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Chapter One

The sizzle of my shipmate’s cigarette as he sucked in reminded me of just how little I’d miss the service. Twenty long, long years in the Navy was enough to make me a little irritated with the world. That wasn’t the fault of the service, but being in these past three years especially had been just for the retirement check. I didn’t love serving anymore. When I got up and put on my uniform, it wasn’t because I loved doing a job that most civilians wouldn’t.

I did it because I had to. But three years ago, something changed. Rather, I changed. I wasn’t content to live a lie anymore. Three years ago, I had to bob and weave my way around the military’s shifting transgender policy. Ultimately, it didn’t do too much and by the time the dust was settled, they felt it was best for transgender people to enlist after they’d transitioned. That would have been a horrible gut punch if not for the efforts made by a few wonderful souls.

During that time of uncertainty, I’d managed to talk my primary care doc into getting me on hormones. That being said, the military continued to prescribe them to me due to them having tried to implement that train wreck of a policy. These past three years were long, but if there was one thing that kept me from punching someone in the fucking throat, it was knowing that every day, I got to wake up and take my pills.

The military did change me for the better. Both as a leader and from an insecure eighteen-year-old boy to a thirty-eight-year-old confident woman. I’d given up my youth to serve this country and I couldn’t regret that. Especially not when I’d already cried my eyes out twice today. Behind closed doors, of course. Couldn’t let my juniors see me crying like a bitch because they said they’d miss me.

I was something of a mother figure to them. Stern, loving, firm, forgiving, and most importantly, I cared about them. Being involved with a few shitty chains of command had ruined the first few years of my service and as I started climbing ranks, I promised myself I wouldn’t be the reason a chain of command turned shitty.

But these kids, every single body in my shop had made rank while I was on this ship. Granted, we only had thirteen bodies, but on a cruiser, that wasn’t a tiny number. People knew that my shop got things done. They knew that when it came time to handle radio traffic or even get their asses into their email account so they could message their loved ones, they could count on us. We didn’t have much in the way of quality of life while we were deployed or testing systems, but they all got to check Facebook and send emails.

The sailor beside me tossed their cigarette but to the ground and let out a quiet groan, “I better get back to the shop before I get my ass reamed, Senior. You going to be alright out there?”

I smiled as he gestured to the fence that surrounded the pier. “Yeah, I think I’m going to do just fine, BM2.”

“What’s the plan for when you get out?” he asked as we trudged back toward the quarterdeck.

“I’ve been putting money back for years. I’m going back to Georgia and I’m going to open a bar,” I said.

“A bar?”

“Yeah, it was my brother’s dream before he died over in Iraq.”

“Damn, Senior, I didn’t know that,” he said quietly before saluting the officer of the deck. “Permission to come aboard?”

I could have grilled him the more formal way to request to get back on the ship, but today marked the end of my days in the service. I didn’t want to go out being a bitch.

“Permission granted,” she called back.

I did the same, “Permission to come aboard?”

She saluted me in return and her voice cracked as she nodded, “P-Permission granted, Senior Chief.”

“Come on now, IT1. I didn’t help get you qual’d up so you could cry on the deck, did I?” I asked.

BM2 waved at me as he headed back into the skin of the ship. IT1 Holland was one of my sailors, one that was shooting up the ranks almost as quickly as I had. I’d miss her, but there was nothing stopping her from talking to me once I got out, except that in the military, keeping up with your friends was hard. Every few years, you got thrown somewhere new and you had to learn the culture all over again. It got taxing and by now, she’d learned one of the same lessons I had. Making friends wasn’t our job.

“A-Are you going to ask LT if we can do a hail and farewell?” IT1 asked.

“You’re on duty, IT1. I hate to tell you this, but me leaving won’t get you off the ship tonight. We’ll all talk in radio before I go. Promise, I wouldn’t leave my sailors without telling them goodbye,” I said.

This was one of the hardest things I’d done. I could have signed for another few years, but I didn’t want to. Ever since I’d stopped lying to myself about who I was and why I was doing things, I knew that I couldn’t stay in the service. It was time for me to go. I still wanted to start a family and that wasn’t something I wanted to do when I was forty-five.

Besides. I hadn’t allowed myself to see my hometown in almost twelve years. I doubted anyone would know who I was anymore. The one positive thing about being in the military was that now I’d be a military veteran in a town that at least tried to respect their veterans. So long as no one found out I was transgender, things should be fine.

After taking care of some administrative business with personnel to make sure I was squared away, I headed upstairs to radio and knocked on the heavy door. I had already been taken off the access list and there was no work for me to do today. One of the fresh sailors opened it and looked miserable as always. I hated it for him, but the new person to the shop had to be useful while they learned. The problem for him was that he didn’t exactly equate cleaning the shop to being useful.

His eyes lit up when he saw me and he stood at attention. “Green, you’ve got to stop snapping to attention when you see me. Go tell everyone to meet me down at the galley at sixteen hundred.”

“Aye aye, Senior Chief!” he called out.

I shook my head as I made my way down to the galley. That used to be me. Wide-eyed, terrified, and motivated. Ready to please anyone I could and not quite understanding that the best way to do that was to put my nose to the stone and work. Green would learn, he was a good kid. Barely nineteen and still terrified of the real world. He’d learn. Otherwise, he’d let the world swallow him up. I tried to be an optimist.

After a brief talk with Chief Moore, I had confirmation that we could have a small cake baked in time for my division. It was a favor I hated asking for, but IT1 wouldn’t get to see me off otherwise. As horrid as it was, I wasn’t going to spend another night in Florida if I didn’t absolutely have to.

I headed to my rack and changed into civilian clothes after that. The uniform and coveralls I had in my locker got thrown in a bag and I let out a deep sigh as I shut the locker. Today was the last day of my life as an official sailor. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that being a civilian again would make me forget all that I’d learned and adapted to in the military, but I did know better than to think that my behavior would gain me friends in the much softer world back home.

Well, softer in a different way. They still held onto their conservative mindset regarding the LGBT community. Maybe twelve years would change that, but I didn’t believe that for a second. They’d likely be every bit as narrow-minded as I remembered them. The difference, back then, I didn’t consider myself part of the LGBT community. Now that I identified as a lesbian and transgender, there might be a few more problems regarding conflicts of interest.

I took the bag and headed up the stairs to the deck above. Most of the ship was just now heading to their berthing units to change and go home and that meant that most of the crew wouldn’t be joining us for dinner at the galley. I went through the line one last time, got my plate of mediocre food, and took a seat at a table. Before long, my sailors showed up and the cake was brought out. It was the least impressive hail and farewell I’d ever gone to, but the official one happened a week ago.

This was just goodbye.

IT1 had tears streaming down her face as I cut the cake for everyone and Green put the cake on paper plates. For the next thirty minutes, I did something that I rarely did. I choked back tears as long as I could before they came pouring down. As sad as it was, I wasn’t upset that I was leaving them. I’d left groups plenty of times. The military might not have been the best fit for me anymore, but it had been my life for as long as I was an adult. This world I lived in wasn’t perfect, but it was one that I knew. And just like that, twenty years came to an end. We ate the cake. I ate terrible ship food. And then I left.

Just like that, it was back to being a civilian. Even as I sat in my car and read over my separation documents, I couldn’t believe it. Life had possibilities again and thanks to some rather helpful financial education classes, I had more than enough money to buy or build a bar. I’d already gotten certified and while I’d have to get everything set up, my life as a free woman could start. How could I be sure I was ready, though?


Chapter Two

I let out a quiet groan as my parents fought over who was going to pick which renovation channel to watch for the millionth time. As pathetic as I felt, being twenty-one and living with your parents wasn’t all that uncommon. Sure, I could have theoretically found a place and moved out, but that would require having a job. Sadly for me, the jobs around here were either complete shit or just boring.

Who would have guessed that having tattoos, piercings, and colorful hair would make a bunch of rednecks not want to hire you? That would have to change though. The part about getting a job, not my style. If people didn’t appreciate what I chose to do with my body, they could mumble it under their breath like they always did.

“Look, I want to remodel the kitchen, so why don’t we just watch that?” mom asked, pointing the remote at the TV.

Dad shook his head, “Ain’t no reason to watch that mess. If you ain’t picked up what they’re doin’ by now, you just ain’t gonna, darlin’.”

I let out a soft sigh and they both looked at me as if I’d just cursed at them. “Yeah, I’ll go find something to do,” I mumbled.

“Like find a job?” dad asked.

“Yeah, dad, like find a job,” I said. Mom wasn’t too hard on me about trying to find employment. Dad, on the other hand, he had an issue with me not already paying all the bills and returning the investment he’d so generously made when he knocked my mom up.

Getting up, I straightened my skirt and headed off to my room to finish getting ready to go out. I traded out my comfortable skirt for a pair of tight blue jeans, slid on my favorite pair of Chucks, and swapped out my tank top for a generic band tee. Nothing fancy, but with my excessively pale complexion and half-finished sleeves of tattoos, I would leave an impression on any potential employer.

Dad might not be happy to find out I didn’t land a job, but he could ask nearly anyone. I was putting in applications where I could, even if that came with the caveat that I didn’t care if I got a call back or not.

I got in my piece of shit car and chuckled as I put my hand on the stick. Of all things that went through my mind, the thought of getting laid sprang forth. Learning to drive a manual from my sluttier friend in high school always brought back memories. It was a damn shame that she left Asheville. I would if I could, but escaping a hellhole like this required a little money and seeing as how I was mooching the occasional twenty from my dad, I wasn’t exactly in a position to jump and run at the first opportunity someone had for me to move in with them.

After putting in a few applications to the sneers of people, I ended up alone with nothing to do. Going back home would be putting myself right back in that uncomfortable situation. Sticking around town just driving in circles wasn’t going to do me any favors either. The one thing I figured I could do that would at least be somewhat entertaining was either visit a friend or head to the dive bar a few miles out of city limits.

There wasn’t anything fun to do in this tiny town. Five thousand people and I didn’t know almost anyone anymore. After high school, my friends went to college, joined the military, or just ended up in jail for repeated petty crimes. I couldn’t blame any of them. I’d be in college if I could afford it. I’d have enlisted if they’d take me, having a bad knee didn’t do me any favors there. And if not for a slight fear of getting into serious trouble, I probably would have ended up in jail with the friends I used to hang out with.

All in all, the town of Asheville fucking sucked. I’d have to get out at some point, but that might mean taking out my piercings and covering my tattoos to get a job. I didn’t want to do that. If there was anything I had, it was self-expression. That meant more to me than a few hundred dollars every few weeks. Most of that money would probably end up in my dad’s pocket because he felt it was long overdue that I pay rent.

So before long, I found myself sitting out front at that cheap bar. The sign with a few neon letters remaining functional tried to spell out ‘Tally’s Bar and Grill’. As I got out of my car, I let out a deep groan. This wasn’t going to be entertaining in the slightest. It wasn’t going to be pleasant. I probably wouldn’t even drink. But son of a bitch, what else did I have to do?

I stepped out of my car and flashed my ID to the elderly woman who sat outside, a lit cigarette being her only real concern. The only reason this bar saw any sort of activity was because they didn’t really care if they let people who weren’t of age inside. That being the case, the typical people I ran into were sloshed guys that could only think with their cocks. And yet, I subjected myself to the torture anyway. Being around them was slightly better than being alone in my room for another few hours until I could finally fall asleep. Then my day would repeat itself. I’d sit around until I got bored, fill out an application or three, then try to find some other way to waste my day away.

Before I even made it through the door, the heavy scent of alcohol and cigarette smoke tackled me and nearly took me to my knees. In the far corner, I could see a portly man with one hand on the wall, his other mysteriously in front of him as a puddle formed on the wood flooring. Yeah, this was Tally’s, just like I remembered.

I forced myself to approach the bar and took a seat on one of the stools. When the bartender decided I was worth speaking to, he finally croaked out, “Beer?”

“No thanks, I’d take a soda if you wouldn’t mind,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders and took a can from underneath the counter and handed it to me. It was slightly below room temperature. That was an improvement over the last time I came here a few months ago. I imagined that when I turned twenty-one, some kind of magical world would open up to me and I’d finally understand a little of the hype that surrounded getting drunk with friends. In reality, the only reason anyone drank around here was to forget that they had such shitty lives.

I didn’t want to drink to escape. This was my hell and every day, I thought about how I could get away. Online work was going to be my next option. While I wanted to value my body, being a camgirl was looking mighty appealing. I just wanted out of this nowhere town.

A hand groped the side of my ass and I shuffled forward as a drunken man’s voice slurred out, “Sexy thing out here at a bar by herself.”

“And I’ll be leaving by myself too, asshole,” I said, turning to glare at the guy.

“Naw, c’mon don’t be like that. Just let me buy you a drink, c’mon you’ll have a good time,” he said and put a crumpled up bill on the bar. “Get her a whiskey, Ernie.”

I shook my head, “I’m fine without drinking, I drove here.”

“You came to get lucky then?” he asked again, his hand moved to rest on my lower back. “I’m your guy, right here.”

“Get your fucking hand off me!” I yelled, unafraid of drawing attention to the man.

His eyes widened before he sneered at me. The hand at his side curled into a fist, “I think you need to come with me.”

A voice I didn’t recognize called out, “And I think she’s fine right where she’s at, prick.”

“Yeah, and what are you going to do if I—”

He wasn’t allowed to finish his thought as an open hand slapped him across the face. The stranger stepped between the man and myself and I quickly got off the bar stool. The tall blonde with a rather impressive frame grabbed the front of his shirt and stared him in the eye, “Get the fuck out of here before I toss you out.”

“Y-You just hit me,” he stammered in shock.

“No, I slapped you. Would you prefer me punching you in the nuts?” she asked.

That got him running. She turned to me and extended a hand, “Sorry about that. Probably shouldn’t stick my nose where it doesn’t belong, but I can’t stand when a guy can’t take a hint. Especially not a fucking creep like him. Madison, by the way.”

I took her hand and she tightened her grip. The strength hidden in under that frame was impressive and I didn’t envy the guy that she slapped. “Emily, thank you for that. I really don’t mind where you stick your nose as long as you’re on my side.”

“Really now?” she asked and let go of my hand. Madison climbed onto the stool and patted the one I was just in, “Mind if I buy you a drink?”

“As long as it is a soda, I wouldn’t mind at all,” I said as I got onto the stool. She was far more attractive than she had a right to be. Didn’t she know that people in Asheville would make fun of me if they caught me staring at her?

