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Spencer

The raised voices coming from inside the private hospital room immediately put Dr Spencer Snow on high alert. She was pissed. There were sick people in the hospital—obviously—and they didn’t need to hear others acting like this.

Just because these people have money, doesn’t mean they are entitled to cause a disturbance. 

Spencer wasn’t even supposed to be on this ward, but she had been called for a consultation on a paediatric patient. They were on the cusp of belonging to either paediatric or adult medicine, and so she had consulted with another doctor for their care. 

She let the nurses’ station know she would handle the disturbance and would call for backup if needed. Stalking towards the room where the cacophony emanated from, she cringed as the voice rose in volume. She pushed the door open, not even bothering to knock. If they couldn’t be respectful and keep the yelling down, she wouldn’t respect them either. She would apologise later if need be, when the situation had been sorted. 

An older man with steel-grey hair stood over the bed containing a small woman who barely looked old enough to vote. His clenched fists made her even more alert, and she sincerely hoped he didn’t use them—against her or the patient. No one else was in the room.

“Excuse me,” she cut in when he paused to take a breath. It was a small opening, but she took advantage of it. “Sir, you need to lower your voice, or I will ask that you be removed from this hospital. Is that clear?”

He whirled around and the look he gave her... Well, if Spencer was easily intimidated, she’d likely be a mess. She wasn’t though, so his glare did nothing other than rile her up further. And make a strange protective feeling for the young woman well in her chest.

“Do you have any idea who I am?” he asked, his voice very low and close to menacing.

Spencer stared at him in disbelief. Who he was? Did people really say things like that? This was a hospital, not a goddamn movie premiere and red carpet event. “No, and I don’t particularly care. Your behaviour is causing upset in this hospital, so I suggest you tone it down or vacate the premises. We have sick patients here, people who are trying to recover. They don’t need this. She doesn’t need this.” Spencer flicked her hand towards the small figure lying in the bed.

He advanced on her, drawing himself up to his full height, which Spencer was amused to realise was only an inch taller than her own almost six feet. She didn’t step back though. To do so would be to show fear. He stopped mere inches from her and held out his hand. She really hated when men felt the need to attempt to intimidate women with their size. It had never worked on her before and it wasn’t working now.

“Hello, Dr Snow,” he said, reading the ID badge secured to her shirt. “My name is Angelo Vicente.”

Spencer recognised the name but schooled her features not to reveal anything outwardly. Perhaps that was his daughter in the hospital bed, drawn up to make herself seem smaller than she was, which was already tiny. No one had ever seen her, not really. A few blurred images were released every now and then, and none had been for quite a few years now. He kept her tucked away in one of his houses, and if she did go out, she was heavily disguised and heavily protected. The woman in the bed looked so young, frail, and utterly terrified.

Luna Vicente. 

Mafia Princess.

She didn’t take his hand, instead moving over to the bed and taking the file from the holder. She felt the woman’s eyes follow her every move. Flicking through it casually, she noted she was correct in her identification of the patient. Her reason for being in hospital made her wince. An ovarian cyst had burst and not been seen to promptly, causing unnecessary pain. Surgery had been required to stop the bleeding and remove the cyst. At least she had kept her ovary. Another wave of protection rolled over Spencer when she saw her date of birth. Luna was only twenty-five years old.

Then Spencer snuck a glance over at Mr Vicente, and she had no doubt the reason the medical attention had been delayed was because of him. He hadn’t even been the one to bring her to the hospital. That had been someone named Jacob who was listed as “friend”. Likely a bodyguard or something like that. 

“Luna, I’m Dr Snow. Is there anything you need?” She looked down kindly at the young woman whose huge brown eyes were filled with fear. What the hell had her father said to her to make her so scared?

Luna shook her head, not saying a word.

“Well, if you think of anything, anything at all, you just press this green button, okay?” She pushed the call button device into Luna’s hand, hoping she would use it if needed.

Spencer straightened up and squared her shoulders. After replacing the file, she faced Luna’s father. “Now, sir, do you wish to calm your voice, or would you like me to show you to the lifts?”

Angelo Vicente eyed her up and down, no doubt taking in her butch appearance—short hair clipped close to her scalp on the sides, longer on the top. Broad shoulders and lightly muscled arms. Pants and a button-up shirt instead of a dress; she’d just come from a meeting so she wasn’t dressed in scrubs.

