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​Chapter 1: Heart-to-Heart
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I STIRRED SLOWLY, A delicious warmth seeping into my limbs, feeling as though my very essence was melting into the bed. Every single atom in my body was still purring, and my skin still exquisitely tender from last night's glorious intensity. Lyra’s comfortable weight was tangled with mine, her leg draped over my hip, an arm across my waist, pulling me close. I could feel the gentle, rhythmic rise and fall of her breathing, the tiny prickle of her nipples tracing tiny lines on my back as they mirrored her gentle exhalations. I loved being the little spoon.

The room itself was in blurry disarray through my sleep filled eyes. The blankets were in glorious knots, as if we’d wrestled some horny, untamed creature all night which wasn’t all that far from the truth. The air was thick with the strong, sweet scent of sex, mingling with the calming aroma from my scented oil diffuser on the nightstand.

The light caressed Lyra's darker green skin, making it shimmer with a serene peace that I couldn't help but envy. My own complexion was more of your classic olive green you see everywhere, and no amount of sunbathing could change that. There was no sign of either of our clothes from the night before, completely forgotten in the heat of the moment.

I hadn't been drunk, but I had been in such a state of pure happiness, such dizzying, intoxicating bliss, that it almost felt like a powerful high, one that had carried me through the night.

This is what happiness feels like, I thought, a deep, unfamiliar sigh of contentment escaping my lips. Absolute, perfect contentment. Not just the sex, not just the afterglow, but this... this profound quiet after the storm. My eyes drifted to my phone on the bedside table. It was barely morning. Only hours had passed since I’d first met Lyra. Everything that had happened at the restaurant last night, and in the parking garage all felt like a fever dream. A wonderful, waking dream I hope I never have to wake up from.

Like a sudden plunge into icy water, a sharp prickle of anxiety pierced through my happiness. But what if this incredible feeling doesn't last? What if this profound connection I felt with her, someone I literally just met, was just... a fleeting moment? My heart gave a lurch, making my stomach clench. Please don’t let this be a one night stand.

What if my feelings totally weird her out? What if she just saw this as a fun, wild night and I’ve completely misread things? She's so much more experienced than I am with... everything. My mind raced with anxieties, like a frenzied hamster on a broken wheel, trying desperately to suppress the doubts that threatened to overshadow the perfection of the morning. I carefully shifted Lyra’s arm from my hips and sat up in bed. My body was tense, my shoulders hunching as if to shield my heart. I looked down at Lyra’s sleeping form, my gaze fixed on her serene face, searching for any hint of regret. Clawing for any kind of reassurances I could latch onto, however vague.

Lyra's body warmth was causing me to sweat as her unique scent of earthy incense clung to me and tightened the knot of anxiety in my gut to critical levels. I almost unconsciously rubbed Lyra's beautiful darker skin, along her arm, then her shoulder, my fingers tracing the smooth curve. Lyra let out a soft, contented sigh in her sleep, her arm reclaiming my waist to pull me just a fraction closer, a subconscious act that only deepened my emotional turmoil. As she shifted, I noticed a few scratch marks on her back, a small reminder that I’m well overdue for a manicure.

She was absolutely breathtaking. Her gentle curves, her long, graceful legs intertwining with mine to form a helix of green. The dark, edgy hair of her undercut, fanning slightly on the pillow. The flash of silver from her line of piercings catching the light. And the soft swell of her breast, peeking out from under her arm, was just enough to make my chest ache with a feeling so profound it almost hurt. 

It's crazy, I know it's crazy, I thought, a wave of overwhelming emotion washing over me. But I'm really, truly head over heels for this girl I just met.

She stirred with a low contented groan, barely strong enough to escape her lips. Her eyelids fluttered open, revealing half-lidded red eyes, still hazy from dreams. She gave a sweet, sleepy smile up at me as she lazily rolled onto her back, her breasts giving a soft little wiggle as she settled. My fears began to melt away like snow in the sun, a warmth spreading through my chest in immediate, overwhelming relief. The tension in my shoulders eased, and I felt my own lips curve into a soft, relieved smile.

"Good morning, gorgeous," Lyra murmured, her voice a deep, husky purr.
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​Chapter 2: Coffee & Confessions
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LYRA’S VOICE, THICK with tenderness, was like a warm blanket wrapped around my heart. We stayed tangled for a few more blissful minutes, just breathing each other in, before the practicalities of the morning slowly nudged us towards reality.

I eventually untangled myself from the glorious mess of the bed, my muscles protesting sweetly. I felt a familiar, rubbery texture beneath my bare foot as I tried to get myself out of bed. Without looking, I knew exactly what it was: my favorite vibrator, the pink and silver one. I could feel its veined texture as I ran my toes up the length of it, and had a sudden jolt of remembrance of the feel of its full strength, expertly guided and twisted by Lyra's hand, inside of me last night. Lyra was an expert at teasing me with it, but I knew all its little secrets and she paid for all that teasing dearly when the tables got turned. I made her scream.

Its tiny LED was blinking red as I subtly nudged it away with my toe as I made a mental note to charge it up again later today. The little kick was more than enough for it to roll with a clatter across my uneven hardwood floors.

Lyra watched its slow journey with an amused little smile, her red eyes sparkling with memories. I moved to the dresser to pull out a couple of my oversized shirts and tossed one to Lyra. I would often buy these XL human sized shirts as they made awesome jammies.

As Lyra pulled on my old shirt, the morning light caught the thin, nearly threadbare fabric. I could see the outline of her breasts as she stretched against the sunlight. She knew I was watching her intently. My heart gave a little flutter, but the knot of anxiety in my stomach kept me from fully embracing the feeling. My smile felt stiff, my shoulders still hunched. It wasn't the full, bubbly reaction Lyra had expected, and I saw a flicker of concern cross her face.

I leaned into her side as we walked towards the kitchen, and soon the aroma of brewing coffee filled the apartment. The gentle sounds of domesticity – clinking mugs, soft footsteps – were a new melody in my small place on the 2nd floor. I put on some chill ambient music, just quiet enough to be background noise, as we settled onto my stained, hand-me-down sofa, mugs of steaming coffee in our hands. A comfortable silence settled between us, but it was far from empty; it was full of unspoken thoughts and the lingering warmth of growing connection.

Lyra somehow looked utterly comfortable and at ease, her posture relaxed against the cushions, a picture of serene contentment as she sipped her coffee. But me? My shoulders were still tight, a nervous energy coursing beneath my skin. I felt like a hummingbird was trapped in my chest, desperately seeking a way out. Her perceptive eyes noticed everything
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