Of course, that wouldn’t be her fault. Still, those tight jeans she had on made her firm ass stand out all the more, even when she was sitting down. Her plain black tee shirt clung to her frame and showed off her flat stomach.

“Sir, please grab her another soda and I’ll have a light beer, whatever is on tap,” she said.

“Did you drive here?” I asked.

She chuckled and shook her head, “I walked here.”

“Oh, you live close?”

Madison smiled, “Three miles, but I don’t believe in drinking and driving. I used to grill sailors for getting hammered and making bad decisions. Just because I’m out now doesn’t mean I can just throw all that away.

As silly as it was, I felt my heart flutter. Ex-military? Fuck yeah. She’d have stories to tell and a personality that didn’t just consist of getting drunk and being a douche.

“Thank you for your service, how long were you in for?” I asked.

She hesitated before taking the beer that the bartender put down for her. Her finger tapped the side of the glass and she dipped her head, “You know, it’s strange to be thanked for something and not know how to respond. Do I say you’re welcome and come off like an ass? Or do I say it’s no big deal and minimize the value of someone that serves? It’s a tricky situation for me. So for now, I’m going to gloss over that by complimenting you and blame that on the beer getting to me.”

Madison hadn’t even taken a sip of the drink and I couldn’t help but laugh. That wasn’t the response I expected.

“You’ve got the most beautiful blue eyes I’ve ever seen, Emily. And twenty years,” Madison said before taking a drink from the beer.

I smiled like an idiot and took a drink from my soda in a failed attempt to cool the burning in my cheeks. “Well thank you, and I guess I’ll have to return one. It’s only polite, after all. You said you were in twenty years, but that would make you like, thirty-nine, right? I’m calling bullshit. You don’t look a day over thirty.”

Her lips curled into a smile and she tapped her fingers on that glass once again, “You’re starting to make me feel like a proper lady. Thirty-eight, I went straight out of high school and made a career out of it.”

“When did you get out?” I asked.

“Two months ago,” she said.

I nodded, “So what do you do now?”

My eyes continued to glance down at her body when she would take a drink from her beer. There was no denying that for a woman her age, she was sexy. If anything, her age only served to make my panties wet. To have a body like that wasn’t thanks to her metabolism anymore, she worked for that amazing figure.

“I’ve got a bar being built. I’m going to have to hope that it doesn’t get the same kind of customers that this joint is getting,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side, “That sounds complicated. Do you already have staff and everything picked out?”

“Haven’t quite got that far. First goal was just to get the place built. I’ve already reached out to a few distributors and figured out what I’ll be serving. Made sure my license is good to go, so now I’m just waiting on the place to be done. It should be up within a week. The hard part is going to be getting people to come. You know how the people down here are, new things are scary to them,” Madison said.

This had to be my lucky day. That or the soda I was drinking was spiked. “Are you looking for an employee? If so, I can volunteer myself as tribute. I can walk in a straight line while carrying drinks, is that enough of a qualification?”

“Honestly, I’ve got no clue what I’m even going to ask my employees to do. I know I’m going to want a bartender or two. Think you could learn how to mix some drinks?” she asked.

“L-Look, I was mostly teasing. You don’t have to offer me a job because you feel bad for me,” I said.

She chuckled and tapped her glass on the counter, “Who said anything about doing it because I feel bad for you. This time, I’ll blame it on the beer.”

I looked at her, confused before she made it clear. She leaned in and pressed her cherry red lips to mine and gave me a gentle kiss before she pulled away, “I’d love to have a fiery woman like you around.”

She made breathing the most impossible task for me. I wanted to tell her to screw off. But my body wanted something else entirely. For all of my wild antics when I was still in school, the one thing I never gave up was my virginity. Three years after becoming an adult, I couldn’t deny that I wanted to experience what my friends used to rave about.

But with a complete stranger?


Chapter Three

Emily’s silence made my heart race. Blood pounded in my ears and I hated that I was getting turned on. She didn’t slap me, that was a good sign, but I really needed her to say something. Anything.

The silver nose ring that pierced her right nostril glinted the low light of the bar back at me. I didn’t mind that piercing, or the one in her right eyebrow. They were both things that made her feel like she stood out more and that spoke volumes to me. Between those piercings and the tattoos I could see, I got the feeling that Emily was still trying to find herself. That wasn’t something that was inherently bad, but this wasn’t my first rodeo. The sailors I used to deal with often made snap decisions that would impact them for the rest of their lives. Tattoos being the biggest culprit.

Still, the silence continued and I took the time to try and memorize every detail of her delicate face. “Too much?” I asked.

She let out a quivering breath and shook her head, “Not enough.”

“You know, we could head back to my place if you’re that sure you want more,” I said. Glancing down, I patted my lap to draw attention to my bulge and whispered, “But there is something you should know before you make your decision.”

Emily’s eyes drifted down to my crotch and she nodded slowly, “You know, that really doesn’t make me want to tell you to fuck off anymore. Can’t you give me a reason to not come home with you? I mean, you’re doing the same thing that other guy did, but son of a bitch, you’re making me want to say fuck it.”

“It really is up to you, Emily. I’m not going to force you, but it would be nice to blow off some steam with you,” I said. Telling her how beautiful she was wouldn’t do her any favors. Pretending that I was going to call her in the morning would have been rude. Right now and for now, this was just something simple. Something we could both enjoy and then move along with. If she did decide to work at my bar, things might get awkward. But two months out of the military and spending most of that working with the construction crew at my bar, I needed to finally get my cock wet again.

If there was one thing I loved about being in the military, it was being able to have most women in a bar weak in the knees when they found out I was enlisted. Sure, they wanted to be dependa’s, the kind of woman who married a younger sailor for the sake of getting the benefits of free health care and such, but that didn’t mean they felt any different when I was inside them.

I would have preferred to have found someone like Emily when I was younger. She knew as well as I did that whatever this was wouldn’t last. If we did fuck, it would be just that. Then life would return to normal. I’d go right back to being alone until I found some woman in her mid-thirties that wouldn’t be afraid to hold my hand in public. Asheville probably wouldn’t be the place I’d find her.

“P-Promise you won’t make fun of me?” she asked, that fear sending shivers down my spine. “Or tell anyone that I’m a slut or something?”

“Woah now, you’re not a slut for wanting to enjoy yourself, Emily. And what happens tonight stays between us,” I assured her.

She took a deep breath and let it out in a slow exhale, “Then what are we waiting for?”

I smiled at her and finished my beer before getting off the stool, “Just waiting for you to show me which car is yours.”

Emily led me outside and shuffled toward her car. “Is that a Civic?”

“Yeah, eighty-three,” she mumbled. “Piece of shit, huh?”

“I mean, credit where it's due, the thing is closing in on forty and is still running,” I said.

She unlocked the doors and smiled at me. Those pearly teeth were a beacon in the night before she shot back, “Sounds like a humble brag. You going to remind me that the older model still works just fine when we get to your place?”

“I don’t have to remind you, seems like you already know.”

We got in her car and a few moments later, we were on the road. I reached across the seat and rubbed along her inner thigh and spoke quietly, “I don’t make a hobby out of picking up women if it makes you feel any better.”

That wasn’t quite a lie, but then again, I’d seen more than my fair share of women. There was something about Emily. The spark in her eyes when she talked to me, the witty tongue she had, they were things that I didn’t see much of while I was in the military. In that culture, everyone saw my anchors before they saw me as a person. I was a Senior Chief. Not a person. At least, that’s how it felt.

“Yeah, you could say that I’m new to this as well,” she said.

“Take the next right,” I called out and proceeded to give her directions to my house. The rented unit wasn’t unique or special. It was just a two-bedroom that barely had any furnishings.

She pulled into the driveway and let out a quiet whistle, “That a Mustang?”

“Thirteen,” I said. “And I still live in a piece of shit place.”

“Yeah, at least you’re not sharing it with your parents,” Emily said as she turned off the car.

I got out and shut the door behind me before stepping around to join her on the driver’s side. When she got out, I put my hands on her waist and looked her in the eye, “You sure you want to do this? I wouldn’t mind if you said no. Just don’t claim that I took advantage of you if we run into one another again.”

“Yeah, don’t worry about that. If we see each other again, I’m probably not going to be able to look you in the eye,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if that was a joke or not. Either way, I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. Taking her by the hand, I led her into my house, “Don’t mind the emptiness. If I decide to stick around, I’ll eventually take out a mortgage on a place and make it nicer.”

She stayed quiet until we got into my bedroom. The twin bed wasn’t much to look at and the plastic bins across the room that held most of my clothes were all that filled the room. Emily stepped over to the bin with my uniforms and spoke softly, “Do you miss it?”

“A little, but it’s like asking you if you miss high school now. Sure, there were good times and bad times, but would you really want to relive them?” I asked as I made my way over to the bed. “Also, hate to break it to you, but if you want to stay the night, we’re going to have to snuggle up.”

“I don’t think that’s a bad thing. Uh, how big are you down there, by the way?” she asked as she scuttled closer to my bed.

“Seven and a half? Eight on a good day? Is that a problem?” I asked. I’d never been asked that in person but I didn’t see a reason to lie to her. Not like I heard any complaints about my size, so what was there to be ashamed of?

Her eyes widened and she shook her head, “N-Not a problem, uh, just not sure how much I can take, you know?”

“I can’t say I do know, but I understand and don’t worry, I’m not going to just use you like a toy. Let’s be honest, what we’re doing tonight is going to be fun, but if I treat you like some kind of whore, then you’d never want to look at me again. Even if you couldn’t look me in the eye, I’d like to at least be able to smile when we saw one another.”

Emily tensed as she sat down on the bed. Her motions seemed stiff and unsure. She tried to smile but I could see the fear in her eyes, “I want to do this.”

“Are you telling me or are you telling yourself?” I asked. This wasn’t my first time dealing with someone that felt pressured into doing something they didn’t truly have their heart in. Granted, when I dealt with situations like this, I was trying to keep a junior sailor from buying a car that they didn’t need or something else that they felt like they had to do.

“Y-You?”

“Have you ever done this before?”

She let out a quiet sigh, “No.”

“Have you had sex before?” I asked.

Emily shook her head. I took a deep breath and put an arm around her waist, “Then you shouldn’t even worry about my size tonight. Lay down.”

“W-Why?”

“Because I’m horny and I really want to do something with you, but I’m not taking your virginity tonight. You should save that for someone you care about. Call it stupid or whatever, but as old as you are, you shouldn’t feel pressured into having sex,” I said.

She slowly moved onto her back, “But I want to.”

I smiled at her and stood up. There wasn’t enough room on my bed to comfortably do what I wanted to do. Looking down at her, there truly wasn’t anything keeping me from ripping her jeans off and fucking her like a sex doll. Except for my honor. I couldn’t do that to her, Emily wasn’t the kind of woman I wanted to defile and leave behind.

“You’ll have to take my word for this, but tonight is going to be great for me even without having sex with you,” I said. A smile crested my lips as I reached down to pull her shoes off, “Do you have any idea how nice it is to know that I can get a woman damn near half my age into my bed?”

She blushed and shook her head as I slid my hands up her legs, “Emily, how about we keep things simple tonight. I’ll take care of you and we can get some sleep. In the morning, we’ll head over to my bar and grab lunch. Sound like a plan?”

“W-What do you want to do with me?” she asked.

I smiled warmly as I unbuttoned her pants, “What I want to do with you and what I’m going to do with you are different things. Are you okay with me going down on you?”

She shrugged her shoulders and looked over at the blank wall, “You can do anything you’d like. You’re not going to tell anyone I’m a virgin, are you?”

“Why are you so worried about what anyone else thinks?” I asked as I pulled her jeans off. Her orange panties had an adorable black bow on the front and Emily’s cheeks turned a darker shade of red when I let out a low groan at the sight of them.

Had she known just how tight my own panties were, she would have begged me to take off my jeans so she could see.

“Because I don’t want people to think I’m even more of a loser,” she said.

I ran my hand up her thigh and let my fingertips tease her heated sex, “I don’t think you’re a loser.”

“You don’t know me,” she said.

Leaning over the bed, I looked down at her and let my hand slide over her pussy. My fingers gently rubbed along her smooth crotch as I whispered, “Then I’ll just have to get to know you, won’t I?”

“F-Fuck that feels good,” she mumbled, ignoring my question.

“I know it does,” I said with a smirk forming on my lips. My ability in the bedroom wasn’t something I questioned. Something I was questioning for the first time in years was if I even wanted to do this with her. I couldn’t be sure if she wanted me or she wanted to just have someone validate her. If the latter was the case, then I really couldn’t bring myself to want to make her squirm for me.

Emily turned to look up at me and mumbled, “Are you even going to want to get to know me after this?”

“Of course I would, but you’re going to have to stop asking those kinds of questions. Emily, I’m not the kind of woman that needs to be told it’s okay to want something,” I said.

My fingers made their way under her panties and I slid one inside her tight pussy. “I’d love to get to know you well enough for this to be my cock, Emily,” I purred as I curled my finger against her inner walls to rub her sensitive g-spot.

Her breath hitched and her hips lifted from the bed slightly as I started slowly pumping that finger in and out of her. Emily closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. After a few moments of her bucking her hips against me with terrible timing, she whispered, “Stop.”

My hand was out of her panties and I stood up straight, “Sorry, I didn’t think that would upset you.”

“I-It didn’t,” she said. This time, it was my turn to be confused. Emily sat up and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties, “I just needed to be sure that if I asked you to stop, you would. B-But, I need this tonight, Madison. Either do me or let me go home.”

I paused and let out a quiet sigh, “I won’t stop you if you want to leave, but if you really want me to fuck you, I will. Just know that I intend to take you to lunch and figure out what this means tomorrow.”

She nodded her head and slid her panties down her thighs. Emily tossed them at me and I caught them before chuckling as I hung them on my headboard, “You’re not getting those back.”

“Earn them,” she said. For the first time since she came to my house, she spoke with a measure of confidence.


Chapter Four

My parents would kill me if they knew what I was doing. Having sex with a complete stranger was one thing, they probably expected that from me. They couldn’t know that I’d actually been somewhat reserved, even when I was running with a crowd of stoners and thrill-seekers. What they would have been mad about was that I hadn’t come home tonight.

Had I sent them a text or called them, they probably wouldn’t have cared, but for once, I made a decision and stuck by it. They were my parents and that was important in some capacity, but they didn’t own me. I wasn’t property.

