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Book One

Out of the Ashes


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…”


Book Two

A Reason to Change


Chapter One

“The door creaks open and you find can hear the chanting get louder. What do you do?” Madison asked, her eyes right on me.

I ran my hands through my hair and looked over my character sheet again. My stealth proficiency wasn’t bad, but could I really risk getting closer without returning to the group to let them know what happened first?

Emily smiled at me, “Hey, just do whatever feels right for your character. It’s Dungeons and Dragons, not life or death.”

“Fuck! I want to sneak inside!” I called out.

“Then roll a stealth check,” Madison said.

I looked at the dice and grabbed my twenty-sided die, “This one?”

“Yeah,” Madison said.

The charcoal dice with bright green numbers bounced on the circular table and rolled to a stop on thirteen, “Uh, plus six is nineteen.”

“Great,” Madison lifted her hand into the air and made a creaking noise as she pushed open an imaginary door. “As you make your way inside, the door makes a little noise, but the chanting doesn’t stop and you don’t think you’ve been noticed.”

My heart raced. After three hours of this session, I thought I would be tired, but I didn’t care how late I was staying up. I needed to know what the cult was doing and now, Emily, Chris, and Ruben were all equally invested in this story.

“Can I try to get close enough to hear what they’re saying?” I asked.

Madison nodded, the other three of our group leaned in closer, waiting on Madison’s every word with bated breath. “Roll a perception check.”

I rolled the dice again, “Natural twenty!”

Emily pumped her fist, “Fuck yeah!”

“Oh fuck, I can’t take this, shit!” Ruben said before taking a deep sip from his martini.

Madison started speaking and we all went silent, “Your elven ears pick up a curious sound. At first, you think that you’re just imagining things, but as they repeat the chant again, you realize that the poison from the trap you failed to disarm earlier wasn’t fucking with your hearing. Clear as day, you could hear them repeating ‘You shouldn’t have come. You should have run. We tried to fight the beast of the night. Come hide with us. We’ll make sure you’re alright.’”

Her hand reached across and gripped my shoulder, “And then, six sets of dark red eyes pierce the darkness as they all fixate on you.”

“No!” I cried out. Whatever those eyes were didn’t sound good. And what the fuck was that chant? What beast of the night? Were they talking about a vampire or something else?

“And that’s where we’ll pick up next week,” Madison said.

The other three let out disbelieving groans before Chris grumbled, “That should be a crime. Get in the car, Madison, I’m taking you in!”

Emily giggled and hopped off her chair to go stand behind her lover. Seeing Madison and Emily together was the most heartwarming thing I’d ever had the pleasure of experiencing. “The real crime is how early Madison goes to bed after our sessions,” Emily said.

Ruben smiled and waved his husband over, “You two have some fun. Oh, Emily, if you get any juicy deets about what’s happening next session, send me a text. I need to know what healing spells I need to prepare!”

“All of them!” Madison said before laughing. “She’s not getting special treatment, at least, not when it comes to the game. It’s nice to have you amazing people all jump in like this.”

I shook my head, “No, you’re the amazing one. You’ve got us around your finger and waiting for your every word! That’s amazing!”

“Well, if it wasn’t for you getting drunk and ranting about missing the last group you had in college, I wouldn’t have known people were even interested, Courtney,” Madison said. “I picked up the game when I was on the ship. Had a few of my juniors drag me into it while we were on deployment. Glad to have another skill to break out for some fun around here.”

Chris chuckled and waved his sister over. Her customary leather jacket and tattered black jeans were almost trademark at this point. I couldn’t tell if the clothes were meant to make her look mysterious or if they were some kind of threat to try and keep people from talking to her.

Every week, Chris drug her here and even after four weeks, she refused to talk to us. A month of coming here with her brother was enough to make me curious enough to ask about her. I wasn’t going to let her keep acting like no one was willing to talk to her though, “Kelsey, right?”

She shrugged her shoulders, “Sometimes.”

Well, that wasn’t the answer I was hoping for.