“You know what?” he said with a sly smile. “She’s...one of your kind. You can have her, she’s worth nothing to me anyway. You’re now fully responsible for this waste of space. You. Own. Her.” With those final words, he turned on his heel and strode towards the door. He pulled it open and walked out without even a glance backwards at his own daughter.

The room fell into silence. Spencer almost didn’t want to break it but knew she had to do something. She turned to Luna with an apologetic half-smile on her face. “I’m sorry, I appear to have caused you some trouble.”

“No, you haven’t. He would have said words similar to that before long anyway. I really am worthless to him, for the most part.” There was a resigned look on Luna’s face that tore at Spencer’s heart.

“What did he mean when he said my kind?”

Luna darted her eyes away, and Spencer wondered just what the hell was going on. “I imagine he thinks you’re a lesbian. He knows I am.”

“Ah, okay. I mean, he wasn’t wrong.” What else was she to say? “Well, I’m sure he didn’t mean what he said. You’re his family.”

“I’m really not. He’s got my older brother, Joseph, to take over from him. I was never supposed to be born. I was a mistake, an accident.”

Spencer sat in the chair beside the bed and clasped Luna’s hand in her own. It was so dainty! “Hey, don’t worry about it. When he has calmed down, I’m sure he will come to his senses.”

Tears brimmed in Luna’s eyes, ready to fall at any moment. “You don’t know him,” she whispered. “He doesn’t change his mind on anything. Not ever.”

Spencer couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Surely a father wouldn’t just kick his own daughter out. And over what? Needing to go to the hospital? “Give him a couple of days. I’m sure he’s just in shock over what happened and is hiding his concern for you, just not in the best way,” she tried again.

Those tears fell and spilled down Luna’s pale cheeks.

“You don’t understand. Nobody does.” Luna sniffled and then took a deep breath, swiping the tears from her face with the sleeve of her hospital gown. “Before I’m released, I’m going to need any information the hospital might be able to provide for shelters or anywhere that will be able to assist me. Maybe I could speak to the social worker or something?”

“Well, if you can’t go home, why not call a friend?”

“I’m sure you know all about the invisible princess,” Luna said. “The one locked away. Everyone does. What they don’t know is that I don’t have any friends. I don’t know anyone who isn’t in my father’s employ. I don’t even have a phone. You have no idea how isolating my life has been—no one does.” She pulled her hand from Spencer’s and tucked the blanket more securely around her, as if to hide herself all over again.

Spencer wasn’t sure what made her say the words, but they fell from her lips before she could censor them. “Then you’ll come home with me. You can stay until you’re feeling better and can get things sorted out.”

“You really don’t understand, do you?” Luna shook her head, a bitter tone creeping into her voice. “You’re already going to need to watch yourself. You got on his bad side, and he doesn’t just let anyone get away with that. And he never forgets a slight against him. He enjoys humiliating people. That’s why he said he was giving me to you, so I would feel humiliated, like a possession that was being handed from one owner to another. I’m not a possession, and I won’t go from one prison to the next.”

Spencer gaped at her. “Jesus, is that who you think I am? Someone who wants to take possession of you? I’m not sure what I’ve done to give you that impression of me, but I apologise. I don’t own you. You own yourself, Luna. I offered you a place to stay, not a prison to be held captive in.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you, my brain is feeling a little scrambled. It’s a kind gesture and I thank you for it, but I can’t accept it. I...I’m not sure what I’ll do, but I’m sure I’ll figure it out. There’s got to be some support services out there, right?” She turned to Spencer, brown eyes doe-like.

“No, Luna, not really. I mean, yes, there are some. But not many, and often the ones that are there, are really busy and need to turn people away sometimes. I don’t want to see you out on the street because of your father’s actions. Please, won’t you stay with me?”

As Luna began to cry, arms wrapped around her stomach protectively, Spencer found herself gently taking a seat on the bed beside her. “It’s okay, Luna. Things will be just fine.” She placed a soft kiss on the top of dark brown curls, wondering why she had even done so. There was something about Luna, whether it was her situation or just her that made Spencer want to cocoon her and keep her safe for the rest of her days.

