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I arrived five minutes late. That's what you do when you're pretending you don't care.

The restaurant glowed like held breath—low amber light, white linen, the kind of place that smells faintly of citrus and money. Valentine's Day decorations had rendered it theatrical: roses everywhere, candles on every surface that would hold them, happy couples leaned toward each other as if gravity had shifted around them. I gave my name to the host and tried not to look at the empty chair across from me as I was led to a secluded corner in the back of the dining room. 

The table was tucked into its own little sanctuary, a private little alcove half-hidden by a curtain and scattering of fairy lights. Intimate and romantic. Painfully well-chosen by a man who, at the moment, was very much not here. 

I checked my phone. No new messages. I set it face down. 

Five minutes passed. Ten. I ordered a glass of wine I couldn't pronounce and let it sting my sinuses, sharp and dry and grounding. Around me, laughter and conversation rose and fell. A man proposed at the table across from me. There was a smattering of applause for the couple, who I estimated would be divorced within the next presidential term. I smiled automatically, and then stopped when I realized nobody was looking at me. 

If nobody was looking at me, I'd look at myself. The mirrored wall across the way from my private sanctuary for one showed me in all my lonely splendor, my soft, luminous face, my full lips, my wide expressive eyes, my spill of wavy golden blonde hair. My perfectly done makeup and red lipstick. My sparkling blue dress that ended perhaps just a bit north on my thighs for decency’s sake. I did not look like a woman who would be stood up. 

And yet, here I was. 

At exactly fifteen minutes late, the host returned. He wore the practiced expression of someone about to deliver bad news with a smile, the politeness of which was so practiced and condescending it made you want to punch him.

“I’m so sorry,” he said quietly. “There’s been a mix-up.”

I laughed once, a reflex. “Let me guess. Valentine’s Day.”

“Yes,” he said, relieved that I'd gotten it immediately. Bless his heart; he was trying. I couldn't really have punched him. “We’ve accidentally double-booked this table. Our most private VIP area. And—” He hesitated. “The other guest has already arrived.”

As if summoned, she appeared behind him.

She was wearing a black coat, long and clean-lined, her obsidian-colored hair loose around her shoulders like she hadn’t bothered to tame it for the occasion. She was tall and willowy, carrying herself like a partially-drawn bow, relaxed, but never slack. She took in the scene—me, the empty chair, the half-full wineglass—with quick, intelligent eyes. Not apologetic. Curious. Those eyes were dark and almond-shaped, and lovely. Her high cheekbones caught the light like pale marble, her strong jaw softened by an easy smile that suggested she was a repository of all the world's wit. I wasn't really bisexual, per se, but with a woman like her, I could easily have been convinced. 

“Oh,” she said. Her voice was low, amused. “You too?”

I blinked. “Apparently.”

The host cleared his throat. “We’re fully booked tonight. Every table. But if you’re both amenable, we could—”

“No,” I said, too quickly. Then paused. The idea of sitting alone at this table suddenly felt unbearable. The thought of going home was worse. Far worse than being forced to share the space with a fellow loner. “I mean... How long?”

“Dinner service,” he said. “Of course, we’ll offer complimentary champagne. And dessert.”

The tall dark angel smiled then, a small tilt of her mouth that felt like an invitation. “I don’t mind,” she said. “If you don’t. Our dates have let us down, but that doesn't mean we oughtn't enjoy ourselves. Their loss, I suppose. This restaurant isn't the easiest in the world to book a table.”

"That... is absolutely accurate," the host said, though I was so taken with this woman, I'd almost forgotten he was there. 

I looked at the dark angel. Really looked. Her hair fell so perfectly it was as if gravity itself had a fondness for her. Her movements suggested an athletic elegance, suggested that strength was her natural state and that beauty was simply the echo it left behind. There was a steadiness to her posture, a comfort in her own skin that made me acutely aware of mine. My dress suddenly felt too tight, too intentionally revealing. I imagined explaining this later to my friends and found myself smiling.

“Fine,” I said. “Why not.”

The host exhaled in relief and disappeared. No man, I thought, would ever have been happier to have left the presence of two beautiful women as that man just was. The dark angel shrugged out of her coat and took the seat across from me, close enough that our knees might touch if one of us shifted wrong. Or right, depending on one's perspective.

“I’m Emma,” she said.

“Sabrina.”

We clinked glasses when the champagne arrived, the sound bright and fragile in the low din of dining room conversation.

“To Valentine’s Day,” she said.

“To unrealistic expectations,” I countered.

"Fucking romance movies," Emma said. "Am I right?"

I laughed, genuinely. "Ruined everything," I said. "Life doesn't work that way, does it?"

"No, it certainly does not," said Emma. "Let me guess. Late? Or cancelled."

