built inside me as I ground myself against her, rubbing my clit against her crotch as I milked her cock. It only took a few seconds, a few frantic motions to make myself finish on top of her.

Leah’s hands quickly moved up to my shoulders as she pulled me down closer to her. She lifted her head off the bed and kissed me once again and I was more than happy to return that embrace. It was rare for me to see this side of her, the side that was okay with being vulnerable and open to me. Without ever explicitly saying it, Leah told me exactly how much she appreciated my love.


Chapter Ten - Leah

Jenna’s morning alarm came much sooner than either of us expected it to. Considering that we didn’t get to sleep until three, I really wasn’t ready to get up, much less get out of bed. My arm was draped over her stomach and I was almost a little shocked by that fact. For all the times we slept together, we never truly went to sleep together. It was something I looked forward to getting used to.

She pressed her ass against my lap and mumbled, “I wish it wasn’t Thursday.”

“I hate it too, babe. Just think about Saturday, though. We can stay up as late as we want and—”

“We’ll have all day to play around on Saturday, so we won’t need to stay up late, now will we?” she asked.

I chuckled as I let my hand drift down to her pussy. My thumb grazed over her clit and I whispered in her ear as I ran small circled around her sensitive nub, “Last night was your one freebie to do everything you wanted with me and to me, baby. If you think that you’re going to get to have your way with me every single time, you’ve got another thing coming.”

Her squeaking moan as her thighs snapped together brought a warm smile to my lips.

“That’s not f-fair,” she stammered. “You always make me feel like I get all the attention. L-Last night was fun for me too, you know?”

“I’m sure it was, but that’s the thing, baby. I want you to have all the attention you can stand. Besides, we both know you love it. Don’t act like you’re not already looking forward to having me between your legs, tongue working your adorable little slit over while you cover your face with a pillow,” I teased as I kept playing with her clit.

She didn’t hesitate to reach behind her hips and grab my growing cock. Jenna pressed me against her wet entrance and mumbled, “One more time before we go to work?”

My shaft was tender, my legs sore, and my lust ever-burning. If she wanted me again, I didn’t mind burying myself inside my lover yet again. “Let’s just hope that no one notices the limp you’ve got today,” I moaned into her ear as my hips pressed against her tight ass. “Surely you wouldn’t want to have to explain the bags under your eyes either?”

Her hand slid out from between our bodies and she placed it on my hip, pulling me even tighter against her. “Are you trying to make it sound like I wasn’t the one keeping you up, baby?”

“I never said that you weren’t. I fucking love a woman that knows when to lead,” I said with a smirk as I let my hips roll back. Her soft, quivering moan was cut short as I slammed into her with enough force to send her nearly toppling onto her stomach. “But I’ve got to remind you why you always let me bend you over when we fucked. Last night was romantic, babe, but I think you need a good hard dicking before we hop in the shower.”

I rolled on top of her and guided her hands above her head, “So why don’t you let me show you what you’re in for when I’m allowed to drive, babe?”

She crossed her hands at the wrists and lifted her ass to press firmly against my hips, driving my cock as deep into her tight pussy as it could go. “Floor it then, Leah, we don’t have all morning.”

I bit my lower lip as I fought back the urge to tell her I loved her yet again. That could wait until after I got done pounding her. She seemed to be more than willing to fuck like we had for almost a year before. Having a bed certainly made it more comfortable.

I let my left hand hold onto her wrists to help add to the sensation of her being trapped beneath me. My lip tugged its way free of my teeth as I started gently thrusting into Jenna’s tight walls. Even after almost six hours of sex last night she was still just as perfect a fit as ever. That gentle thrusting didn’t last long. My grip tightened on her wrists as I put my right hand on the bed beside her shoulders and let my weight fall against her again and again, driving her into the bed with each rough stroke of my cock.

Her breath hitched as a loud, blissful cry ripped from her throat. My own suppressed moans still vibrated their way out of my nose as I did my best to stay as quiet as possible. I wanted to hear her. I wanted to focus on making her melt for me. Last night was beyond heavenly for me, the least I could do was treat Jenna to the kind of sex that kept her coming back for more in the first place.

“Is that better, Jenna? Isn’t it so much nicer when I make you take my cock like you’ve been bad?” I growled into her ear.

“Y-Yes,” she whimpered, barely able to utter a single word as I kept forcefully slamming into her. The clap of our bodies clashing with each movement filled the silence between her pleasured sounds.

Even as I drilled into her over and over, I couldn’t help but think about what our life could look like later down the line. We just started dating, but Jenna deserved a ring on her finger at some point. With my new salary, she’d get that ring. Fuck, she’d get anything I could give her.

“Damn it girl,” I groaned. “I want you to come for me. I want you to soak your sheets before we go to work. Do you think you can do that for me or am I going to have to fuck you at work, too?”

“Y-You can do anything, L-Leah!” she cried out but barely seemed like she understood what I said.

I could feel my balls tightening and I knew that if I kept the pace so intense that I wouldn’t last much longer. So long as she came before I did, I really couldn’t care less about how long I lasted. “Then come for me, baby.”

I leaned down over her and let my hips roll into hers. With each deep, loving stroke into her clenched depths, I could feel the tension in her body grow until I could barely force my cock into her at all.

“I-I’m about to—” she stopped short as a high-pitched cry ripped from her lips. A warm rush of wetness surged out of her and coated my shaft with her slick juices as I kept pounding into her.