Luna pulled out of the embrace and crossed her arms. “You don’t have to look after me because of what my father said. I can take care of myself.” She raised her pointed chin defiantly.

Spencer chuckled, thinking how cute the look on Luna’s face was. Even if Luna didn’t realise it herself, she was a very strong person, probably even stronger than Spencer had originally believed.

“I’ll leave you to think about it. And I’ll speak to your doctor about getting the social worker to see you.” She stood and patted the bed. “Get some rest.”

“Dr Snow...”

Turning back to the bed, Spencer smiled. “Please, call me Spencer.”

“Spencer...won’t you get in trouble if I were to come to stay with you? I would hate it if that happened because of me.”

Spencer chuckled and her smile widened. “No, little one. I’m not your doctor. I’m consulting with another doctor on this ward about a completely different patient. You need to go somewhere safe while you recover though, so please think about my offer. You need somewhere you can heal and feel better. You’ll be out of here in a day or so, I think. If you like, I can take you home with me. I have a housekeeper who can make sure there are meals ready for you while I’m at work. If you drive?” She raised one eyebrow questioningly, sure she already knew the answer. If her father had barely allowed her out of the house, he sure as hell wouldn’t have given her an opportunity to learn how to drive.

Luna shook her head. “No, I was never taught.”

“Then I’m sure we can find a solution for when you need or want to go somewhere.”
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Spencer

The following day, Spencer knocked lightly on the door of Luna’s hospital room. God, she really is tiny, she thought as she entered the room after Luna called out to come in. Spencer was sure it would take next to no effort at all to lift this woman into her arms. And damned if she didn’t want to try.

“How are you feeling today, Luna?” she asked, wiping away the thoughts of Luna in her arms.

Luna looked up, those big brown eyes a mixture of pain and happiness.

“Dr Snow, it’s lovely to see you again.”

Spencer frowned, sensing something was not quite right. “It’s Spencer, remember, and what’s wrong? Have you had your pain medication?” She picked up the chart at the bottom of the bed and flicked through it. “When was your last dose?”

“I’m not sure. I think just before breakfast.” Luna twisted her fingers together in her lap. “I didn’t want to bother anybody, I know they’re busy.”

“You were due an hour ago. I’m sure your pain level is increasing. I’ll follow up with the nurses.”

“I’m okay, I promise.” Luna’s voice sounded worried and a little frantic. “Honestly, I’ll just wait until they’re not so busy.”

Taking one of Luna’s hands, Spencer squeezed it softly. “No, little one, you need pain relief so you can recover quickly. I’ll be back soon.”

“Thank you,” Luna whispered.

After speaking with the nurses, making it very clear that Luna was to be given her medication on time, every time, she returned to the room.

“They will be in soon with everything you need.”

Luna smiled, and Spencer’s breath was nearly taken away. Luna’s smile—the first genuine one Spencer had seen from her—was breathtaking. Then she realised she was staring when the look on Luna’s face turned quizzical.

She cleared her throat, somehow tearing her gaze away. “So, have you given any more thought to my offer from yesterday?”

Before she had left the day before, she had been unable to extract a promise from Luna that she would accept the offer and stay. She had requested the young woman think about it overnight and was hoping she would accept. The protective feeling rose inside her every time she thought of Luna, wanting nothing more than to wrap her up in a hug and hide her away from the world. Well, not hide her as her father had done, but definitely keep anything bad or unpleasant away from her.

Luna took a deep breath. “You’re sure you won’t get into trouble?”

Spencer grinned, liking the direction of the conversation. “Yes, I’m sure that I won’t.”

“Then, yes. I’d like to until I figure something out. As long as you are sure you don’t mind and there won’t be any repercussions for you.”

“Not at all, I definitely don’t mind. You’re welcome to stay as long as you like, no rush at all. I’ll have my housekeeper arrange some clothes and toiletries for you. Is there anything you prefer with either of those? Do you have a favourite food? Preferences for anything?” She looked down at Luna’s white hospital band, noting she had no known allergies.

Luna looked overwhelmed, as if the sheer number of choices she was being given was too much for her brain. Spencer ruefully realised she had bombarded her with a million questions and felt horrible.

Spencer took a seat beside her again, once more holding her hand. “Hey, it will be okay. We will figure everything out as we go. Why was your father yelling at you yesterday?”