Madison eyed Chris and he nodded at her. Madison said, “Kelsey is here because she can’t seem to stay out of trouble. Emily and I were reminiscing on old memories while we walked and we caught her spray painting the high school about a month and a half ago. She’s already having to do community service according to Chris, so I really didn’t want to take her to the station and see what they’d rather do with her. This was her compromise.”

Chris chuckled, “You’d think with her being my sister that she would have a little respect for the law.”

“There’s not shit else to do here, pig,” Kelsey snarled at her brother. Real friendly one, but I didn’t think her heart was in the insult. Then again, I might have wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt.

“And what would you rather do? You’re already having to put in six hours a week at the library. Do you really want to spend twenty-four in a cell every day for a few months?” Chris asked.

Kelsey muttered something under her breath and looked away. Her bronze complexion was just a little darker than her brothers, but they did have the same dark brown hair color. Kelsey’s hair was certainly longer and had a slight wave to it. In short, she was breathtaking.

I couldn’t stop taking in her every detail. Her strong features gave me the impression that she would fight to the death for whatever it was she believed in. The only thing I could see that I wanted to fix was that she didn’t seem to believe in anything.

Yet, here I was judging her without giving her a genuine chance to prove me wrong. Besides, I was judging her personality based on her appearance, how stupid was that?

I got out of my chair and smiled warmly at her before extending my hand, “Well, I’m Courtney. Most of the time, unless someone starts calling me Coco here.”

She looked down at me and rolled her eyes before shaking my hand. That little embrace sent a shiver up my spine. Her hand was so warm and though her personality was cold, I wanted more of that flame that burned inside her. “I’m sure you’d love for people to start calling you that again. I’ll make sure to cross it off the list of shit to call you.”

“Kelsey, can’t you try to be a decent human being for one day? Just one?” Chris asked.

Madison started packing away all of the supplies she brought us, “You know, better than that, why don’t you just play a decent human being? Or an elf, dwarf, or any other race. I’ll draft up a character for you. Chris, could you teach her the basics?”

“Why the fuck would I play your nerdy game?” Kelsey asked.

Emily shrugged, “Maybe to get a little of your anger out in a way that doesn’t get you in trouble? There really isn’t anything else to do. We all have a few drinks and play this. It’s been the highlight of my week. Maybe you’d like it. Besides, drinks are free if you play.”

“Madison, I don’t think I have time to teach her the game. Between my job and volunteering, I don’t get too much free time,” Chris said.

I cleared my throat, “Uh, you said she volunteered at the library? I stop in there from time to time. I could try to teach her what I know while I help her?”

The group looked at me. Six pairs of eyes looked in my direction. Ruben, his husband, Chris, Kelsey, Madison, and Emily. Only one of those six didn’t seem happy about the prospect. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Don’t tell me you’re going to sic the happy ginger on me to teach me the stupid fucking game,” Kelsey groaned.

“You know what? Yeah, either you let her be a good fucking person or I’m going to see what Greg wants to do with you for vandalizing the school. I’m sure that’ll go over just great,” Chris snapped at his sister.

She lowered her gaze. Damn, when she wasn’t being rude, she really did look great. Yet, as my eyes drifted down to see what her eyes focused on, I caught the slightest hint of a bulge in her pants.

The first thought that came to my mind wasn’t about her being a good fuck. My heart sank in my chest. Kelsey had probably struggled to be accepted as a woman down here and if Madison’s stories told me anything, it was more often about their own thoughts that kept them trapped and unhappy. I didn’t want to say anything in front of the others. If Kelsey wanted to tell the others, she could. But when our eyes met, I nodded as if that would tell her anything.

“Fine,” she said. “Might as well walk your ass home or whatever. And I want Jack and coke, nothing less when we play.”

I didn’t know how to feel about that, but Chris smiled at me, “If she does anything you don’t like, you just let me know. I’ll have her in a cell before she can blink. Kelsey is my sister, but she’s been skating on thin ice for the past year. I thought the bar would give her something to do, but all she does is bitch about it being too loud for her taste.”

Madison laughed and waved goodbye to Ruben and his husband as they left, “That’s a damn good problem to have for me.”