Madison’s zipper distracted me from my thoughts and she let out a quiet chuckle, “Don’t worry, you’ll get your panties worth.”

“That was a terrible joke,” I said with a weak giggle. In truth, I couldn’t shake the fear of the pain that would come with losing my virginity. Some people said it wasn’t that bad, others made it out to seem like the worst thing they’d ever experienced. Then again, the chicks that told me that were usually little bitches in the first place. Hard to take their word on anything when it came to pain, but that didn’t mean my fears wouldn’t run with the thought of this being some kind of world-breaking pain.

Yet, I trusted her. There was something about knowing that she was sure of herself, but not cocky. Madison had experience and she seemed to respect me. My little stunt of making her stop playing with me was enough to prove to me that she did care what I wanted. But still, this was my virginity. She was right. I was old enough to not care what people thought about me and I shouldn’t let that change my mind about what I wanted to do. That included her.

I left the bar with her with every intention of seeing this through and if she wanted to get all sentimental about my virginity, she could. She’d just have to wait until after she’d taken it from me.

Madison stepped out of her shoes and then took off her jeans and panties. Her cock sprang free and I bit my lower lip again. I really needed to stop, but I couldn’t help it. I saw something I wanted and my first instinct when thoughts like these came to mind was to keep myself from blurting them out.

“You sure about this? You can tell me to stop—”

“Just get to it already,” I said, cutting her off.

She nodded and mumbled, “Fine, but you’re going to do this my way.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, she grabbed me by the hips and pulled me to her. My hips were barely on the bed and she called out, “Put one of your legs on my shoulder.”

My cheeks burned from embarrassment as I did as she asked. She was the first person to see me like this and I felt vulnerable. If not for the shirt and bra I still had on, I probably would have cried from just how exposed I truly felt.

The warmth of her cock pressed against my pussy and I gasped as she ran her thick crown up and down my folds. “Tell me when to stop,” she said.

I nodded and looked to the side. Why couldn’t there be something for me to focus on? The plastic bins were behind her. The headboard with my panties on it to my right. To my left was another blank wall. All I could look at that wasn’t completely uncomfortable was her. I needed her to do this for me. I’d beat myself up for being a virgin for far too long and this was my chance to have someone take it that seemed somewhat deserving. She wasn’t a bitch. She wasn’t a random dude that just wanted to get laid.

Madison seemed to be a good person. Not just because she’d stood up for me in the bar, though that was nice. It wasn’t because she bought me a drink. Hell, the kiss had been nice, but I wouldn’t even attribute it to that.

From what I knew about her, she served our country and took care of people. She cared about my wellbeing and she wasn’t ashamed to admit what she wanted. This was more than just a quick fuck for her. But what was it for me?

Her cock pushed against my entrance and I let out a quiet whine as the pressure built against me. As wet as I was, she was still thicker than I was used to. Two of my fingers felt just fine when I masturbated, but her cock had much more girth than my slender fingers. Just as I was about to ask if she had lube, her cock slipped inside me and a stinging pain accompanied by a pleasure I’d never felt before shot through me.

My entrance stung and she let out a soft moan as she ever-so-slowly pushed her cock into me before pulling out again.

“I-It’s okay if you d-do it,” I whimpered.

“Maybe for you,” she said before smiling at me. Her hand ran up and down my leg that I had over her shoulder. “But your little puss is squeezing me so damn tight that I’m scared to do much more just yet.”

My hands gripped her cover and I let out a long, low groan as she slowly started pushing further into me. Then, she paused as her cock pushed against my hymen, “Deep breath, baby.”

I gasped. Not because of her cock. Not because of the pleasure that feeling it slowly pumping into me caused. But because she called me baby. It was a stupid thing to care so much about, but hearing that honeyed word drip from her lips made my chest tighten. There was no way this could work out and I doubted she would ever call me that again, at least, not without me being on my back for her. But that didn’t make it feel any less amazing.

There was no doubt in my mind that this was a one-time thing. She could probably have any woman she wanted. I was just stress relief. But at least she was making me feel like I was more important than a toy.

She gave my thigh a gentle squeeze and then pushed into me. The pressure only lasted for a moment but then I felt a sting followed by a dull ache. More than the physical sensation, there was relief from being a virgin. Now, no matter what happened tonight, I’d accomplished one of my goals in life.

Her hips pressed against mine and I closed my eyes to let the moment fully take me away. Madison spoke softly, “Pick your other leg up, Emily.”

I didn’t want to ruin the moment by saying something stupid. Instead, I did as she asked and a moan slipped from my lips. Without her even moving, I could feel the difference in pleasure. That same spot her finger reached earlier once against was being rubbed against and I couldn’t help but wiggle my hips pathetically in an attempt to feel more of that bliss.

My eyes opened and that devilish smirk had once again taken her lips. “Y-You’re fucking with m-me, aren’t you?” I asked with a measure of amusement in my voice.

“A little. Hey, you’re the first virgin I’ve been with. Can you really blame me for wanting to enjoy the look on your face?” she asked.

“M-Make me cum and you’ll s-see something worth remembering,” I muttered.

Madison pulled away from me and I let out a soft whine as her cock left my body, all except the head. Then with a single thrust, she pushed herself fully inside my pussy again. A loud moan ripped from me and I slapped a hand over my mouth.

“Yeah?” she asked coyly. “Looks like that won’t take too long.”

I wanted to tell her she was wrong. She couldn’t know that about me, even if I could manage to get myself off quickly, that didn’t mean she could. But then she started thrusting into me and I couldn’t bring myself to continue wanting to rebel against her.

Each time her cock pushed back into me, the world seemed to be a little brighter. If this was the experience I’d been missing out on for years, then I really did want to make up for lost time now. Whoring myself out wasn’t an option. Maybe online for a camera, but if this woman had even the slightest lingering desire to hire me, I’d work my ass off at her bar so long as I could enjoy this with her from time to time.

But this wasn’t love. I knew that. Madison was satisfying our base needs and even though I wanted to buck against her, to pull her into me, to help in any way, I couldn’t. With my legs over her shoulders and no real idea of what I was doing, all I could do was lay there and wish she would fuck me harder.

Her hands gripped my thighs and held them tightly as she continued to pump into me. Madison leaned forward and the angle of my hips shifted once again. I wasn’t as flexible as she seemed to need me to be, but the slight pull in my legs only added to the pleasure I felt. Each time her cock slid from my pussy, I was left with that dull throb in my legs for all of half a second before she slammed her cock into me again.

Our bodies clapped together and our moans got louder as she picked up the pace. Over and over, she claimed my depths as her own and finally, I couldn’t take it any longer. The tidal wave of pleasure I was lost in came crashing down all at once. My walls clenched around her cock and my stomach tightened as a long, pathetic whine echoed through her empty house.

“That’s it, baby,” she said as she continued to slam into me just a little harder. Each wave of ecstasy that washed over me caused my thighs to squeeze together and if it wasn’t for her hands holding them open, I probably would have accidentally forced her out of me. But Madison knew what she was doing.

My legs pushed against her shoulders until my hips lifted from the bed. Her hands quickly slid down to hold me up by my ass. Never once did her thrusts slow. Even though the tides of my orgasm were fading out, her soft groans and grunts were finally starting to become more frequent.

I watched her cock as it disappeared into me again and again. The moonlight filtering in through her window was all we had to see in, but that was plenty on a night like this. The veins of her cock were thick and angry. That shaft was thicker than I remembered it being before she put it in me. Most importantly, Madison’s cock was drenched with my juices.

She let out a loud moan and quickly pulled out of me. I was almost disappointed, but then reality slapped me in the face about the same time as her hot, thick ropes of cum shot onto my stomach. If not for her being present in the moment, I would have been perfectly content to let her cum inside me. How stupid could I get?

I could imagine what everyone would say about the chick who lost her virginity and got pregnant on the same night.

Madison stroked her cock slowly as she milked every last drop of her seed onto my stomach before letting out a satisfied groan, “God damn, Emily.”

“Y-You’re not s-so bad yourself, M-Madison.”

“Mm, fuck. I’d love to leave you like that, but cum gets gross quick, baby,” she said as she made her way into the bathroom across the hall. Madison came back a few moments later with a damp rag and wiped the cum from my stomach before disappearing once again.

As I waited for her to come back, I couldn’t help but smile like an idiot. If I had to tell the story of losing my virginity to someone, I could certainly imagine a world in which it wasn’t nearly as pleasant. Sure, I didn’t really know her, but at least she cared enough about me to make sure that I was taken care of.

Madison stepped back into the room and walked around the other side of her bed. As pleasant as it was to bask in the afterglow, I couldn’t help but feel a little stupid as she whispered, “Emily, you’re going to have to get on the bed if you want to take a nap. If you want to shower first, the bathroom is across the hall. Being honest, I honestly don’t give a fuck that I’m a little sweaty, if you do, maybe you’ll ride me next time.”

Those words were spoken so casually like it was already guaranteed that I would have sex with her again. But then again, who was to say I wouldn’t?


Chapter Five

“Emily,” I groaned as my alarm continued to chime out. “Emily!”

If there was one thing I hated about letting my partners sleep over, it was that they never seemed to want to get up in the morning. I knew I was good, but there was a difference in making someone pass out from a damn good orgasm or six and just sleeping deep.

I let out a quiet sigh and slid my hand around to her stomach. The stud I felt in her belly button made me smile and I started gently playing with it as I whispered into her ear, “If you don’t wake your ass up, I’m going to make you do thirty push-ups and then hold the plank position for a minute.”

She let out a quiet groan and rolled away from me. Well, she was at least somewhat coherent. I laughed quietly and rolled on top of her. My soft cock pressed against her tight ass and I whispered, “Or I could just go in the back door next time?”

“Fucking hell, is it even eight in the morning?” she groaned. “And anal isn’t a threat. At least, I hope it isn’t?”

I smiled and kissed her neck before getting off her, “It isn’t. I was hoping to shower and change. I figured you’d want to go home and do the same, then meet me at the bar after you’ve washed up to see how it’s coming along before we go to lunch?”

She nodded slowly, “Were you serious about keeping my panties?”

“Did you not hear me?” I asked.

“I nodded my damn head, yeah, I’m fine with it,” she snapped.

The urge to shout at her like she was one of my junior sailors nearly overwhelmed me. That wasn’t something I could do anymore. She really didn’t need to be yelled at, but after so many years of being treated with respect and slight fear by people her age, it was just how I was conditioned.

“I’m keeping your panties. Call me a pervert all you want, but those are staying with me. If you want to borrow a pair, I’m cool with that,” I offered. She might think it was weird, but there was no way in hell I was going to forget her. Even if she left town tonight and I never saw her again, those damn panties would remind me of the first time I took a woman’s virginity. Besides, they were adorable.

She sat up and slowly got out of bed. The sunlight reflecting off her pale skin was nearly blinding and I quickly got up and closed the curtains, “Damn, we’re going to have to get you outside more.”

“I’ll have you know I’ve been playing hide-and-seek with the sun for almost twenty-two years. I don’t plan on giving up on that game now,” she quipped as she picked up her jeans and bent over to slide them on.

My cock wasn’t used to seeing such a beautiful sight in the morning. Her tight, round ass was probably my favorite of any woman I’d slept with. Top three, at least. “Well then. The bar is right across from Davidson’s.”

“The gas station?” she asked.

I stepped behind her as she stood up and pulled the pants over that delicious bottom. My hands cupped each of her cheeks and I whispered, “That’s the one. Meet me there at eleven. If you show up, I’m going to have to assume you enjoyed last night. But keep in mind. You show up, I’m going to have to ask you to not look for another partner. If exploring where this leads doesn’t sound good to you, then don’t show up, Emily.”

She tensed up and ducked her head, “No pressure, right?”

“None at all. I won’t think any less of you if you don’t come. I’m just getting a little too old to spend my life chasing after sexy women,” I said.

Emily turned around and smiled at me, “I’ll be there, but if I find out you’re talking to like six other chicks, I’m going to kick you in the nuts.”

“Damn, I’m not! Promise, just don’t hurt the girls,” I said. She really did have a fire that I wasn’t sure how to deal with. Part of me wanted to help her live a more disciplined life, but the other part wanted to feed into her sassy remarks.

She left and I couldn’t stop smiling. I showered and changed, but never once was the bar on my mind until I got in my car. As stupid and rash as it was to get my hopes up over a one-night-stand, Emily made my heart soar. She wasn’t just bowing down to me and kissing my boots because I was a higher rank than her. If anything, she was making me feel like I had to work for her to get her attention. I couldn’t find anything wrong with that.

The alternative was that I found someone who just wanted to suck the money from my retirement checks and possibly the profits of my bar. That was if I could even make the place successful. I already knew the likelihood of my bar taking off and being the next big thing around here. Still, if I could cover costs and keep the place up and running, I would. It was my brother’s dream, but he didn’t get the chance to see it become a reality. After I got out of the service, I didn’t have any other plans. Honoring his memory was about all I’d wanted to do since he was taken from me. My family was mostly dead and gone. I had a cousin or two, but they left Asheville the second they got the chance. I couldn’t blame them for that. Hell, the only thing tying me to this place was the memories I had here.

But now, I was making new memories. Emily might not have been the woman I thought I’d find, but if she showed up for lunch there might be more to this than I originally thought when I offered her to come back to my place.

I made it to the bar and smiled as I saw one of the workers lounging around on the steps of my bar. It was more modern than most of the building in our town. I didn’t care for the ‘rustic’ vibe and I worked with the carpenters to design a place that looked similar to a bar I’d been to in Washington that struck me as practical while still having character.

Booths lined the east and west walls and in the center, a neat row of circular six tables that seated six people. It probably wouldn’t be the best for large groups, but down here in Asheville, I didn’t imagine big groups would come through. If they did, they’d just have to squeeze in a little closer than their pride might want them to.

“You doin’ alright, Madison?” he asked, sandwich in one hand and a thermos in the other.

“Pretty damn good, actually. Came to check up on the place and get an idea of how long it would be until we finished,” I said.

He smiled at me and took a massive bite from the sandwich before swallowing it down with a swig of his coffee. That couldn’t be safe. “Come on in, we’re gettin’ the bar stools put in, then it’s just a matter of cleanin’ up the mess. Should be good to go by tomorrow afternoon.”

“Damn you guys work fast,” I said. The work was genuinely impressive and if not for the mess inside, I’d have considered the place ready.

“That’s what you paid for,” he said with a smile. “Let me finish chewin’ on this here sammich and you can give me a hand with the stools if you want.”