“He said I was faking it, that I was being a drama queen and he had taken bullets and didn’t whinge nearly half as much as I did. But I didn’t cry, Spencer, not even once. I knew it would anger him even more.”

“You had surgery, Luna! And I saw your records. You’d had this surgery before.”

“That doesn’t mean anything to him.”

The door opened without a knock preceding it and Spencer started. She realised how inappropriate it probably looked that she was holding a patient’s hand, but she didn’t care. Luna was not her patient, and it was none of the nurse’s business anyway.

The nurse asked Luna to confirm her details before handing over a small paper cup with a few pills rattling around the bottom. “Here you go. You should feel better with these in you. Sorry for the delay.” She left as soon as Luna had swallowed the medication.

Luna relaxed back on the bed and smiled gratefully. “Thanks for organising that.”

“You’re welcome. How are your incisions looking?” Spencer asked. “You seem to be moving better, even from yesterday.”

Luna rested her hand lightly on her stomach. “They looked good when they were checked this morning by the doctor. I mean, they’re still covered, but I was told there was no sign of infection or bleeding or anything like that.”

“That’s really good to hear.” Spencer smiled warmly and watched as Luna blushed a little.

“Yeah.”

They fell silent for a few minutes. Luna looked as though she wanted to say something more but when she didn’t, Spencer broke the silence.

“Okay, well, those pills are probably going to make you a little sleepy soon, so I’ll leave you alone. I’ll try to be here tomorrow when your doctor comes around. Does that sound okay?”

Luna nodded. “Yeah, sounds good.”

Spencer stood and made her way to the door. She paused in the doorway and looked at Luna, reluctant to leave but knowing she had a lot of work to do that day. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Bye, Spencer.” Luna’s voice was tiny, so small that Spencer’s heart almost broke for her. She wished she didn’t have to leave, especially as she knew Luna wouldn’t have any other visitors and would likely be bored.

“Is there anything you need? Anything at all?” she offered.

Luna shook her head. “No, thank you. I’m tired, so I’m going to have a bit of a nap now.”

On impulse, Spencer strode back over to the bed and dropped a quick kiss on the dark curls on Luna’s head. “Sleep well, little one.”
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Spencer

“Hi, Spencer. How is Wynter? It’s been a little while since we last saw her.”

Dr Mara Gibson was a doctor in the gynaecology department and Spencer’s best friend. They had gone through medical school together and pure luck had put them at the same hospital. 

“She’s good. Super busy at the moment. How’s our patient here? Will she be released soon?”

“She will.” Mara eyed her suspiciously and flicked her long black braid over her shoulder. “I hear she’s going home with you. You’ve been put down as her emergency contact. And are you paying her medical bill?” The last few words were whispered in an incredulous tone.

Spencer looked down at Luna, who was sleeping, and warmth filled her chest. She looked so peaceful. She ushered Mara over to the corner, taking no chances. “I am. Her father withdrew his private health insurance, and I really didn’t want her to be disturbed while she’s recovering. You recognise her name, right?”

“Mm, the invisible mafia princess.”

“Yes,” Spencer confirmed. “Her father was here the day after she had her surgery. He’s...not pleasant.”

“Oh, I don’t doubt that. I’ve met him before. This is not the first time she has been here for something similar. I wanted to smack him this time, though, when I realised how long she had been in pain for at home. He wasn’t even the one to bring her in when the pain got worse, and she pretty much passed out. I heard there was an incident when he was here, but I was in surgery so couldn’t get to the ward. I didn’t realise you were involved as well.”

“He left her here and said she’s not welcome back at his place.” Spencer dropped her voice even lower. “He gave her to me, like that’s something someone can even do. I obviously told her no one owns her, but I did offer her a place to stay until she figured out what she’s doing. Hell, Mara, she doesn’t even have any friends. He didn’t even let her have a phone!”

“Is it a good idea to get involved with a family like that?” Concern marred her friend’s features.

“Probably not. But what was I supposed to do? Let her get lost in our crappy system while she’s healing from surgery? I couldn’t do it. I think I can help her. I want to protect her. Besides, you know what some of my family do.” Spencer grinned at the thought of her older sibling, Eri, who owned the security company their parents had founded. In addition to her legitimate dealings, she had...extracurricular activities of the not-so-legal variety.