“You guys realize I’m standing right here, right?” Kelsey asked.

“You don’t seem to care about anyone but your damn self, sis. So tell me why I need to dance around your feelings?” Chris asked.

I shook my head and stepped beside Kelsey, “Hey, why don’t we just get out of here. As much as I’d love to hear you two rip each other to shreds, I’d rather it be in character. I’ll talk to you about what you might want to play and let Madison know.”

She let out a soft sigh, “Fine, whatever. Get fucked, Chris.”

“One of these days, I finally will,” he grumbled.


Chapter Two

Courtney’s desire to get out of the bar almost matched my own. I was sick of dealing with my brother and being here with nothing to do but watch the boring TV was getting old. He kept me on a damn leash. At twenty-four years old, I should have been able to just do what I wanted.

So what if I ended up in jail? What were they going to do, feed me and give me a place to sleep?

I might have actually been afraid of that threat if there was anything worth doing on the outside. These people just grated on my nerves.

“Did you bring a purse with you or anything?” Courtney asked as she held the bar door open for me.

I rolled my eyes and brushed past her, “Do I really look like the kind of bitch that carries a purse?”

Her quiet sigh brought a smile to my lips. That’s what she got for trying to get to know someone she really didn’t want to get involved with. No one wanted to deal with the problems that I had. It always started like this. They pretend they understand and accept you, then you try to put a little faith in them and they let you down.

I was tired of that cycle. Being alone was better than being someone’s punching bag.

“So where do you live?” she asked.

“With my brother for now. I’m working on getting my own apartment,” I said. “How about you? I’m guessing in a basement where you sleep in a coffin until the sun goes back down?”

I hoped to get another sigh from her, but instead, she laughed quietly, “I’ll give you that one. I just don’t like the sun, it’s not like I can’t be in it for a few hours. I’m in the Tulips apartments.”

“Two lips, huh? I’d love to spend the night there too,” I said. Courtney walked past me and started toward the parking lot. Her cheeks were bright red and even with those adorable fucking freckles, there was no way she could hide that embarrassment. “I thought we were walking?”

She shook her head, “I have a car. I figured you could drive me there?”

Luckily for both of us, Chris wouldn’t let me take part in Madison’s generosity. A few free drinks would have at least made the place worth being at for hours. But instead, all I got to do was watch them have fun. I knew how to play the game, that much was easy to pick up when they constantly had to explain some rule or another to Courtney.

“You really think it’s the best idea to let me drive your car?” I asked.

“Why not? You wouldn’t do anything stupid in it, would you?”

A part of me wanted to be irritated. How dare she offer me the option of driving her car? She didn’t know me. For all she knew, I could steal her keys and skip town in her car, ditch it in a field and just disappear into another state.

But she pulled her keys out of her purse and handed them to me, “You do know how to get there right?”

I took her keys, “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be a resident in this piece of shit town.”

“Hey, it’s not that bad,” she said as she headed over to her car. The dimly lit parking lot was bathed in orange light. Better than nothing, but damn I couldn’t pretend I wouldn’t want to see her walk away with better lighting. Her petite frame had barely any ass, but that didn’t seem to bother my cock. And hell, those tits she had, just fucking mind-boggling. How could she be flat on one side and curvy on the other?

I tried not to think too much about it. It’s not like a chick like her would even give someone like me the light of day. Not even that I was bad looking or that I was transgender, but with how Chris probably talked about me, I’d never be able to make her see me as anything more than a petty criminal.

We got in her car and she turned off the radio as I turned the key in the ignition. “So when are you going to the library next?”

“Tomorrow.”

“And what do you do while you’re there?” she asked.

I sighed and started making my way to the Tulips. “I put book returns back and call people that have overdue books. If nothing is going on, then I just make sure that the books are on the shelf correctly. Stupid shit, really,” I grumbled.

“Is it in the morning or the afternoon?”

“Are we just going to play twenty questions?” I asked. A red light stopped us and I looked over at her. Those soft green eyes melted my damn heart. “Sorry, I’m not good at talking.”