"Not even," I said. "Just... evaporated. 'Ghosting' would imply he was ever real and alive, which is hard to believe at this point."

She winced in sympathy. “Ouch.”

“And you?”

She lifted one shoulder. “I was supposed to meet someone I’ve been seeing casually. He panicked this morning. Said the day felt ‘too loaded.’”

“Men,” I said automatically.

"Truly," she said with a grin. "Though he may have been intimidated by the idea of dating a Futanari."

Futanari. I'd heard of them. I was fascinated by them. They weren't a trans woman, but something else entirely, something distinct from that. They were born women, but with both male and female anatomy. They tended to be tall, graceful, classy women, just like Emma. Intelligent and elegant and powerful, just like the woman sitting across from me. I'd wanted to ask her a thousand, million, billion questions about life as a Futanari, but I thought that would be rude upon first meeting. I left it alone. 

Not that there was any shortage of conversational topics. We fell into an easy rhythm after that, the kind that sneaks up on you. Conversation flowed around safe topics at first—work, the absurdity of prix fixe menus, the sociology of Valentine’s Day. She worked in urban planning, which sounded dull until she described it as “arguing with cities about who they want to be.” I told her about my job in publishing, about words and deadlines and the quiet intimacy of editing someone else’s thoughts.

Between courses, the space between us seemed to shrink and warp. Not in a physical sense, per se, but more like there was a thickening of the air, a new charge between us. I found myself studying her, especially in light of her casually revealing that she was a Futanari. I became aware of her hands when she gestured, her long fingers, the faintest of scars along one knuckle. I wondered how she'd gotten it. I wondered what that hand would feel like under my own.

We ate. The food was exquisite, but it faded into the background. I found myself watching the way Emma tasted things, the small hum she made when something pleased her. She was certainly easy to look at. Beyond that, she was difficult not to look at. There was some comment about there being cathedrals everywhere if you knew where to look, and she was one. Once, her foot brushed mine under the table. An accident, probably. But it was enough for the electricity between us to heighten. It may have previously been attributable to the romantic atmosphere, the shame we'd both felt at getting stood up. It was undeniable now, though. When our feet touched, neither of us moved away.

“I almost didn’t come,” she said suddenly.

“Why not?”

“I hate this holiday,” she said. “The performance of it. The way it turns desire into a checklist. Just something... quantifiable and economic and transactional, just a box to check.”

“And yet,” I gestured around us.

“And yet,” she echoed. “I thought maybe if I did it wrong enough, it wouldn’t hurt.”

Something in her voice caught. Not sadness exactly. Honesty. It made my chest ache in a way I couldn’t quite place.

“I came because I was afraid of being alone,” I admitted. “Which is... not my proudest moment.”

She met my gaze, steady. “It’s not shameful... It's certainly something I understand. Not everyone is willing to entertain the idea of being with... well, someone like me.”

The lights seemed lower then, or maybe my vision had narrowed. I noticed the faint freckle near her collarbone, the way her dress slipped slightly off one shoulder. I had studied her so thoroughly over the course of that dinner that I thought I could probably draw her from memory decades after that moment. Every perfect detail of her had been catalogued. 

And the thought came unbidden: I could reach out and take her hand. 

I didn’t. 

The restraint heightened the electricity even further. It was a storm brewing between us, that only we could see. 

Dessert arrived—a shared plate without us having discussed it. It was possible the server already thought we were a couple, if he hadn’t consulted the host about the situation. We'd certainly behaved like one over the course of that meal. I'd behaved more like I was interested in her than I ever had with any man I'd ever dated, without ever realizing it. 

Two forks. Chocolate, glossy and dark.

“Of course,” she murmured.

We ate slowly. It was phenomenal, the kind of perfect confection you'd expect from such a place. When our forks crossed, she didn’t pull back. Our fingers brushed, deliberate this time. Heat flared, sharp and surprising.

“Is this okay?” she asked quietly.

“Yes,” I said, equally quiet. My heart was loud in my ears.

We talked then about deeper things. Past loves. The kind that rearrange you. The kind that leave quietly but take something essential with them. She told me about a woman she’d loved for years, the way they’d grown parallel but separate. She told me about the difficulty in finding love as a Futanari. Not lust; that part was easy. There were plenty of men and women who would lust after a gorgeous, elegant woman with both male and female anatomy. But love, that was the difficult part. Lust was the easiest thing in the world and love was the hardest. 

“I miss being wanted,” I said before I could stop myself. She understood what I meant by that. She understood, perhaps better than anyone else I'd ever met. Lust was easy. It was love that seemed impossible. 

Emma didn’t look away. “You are.”

The words sat between us, undeniable. Not a declaration. An observation.