“Okay.” Mara cast her a doubtful look. “As long as you think it’s the best thing to do. I’d hate to see you get in over your head. What does Wynter say about it?” Mara moved back to the bed to review Luna’s patient file.

“Wynter is fine with it. She’s headed out of town today for a week, visiting some business locations in other states. That will give Luna time to settle in.” She looked down at the sleeping woman and then the monitor still attached to her and smirked. Luna was awake but pretending to be asleep. “Welcome back to the land of the living, Luna.”

Luna opened her eyes and smiled. “Hi,” she said shyly.

Mara scribbled something into the file and placed it back down. “Well, Luna, I’m going to check you over one last time, and if all is good, I’ll arrange for your discharge papers. Then you will be free to leave. I understand you intend to stay with Dr Snow. She will be able to help you with the healing process. Please, though, do take it easy.” She patted Luna’s arm kindly. “Look after yourself.”

“I will. Thank you, Dr Gibson. You’ve been so good to me while I’ve been here. I really appreciate it. Again.”

“I’ll be back in a moment, give you two a chance to chat for a bit.” Mara gave Luna a soft look and left the room. Spencer could see how fond her friend was of Luna, and it made her heart clench. Luna was so easy to like.

“How did you know I was awake?”

“Your heart rate was higher on the monitor.” Spencer gestured to the machine just off to the side of the bed.

Luna looked a little embarrassed. “Sometimes I forget you’re a doctor. Thank you again, for everything. And you really won’t have to look after me, like Dr Gibson said. I’ve had this surgery before and I know what to do.”

“It’s not a problem at all. And I know you know what to do, but I’ll be there if you need anything. Look, I’ve got a couple patients I need to see before I leave for the day, and I know Dr Gibson wants to do her final checks and get the discharge papers done. I’ll be back soon and then we will go home.”

Home. How interesting this will be.
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Luna

Late that afternoon, Luna followed behind Spencer as she led her up the stairs of the beautiful house she lived in. It looked large and airy and seemed as though it was on a massive block with gorgeous gardens. Well, what little she could see in the fading light anyway. It was getting so dark so early at the moment.

Spencer opened the door near the top of the stairs and stood back to let her in.

“Wow,” Luna breathed out. The room was big, immaculately decorated with a pale-blue comforter on the bed and a large watercolour beach scene on the wall.

“You’re truly welcome here as long as you like. Honestly, it’s no bother. Bernice, the housekeeper, is here most days and she will be able to get you anything you need. All you have to do is ask. I also got her to grab you some basic clothing yesterday, so you will find that in the wardrobe.”

Luna turned to the handsome woman standing before her, taking in her gentle smile and kind brown eyes. There were a few silver strands in her short dark hair. Luna thought they made her look even more handsome.

“Thank you so much for everything. I really appreciate it. I’ll pay you back for everything. Let me know how much to give you for rent here. I have some money in an account that I’m sure my father doesn’t know about. My mother started it when I was born. If he does know about it, he has never let on that he does.” A frown crossed her face as she wondered if she would ever have any privacy from her father for anything in her life. He really had controlled every aspect of it.

“You’re welcome. It’s really no bother at all. And no need to pay anything back and certainly no need for rent. Is there anything you need for now?”

Luna shook her head. “No, I don’t think so. I think I will just rest. I’m pretty tired. And don’t think I didn’t hear the part about not paying anything back. I did, and we will talk about it when I’m not so tired.”

Spencer put her hand on her shoulder and smiled. Luna thought it seemed rare that she didn’t have a smile on her face, and it was lovely to see. Especially after her father’s house, where smiles were rare.

“Rest, little one. I’ll check on you in a while and bring you something to eat. No allergies, right?”

“None that I know of. I haven’t...” Luna looked away in embarrassment, feeling her cheeks redden. “I haven’t really tried a lot of different foods.” 

How stupid was that? In addition to her life in general, her father had controlled what she ate as well. He had simple desires for his meals, and everyone was given the same. It had all been decently plain, not a lot of flavour, and the same meals on regular rotation.

Grinning, Spencer moved towards the door. “That’s okay. I’m sure you will love Bernice’s cooking. I’ll see you in a little while.”