“You’re doing fine,” she mumbled. “You could always ask me to stop asking questions if it is irritating you.”

I nodded and the light turned green again, “I don’t want to do that. It’s in the afternoon, I work in the body shop during most of the morning. I leave the shop just after one so I can shower and change. I’m at the library by two and I stay until five.”

“Oh, that’s not bad. I do commissioned drawings for people online. It’s not the best money, but between that and my parent's help, I make it by pretty well,” she said.

As I turned into the apartment complex, I took a deep breath. There was nothing worse than what I was about to do. I let it out slowly and mumbled, “Sorry for acting like such a bitch tonight.”

I hated apologizing for anything, but Courtney didn’t do anything to deserve my behavior. All she had done was make me feel like I could talk to her without all the resentment that boiled within me. She wasn’t judging me and she wasn’t even making me explain my actions.

She waited until I parked the car to reach over and unbuckle my seatbelt, “Do you have a phone?”

“I do, why?”

“Let your brother know you’re going to be at my place for an hour or two,” she said.

My interest was piqued. Maybe two lips were on the menu tonight. I pulled out my phone and sent Chris a text to let him know where I was at before I looked over at her.

Courtney smiled and shook her head, “Not that, we’ve got to talk about the game, remember?”

Fuck. “Yeah, the game, that’s what I was smiling about.”

She laughed quietly and got out of the car. Courtney slowly paced towards the stairs of her building as I locked her car and hurried over to her. She extended her hand and I gave her the keys back. “So what kind of character do you want to play?” she asked.

“I’m not quite sure. Do I really have to play the game though?”

We made it up to the third floor of the apartment complex and she paused to look back at me, “I don’t think you have to play it. Chris might be a little stern with you, but from the little he has told us about you, he really does like you and want to make sure you’re happy.”

I laughed. That was probably one of the funnier things I’d ever heard. Ever since I came out as trans, Chris treated me differently. Not bad, but different. I wasn’t his little brother anymore, but he didn’t even treat me like I was the same person at all.

“Yeah, so I have to play. I’ll play something simple then,” I said.

“Melee or ranged?” she asked as she unlocked her door.

I followed her into the well-furnished place. She lived a much nicer life than I would have imagined from someone that spent most of her nights at Darren’s Dive. Madison’s bar was a nice place, but Courtney barely drank from what I saw.

“Damn, nice digs.”

She flashed me a grin and walked into the room on the right. “Thank you, I think? I’ll be right out, I just want to change into something more comfortable,” she said.

“Throwing on some lingerie to talk about a nerd game with me?” I teased as she shut the door.

Courtney sounded a little nervous as she shouted back, “Melee or ranged!”

My thoughts were so far from Dungeons and Dragons. The thought of what was behind that door was tempting me beyond belief. I gave her some shit about being a ginger earlier, but redheads were right up my alley. Pale, freckled, and sweet, Courtney was everything I didn’t deserve in a woman. And yet, she invited me into her place.

“Melee,” I said.

“Awesome, good to hear,” she said. “We’ve got way too many ranged characters. Two spellcasters, a rogue, and a cleric. How do you feel about a barbarian? You get to rage and hit shit, really, really hard. But there really isn’t a ton you have to keep up with.”

The snap of a fresh pair of panties could be heard and I had to force myself not to think of Courtney’s body. For once, someone was doing something nice for me that didn’t feel like it was something they had to do. She volunteered to teach me this game of her own free will and volition. Even my own brother backed out of spending time with me.

She deserved a little respect. That thought sent shivers down my spine and I hadn’t fully recovered when the door swung open. My jaw dropped.

Courtney’s long, pale legs were almost completely exposed. The tiny pair of black running shorts she had on could have been a pair of panties. Her thin white tank top didn’t even hide her nipples. No bra. This little bitch had to be teasing me!

“Hello? Earth to Kelsey,” she said.

“How the fuck am I supposed to not look at you?” I asked bluntly.

She shrugged her shoulders and stepped past me. I could have sworn she worked her hips a little more than she needed to as she walked into the kitchen, “You can look all you want. Just don’t touch, that’s not on the table. Barbarian, yes or no?”