They weren’t getting paid any less for me helping them, but I learned a few skills along the way and was more than happy to help hurry things along. I enjoyed my time with the guys and while it had only been a little over two months, they really worth the extra money to get the job done ahead of schedule.

After I helped get the stools in, I started cleaning before I heard a knock at the door and a nervous voice called out, “Madison?”

“Come on in,” I called out and smiled at the man I was working with.

He shot me a knowing wink, “That your daughter?”

“I’d be a sick mom if she was,” I whispered quietly enough for only him to hear before meeting Emily.

“Sorry I’m a little early, I hate showing up late. Uh, this is a really cool place. What are you going to name it?” Emily asked.

I wiped my hands on my pants before putting them on her shoulders, “Relax. I know this is strange for you and probably a bit more of a devotion than you expected, but relax. One day at a time.”

She nodded and looked around again, “Did you have a name in mind?”

“Darren’s Dive,” I said.

“Weird name, is something to do with the military?”

“Kind of. Dive is kind of a play on words for both the Navy and a dive bar. But Darren was my brother’s name,” I said softly.

She made eye contact with me and while I wanted to lean in and kiss her to distract myself from the thoughts in my head, I felt like now was as good a time as any to tell her.

“Was?” she asked.

“Yeah. Was,” I said. “He caught a stray bullet. At least, that’s what they told me. I doubt it was stray, but either way, he didn’t make it. Kind of happens when you take a fifty cal to the dome.”

Emily hugged me and whispered, “I’m so sorry to hear that. I think he would be proud of what you’re doing here, honoring his memory.”

I had to fight back the tears that threatened to spill over. Momma didn’t raise me to cry like a bitch and I wasn’t going to be one now. “Yeah, he wanted to open a bar with me. We used to talk about it all the time when he first enlisted. Couple years older than me. God damn, I miss hearing his voice.”

She put her hands on my waist and pushed herself to arm’s length and smiled weakly, “Do you want to talk about it a little more? We can go somewhere more private.”

I smiled at her. Thoughtful of her, but I didn’t want to dwell on it. It was years ago at this point and if I wasn’t over it now, I’d never get over it.

“How about we just go get lunch?” it was hard enough to fight back the tears without her being so damn sweet.

“I’m okay with that. Just don’t think that you can’t talk to me, especially if we keep seeing each other.”

Leaning in, I gave her a quick peck on the lips before pulling away from her, “Let’s just take my car. No reason for us to waste gas in yours.”

She smiled and extended her hand, “I’m driving, right?”

I chuckled and gave her a gentle slap on the ass before hurrying past her, “Maybe when you’re on the insurance. Maybe.”

And just a few moments later, she was in my car and we were on the road. It wasn’t a long drive to the only Mexican place in town, but I reached over and took her hand in mine. Emily’s fingers laced through mine and she asked quietly, “Would you even want to date someone like me?”

“Young, attractive, and funny?” I teased.

“And?”

“Too worried about what other people think, scared of letting people down, and unsure where she’s going in life?” I asked. Her fingers tightened around my hand and she took a deep breath. I couldn’t let the silence linger, I’d already read her like a book last night, “Yeah, I know what I’m getting into. If you’re fine with dealing with me and my problems, I can promise to do my best to accommodate you and your problems.”

I pulled into the parking lot and her eyes widened, “N-Not here.”

“Why not?” I asked.

Her eyes were locked on a light green sedan, “I’m not ready for my parents to see us together.”

“You’ll never think any time is a good time. We don’t have to talk to them and if you’re uncomfortable with people seeing us together then I guess we can go somewhere else, but someone’s going to say something eventually. Emily, this is Asheville. If you don’t go to church on Sunday, people think you’re sucking the devil’s dick. If you want to be with me, I hate to say this, but I’m not going to be with someone that isn’t comfortable with other people knowing about our relationship,” I said.

This wasn’t negotiable. There would never be a good time to meet her parents. She would always find some excuse or reason that we couldn’t do something because they might be there. In a town as small as this with as little as there was to do, what would we do together? Sit around all day at my house while we hoped for the town to change?

If there was going to be a change made here, we would have to start making it. Sitting around and waiting for the world wouldn’t do a damn thing.


Chapter Six

My heart froze. Time slowed to a crawl as her words reached my ears. Last night with her had been the most exciting time of my life. I might be able to have that experience with someone else, at least, physically. But she wanted more than just a casual fuck buddy and I wanted to be more than a friend.

People would find out eventually, that much I wasn’t going to deny. But my parents finding out right now, that may as well have been a boot out of my house. I wouldn’t know for certain unless I told them we were together. The thought was a terrifying one.

“If they kick me out of the house, would you be willing to let me live with you?” I asked. I gave her no time to respond before I continued, “Because that’s very possible. If you’re willing to take that risk and accept that responsibility and let me tell you, I’ll take as long as I want in the shower.”

I had to try to be lighthearted. This wasn’t a topic to joke about, but how else was I supposed to handle it?

Madison looked me in the eye and her thumb gently stroked the back of my hand, “If they kick you out, you can move in with me. I have a second room that is being used to store boxes. I’m fine with moving you in. You wanted to work at the bar with me anyway, right? It’s not like we couldn’t work something out.”

Surely there had to be some sort of catch. No one was this nice to a complete stranger. There was the issue of her taking my virginity though. She’d get something out of me living with her, even if that was just me spreading my legs when she wanted to get off. Still, it was a kind enough offer, even if there might be undertones, “W-Wait, seriously?”

“Why wouldn’t I be serious?” she asked.

I lifted her hand and brought it to my lips to kiss it, “You’re too damn kind for your own good.” Even if she did end up wanting to have sex occasionally, it’s not like she wasn’t a treat in the sheets. If that was how I provided value to her, so be it.

She chuckled and nodded toward the restaurant, “I know what it’s like to be in a shitty situation that you can’t do anything about. Let’s get this over with.”

I took a deep breath and tried to calm the monsters that were panicking in my head. Dad wouldn’t pull his gun. Mom wouldn’t scream at the top of her lungs. This would be fine. It had to be. After living in their house for three years after high school, they had to be ready to get rid of me. All I could do was hope that they wouldn’t disown me or something else equally rash.

We got out of the car and made our way inside where I calmly explained to the waiter that we would be joining my parents. With Madison by my side, I felt comfortable enough to take this step. She was my safety net to catch me if they pushed me out of the nest. I couldn’t be sure that she would treat me all that much better, but she served in the military for twenty years. That said enough about what kind of person she was to me.

I smiled weakly at my parents as I approached the table, “Hey parental units.”

Mom smiled back, “Hello daughter unit. Who’s the friend?”

Madison smiled warmly and extended her hand to my mom, “Madison.”

Mom shook her hand and then came a quiet snarl from my dad as he put his fork down, “So you’re who she was with?”

“That’d be right,” Madison said calmly.

“Do you have any idea how worried we were about her?” he asked.

I mumbled, “I should have texted.”

Dad ignored me, “For all we knew, she could have wrecked somewhere or somethin’ worse.”

“Your daughter is safe with me, sir, that much I can promise you,” Madison said.

This time, mom piped up, “You say that, but what exactly is it that you want from our daughter? Aren’t you old enough to have gone to school with us?”

Madison took a seat at the table beside my dad, “Actually, we did go to school together. Maggie and Paul, if I remember right. You two started dating in sophomore year, I think.”

“I think I’d remember you,” dad said.

“You probably would. Nathan Smitherman,” Madison said.

There was no way this was actually happening. It was bad enough to have her meet my parents. I didn’t know that Madison actually knew my parents already. That didn’t make me feel any better about what was happening. If anything, my dad probably had something to say and I already knew that it wasn’t going to be something worth hearing.

My parents looked at one another and then back to Madison. Dad asked, “The Nate that went to the Navy?”

“That’d be me, yeah. I was hoping to not have this conversation any time soon, but yeah,” she said.

It didn’t even occur to me that Madison would have lived here as a male. There were so many things about her I didn’t know, but if I knew anything it was that she was taking a chance here for me. She might have enjoyed last night as much as I did, but that wasn’t reason enough for her to put herself out there like she was. Here I was, worried that my parents were going to make my life uncomfortable by finding out I was bi. Madison, on the other hand, passed without a hint of the man she used to be. She exposed herself for me. Maybe she wasn’t just looking for a quick fuck and the chance for more pussy.

“Well fuck me sideways and call me Sally,” dad said. “You’re one of those transsexuals?”

“Transgender,” Madison corrected. “Anyway, I really don’t want to have this conversation right now. Paul, I don’t want to cause any problems for you but I’d like to offer your daughter a job as a bartender. I’ll have her trained. But I’d also like to let you know that I’m interested in her.”

The tension was thick enough to cut. Even the waiter that stood a few feet from the table seemed nervous to interrupt, but he finally put down menus and asked, “Can I get you anything to drink?”

“Water and a Lazy Burrito, please,” Madison said.

“Uh, tea and a salad. Whatever salad. You pick,” she said to the man who promptly took the menus right back and hurried away.

Dad turned in his chair to look Madison in the eye, “You trying to call my daughter a dyke?”

This time, mom spoke up, “Lesbian, Paul.”

“Yeah, whatever,” he growled.

Tears welled up in my eyes. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go, but I knew I shouldn’t have expected anything different, “D-Dad, I’m bisexual. Madison didn’t make that happen and it’s not something new. I just didn’t know how to tell you two. B-Because just listen to how you talk about anything that isn’t straight and cisgender.”

Dad looked at me as if he was going to say something cruel me, but then he let out a quiet sigh, “God damn.”

“Paul, don’t use the Lord’s name in vain,” mom said.

“You’re going to correct me on that, but you’re fine with our daughter wantin’ to be with a,” he eyed Madison like she was some kind of freak, “transgender?”

Mom tapped her nails on the table and smiled at Madison, “Yes. Because the Lord preaches love. If he doesn’t approve of what love might be between our daughter and Madison, we’ll find out in Heaven. It isn’t our place to judge, Paul. And if I remember right, Madison used to be one of your good friends.”

“If I’d have known he was a sissy, I wouldn’t have said a word to him,” Paul grumbled.

Madison’s fist slammed onto the table, “Look, you can say what you want but while you stayed here and worked in a factory, I busted my ass in the military. I served our country and did something with my life. The bar opening up across from Davidson’s, yeah, that’s mine.”

“As far as your daughter’s wellbeing, I stepped in and stopped a piece of shit from sexually assaulting her. Where the fuck were you? You got a bone to pick with me, that’s fine. But as far as I’m concerned, I’ve done nothing but my best so far,” Madison said.

Before my dad could respond, Madison looked at my mom and continued, “She’s a beautiful woman and she was terrified to come in here today. Emily wanted me to take her somewhere else, but instead, I pressed the matter. I’m not going to hide that I want to be with her and I’m damn sure not going to let people make me feel like I’m lesser for being myself.”

Madison leaned back in her chair and let out a deep breath, “So, do we have any problems that need to be addressed or is this just a pissing contest that I’m going to win?”

For once, my dad didn’t have a damn thing to say. Mom shook her head slowly and picked up her fork, “Not at all, Madison. Please don’t use that kind of language again though. I understand we’re from different cultures now, but I hope you can respect that.”

“Of course I can, Maggie. Thank you,” Madison said before looking to my dad. “Paul?”

“You do a damn thing my girl doesn’t like and I’ll break your legs,” he threatened.

I could see Madison’s brow furrow and that wasn’t a good sign. Yet, instead of punching my dad in the throat, she simply nodded and said, “I’ll do everything I can to make her happy.”

Dad looked at me and picked up his fork again, “Are you happy with her?”

I hated being put on the spot. “So far, I’m very happy with Madison. She’s been wonderful to me and I know that she’s your age, but I don’t think that should be a reason I can’t date her.”

Madison smirked at me and I felt her foot tap against mine. There was going to be another conversation that I wasn’t going to able to avoid. If it was her asking me to be her girlfriend, well, that was something I wouldn’t mind talking about. Especially after whatever the fuck just happened between her and my parents.

Our drinks were brought out. Shortly after, our food was set on the table as well. While they talked about stories of their youth, I sat around and uncomfortably ate my salad. I knew that Madison was old enough to be my mom, but I didn’t think about it until they were talking about my mom dropping out at seventeen to have me. Dad finished school but he went straight to the factory.

“Kids and bills, Madison. That’s all I’ve been since I was young. I swear to the good Lord that I would have enlisted if it wouldn’t put Maggie in a bind,” he said. “Wouldn’t trade these two for the world.”

I smiled and mumbled, “Love you too, dad.”

“We’re still gonna have a talk about you being a bisexual. I ain’t mad, but I don’t like findin’ out about these things when it’s too late to be ready for them,” he said.

Mom nodded, “I still love you, Emily.”

“Guys, chill. It’s not like anything has changed. I’m fine with my partner being a dude or a chick, it’s not like I’m going to be off sleeping around with everyone,” I said, trying to defuse the situation and return to some semblance of normality.

We finally finished eating and I couldn’t have been more excited to leave a restaurant in my life. My parents said goodbye to Madison before they got in their car and left. Madison unlocked her car and we got inside to have a quiet place to talk.

“I think that went about as well as it could go,” she said.

I let out a deep groan and shook my head, “If that’s what a good scenario looks like to you, I’m scared to know what you thought could have happened.”

“They didn’t make a huge deal about me and you wanting to be a couple. Speaking of, I really hope your opinion of me didn’t change too much. I hate acting like I did in there, but some people only respect you if you put your foot down. Your dad has always been the kind of guy to try and make other people feel like they’re his lesser,” she said.

“Maybe he was like that when you knew him, but he’s always been pretty good to me. He’s not the most accepting and understanding guy, but he’s not a bad parent.”

Madison leaned back in her seat and looked over at me, “I never said he was. It’s been years since I’ve talked to either of your parents. But they’re not the people I plan on spending too much time with. I want to know if you were serious about wanting to date.”

My heart pounded in my chest and breathing was all I could focus on. She really knew how to get a reaction out of me. “I’m not sure if I’m the kind of girl you want to be with, but I mean, I’m not against the idea of us being a thing.”

“That’s great to hear. The bad news is that within a few hours, I’m sure everyone in town is going to know who I am. You sure you want to date the local tranny?” she asked.

I glared at her, “Don’t call yourself that. You’re transgender and that isn’t anything to be ashamed of. I’m perfectly fine dating you, I don’t care what people call us.”

She reached across the seat and put her hand on my thigh, “So, girlfriend?”