Between the added tightness of her walls as she came and the blissful rapture that came with fucking Jenna, I couldn’t hold back any longer either. Burying myself inside her, I let out a long, soft moan into her ear knowing full well that it drove her wild to hear me moan. “I fucking love you, baby.”

“I-I love you too,” she groaned as her hips gingerly lifted from the bed to grind against my hips.

We stayed like that for a few moments as I peppered her neck with kiss after kiss as my cum continued to pour into her. When my orgasm finally subsided, I let out a soft sigh and pulled out of her. With the lust satiated, the tenderness of my cock was much, much more evident. I couldn’t bring myself to complain. I was only sore because the woman I was in love with fucked like a woman possessed. How could anyone complain about that?

“So, I hope you don’t mind if I steal an outfit from you for work,” I joked. Before she could politely agree, I said, “Kidding, baby. You’re a little smaller than me. Fuck, I don’t want to leave, but I’ve got to go home and get some clothes.”

“Would you judge me for asking you to pack some extra clothes? I don’t want to make you feel pressured, but I really would love it if you spent the night again. Uh, maybe with a little more sleep for both our sakes this time.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as I kissed her cheek and begrudgingly rolled out of bed. “I’d love to come over again, baby,” I said. As reality set in on me, I couldn’t stop the wave of appreciation from washing over me. “And thank you for taking the chance on a relationship with me.”

Her cheeks flushed as she looked me in the eye, “I don’t know why you’re thanking me for being the best thing to ever happen to me, Leah.”

There was nothing else I wanted more than to crawl back into bed and snuggle up with her, but we both needed to get ready for work. With as much cum as I’d pumped into her over the course of last night and this morning, she was probably desperate to hop in the shower and clean up. Hell, I smelled like her sweet juices and while that wasn’t a complaint, I highly doubted anyone we worked with wouldn’t be able to tell from her limp and the smell on me that we weren’t fucking like rabbits.

One day they’d figure it out, but until then, it would be our little secret.


Epilogue - Jenna

“Are you sure I look okay? I feel like I should put something nicer on,” Leah asked, her voice soft and sweet.

“It’s your mom’s baby shower. You’re supposed to be comfortable, darling. You definitely look cute, though. God, I can’t lie, sweetie, it’s kind of weird that you’re going to have a baby brother. Like, my brother-in-law is going to be a baby,” I said and tried not to think too hard about what Mr. and Mrs. Rush did in their spare time.

Glancing down at the ring on my finger, a warm smile spread across my lips. Sure, I had to take it off before I went to work, but it was official. Leah and I were going to eventually be married.

“Tell me about it. I’m turning twenty-six in two weeks and getting married and he won’t even be old enough to really know who I am until I’m like, thirty-one. That’s crazy to think about,” she said as she looked down at my stomach. “It kind of makes me wonder about when we should start thinking about kids of our own.”

I rolled my eyes at her and reached down to gently cup her cock through the black sundress she had on, “I’ve already told you. I’ll get pregnant when I get pregnant. You’ve just got to get this lovely dick in me more often, that’s all.”

Her cheeks flushed red incredibly quickly as she stammered, “I-It’s not like I haven’t been trying!”

I almost let it slip right then and there. While Mrs. Rush was throwing her baby shower today, we’d already worked out our own little plans. I hated keeping something so important from Leah, but it wasn’t like I knew I was pregnant for very long.

“I know you’ve been giving it your all, baby. Trust me,” I giggled as I lifted my skirt and showed her the light bruising on my inner thighs, “I’m very well aware that you’ve been trying really, really hard. A little harder wouldn’t hurt, though.”

Her lower lip poked out as she mumbled, “You know I don’t want to hurt you, right? I thought I was into rough sex before, but ever since I moved in, you’ve definitely opened my eyes to the kinkier side of you.”

“If we don’t stop talking about fucking, I’m going to have to ask you to bring a pair of handcuffs for the after-party in the backseat of my car, baby,” I moaned into her ear as I gave her cock a light squeeze. “Now, be a good girl for me and get my heels out of the closet so I can watch you bend over, slut.”

Leah’s eyes widened as her gaze darted over to our toy collection. As she walked away, I certainly did watch her ass shift from side to side. Ever since we started exploring BDSM and the wonderful world of power exchange, our sex life certainly got spicier. If only I wasn’t going to be out of commission soon…

But I would also be a mother to the woman of my dream’s child. How could I complain?


Message from the Author

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

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might like another of my novellas:

The Asheville Project 1-5

This is a collection of The Asheville Project series containing: Out of the Ashes, A Reason to Change, The Probability of Love, Hope on the Horizon, and Chasing after a Dream.

The Asheville Project is 130k+ words of sweet and steamy action with no cliffhangers, no cheating, no sour endings! All you'll get is wholesome love with a variety of couples. Each book features a lesbian relationship with a transgender woman and a cisgender woman.

From Rags to Riches

Starr is a homeless woman just trying to scrape by when her amateur contortionist act catches the eye of Toni Black, a filthy rich CEO. Given the opportunity of a lifetime, Starr has to find some way to pay Toni back for her unbelievably generous ways. Being Toni's personal assistant feels too easy for Starr, more so when Toni asks her to do very little.

When the weekend comes around, Starr finds out that Toni is rusty in the ways of being romantic, but both women are willing to give it a shot. Even when Starr is told about Toni's bulging secret. Starr might find a way to be worth more than money ever could be to her billionaire savior.

An Unexpected Change

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

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

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