“Sure, why not. Getting angry and killing shit with a huge ass sword sounds like a plan,” I said. “But are you sure you want to let me look? I don’t know if you know this about me but I’m—”

“Transgender. Yeah, I saw. If I had a problem with that, I’d have put on a comfy dress.”

My heart soared. Not only had the little minx looked at my crotch, but she literally just gave me an invitation to let my eyes wander.

“Look, you’re really sending mixed signals here. I don’t know if I’m supposed to look or not. Is it rude if I do, if I get turned on, is that a bad thing? I’m not sure how the hell I’m supposed to feel right now,” I said. Beating around the bush was never my strong suit.

She shrugged, “That makes two of us. Do you want a drink?”

“Sure? Got whiskey?” I asked. “And uh, how do you feel about body shots?”

“I feel like you’re going to have to do a few quests with me before I let you start asking for rewards,” she mumbled.

Courtney was a fucking nerd and I loved it. Maybe there was something to do around town. More accurately, someone to do.


Chapter Three

I couldn’t help myself. Kelsey’s eyes had been roaming my body since we started talking and when I got home, I wanted to know how she would react. After she put on the entire bad girl act at the bar, I couldn’t be sure that she would even admit to finding me attractive.

And yet, here we were. I used a shot glass to measure how much alcohol I was about to drink. Never more than four drinks. Ever. Kelsey’s quiet chuckle almost made me overflow my shot glass as I started pouring hers, “You always this anal?”

“No, sometimes I like normal sex,” I said.

“W-Wait, fuck, what?”

I finished pouring her drink and put a few ice cubes in each of the glasses. While I had quite the setup in my apartment, I never really was the largest into drinking. If Kelsey made a habit of coming over, I’d have to invest in whiskey glasses.

“Are you the only one that gets to make jokes?” I asked and handed her one of the glasses and stepped around her so that I could step into the living room. She had a habit of standing in the way.

I put my large purse down and pulled out my player’s handbook. “Hey, Kelsey, can you go to my room and grab a notebook and a pencil off my dresser?”

“Sure,” she said. For what felt like the first time, her tone wasn’t even snippy. There was no wit. Just a simple answer to a simple request. That might have seemed like it didn’t matter, but with someone like Kelsey, I could imagine how hard it was for her to break the habit.

If all it took to get her to be a much nicer person was a little teasing, then I could handle that. So long as she kept being respectful of the boundaries I had. The sad truth, I didn’t believe that she could.

Kelsey returned after a few moments and put the pencil and notebook down on my coffee table. I put my glass down on it and sat on the floor. The already revealing shorts rode up just a little more and I had to double check to make sure that my panties weren’t exposed to her. Couldn’t have her knowing that I put on my cutest thong, not yet.

“So what kind of quests were you talking about earlier?” she asked.

I smiled at her, “Let’s start with picking out details of your character.”

We spent the next fifteen minutes going over the races and the details of being a barbarian. By the end of it, she settled on an elven barbarian that was supposed to tie into my character’s backstory, our cups were drained, and I was absolutely a little drunk. After confirming the shared background with Madison via text, I leaned against Kelsey’s shoulder.

“You seem pretty happy about playing an elf. If you want to have better stats, you could play a dwarf or a human,” I mumbled.

She put her glass down and wrapped an arm around my shoulders, “You seemed really excited about telling me about your character. I think it could be cool as fuck to roll up to the table and make your character have a deep moment. Would be a hell of a way to introduce my character.”

“You want to stay the night? I don’t mind,” I asked.

Kelsey tensed up and she let out a deep sigh, “You mind dropping me off at work in the morning?”

“I’d love to,” I said. Whether it was the alcohol coursing through me or the desire to learn more about her, I murmured, “Can I still come to the library with you tomorrow?”

“You know, I’d really fucking appreciate some company. That place is boring as shit,” she said. “Where am I sleeping by the way?”

“My bed? Clothes on!”