I grinned like a damn fool, “Girlfriend.”

Even if that meant that everyone in town would probably look at us like we were freaks, I wanted to be with her for better or worse. I couldn’t imagine this working out long-term, but there was potential, even if it was unlikely. She was almost twice my age and had dreams and aspirations of making her bar amazing. All I really wanted was to get out of this hellhole.

There was nothing for me here. Nothing except maybe Madison, if she thought I was worth her time. The puppy love stage would wear off and then she would push me out of her life when she got bored of me. That’s just how my relationships went. But for now, I’d enjoy her warmth at night.


Chapter Seven

I dropped Emily off at the bar and said goodbye to her as she got in her car. Leaning down, I poked my head through the open window and spoke softly, “I’ll buy another bed, by the way. Think you can wait two days to see me?”

She pouted and shook her head, “I don’t want to.”

I opened her car door and smiled, “Come here.”

Emily got out of the car. She took her sweet time to get closer to me and once she did, I crouched slightly so I could wrap my arms under her ass and then picked her up. She let out a quiet squeak before wrapping her legs around my waist. Stepping forward, I pressed her against her car and held her there with my hips as my hand slid up her sides. Construction crew watching or not, I didn’t care.

Our eyes locked and I spoke softly, “You’ve got my number now, the bar should be ready on Wednesday.”

She nodded, “Two days from now.”

“That’s right. You’ll have your first day at the bar tomorrow, then the day after we’ll do the same but after we learn a few drinks, we’ll head back to my place,” I said. Her eyes beamed down at me and I continued, “So, you sure you’re fine with people knowing about us?”

“If I wasn’t, I’d be kicking and screaming right now,” she said.

I laughed quietly and leaned forward. Our lips were just inches apart and I whispered, “Then let me give you something else to remember me by.”

She didn’t give me the chance to be sensual. Emily leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I quickly slid my hands down to her ass and squeezed tightly to remind her who was in control here. She moaned into our kiss and I pressed my tongue against her lips. I wanted all of her. If not for the fact that I knew she would need some time to talk to her parents, I’d have taken her home a second time.

Emily opened up for me and our tongues danced slowly with one another until her hips started gently grinding against me. I still had work to do in the bar and no one there would be able to ignore the bulge in my pants, but I couldn’t bring myself to make her stop.

This damn girl. She was everything I wanted in a lover without being ten years older. I didn’t know what she saw in me. If I were her, I probably would have wanted a newer model, but she seemed to be just fine with me. She let me meet her parents. She defended her choices and while she didn’t really stand up to her parents all that much, she fought back more than I thought she would.

Emily still had mysteries about her that I wanted to figure out. But more than anything, I wanted to show her that I would do everything I could to make her happy. That wasn’t something I told Paul just to make him relax. The girl trusted me and I didn’t want to betray that.

I kissed her until my lungs burned with the need to breathe, even then, I didn’t stop. She was my ambrosia. Emily’s legs unwrapped from around my waist and she finally pulled away and panted, “F-Fuck, if you don’t stop I won’t go home.”

“Y-Yeah,” I put her down, “you need to talk to them without me being there.”

Her cheeks were cherry red and I couldn’t help but smirk as I whispered, “But after we finish up at the bar on Wednesday, I’m sure I’d be willing to take you home. If you were willing, of course.”

Emily’s eyes sparkled with desire as she whispered, “I’m going to fuck you until you beg for mercy.”

“I fucking hope so,” I growled and gave her another peck on the lips. “Now get out of here before I bend you over the hood of your car.”

Her smile lit up my world as she nodded and got in her car. I hated watching her pull away, but it had to happen. There would come a time when she had no reason to leave my side. I looked forward to it.

A low whistle was followed by the sound of multiple pairs of hands clapping loudly. The familiar voice of Hank called out, “God damn, Madison! You’re going to have to teach me how you pick up young pieces of ass like that!”

“She’s more than a piece of ass,” I called back, but I knew he wasn’t being too rude. “But you start by taking titty skittles, then learn how to do your makeup, and most importantly, you think with your heart and not your cock.”

“Yeah, fuck that then. I’m perfectly happy thinking with my pecker. You want to help up finish up or are you going to chase that fine ass down?” Hank asked.

I chuckled and shook my head, “Yeah, I’m going to help you guys finish up but don’t you worry about me chasing her down. She’s worth the wait.”

He smiled at me and slapped a hand on my shoulder as I made my way inside, “We’re going to finish up with making sure everything works like it needs to. Toilets work fine, but you don’t want to go in the men’s room right now. Eric just finished unleashing hell in there.”

“God damn, I really didn’t need to know that,” I said.

Walking through my bar and helping out where they asked me to was a good way to spend the rest of the afternoon. I focused on work when I could, but that didn’t stop Emily from jumping into my thoughts. There was no doubt that I wanted to please her in every way I could, but I didn’t know how much of a flight risk she presented. Everything about her screamed free spirit. As much as I wanted to see where things went, I’d be lying to myself if I thought she would stick around for more than a few months.

If she was anything like the sailors I worked with, the second responsibilities started being given to her, she’d want to crumple and disappear. I needed a partner that I could work with. In this case, literally. Emily was barely old enough to be in this bar at all, how many more comments like the one Hank made could I take? If the wrong set of eyes stared at her for too long, could I really keep myself from snapping at that person?

I hoped so. I’d have to. Emily was my girlfriend now, but that didn’t mean I owned her. Still, until she proved she could be serious with me, I wouldn’t know just how serious I could treat our relationship. That wasn’t comfortable for me. I liked leading by example and with her, I wasn’t sure I could.

After the crew finished up and left, I sat out on the porch and watched the cars driving past. This place didn’t quite feel like home. Growing up here, I remembered playing baseball with my friends, drinking beer before I should have been, and getting up to wild antics that you couldn’t get away with anymore. This place had died since then. Certain laws got more strict, others relaxed, but the one thing that stayed the same was the people.

They were still just as reserved and stuck in their ways as ever. Not that it was that much of a problem. I wasn’t going to force people to see things my way. The soft crunch of gravel alerted me to someone approaching from my right, “Can I help you?”

“Yeah, heard you were back in town, Nate,” the deep voice called out.

“That’s not my name anymore, friend,” I said.

He chuckled and came closer, “You’ll always be Nate here. You think growing a set of tits changes the fact that you’re a man? God made you the way he did for a reason, faggot. Might want to think about that before you get too attached to the bar.”

“Sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

“Johnathan, I’m sure you remember me,” he said.

I let out a quiet laugh before standing up, “Well, John, why don’t you take that tiny cock Lisa used to make fun of and shove it up your ass?”

“You trying to get your ass beat, faggot?”

Fighting wasn’t my first choice to settle things, but it wouldn’t be the first time I had to fight down here. Trying to solve things with words never ended well with people that only wanted to talk down to others, “John, I’m going to tell you once. Get on out of here before something stupid happens. This is my land. Bought it fair and square from the city.”

“So you’d call the sheriff on me for whooping your sissy ass?” he called out.

“Do you really want to find out?”

John took a step closer and grinned. Those ruined teeth looked like they hadn’t seen care in years, “I’ll be back, maybe not tonight, but I’ll be back.”

“Next time I see you on my land, I’ll make sure the sheriff takes care of you,” I called back. Being threatened wasn’t something I enjoyed, but this wasn’t something I needed to escalate further.

“Just like I’m going to take care of little Emily?” he said.

I took a few paces toward him and growled, “The fuck did you just say?”

His right hand pulled away from his hip and he unfolded the blade of his knife, “You heard me, faggot. Better sell this place and get the hell out of town or I’m going to—”

I charged him. Insulting me, that was something I’d let slide. Emily had done nothing wrong and I wasn’t about to let him threaten her. His smile widened before he took a clumsy stab at me. Easily twisting away from the blade, I closed the distance and grabbed his wrist with both hands. I turned my body and snaked around his back which forced him to bend forward. Control the joint and you could make someone your bitch.

Pulling his arm toward the sky until he screamed in pain, I then slapped the knife out of his hand and brutally slammed my knee between his legs. The pathetic yelp that escaped him was my cue to let go of his wrist. He dropped like a sack of hammers and clutched his wounded groin.

I put my foot on his neck and leaned down, “You touch a hair on her head and I’m going to take your knife and cut your cock off and feed it to you. Come back here and I’m going to kick your ass. Next time, John,” I pressed down on his throat a little harder and his eyes widened with fear, “I won’t stop.”

If that didn’t put the fear of God into him, I didn’t know what would. People like him, they only understood force. It was people like Johnathan that made me want to leave. But now, after I’d already had the bar build and the sign was put up, my stakes were already in the ground. Pulling them up and leaving now, that would just mean the assholes like John would win.

He scrambled away and hurried off, a steady stream of curses flying from him. I picked his knife up and closed it. Maybe I’d run it down to the station later on and let the authorities know what happened here. That sounded like a good idea.


Chapter Eight

“And how do you think we felt about having Madison show up out of nowhere?” mom asked. “You think we were ready to have that talk?”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know that it would happen either, mom,” I said.

Dad paced around the living room and occasionally looked over at me, “I can’t believe this. You’re tryin’ to tell me that on top of being bisexual that you’re already datin’ her? Didn’t even give us time to tell you how we felt about it?”

The tears started slowly trickling down my cheeks. I hated crying, dad always made me feel like I was trying to manipulate him when I cried. “I thought you said what you wanted to say at the restaurant. If I knew you wanted to talk to me first, I wouldn’t have agreed to it, dad.”

“You say that, but you think we could talk openly as a family with her around?” he asked.

Mom stood up and put her hand on dad’s shoulder, “Paul, would you have listened to my parents if they told us no?”

“You’re the woman I wanted, you think I’d give a rat’s ass about what they said?” he answered. A few quiet seconds ticked by before he let out a quiet groan, “I get what you mean. Don’t mean I’m happy about it. Damn girl went behind our backs.”

“Language, Paul.”

I couldn’t melt into the recliner any more than I already had. Dad’s eyes bore into me and I didn’t know what they wanted me to say. I didn’t want to call things off with Madison just because dad didn’t think she was the ideal partner for me. What would he rather me have? A husband that treated me like filth and made me change who I was?

Probably. Dad didn’t care about happiness, he cared about his way of life and when things didn’t fit into that, he forced them to. Up to this point, I’d never been given a reason to see that as an entirely horrible thing. But Madison was offering me a life. I’d have a partner, a job, and I’d be able to move out of their home.

“Dad, I wasn’t trying to go behind your back. I’d like to think that I’m an adult now. I’m trying to make a decision for myself and I think that Madison is a good woman. She wasn’t lying when she said she stepped in and helped me. That guy would have probably not stopped unless someone forced him to. She didn’t have to do anything, but she did. She didn’t know who I was, but she stopped him. And when she took me home, she didn’t force herself on me,” the words came out of my mouth before I realized what I’d said.

Dad stopped pacing and mom’s jaw went slack. “She had sex with you?” he asked.

This time, mom didn’t step in to defend me. I shouldn’t have said that. I knew better. But between how angry he was with me and how terrified I was of what might happen, the filter I usually tried to keep in place between my mind and my mouth wasn’t functioning.

My lack of an answer was all he needed to hear, “That’s just great. What’s next, she offers you a new car and a house in the hills? You gonna drop down on your knees and praise her while she screws you?”

“P-Paul,” mom muttered.

“Not now, Maggie!” he hollered. “I didn’t know we raised a whore. Spreadin’ your damn legs for a tranny that you don’t even know. All it takes to get you to put out is a fuckin’ drink? And to think I gave you the money for gas you used to go get laid. That what you’re doing when you go out puttin’ in applications? You fuckin’ the people that you’re supposed to be getting a job from? Or is that your job?”

The tears flowed more freely now and even though I wanted to defend myself, I couldn’t speak. Anything I could say wouldn’t be enough for him. I’d seen dad mad before, but this was another level.

“Nothin’ to say? That’s a first. You know, I might have been alright with you dating the bitch, but you ain’t nothin’ more than a hole for her to use. Get on over to her house, go on, I’m sure she’s missin’ your snatch,” he screamed.

Mom got between us and put her hands on his shoulders, “Are you throwing her out, baby? She made one bad decision and that’s it for her?”

“One? The lazy brat ain’t done a damn thing for us. We’re supporting her while she goes out and fucks whoever she wants like she ain’t got a care in the damn world? You’re god damn right I want her out of my house. If she wants to suck dick to get a job, let her. Ain’t going to be putting her head down under my roof no god damn more!”

“Paul, you don’t mean that. She’s our baby girl. You do this and you know she’s not going to come back. You know her. And I know her. She isn’t going out and selling her body, we know that,” mom said.

“No, I thought we knew her. If she ain’t out of here in ten minutes, I’m going to call the sheriff and get him to drag her out,” dad said.

There was no use in fighting. Dad was right, at least, partially. I hadn’t slept with anyone else. I’d touched a guy before and gone further with two women, but until last night, I’d never had sex. The lump in my throat didn’t get any smaller as I trudged into my room and threw as much as I could in my backpack. I didn’t have a ton of things I wanted to keep anyway, but on my way out, I managed to croak out, “P-Please don’t get r-rid of my stuff. I-I’ll get it out s-soon.”

Dad opened his mouth to say something, but mom interrupted him, “I’ll put it in bags for you, baby. You can still text me and we’ll see what happens. I hope for the best.”

I looked back at her and I could see the pain in her eyes. Her cheeks were just as wet as mine and I knew that at least one of my parents still cared about me. One choice to live a little was all it took to send my dad over the edge. If he thought I was a whore, then this really wasn’t the place I wanted to be anyway. That didn’t make it any easier as I left the house and got in my car.

After I pulled out of the driveway and made it about a quarter mile from our house, I pulled over on the dirt road and let the tears flow. Of all things I expected to be the reason they kicked me out, I didn’t imagine it would be my sex life. My sexuality, fine. My choice in partners, fine. But to do the same thing that they did to have me? That was the line?

It wasn’t fair and it was entirely hypocritical. The sorrow replaced with bubbling hatred and I had to take a few deep breaths to relax enough to make something of a plan. I pulled my phone from my pocket and dialed Madison’s number. It was late, but I had to hope that she would be awake.

“Senior,” she said before quickly correcting herself, “Sorry, habit. What’s up?”

“C-Can I come over? I don’t want to talk on the phone right now,” I said.

“Yeah, I’ll meet you outside.”