When the bill came, we argued briefly over it, laughing, and split it in the end. Outside, the night was cool and bright, the city humming with after-dinner energy. Couples lingered on the sidewalk, reluctant to let the evening end.

“So,” she said. “What now?”

I should have said goodbye. Should have exchanged numbers with polite interest, to maybe end up with a running buddy or somebody to have platonic lunch dates with. I don't know why I felt like I should have left it at that, but everything within me was screaming at me to... be cautious. Not go too far. I'd never been with a woman before, let alone a Futanari. In that sense, I sympathized with her past potential lovers. It was intimidating. So, everything in me was screaming to leave well enough alone, and depart her company for the night. 

But that's not what I did. 

Instead, I said, “Do you want to walk?”

Her smile was slow. “Yes.”

We walked without destination, our arms brushing, our steps unconsciously syncing. The city felt different—less like a stage, more like a possibility. It occurred to me that, while I had always participated in Valentine's Day over the course of my dating career, I had always hated it, just as Emma had. But I was steadily realizing that I had hated this particular one the least. 

When the kiss came, it was abrupt. We'd stopped at the river, looking out across the city lights reflected in the water and the paddleboats filled with happy couples and the light winter fog drifting over the water. There was no conversation, not in words anyway. In truth, I'd been telling her with body language, with tone, with pheromones, that I'd wanted her to kiss me, probably for the past hour. So, in that sense, it was not abrupt at all. It would only have appeared so to the outside observer. 

It was gentle, exploratory, not hungry or rushed. Her lips were warm, soft, tasting faintly of chocolate and wine. I felt myself lean in, responding without thinking. When we pulled back, her forehead rested briefly against mine.

“Happy Valentine’s Day,” she murmured.

I smiled, something open and unfamiliar blooming in my chest. For the first time that night, I wasn’t thinking about who hadn’t shown up. I could hardly remember his name. 

"My place is nearby," Emma nearly whispered. 

I smiled wider against her lips. "Okay."

Her apartment was enormous, chic, modern—in other words, exactly what I'd have expected from her. We were kissing the moment we got inside, passionately making out while we undressed each other. I didn't know if we would find her bed; I certainly wouldn’t have minded if we didn't. What mattered was the act, not where it happened. The storm of tension developing between us had at last broken, and we attacked each other with all the passion of long-lost lovers who hadn't seen each other in years. 

Once we were fully nude, we paused a while, our hands on each other's bodies, admiring each other in the full-length mirror at the corner of her living room. She was perfect, a Greek statue come to life. Her body was toned and athletic, but still with the soft, lovely curves I'd expect from a woman, even one as tall as Emma. Her skin was smooth and inviting. The most striking thing, as I'd expected, was that she had both male and female parts. Her breasts were perky and high, with hard, dark, small nipples, and down between her legs was a magnificent cock, fully erect, with a shaved scrotum beneath it. On the underside of her scrotum was a pair of glistening pussy lips, small, pretty, shining in the low light with her dampness. 

"It's beautiful," I breathed, making certain it was clear how much I meant it by my tone. 

"You're beautiful," she replied, and I could tell from her tone that she'd meant it as well. She was gazing upon me with the same reverence I'd shown her.

Emma took me by the hand and led me to her bed, where we lay down side by side. Her skin was warm against mine, and her cock was like a hot iron rod against my thigh. We kissed some more, my hand sliding down her stomach to her cock. Her lips parted in a moan as I wrapped my fingers around it, slowly stroking her, feeling the hard pulse of her erection against my palm.

"Sabrina," she whispered.

"Emma."

She rolled over on top of me, then, her body covering mine, her weight pressing me into the mattress. Her weight, notably, was not too much. Not like a man lying on me. No, hers was safe, secure, comfortable, more like a cozy weighted blanket than another person crushing the life out of me. Her cock pressed against my belly, and I could feel the wetness between my own legs. She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue exploring my mouth, her hands sliding down my sides to my hips.

Then she pushed her cock into me, and I gasped at the sudden fullness, the pleasure of it. Emma is inside me, I thought, rolling those words around in my mind, thinking how strange it felt to say them about a woman, even a Futanari woman. In a sense, though, it didn't feel strange at all. It felt... right, like coming home in a way. She began to thrust, slow at first, but rapidly increasing her speed, her hips moving against mine, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She was a full foot taller than me, so her breasts were in my face as we made love, a view and a feeling that I did not find unpleasant in the least. I wrapped my legs around her, pulling her deeper, my own hips rising to meet her thrusts. The room was filled with the sounds of our love-making, the slap of skin on skin, our ragged breaths, our moans and whispers. She kissed me again, her tongue finding mine, her hands tangling in my hair.
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