“Chick, you don’t have to let me sleep there. Shit, just give me a pillow and I’ll crash on the floor or the couch. I don’t much care.”

I looked up at her. She really was a teddy bear under that prickly shell. I knew better than to let myself start feeling anything for her because I couldn’t believe she would return the favor, I couldn’t lie to myself. I did like her. Chris made her seem like she was some kind of rebel that never listened to anyone and only did what she wanted. But that wasn’t the case. At least, it wasn’t the whole story. From what I’d experienced in the short time we were together tonight, she seemed like she just needed a friend that wasn’t trying to change her.

My lips curled into a smile and I whispered, “I don’t know if I can make it there by myself. It’s not a body shot, but I wouldn’t mind letting you sleep beside me.” I winked, “But the jacket has to come off.”

“You teasing little,” she caught herself. “Actually, scratch that. Thank you, Courtney. Would it be too awkward if I took off my shirt too? I’ve got a bra on.”

“That makes one of us,” I purred and stood. The alcohol might have let me take a chance with her, but I wasn’t drunk enough to really need her to help me.

She got up and put an arm around my waist and grumbled, “Trust me, I noticed.”

My eyes drifted down to her crotch and sure enough, her little friend was excited to talk about me not wearing a bra. Kelsey helped me into the bed and after she took off her jacket and shirt, I couldn’t help but stare. She was a little taller than me and we were just about the same size, but whereas I was just skinny, her body showed every sign of being honed to perfection. Maybe not perfect to others, but to me, that tight stomach was beautiful. Her breasts were nowhere near as large as mine, but they were definitely not small.

I giggled as she got into bed. She rolled her eyes, “What?”

“Nothing,” I said with all the maturity of a child.

“Don’t pull that shit on me, what are you laughing at,” she grumbled.

I rolled onto my side, facing away from her. “You know, I never let anyone sleep with me in college. Literally or otherwise.”

“Virgin?” she asked.

“No, but that was the day I also decided I wasn’t into men,” I said.

She let out a quiet groan, “So, even if I beat the game with all the quests, I won’t be able to claim the damn prize?”

“You can be a lesbian and still enjoy penetrative sex. I just don’t want to be with a man. There’s just some mental hangup around dating one and I really don’t like having meaningless sex,” I said. Groaning, I rolled over to look at her. “If you beat the game, then you’d have spent enough time learning its rules to know how to have a good time in the bonus level.”

Kelsey laughed quietly and pulled her left hand out from under the cover and put it between us, palm up. “You know, I’ve boned random bitches for the sake of it. Never let one of them hold my hand. I’m not calling you a random bitch, but this’ll be the first time I’ve ever slept with someone without sleeping with them.”

I laughed at that. While I couldn’t pretend that she was really doing herself any favors by even hinting at me being a random bitch, I still felt like she was trying. My hand pulled out from under the cover and I laced my fingers through hers.

“Well, you might have to get used to not sleeping with me when you sleep with me,” I said before letting out a quiet yawn.

“Yeah, I know. Until I finish the game, I can’t start exploiting it,” she said.

I squeezed her hand, intentionally digging my fingernails into her, “Don’t talk like that. I don’t mind the flirting, but you’re not going to talk about exploiting me or using me. If we did do anything, you bet your bottom dollar that I’m not going to be a one-time deal.”

She made no noise even though I knew what I was doing probably hurt. “I got that. You going to stop trying to make me say mercy or what?”

I relaxed and felt my cheeks warming as I got comfortable beside her. Her lips curled into a grin and I couldn’t help myself. Against every logical thought, I rolled over, pulling her arm across my body as I pressed myself against her. I could feel that thick bulge against my ass, but I didn’t even act like I noticed.

“Really now?” she asked.

“Make it awkward and I’ll never do it again,” I said.

She chuckled and spoke softly, “Achievement unlocked. All I’m going to say.”

I awoke to the sound of Kelsey’s alarm going off and I snarled, “Turn that shit off!”

“Damn, sunshine, not a morning person?” she asked as she killed the alarm.