She didn’t ask questions and she didn’t press me to spill my guts. That was the best thing she could have possibly done. “Thank you, Madi,” I said and ended the call.

The drive to her house didn’t take that long, but I took longer than I would have if my vision were clear. As I pulled up, I saw Madison leaning against the trunk of her car and she started walking to my car as soon as I parked. I didn’t even have the chance to open my door before she did.

Her emerald eyes showed her concern as she reached out with her thumb and wiped away the tears that continued to drip down my face, “What happened? Did he hurt you?”

I shook my head slowly, “It was my f-fault. I mentioned that we had sex.”

“That doesn’t give him the right to do whatever he did,” she said and reached across my waist to unbuckle my seatbelt. “We should get inside.”

I took the keys from the ignition and locked my car doors before following her into the house. There were various boxes littered around the house. A few pieces of furniture that weren’t here last night were assembled and there was now a sofa in the living room.

“I hoped to get this place at least somewhat presentable for you,” she said.

“It was perfect as it was,” I mumbled.

Madison shut the door behind us and pulled me in for a hug, “Tell me what happened.”

She still smelled like flowers, whatever body wash she used was quickly becoming my favorite. “Not much to say. Dad wanted me out of the house. Mom tried to stop him, but it is what it is. What is there to do about it? I wanted to be here anyway, I was just hoping for that to happen over the course of a few months or however long it took to get comfortable with each other.”

“Do you want to go back over there and see if we can talk some sense into him?” she asked.

“No.”

Whatever she had in mind wouldn’t work. It would probably end in a fight and then things would just get more intense and that wasn’t going to do anyone any favors. I just wanted things to calm down. Some room to breathe, that’s all dad and I needed. Surely, he would calm down at some point.

She let out a quiet sigh and rubbed my back before letting me go, “I don’t want to say this to scare you, but someone showed up at the bar today. Told me I needed to skip town or he’d do something to you. I took care of him and dropped the knife off at the police station after giving them a statement. I’m pretty sure they’re going to put out a warrant for him, but having you here makes me feel a lot better.”

“A knife?” I asked and started looking over her for signs of a wound.

Madison smiled at me, “He didn’t know how to use it, don’t worry, Emmy. I’m fine. Better now that you’re here, but that’s not the important part. The important thing is that you’re here now and you’re safe. Have you showered today?”

“I haven’t had time, I was going to go to sleep, but dad just sat around watching TV until his fuse burned out. Wasted most of the day just trying to talk to him about what was happening,” I said.

“Then go take a shower, if you need to borrow a set of clothes, feel free. I’ll get the entertainment center set up. I should have cable installed tomorrow, so TV and internet. Probably sounds stupid of me to not have done that already, but I don’t really use that stuff too much. I figured you’d enjoy it though,” she said.

A weak smile formed on my lips. Even though things weren’t going the best for me, I couldn’t pretend that Madison wasn’t the light of my life right now. Through the darkness, her beacon shone through bright and clear. “Thank you, Madi. So damn much.”

“You’re welcome, baby. Go get a shower and we can go get some sleep. The bed and most of the other things I ordered should be coming in tomorrow afternoon. I figured we could head over to the bar and meet up with the guy that is going to train us on how to make some drinks.”

“That sounds great. Thank you so much for being here, Madi,” I said.

Madison smiled at me and gave me a kiss on the forehead, “Always, sweetie. Now, go shower.” As I walked away, she chuckled and called out, “And I love when you call me Madi, Emmy.”


Chapter Nine

After her shower, I didn’t want to expose her to more stress than she’d already dealt with. Instead, I let her help me with assembling the furniture I’d bought at the store as a temporary fix to my house’s problem of being barren. I knew Paul well enough to know he probably wouldn’t be fine with Emily being bisexual. Whatever he might say in front of me was one thing, but he made his choice clear, even if he used something else as his scapegoat for pushing Emily out of the house.

That being the case, I wanted her to have a home to come to. Not a desolate box with nothing in it. I wasn’t ready to start laying putting down more stakes, not with this place. If I did like Asheville enough to stay more than a few years, then maybe I would have bought a home. Instead, I was being plunged further than I was ready to go because of Emily. Oddly, I didn’t mind that at all.

After we finished setting up the shelves, tables, and other things I’d bought, we ended up in bed again. I held her close and she ended up breaking down again. There was nothing to say to her while she was upset so I just ran my hand through her hair over and over. She didn’t deserve what Paul had done to her.

If he knew how much damage his words would do to her, he probably would have kept his big mouth shut. Emily needed to be built up slowly and if she did something wrong, she’d need to be told gently. She was sensitive. But she was also the kind of woman that would do everything in her power to make someone proud. Assholes like Paul didn’t know how to make someone like Emily into the woman she could be. He didn’t know how to be a good leader.

When her tears finally stopped and her breathing slowed down, I could finally relax and fall asleep with her.

I didn’t sleep that well, but I wasn’t going to complain. If my time in the Navy prepared me for anything, it was how to function normally with very little sleep. Shit, since I’d left the service, I’d realized just how different the worlds could be. Out here in the civilian world, I had to be polite and try to use a little more tact, even if things boiled down to a fight. It wasn’t like I was being the most gentle soul either though. I had no problem putting people like John face down in the dirt when they pushed me too far.

“Emmy,” I whispered.

“Can’t we just lay here?” she asked.

“We could, and I’d love that, but I’d still have to pay the bartender for his time to teach us. Surely you don’t want to waste his time and my money, sweetie?”

Emily groaned and rolled onto her other side and pressed her ass against my hips, “I could make it worth your while.”

As tempted as I was, I couldn’t let myself have sex with her right now. After what she just went through last night, that would only make her feel more like the object Paul treated her like.

“You could make it worth my time by getting up and coming to the bar with me,” I teased and gave her ass a gentle smack.

She let out a quiet giggle and sighed, “Fine, let’s get this over with.”

The day was pretty productive, the bartender I paid to give us some tips even had a small document printed and laminated for us that explained a few drinks that the locals seemed to enjoy. It took me longer than it took Emily to make drinks, but mine were usually more accurate to the printout. Both tasted just fine and by the time we ended the session, we were both more than a little tipsy. The bartender smiled at both of us and put his hand on the top of the bar, “Alright, you two better call someone to come get you. I’ll be back tomorrow to go over some more drinks. Did you like the sheet, by the way?”

I nodded and slapped it down on the bar, “Yeah man, this thing is great. Think you could do some more for me? I could pay for them too, I don’t mind. They’re fucking great!”

Emily giggled and nudged my side, “You’re drunk.”

The bartender chuckled, “Yeah, I’ll bring you a few more of the papers, free of charge. You’ve been generous as it is. I’m looking forward to tomorrow, you two have been amazing.”

He left and I wrapped Emily in a hug before kissing her deeply. Her hands slid down to my ass and she pulled me tighter against her. I would have been a happy woman if I died tonight. Emily broke the kiss and squeezed my butt, “I think you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me, Madi.”

I smiled and pulled away from her, “Come on over here. I need to sit down. Wait, who’s more drunk?”

“Yeah, you’re trashed, Madi,” she said.

“Great, that’s good. Bring me a glass of water, baby,” I called out and stumbled my way to a booth.

She laughed and did as I asked before sitting down beside me. “Have I made things hard on you?”

“No, baby, you haven’t. Other people have pushed us closer together, but I don’t think that’s a bad thing at all,” I said before taking a large drink of water. There was no denying that I was tipsy, but I was certainly putting on more of a show than I probably should have.

Emily’s hand fell to my thigh and she started slowly rubbing as she mumbled, “Are you sure? I feel like I’ve caused you a lot of shit. My parents told people about you being transgender. Then I had to move in with you and I don’t know what I’m doing that makes it worth your time.”

“You’re being a sweet girl that actually gives a damn about me,” I said.

“Yeah, but how is that enough? It can’t justify you letting me live with you without you even asking me to pay half of the bills.”

I let out a quiet sigh, “Emily, I don’t know how to say this. I need someone like you in my life. Someone that makes me feel like I’m still worth a damn. Like I have a purpose in this world.”

She patted my thigh and rested her head on my shoulder, “Do you miss being in the military then?”

“I miss some of the things about it, I can’t pretend I don’t. But I also wouldn’t want to go back now,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I have you. You’re everything I wanted while I was enlisted and you just fell into my lap. How could I want to leave you?”

Emily kissed my neck and whispered, “You don’t know how good it feels to hear you say that, Madi.”

“I’ve got a damn good idea, actually,” I said. “But if you keep playing like that I’m going to end up getting turned on, baby.”

“Want to wait until we’re sober?” she asked.

I smiled at her, “I wouldn’t want to wake up and not remember why my panties aren’t on.”

Emily laughed and leaned against me, “How are we going to get home?”

“If it’s all the same, I’d rather just sleep here. It’s not like these booths are that uncomfortable,” I said.

She chuckled and scooted off the seat. Emily sat down across from me on the other seat and smiled at me, “I think they’re pretty great. But if we don’t get some sleep, I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

“Damn, Emmy, you always get this horny when you drink?”

“Nope, only when I’m with you,” she said.

Trying to fall asleep with a stiff cock was uncomfortable, but I couldn’t reasonably let her do anything with me while we were even a little buzzed. Not until I knew her much more intimately, at least. For now, I only want to make love when we were both completely clear and rational.

The good news was that the alcohol did make it easy to fall asleep. When the morning came, I looked across a wave of relief washed over me as I saw Emily’s sleeping face. A trail of drool dribbled down her cheek and I did my best to not laugh. So fucking precious.

I got up and grabbed a cloth from behind the bar and returned to Emily to wipe away the drool. She groaned quietly and I whispered, “Baby?”

Emily slowly sat up and yawned loudly before mumbling, “Where was the bathroom again?”

“I’ve gotta use it as well, come on, I’ll show you,” I said before heading across the bar and into the bathroom. The awkward moment passed quickly and we both avoided eye contact with one another as we washed our hands. “You remember what you were talking about last night?”

“About wanting to fuck you?” she asked. “Yeah, I remember that pretty well.”

I smiled at her and dried my hands before murmuring, “Then we should get home.”

Her eyes locked with mine and she smiled brightly, “Let’s stop at a store so I can grab a toothbrush first. I want you to kiss me this time.”

After stopping at a store and buying her a toothbrush, we headed home and got into the bathroom together. I’d never showered with someone else willingly. Boot camp didn’t count!

I slowly worked my way out of my clothes to give her a slight show. By the time my pants were halfway down my thighs, she let out a quiet squeal and slid her hands around my back. Emily unclasped my bra and looked up at me with guilty eyes, “P-Please hurry up. I’ve been thinking about this since last night. Can’t we just fuck in the shower?”

“We could, but that wouldn’t be all that fun. I don’t have any of those non-slip pad things in there. I doubt you’d know this, but trying to keep your feet from sliding while you’re having your fun is hard. I’d rather not have to chase that sexy ass of yours across the shower,” I said. Instead of wasting more time, I quickly got out of my clothes before stepping into the shower.

The water hadn’t even heated up before Emily was naked and in front of me. Her hand stroked my cock slowly and she whispered, “What about a blowjob?”

“Are you just that desperate to get me off, baby?” I asked.

“I just want to make you feel half as good as I do when I’m with you,” she said.

I smiled and tested the temperature of the water with my hand, “If you want to do that, I won’t stop you, but I need to clean up first either way. So why can’t we just wait until we’re back in the room? I don’t want to rush this time, Emmy.”

She nodded and mumbled, “I’m sorry, I’m just excited.”

“You don’t have to be sorry. I just want to make sure that the experience is good for both of us,” I said.

As we got into the water, I didn’t allow myself to enjoy her body for more than a few fleeting seconds before I started washing myself. There was growing tension between us and I wasn’t just referring to my cock. She might have been the one that was excited but I needed her. I wanted to show her just how much I appreciated her. Emily’s body wasn’t all I wanted, but I’d be lying to myself if I didn’t admit that I wanted to enjoy her physically as well.

After I finished with my body, I rinsed my hair and lathered it up before quickly rinsing it out. Then, I smiled devilishly at her. She flashed me a nervous grin and I spoke quietly, “Why don’t you wash your hair? I’ll make sure to take care of the rest.”

“But I already,” she started before letting out a quiet, “oh.”

I chuckled and watched her quickly wash her hair and as soon as the conditioner washed out, I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders. It was strange to finally let my hands slide to her perky breasts. Logically, I knew she probably wouldn’t think twice about it, but after having sex with her, it felt like I was just now starting to do things right.

The kiss at that bar that night, it didn’t mean a damn thing. But when I thought about kissing her while I had her pinned to her car, my heart raced. Having sex with her felt amazing, but it didn’t really change anything. I hadn’t earned it.

I let my palms drag against her stiff nipples before rolling the peaks between my fingers, “I want this to be special, baby.”

“I-It is,” she said. The soft moan that slipped from her as I tugged on her nipples made my cock throb.

“I don’t want you to have to look away from me this time,” I whispered as my hands slid away from her breasts down to her waist.

Emily’s eyes locked with mine and she kissed me softly before whispering, “You wanted me on top, right?”

It was my turn to stammer, “F-Fuck, I mean, if you’re offering.”

She turned off the water and smirked at me, “Then go ahead and dry off. Let down on the bed and make sure you’re hard for me, Madi.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. If that’s how she wanted to play this, I’d let her. Besides, after leading almost every encounter I’d been in, it was nice to have the weight of responsibility off my shoulders. Then again, most of the times I slept with someone, it was a one-time deal. We fucked and we went our separate ways. That was just easier for me while I was enlisted.

Toweling off didn’t take me long and I didn’t care that my hair was still pretty wet when I got on the bed. My hand slid to my shaft and I closed my eyes as I started slowly stroking myself. The blood pounded in my ears and I couldn’t remember the last time I was this damn excited.

A warm, wet mouth slid around the tip of my cock and I nearly screamed. How did she manage to sneak up on me?

“Son of a bitch, you scared the hell out of me!” I said.

She didn’t respond. Her hand slid around my shaft, pushing my own away. Then she took a little more of my shaft into her mouth and started stroking me while she slowly bobbed up and down my cock. Her tongue was licking and darting around the crown of my cock, but there was no method to the madness. That didn’t make it feel any less amazing.

“Baby!” I yelped. “Y-You trying to get me to cum? I’d really rather not shoot my load down your throat.”