Luna took a shower, careful of the bandages covering her surgical wounds. The hot water beating down on her shoulders felt like heaven. Her shoulders and back always ached after this kind of surgery. She’d been plagued with ovarian cysts since she was thirteen and during the years, she’d had three surgeries and a couple of others burst that didn’t require hospitalisation. 

The surgical sites were still tender around the bandages, but she was feeling much better. She knew from experience she would be feeling almost back to normal in a week or so.

Once dried, she found some soft pyjamas in a drawer. Somehow, Spencer had gotten her size correct, right down to her underwear. She blushed a little at the thought of Spencer considering her underwear.

Snuggled under the covers of the bed, she marvelled at the plushness of the mattress. The bed was huge and felt so impossibly soft that she just wanted to squeal and kick around like a child. And she probably would have if she hadn’t just had surgery. She’d never been in a bed so comfortable.

Briefly, she wondered what her father was thinking, if he had thought of her even once. She had never been out of his house with the exception of previous hospital stays and the library when she was younger. He had even called doctors to the house whenever he could.

When her mother had still been alive, she had gone with her on the occasional shopping trip or outing. They had been few and far between, but at least she had been able to leave the house. Then her mother had passed away and it was only the library trips. And even they had stopped when... She shook her head to clear that thought. She didn’t want to start thinking about that time in her life.

A little while later, a small knock sounded on the door, and she called for Spencer to come in.

“Hey, little one. I’ve got dinner for you.”

Luna thought Spencer’s term of endearment for her was nice. Instead of it making her feel an inch tall, it made warm feelings race through her body, as though Spencer were holding her in a tight embrace.

Spencer set the tray she was carrying on the small table near the window seats. The room was so big and the small sitting room off to the side held two plush chairs, the table, and several bookcases. There were a variety of books, Luna noticed as she slowly made her way over. Medical textbooks and business journals sat on the lower shelves and novels half-filled the rest, placed amongst decorations.

Placing the plates plus a jug of iced water onto the table, Spencer removed the tray. “Sit down and eat. I’ll come back for your dishes.”

Luna put a hand on her arm, halting her exit. “No, please stay. As long as that is okay, of course. I don’t really want to be alone right now. But if you have things to do—”

“Of course I’ll stay.” Spencer sat in the chair across from her.

Looking down at the plates of food, Luna sighed. “I’m not going to be able to eat all of this, I’m sorry. Will you have some?”

“You’re not hungry?” 

Luna noted the concern in Spencer’s voice and looked up to see a matching frown on her face. “I never am when I am in pain.”

Spencer quickly kneeled beside her, taking one hand in her own, fingers resting against the pulse point on her wrist. “Where’s the pain? Do you need me to get you some more painkillers?”

Luna smiled affectionately. “I’m okay, I promise. I’m still a bit tender from the surgery and it always makes me feel a bit like this. Takes away my appetite and all that.” She closed her eyes as Spencer ran a hand down her cheek before pulling back. Spencer’s soft and comforting touches always made her smile.

“As long as you’re sure.” Spencer returned to her seat.

Luna separated a large portion of the meal, sliding it onto another plate and then took a small portion of the food from that plate. She pushed the fuller plate towards Spencer. “Eat. Please.”

They sat in silence as they both consumed the food Bernice had prepared. Roasted chicken was accompanied by creamy mashed potatoes and steamed vegetables. She poured gravy over her potatoes before taking a dinner roll from the small basket.

“This is all really delicious.” Luna broke the silence, unable to comprehend how this food had so much flavour. She didn’t know what her father’s cook had done all those years she’d made meals, but nothing had ever tasted this good.

Spencer nodded. “Yep. Bernice is excellent at what she does. Anything you feel like eating, just let her know and she will make it for you.”

“I couldn’t ask her to do that! I’ll just eat whatever she makes.”

“That’s not how it works here. She’s happy to make anything our little heart’s desire so just let her know. I’m sure she also hates choosing all the meals so she would be glad to have your guidance as well.”

Luna looked down at her plate. “I’ll leave it up to you then, if you don’t mind. I’m really fine with whatever.” She felt Spencer’s eyes on her but still didn’t look up.

“Okay,” Spencer said, a small sigh coming from her. “We can do that for now. But Luna, I want you to treat this house as your own.”