My hips pressed back against her morning wood and I purposefully ground against her for a few moments before pulling away, “Enjoy the gift.” I got out of bed and hurried into the bathroom. A devious smirk formed on my lips as she let out a quivering sigh.

It’s not that I wasn’t a morning person, but how could she consider five-thirty to be the morning?

I took my time in the bathroom, relieving myself, then washing my hands, and finally brushing my teeth. By the time I finished, she was tapping on the door. Her desperate voice called out, “Please hurry up! I’ve got to piss so bad I can scream.”

“Tell me you’re sorry,” I said.

“Oh you’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” she said. “Fine, I’m sorry that you’re not a morning person and that you don’t have an ass.”

“Woah! Shots fired!” I said as I opened the door. “That was rude.”

As she slipped past me, she gave my ass a light spank, “Yeah, never said I didn’t love that damn thing.”

My cheeks flushed red as she unzipped her pants. As wrong as it seemed to me to see a beautiful woman stand up while she was about to pee, I couldn’t help but smile.

I shut the door to give her a little privacy that she didn’t seem to want. It was for my sake. Her ass wasn’t bad looking either and with her jeans slipping slightly lower, I could see the lace of her panties. If I didn’t break away, I would have wanted to see more.

While she finished up, I pulled on a pair of pajama pants and a light jacket. She had to work today, all I had to do was get her there without accidentally flashing someone. After that, I could come back to my apartment and draw characters for people until it was time to meet her at the library.

She finished before long and stepped back into my room to pull on her shirt and jacket. Kelsey sat down on the edge of my bed and started pulling on her boots, “I wanted to say thank you, by the way.”

Those words were more shocking than the excessive profanity she used. “F-For?” I asked.

“You know, offering to help me with the game and shit. Trying to spend time with me. I really appreciate it. And for not slapping me after touching your ass,” she said.

I laughed softly and put a hand on her shoulder. Giving it a gentle squeeze, I whispered, “You managed to not grind against me once last night. I figured that deserved a little slack. If you wanted to make things weird, you had the opportunity. So now you’ve got to beat the next level. Maybe there will be a boss fight or something.”

“I’m not into that aggressive shit,” she said.

“Oh my god, no, not a literal fight!”

Kelsey stood up and chuckled, “Yeah, then what kind of fight would it be?”

“I don’t know, maybe a date?” I asked.

She smiled and shook her head slowly as she snickered. “Yeah, sure, alright. A date,” her hands fell to her hips and she mumbled, “how does dinner tonight sound?”

The hypothetical I offered wasn’t serious. But then again, that was because I really didn’t expect her to actually want to do anything serious with me. “U-Uh, I’m allergic to fish,” I said.

“That wasn’t a no.”

“I-I guess it wasn’t.”


Chapter Four

The drive to the body shop I worked at was pretty quiet. Neither of us seemed to know what to say. Fuck, what was I thinking?

Offering her to go to dinner with me, the chick probably had better things to do with her time. Where would I even take her? It’s not like I was strapped for cash, but I wasn’t rolling in money either.

And then came the matter of picking her up. Would she really want to be taken to a restaurant with my brother driving us? If not, then she would end up having to drive us there. I wasn’t in a position where I could really help her. Our town was small enough that I usually just walked everywhere I needed to go. When I didn’t walk, Chris drove me.

She pulled into the shop and parked in front of the garage, “So, uh, see you at the library?”

“Yeah, that sounds good. I don’t mean to sound like a pathetic piece of shit or anything, but would you be down to pick me up tonight?” I asked.

Courtney smiled. Damn those perfect teeth could calm me down so easily. There was something about her that just put me at ease. “Yeah, of course I can. Do I need to wear something specific?” she asked.

I opened the car door and stepped out, “Nothing too fancy. Whatever you wear to the library will be fine. I’m not going to doll myself up, date or not, what you see is what you get.”

“Then I’m getting a really hot date,” she purred.

Glancing around to make sure none of the guys I worked with heard what I was about to say, I leaned in and mumbled, “You a flowers and chocolate kind of girl?”