She groaned and that vibration danced through my shaft and made my breath hitch. Emily didn’t say a word as she climbed onto the bed. Those blue orbs never broke eye contact as she clumsily guided the head of my cock to her entrance. She lowered her hips onto my cock and let out a quiet whimper before finally closing her eyes, “Fuck, I thought I do the sexy silent thing.”

I couldn’t help but laugh quietly as my hands slid to her thighs where I let them glide back and forth over her smooth skin, “I’d much rather hear you gasp and moan. If you think you have to do anything else to be sexy other than be yourself, I’m here to disappoint you.”

She leaned forward onto the bed and let her legs press against mine, “Yeah, I don’t think you’re going to be able to disappoint me, Madi.”

Emily started slowly lowering herself onto my cock. I watch my shaft disappear inside her inch after inch until her hips pressed against mine. That tight ass of her sat in my lap and she smiled at me before biting her lower lip. I didn’t know if that was a hint or not, but I didn’t want to leave her hanging if it was an unspoken request.

I slid my hands up her sides and pulled her toward me, “Come here, baby.”

Her eyes sparkled as she leaned down. She pressed her lips to mine and I could taste the minty freshness of her breath. The little brat, I didn’t see her bring the toothbrush in. I wasn’t going to be angry that she used my brush, if anything, the thought warmed my heart.

Emily lifted her hips away and I felt that warmth leaving my cock and then she broke the kiss at the same time that my cock slid out of her. “F-Fuck, sorry!” she gasped and quickly reached down to guide my cock back into her pussy.

She let out a relieved sigh as her walls gripped my cock once again, “I won’t let that happen again.”

I smiled and let my hands slide down to her ass, “I’ll keep you from going too far up, baby.”

“Does this happen often?” she asked.

“I couldn’t tell you, baby. I’ve never had someone ride me,” I said.

Emily smiled and giggled before letting her hips lift away from my cock a few inches and then she dropped herself back onto my cock. She leaned back in and whispered, “I think I love you, Madison.”

The words were unexpected and I smiled weakly, “You think so?”

I didn’t know how to respond to her. Emily was someone I cared about, but I didn’t know if I could drop the love bomb just yet. She was a wonderful woman and I only wanted to see the best for her, but damn. Love? I wasn’t sure that was what I felt just yet.

She giggled and nodded, “I do. You don’t have to say it. I know I’m being stupid by saying it. But I feel like I do love you. Maybe that’s just the foolish youth in me.”

I gave her ass a light slap and pulled her back down as I thrust into her. A sharp gasp escaped her lips. “I think you know how you feel. Don’t think I don’t care about you, but I can’t say those words yet, baby. I’m sorry and if you want to stop, I understand,” I said.

Her eyes bore into mine and she slid her hands down to my wrists. Before I could even question her, she pulled them away from her ass and pinned them above my head. She put her weight down on my wrists and sat up a little and started riding me faster, “Yeah, that’s not happening. I need your cock more than I need you to say three stupid words.”

That sounded a little hollow to me, but she was drenched and I could feel her juices trickling down my balls. She might have wanted me to say those same words, but she definitely wasn’t lying about wanting my cock.

Instead of asking her to stop or even arguing, I decided that we’d have that talk another time. For now, I was too engrossed in the feeling of her tight walls massaging my shaft. Having her pin my hands above my head was a new experience for me, but I wasn’t complaining at all. If it had been anyone other than Emily, I would have rolled her onto her back and proved that I was in control. But I didn’t feel the need to show her that side of me. She knew how I could fuck. Right now, I was learning how she made love.

I couldn’t tell if it was lingering droplets of water trickling down her or it was sweat. That detail didn’t matter, all that mattered to me was how beautiful she looked as she bounced on my cock. That lip was right back between her teeth and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Emily was something special, I wouldn’t deny that if I could. Maybe I couldn’t tell her I loved her, but I knew that I did. Those words would be admitting something that I didn’t know how to do.

What would happen if I told her I loved her just to find out that she wanted to leave me two months from now? I couldn’t put myself through that.

A soft cry escaped her. “Oh fuck, I’m going to cum. Oh god!” she cried.

I drove my heels into the bed and pumped into her as hard as I could. She held herself a few inches above my hips and let me hammer into her. Her moans turned into a pleasured scream as her pussy clenched around my cock. As much as I loved that feeling, I couldn’t enjoy it much longer.

Slamming into her like that had pushed me further than I wanted to go and I could feel my balls tightening. I pulled out of her and twisted my hips slightly to ensure my cock slipped free of her pussy. She let out a pathetically cute whimper just as the first rope of my cum spurted over her leg onto the floor beside my bed. The next few didn’t make it nearly as far.

I didn’t care about the mess I was making. All I cared about was seeing that beautiful woman above me smiling down at me like she’d just gotten everything she wanted for Christmas.

“G-Good for you?” I asked.

She leaned down and kissed me softly before whispering, “The absolute best.”

I flashed her a grin and let out a deep sigh, “You might want to clean that cum off your leg soon. And watch your step, Emmy.”

“If I knew your floor was clean, I’d lick that up,” she said with a smirk before rolling off me.

“Have you ever tasted cum before?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I haven’t, but I think I will later tonight.”

I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face as we cleaned up the mess. After we got dressed, we headed back to the bar to get started on the second day of condensed training.


Chapter Ten

While we spent most of the day learning the details of making drinks, I took tiny sips from my drinks when it came time to taste them. Madison did the same. After last night, we both knew better than to get too carried away with the drinking.

“Make sure you text your mom, baby. I want to pick up your things before we head home tonight,” Madison said.

I nodded and pulled my phone out to send mom a quick text. There probably should have been some measure of hesitation involved, but I didn’t care. What were they going to do, tell me I couldn’t have the stuff in my room?

Not long after I sent the text, mom responded and let me know that dad wouldn’t be home between seven and eight tonight. I relayed that information to Madison and then we continued to have a rather pleasant day. This was my life now. I hadn’t even asked about how we would handle payments for me working with her. Did it matter?

She was taking care of me. Madison put food on the table for us, or rather, she paid for the meals we ate at the fast food chains. She didn’t have a stove at the moment, though one was on the way. I zoned out as we continued going down the list of drinks that the bartender gave us in a binder. He was damn proud of his printouts. I wasn’t going to complain at all, they would be great to reference and memorize.

Instead of paying attention as well as I should have, I thought about what life with Madison would look like in a few years. Asheville would be a better place then. Just having Madison living here would make this place better, I knew it would without a doubt. She made me a better person just by existing in the same area as me. Surely, Asheville could only gain from having someone like her around.

Maybe I was idolizing her a little more than I should, but how could I not? In the span of a week, Madison changed my life for the better. I felt like I belonged when I was with her. I didn’t have to lie about what I liked and she didn’t make me do things I didn’t want to do.

She was perfect. And I loved her. I knew I did and while it was awkward that she didn’t say it in return, I couldn’t force her to do that either. She’d say it eventually. I knew she would. It would just take her a little time.

By the time we finished making drinks, the bartender smiled warmly and tapped his hand on the counter. His wedding ring clinked against the wood, “You know what? You two are great. Just the best! I’m bringing my hubby here and you two are going to make him an Old Fashioned. He loves those!”

I smiled and put my hand on top of his, “I had no clue you were in a same-sex marriage.”

“No one knows! Who the hell would have the balls to come out down here? Aside from you two of course,” he said before giggling happily. The man’s walls were coming down and I couldn’t help but believe that Madison made him feel comfortable. No, we made him feel comfortable. She wasn’t the only one putting her neck out there by being in this relationship.

Madison was teaching me the value of just being myself and letting people make up their own minds about us. That wouldn’t change the happiness I felt when I was with her. If they had a problem with us being together, that was their problem. Fuck them.

“I’m looking forward to that. You be safe, okay?” Madison said.

“I will!” he said. Madison fished out her wallet and handed the man four bills. Four-hundred dollars to teach us how to make some drinks, not a bad rate at all!

As he left, Madison turned to me and smiled warmly before kissing me. The slightest taste of alcohol lingered on her breath, but I knew that she wasn’t drunk. Still, I turned to get two glasses and filled them with water.

“It’s nice of him to feel comfortable enough to tell us that about him,” I said.

She nodded, “It really is. I’m proud of you.”

“Huh, for what?”

“For allowing yourself to be you, baby. It might not mean shit to you, but that guy. Ruben? I think that was his name, I feel like a bitch for not asking to make sure. Either way, he’s got a place to bring his husband because of your willingness to open up.”

I smiled and nudged her, “You’re being yourself too. If you hadn’t, we would never have gotten to this point, Madi.”

“I guess we wouldn’t, would we? But, I still want to make sure you know how proud I am of you,” she said.

After a few more minutes of sweet words, we finished our glasses of water and cleaned up the slight mess we made while preparing the drinks. Then, we got in her car and she headed let me give her directions to my parent’s house. The car was gone and that helped ease my nerves slightly. Mom stood out on the porch and I smiled at Madison before I mumbled, “Hope for the best, yeah?”

She smiled and pulled up to the house and parked, “It’s going to be fine.”

I sighed and got out of the car with her. Mom rushed over and nearly knocked me over with a hug, “I miss you so much. Your dad isn’t listening to reason and I’m trying to get him to see that he’s being an idiot.”

Hugging her back, I sighed, “He’s always been bullheaded, mom. I can’t pretend what I did was right, but I don’t know if this makes things better or worse. I lost my virginity to Madison.”

“Hey, she probably didn’t want to hear that,” Madison said.

Mom chuckled and whispered softly, “I can’t blame you. Back in the day, I almost threw myself at her. She used to be something of a stud, you know?”

“Mom!” I said and pulled away from her. “There is such a thing as too much information.”

“You said something weird, so I did too. Isn’t that fair play?” she asked.

I smiled and shook my head, “It’s nice to talk to you again, mom. Thanks for being here for me.”

“I don’t know what’s going on with Paul, but I know that he’ll eventually see reason. I do hope that you two are doing okay together though. Is there anything I can do to help?” mom asked.

Madison shook her head, “You’re doing plenty, Maggie.”

“I guess I’ll start loading stuff up. I’m glad I don’t have a ton of sh—” I caught myself before the word slipped from my lips and corrected myself, “stuff.”

They both laughed at me and my cheeks started warming up. They were good people, but damn they both knew how to make me feel like I was about an inch tall at times.

Mom and Madison helped me get my clothes and the few odds and ends I had packed into Madison’s car. As we chatted for a little while, the sound of sirens screaming out in the distance became the subject of our conversation.

“Damn, I don’t know what’s going on, but it sounds pretty serious,” Madison said.

Mom nodded, “I’m a little curious, hopefully, no one is hurt.”

“For sure, well, mom, I think it’s about time for us to head back to the house. I’ve got to take care of something,” I said. Madison shot me a knowing wink before she gave mom a hug. Goodbyes floated through the air along with the continual ruckus of the sirens.

We got in the car and Madison started down back through the roads to get back into town. A plume of smoke rose into the sky in the distance. “Shit, that looks rough,” she said.

“No kidding,” I mumbled. The closer we got to town the thicker the scent of smoke became.

“No,” she muttered. “Please don’t fucking tell me.”

“What?” I asked.

A tear streamed down Madison’s cheek as she clenched her jaw. I looked in the direction her eyes were locked. That was when I saw the flames licking up the side of Darren’s Dive. An army of emergency vehicles was stationed in the parking lot and Madison’s Mustang joined them in seconds.

“M-Madison, I’m so sorry,” I stammered. What else could I say?

She got out of the car and I heard a man’s voice call out, “You shouldn’t be here!”

“It’s my fucking bar!” she screamed.

He raised his hands and I got out of the car and rushed to Madison’s side. The man gestured to the firefighters, “They’re doing everything they can, but this wasn’t an accident. From what I heard them calling out, looks like someone started this fire with a fuck ton of gas. Well, not someone. We’ve got the asshole in the back of the squad car already.”

“Johnathan?” Madison asked.

He nodded his head. Madison’s jaw clenched and she reached up to wipe her tears away, “This is just what I fucking needed. Try to bring something new and exciting to this town and honor my brother’s dream and this is what I get?

“Madison, you know that most everyone in this town thinks that what you’re doing is great? They don’t all like you, I won’t pretend they do. But we all knew Darren. He was a damn good man and what happened to him was a tragedy. You’ve got my word that nothing like this will happen again,” he said.

Her fists clenched and she turned to look at me before returning her attention to the policeman, “She’s not on my insurance but she’s got shit in my car and she needs to get it to my house. You think you’d be willing to turn a blind eye?”

He nodded his head and she tossed her car keys to me, “I’ll cover rent, don’t worry about that.”

“W-What do you mean?” I asked. The sinking sensation in my stomach got worse and worse until I felt like I might vomit.

She mumbled, “I’ll text you sometime. Take your things to the house and get some sleep.”

“Please don’t make me go,” I begged.

“Emily!” her tone sent chills down my spine. “I’m not asking you. Go. I just need some time to think about things and decide what the fuck I want to do.”

I nodded slowly and mumbled, “I… I love you.”

She didn’t say anything and I didn’t expect her to. I got in her car and went back to her house, tears streaming down my cheeks. What happened was horrible but there was nothing I could do about it. She didn’t want me to be there and I knew her well enough to know that she would only get angry with me if I didn’t respect her desire to be alone for the time being.

That didn’t make it any easier on me. My heart was shattered and the pieces were floating in the breeze of uncertainty. She might come back in the middle of the night and leave. The comment about paying rent made me question if she was even coming back at all. I didn’t want to lose her. It had only been a few days, but could she not see just how much she meant to me?

Was my love not enough for her? I could understand that losing her bar would hurt, but did that mean that losing me was the easier option?

Thoughts of my life spiraling out of control consumed me. If she left, I’d have nowhere to turn to. All I had right now was my parents and if dad wasn’t going to change his mind, I’d be homeless. It wasn’t like I could just find a job anywhere and the job I did find was up in flames. Literally.

But that was a drop in the bucket. Madison might not come back to me. Just a few days and I’d managed to be stupid enough to give the woman my fucking heart.


Chapter Eleven

Those words played over and over in my mind as I watched the firefighters finally douse the last of the flames. I love you. She had to know just how hard that cut into my soul when she said that. Emily had been the reason I was looking forward to running this husk of a bar. Now, what did I have?

Insurance would cover the damage and I could rebuild easily enough, but was it even worth my time?

The cop that was speaking to me earlier came by and put his hand on my shoulder, “I’m really sorry, Madison.”

“Just make sure that prick doesn’t get out any time soon or I’m going to fucking hurt him,” I said, not caring that I was speaking to a police officer.