Luna just nodded, returning her focus to her meal. There was no way she would do that. As soon as she was able to, she would find a job and somewhere to live. She didn’t want to owe Spencer more than she already did.

But what would she do? She had zero experience in anything and had no idea what she wanted to do with her life. Since she was little, she had known she would never live a normal life, never be allowed to do the things “normal” people did. There had never been the need to think about potential careers.

Unaware she had stopped eating until Spencer touched her knee, Luna looked up with a start. “Sorry, did you say something?”

“Is your pain worse?” Spencer frowned again.

“No, I’m just thinking. And getting tired.”

“Have you finished eating?”

Luna nodded. “Yeah. Thanks, it was great. Please tell Bernice I appreciate it and that it was delicious.”

Spencer picked up her still mostly full plate and placed it back on the tray with her empty one. “Don’t forget to take your painkillers before you go to sleep. I’ll leave the water here for you. If you need anything, I am two doors down on the left.”
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Chapter 5
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Luna

Luna had been at Dr Snow’s—Spencer’s—house for a week now. She’d barely left the room Spencer had made up for her, staying curled up in the comfortable bed. Her incisions had healed, and the bandages removed several days before. They had closed well, and the pain was practically gone. Now she was just left with the irritating feeling of lethargy.

Spencer had been attentive and sweet. When she wasn’t home, Bernice brought her food to the room—whatever she wanted. Anything she could have ever wanted was given to her. Clothes showed up and were packed into the wardrobe. Embarrassingly, she had given Spencer her bra size when she asked, and several had shown up the next day.

She looked around the room now. It was quite large, for a guest room. It even had its own attached bathroom, and though she had yet to make use of it, she was looking forward to trying the bathtub in there. Up until that point, she’d only had enough energy for quick showers. And reading. When she had briefly mentioned a love of reading to Spencer, the next day a variety of books had appeared in the small reading nook by the window. She truly had no idea how she would repay her.

Spencer was the loveliest person Luna had ever met. Besides her housekeeper, Bernice. Spencer had sure hit a gold mine with her. She was helpful, respectful, and ever so nice to Luna. She reminded her of her own mother—when she had been alive. The few memories she had of her anyway.

The clock slowly ticked closer to the time she knew Spencer would be home. A small fizz of excitement built in her stomach, and she sighed. She needed to get over this little schoolgirl crush she seemed to have developed before she did something stupid. 

Like kiss her.

There were so many reasons she needed to get over it. Spencer was probably more than ten years older than her, not that she cared about that. As lovely as she was, Luna could bet she was already seeing someone. She had to be. It had already been confirmed while she was in hospital that Spencer was a lesbian, just like her. And just because she is a lesbian, doesn’t mean she would be interested in you, she thought bitterly. Spencer had seen Luna at her worst. She had seen her cowering while her father yelled at her. There was no way Spencer would ever want someone like her. No one ever would. Just like her father always said, she was weak and not worth being loved.

Luna sighed, annoyed with herself, and rolled over to take a nap.

***
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“Hey, little one.”

Luna was still half asleep when she felt the bed dip beside her, eyes not even open yet. She swiped a hand over her face, trying to wake up. How long had she been asleep for? She’d only meant to take a short nap, but if Spencer was home, it must have been a couple of hours at least. She remembered Bernice bringing up lunch, then daydreaming about Spencer. But after that...

“Hey, Spencer.”

“Are you feeling okay? Pain or anything?”

Luna opened her eyes in time to see the look of concern on Spencer’s face.

“Yeah. Just sleepy, I guess. No pain though.”

“Did you walk around outside today? It was a beautiful day.”

She looked away, knowing Spencer was likely so disappointed with her. She’d promised she would try to look around outside. “No.”

There was no way she could tell this strong doctor how terrified she was at the thought of leaving the room, let alone the entire house. Especially by herself. Since she was very young, her father had instilled in her a fear of the “outside world”, where anyone who saw her might want to harm her, just because of who he was. And she had believed it. Even being away from her father now, she still feared that his enemies would find her—or perhaps even worse, that he would find her. If she never saw him again, that would be too soon. But still, being in this house, she felt the familiar pangs of anxiety grip her stomach whenever she thought of leaving the room.

Which was stupid. She knew, without a doubt, that Spencer would keep her safe. She wouldn’t suggest Luna go outside if anything
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