He gave my shoulder a gentle squeeze, “He’s not getting out. But you might want to go check on that woman. She looked pretty tore up.”

I didn’t need to be reminded that Emily looked like she was in just as much pain as I was. She barely had a reason to be attached to this bar. Two fun days together in it. That wasn’t enough of a reason for her to cry, was it?

“Yeah, I probably should, but I need some time. She’ll be fine. Losing the bar shouldn’t keep her down for long,” I mumbled.

He pulled his hand away and chuckled quietly before shaking his head, “Madison, are you really that blind? The girl told you she loved you. Do you think this had a damn thing to do with the bar? She’s worried about you. I’m worried about you. But I’m just doing my job by making sure this shit head gets what’s coming to him. You let that girl leave here after saying some dumb shit that probably has her scared out of her mind.”

“Oh my god,” my hoarse voice croaked out. He was right. Thinking over what I said, it did sound like I was about to disappear. Sure, this town didn’t have a damn thing for me, but Emily was still here. And she needed me, but when she tried to be there for me, I just sent her away.

What the fuck was I thinking?

“Madison, you need to check on her,” he said. “Don’t let this ruin what you two have going. You know, my sister was just talking about how excited she was to have a bar run by a lesbian couple pop up. Damn it, Madison. I don’t like letting my personal life stain my professional life, but you two have been the talk of the town. Not all of it is good, but then there are the whispers of people who are excited to have something good happen to Asheville.”

I ran my hands through my hair and turned to start walking toward my house, “Thank you, man. God damn, I’m so fucking stupid.”

He chuckled and a few moments later, his squad car pulled up alongside me. The passenger window rolled down and he stopped the car, “Get in, make a smart choice.”

I smiled at him and wiped away the tears streaming down my cheeks. After getting in the car, I mumbled, “You’re a saint, dude.”

“Chris,” he said.

“Chris, man, I don’t know what I can do for you if you can get me to my house in the next ten minutes, but I’ll do it,” I said.

Chris chuckled and shook his head before turning on his lights, “I think a free night of drinks for me and my sister would make us square.” With that, he turned on his siren and hauled ass following the directions I gave him.

He pulled up in my yard and I reached over to press the horn twice. “Thank you!” I screamed over the siren before bursting out of the car.

The siren continued for a few more moments before he turned it off. I damn near snatched the door off the hinges as I barreled through the door. Rushing into my bedroom, Emily sat in a ball with her knees drawn to her chest. Tears streamed down her cheeks and I knew I’d kick my own ass for making her feel like this another time.

I charged over to the bed and slid down onto my knees, my eyes glistening with tears as I whispered, “Damn it, Emily, I know I fucked up. But I’m here now. I’m here because.” My voice cracked and I swallowed the lump in my throat as I climbed onto the bed and sat in front of her. I put my hands on either side of her head and I whispered, “B-Because I love you, Emmy.”

She sat there, still as the silence in the room. Her legs slid to either side of me and she whispered, “A-Are you leaving?”

The tears I was trying to hold back spilled over and I leaned closer to her. I pressed my forehead to hers and I hugged her, “No. I’m not leaving here, not without you. People think we’re an inspiration, Emily, but I don’t care what they think. I want to stay here for you.”

“We c-could go anywhere,” she whispered.

“Or we could stay right here. We could stay here and prove to everyone that we’re not going to be the pussies they think we are,” I said. “I don’t want to leave. What message would that send to you? That when the things get rough I want to just run?”

I gave her a soft kiss on the tip of the nose before I mumbled, “You know, not counting what just happened. I was being stupid, but that—”

She sat up and pushed me onto my back. Those intense blue eyes still glistened with tears as she got on top of me. Her lips pressed against mine and she pushed her tongue into my mouth. As shocking as it was, I wasn’t going to stop her. This was what she wanted to do and I would let her.

Emily held me hostage with her tongue for almost a minute before she finally broke the kiss and let out a low, shaky breath. “If you ever do something like that again, I’m not going to be here for you to come back to,” she said.

“You don’t have to worry about that, baby. I promise you that,” I said.

She gave me a moment before mumbling, “And when is all that shit supposed to be delivered?”

“Supposed to be today, but I guess they got held up,” I said.

Emily smiled warmly and kissed me again before whispering, “I’m looking forward to breaking in that new bed.”

“And I’m looking forward to cooking you some chicken spaghetti,” I said.

She chuckled and flopped down beside me, “Tomorrow is going to be shitty. You’re going to have to file an insurance claim or whatever and I’m going to be stuck here waiting for the stuff to arrive.”

“But when I get home, I’ll make sure you—”

“You’ll make sure to thank me for getting the house the way I want it. Then you’ll show me how much you appreciate me by licking me until I scream. And finally, we can watch some TV together,” she said. “Which, I saw the modem in the living room, it should be set up.”

I smiled and let her tell me just how things were going to go. She was a fiery one, that much was certain. “Yeah, I knew the guy installing it, they’re not supposed to come in when no one is home, but you know, shit happens.”

“Perks of being in a small town,” Emily said.

“Another perk is I met you,” I said.

“Now you’re just sucking up to me,” she mumbled.

“Can you blame me?”

Emily patted the bed beside her, not that there was much space that wasn’t already occupied, “I can’t. But we should sleep. It’s already late. Hey, Madi… I love you.”

“I love you too, baby,” I said as I joined her at the head of the bed.

She covered us up and happily pressed her ass against my hips. If it wasn’t for the thin ice I was probably on, I would have tried to get her out of those skinny jeans. But for now, sleep was the safer option.

The following day was exactly what she said it would be. Dealing with the insurance claim and giving the police another statement about the altercation Johnathan and I had took up most of my morning and afternoon. When it was all said and done, I did go home to my girlfriend with every intention of treating her like a queen.

As soon as I stepped inside, a smile crested my lips. Seeing the place furnished more fully was pleasant and Emily sat on the couch in the living room wearing nothing but the pair of panties she wore the first night she came over, “I missed you. And I found these in the bathroom with a curious stain. You feel like explaining that? Anyway, your washer and dryer work just fine.”

I didn’t expect to be the one blushing when I got home, but I really didn’t have an excuse or lie prepared for what I used those panties for. What did she think I’d do with them when I wasn’t sure if we’d see one another again?

“I missed you too, Emmy. Did the bed come in?” I asked.

“Yeah, I put the cover back on it, but you didn’t order sheets or anything to go on it, so we’ll have to pick some up. I had the movers put the twin bed in the guest room. They didn’t even complain about it!” she said happily.

I laughed softly as I made my way over to her. Dropping onto my knees, I leaned forward and took one of her nipples into my mouth and gently sucked on it until it hardened in my mouth before moving over to the other one to do the same.

Soft moans drifted out of her and I pulled away before whispering, “Then why don’t we go break in the bed without worrying about making a mess? We can wash the cover.”

She put her hand on the back of my head and pulled me onto her breast again. I didn’t mind lavishing it with my tongue while she talked. “I think that sounds perfect, baby.”

I gently bit down on her nipple and she gasped. Her hand slid away from my head and I stood up before nodding to the bedroom, “Ladies first.”

“You just want to watch my ass shake, huh?” she asked.

“I’m not denying that.”

And that ass did shake. My eyes didn’t stop staring until she rounded the corner into my bedroom and I happily chased after her, kicking off my shoes along the way. My shirt fell into a puddle in the doorway and my bra ended up beside my bed as I rolled onto the much larger bed. How many years had it been since I slept on something larger than a twin?

Her panties hooked over the headboard again and before I’d even finished taking my jeans off, she straddled my face and pressed her pussy to my mouth, “Dinner is served, Madi.”

I felt her tugging my jeans down my thighs, then my panties, and finally, that warm mouth surrounded my cock. My tongue was already at work, licking and prodding at her delicate folds. Her moans around my cock sent shivers up my spine and encouraged me to try even harder to make her cum first.

In the end, she won. My first orgasm of the night pumped into her mouth and she grumbled, “N-Not the best taste.”

A few moments later, she sat up and ground her pussy against me until her juices flooded into me. Unlike her, I had no complaints about her delicious flavor. She laid on her side and started stroking my soft cock. We talked about simple things. She asked about my day and I told her. I asked her about the movers and she told me. But as soon as I was hard again, she gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, “Doggy?”

“Doggy,” I agreed.

Taking her from behind was something I’d have to try a second time after we’d spent more time together. As wonderful as she felt around my cock, I missed seeing her eyes light twinkle and seeing her bite her lip when she was too flustered to even moan.

I pulled out just before I came and she let out a whimpering groan as my cock shot its second load onto the cover below her. I didn’t let her relax though, instead, it was my turn to play with her until I was hard again. Barely any time passed before two of my fingers were inside her and she screamed out in ecstasy as her pussy gripped my fingers and she came a second time.

Still, I wasn’t as young as she was. Even though I was enjoying every second of what we were doing, my cock refused to stiffen again. So instead, I put her on her back and enjoyed watching her squirm as I suckled on her clit and fingered her to her third orgasm.

“F-Fuck y-you!” she yelped as her back arched. I quickly pulled away and she rolled her eyes, “Y-You made me cum without you getting off too.”

I laughed quietly and rolled onto my back. My cock was semi-erect and she wasted no time in getting on top of me. Even though I wasn’t fully hard, she pushed me into her entrance and she slowly rolled her hips until I was hard enough for her to start actually riding me.

How the hell she did she have the stamina to keep going? I’d never know. If it wasn’t for her being on top of me, I’d have begged her for a break. But her succulent moans made it worth every moment. After everything I put her through and the things we overcame, I knew that this was just her way of finalizing the deal. Or she was trying to give me a reason to never scare her again.

Either way, I didn’t plan on ruining what we had. Emily was my world. As pathetic as that might sound to someone else after only knowing her for about a week, she meant more to me than anyone else alive.

A loud gasp escaped me as I felt my core tense for the third time within the span of an hour and I had to force myself to pull out of her. She quickly dropped her hips against my cock, her pussy sandwiching my shaft as she ground against me, the pathetic amount of cum from my third orgasm barely enough to be noticed as it trickled onto my crotch.

“F-Fuck, I love you, Emmy,” I moaned weakly.

She kissed me and rolled off me, “L-Love you too, M-Madi.”

I might not have the bar right now and I hated that I couldn’t give my baby girl more than an average life right now, but she made me feel like I was giving her the world. Emily did what no woman could ever do with me. She made me love her.


Epilogue

Three months passed and I was at Darren’s Dive. After the fire damage was taken care of, Madison decided to keep some of the scorched wood that wasn’t structurally compromised. It gave the place character and when she told people what happened here, they always told us how strong we were for sticking around and rebuilding the bar.

The bar wasn’t the reason we stuck around and we both knew it. I smiled at Madison as she stepped back inside with Ruben and his husband. The general murmuring in the bar quieted as she lifted her hand and called out in a slurred voice, “Tonight is a damn good night!”

There was a general cheer. When it died down, she continued, “My girlfriend’s making some damn good drinks,” another cheer. “My buddy Ruben just told me they’re going to adopt a kid!” yet another cheer. “And I’ve got something I want every one of you lovely fuckers to know.”

The tension in the bar grew as Madison stumbled her way towards me, “I love this woman!”

Yet another cheer. And then she tripped and fell onto her hands and knees. I leaned over the bar and there was a communal gasp. Before I caught sight of her, my heart skipped a beat. And then that blonde bun slid into my line of sight and she called out crystal clear, “And I’m not drunk.”

Madison pushed herself up and smiled at me with teary eyes. On one knee, in front of all the friends we’d made, she had a small box in her hand, “But I’ve got something else to admit.”

Ruben stepped around the bar and pulled me around to stand in front of her. Madison nodded at him and cleared her throat, the tears spilling down her cheeks freely, “I’ve never been happier in my life. These past two months have been the most difficult of my life and I’m fortunate enough to have this woman in front of me by my side. I almost lost her. I almost fucked up and threw it all away. But here was are.”

She opened the box and revealed the small diamond ring to me. It wasn’t even about the size of the diamond, she could have gotten me a plastic ring for all I cared. Seeing her down there, knowing she was about to say something that I’d tell our children one day, I couldn’t help but start bawling too.

“Emmy, baby girl, I love you with all my heart and then some. Will you do me the honor of being my wife?” she asked.

“Y-You’re a fucking asshole,” I mumbled as I pushed my left hand towards her. “F-Fucking proposing to me on the job. I will, but you’re b-buying the cake.”

“No,” a deep voice called out. From the corner, a man in a jacket pushed away from the wall and slowly pulled down his hood. “I’ll be buying the cake and everything else I can afford.”

“D-Dad?” I called out in disbelief.

Madison pushed the ring into place on my finger and stood up before kissing me deeply. For the first time since we’d been together, I didn’t close my eyes when we kissed. As much as I wanted to revel in the moment, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from my dad.

A few moments later, mom stepped out in from the outside and rushed over to push Madison out of the way so she could hug me. Then, she lifted my hand and let out a shrill cry of excitement before looking to dad, “I-It’s so beautiful!”

Dad stepped closer and got down on his knees, “Emily. I was wrong. I know I was wrong and you don’t have to accept this apology, but I’m sorry. I’m so damn sorry. You don’t have to let me back into your life, but Madison reached out to me and asked me for my blessing.”

I glanced over at Madison and she shrugged her shoulders. When I looked back at my dad, I could see the pain in his eyes. Literally. I’d never seen him cry and I didn’t know how to respond. He took a deep breath, “All I want is for you to be happy.”

“E-Everybody stop. There are way too many emotions flying around and I’m not wearing my big girl panties today!” I called out loudly. A few people laughed and I smiled down at my dad before offering him a hand, “And get up, dad. I’m not going to tell you to fuck off.”

Madison stepped behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. Her hands clasped over my stomach and she put her chin on my shoulder, “I could have told you, but that would have taken all of the fun out of it, baby.”

“You know, I love it when you call me that…”


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 also like:

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.

Dedicated to Her

Hayley had been my best friend for six years. For most of that time, I was helplessly in love with her but I couldn't tell her that. She was too dedicated to trying to better herself and I knew that my feelings would just get in the way of her dreams. But she was my dream. Wasn't I allowed to follow my heart too?

--

Kara had pulled me from the dredges of humanity when I needed it most. She'd been there for me when I needed her the most and I was there for her as best I could. I supported her through her transition and I had no intention of not being her friend. If we could just make it through college, I could finally start paying her back for all of the things she'd done for me.
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