She rolled her eyes and leaned back in her seat, “Kelsey, you don’t have to try that hard. That being said, if you brought something, I might have to kiss you for rescuing me from the boss’s lair.”

I hated blushing. I fucking hated it. But when it came to her, I couldn’t bring myself to be upset. I took a step back and shut the door before waving at her. Had that been any other chick in the car, I wouldn’t have settled for anything less than their pussy around my cock for taking them on a date. But she wasn’t any other chick.

That little ginger was one of the few people in Asheville that I could even consider to be respectable. She was a nerd and she definitely had a little bit of an excessively bubbly personality, but she was real. There wasn’t any of that bullshit fake interest that so many other chicks used to try and seem like they were cool. No, she liked her games, she liked to drink a little, and she liked to tease. I’m sure I’d find out more about her, but for now, those three things were more than enough to hold my attention.

Even if I didn’t want to admit it, I’d wanted to play with them for the past few sessions. But what would someone think about my badass self playing Dungeons and fucking Dragons? The same bitch that kicked the high school principal in the dick for calling me a tranny. I had something of a reputation I wanted to uphold. People might not have respected me like they might respect someone like Madison, but they damn sure knew better than say something to my face.

As she started backing up, I turned around to head inside. No sooner than I did, Paul called out, “Damn homie, you hittin’ that?”

“Mother fucker, I can’t even talk to someone without you thinking I’m trying to fuck them?” I asked.

“Shit, if that was a dude, I wouldn’t even ask. But that’s one fine bitch, tell me how she felt,” he said, thrusting his hips and grinning.

I couldn’t pretend that this wasn’t relatively normal. But the difference was that Courtney didn’t need to be tied into my reputation. She was a good woman. People like Paul, yeah, he didn’t care much past telling people he was part of some kind of cartel when we all knew that was bullshit. He just wanted people to think he was half as ‘thug’ as he thought he was.

Still, I wasn’t going to let him call her a bitch. “Look, man, that chick is cool. You call her a hoe, bitch, slut, whore, whatever the fuck you think would be anything less than polite and I’ll feed you your mother fucking teeth. You understand that dipshit or do I need to grab a wrench and beat that into you?” I asked.

“Damn homie,” this time he didn’t sound as excited to say those words. “You ain’t gotta be like that. I get it, she’s not a thot. S’all you had to say holmes.”

I rolled my eyes and mumbled, “But no, we haven’t done anything yet. She’s just giving me a ride to work. Chris was busy.”

“Busy getting fucked by his partner,” he asked, going right back to his stupid antics of hip thrusting and grinning.

“Man, you need to get laid. Like, desperately,” I groaned. “Anyway, Chris might not even be gay. I don’t think he is, but then again, he’s a virgin.”

Paul sighed and ran a hand over his patchy facial hair, “Ain’t nothin’ wrong with that, homie. You know I ain’t mean nothin’ by that, right?”

“I need to change into my overalls man, make this shit quick,” I said, letting him know to get to whatever point he felt obligated to make.

“Just like, with that gay bar springin’ up and shit, the new chick in town makin’ everybody flip shit. I ain’t worry about it, man. I talk mad shit, but if anyone ever tries to dump on you for being different man, you send ‘em my way. I’ll fuck their shit up, man,” he said.

For the first time today, I didn’t feel the lingering desire to punch him in the throat. I knew it would come back. Paul always had a way of digging himself a hole with his mouth.

“Thanks, bro. You know, for a second there, you sounded like you were a half-decent human being. You feeling alright?” I said with a smile playing at my lips as I passed him to go into the back room.

Work sucked as always, but it wasn’t the worst. Usually, I dreaded having to go to the library for community service, but I deserved what I got. Granted, telling Chris to eat a dick in front of everyone else at the station was hilarious. Still, the chief was a prick and decided that even though we were family that he wouldn’t let me talk to any of his cops that way. I deserved it. He just wanted to prove a point and make sure I knew that he didn’t like me.

Community service was just a way to flip me the bird. If they really wanted to make me suffer, they could have fined me or thrown me in a cell for a week or something. The system always had loopholes and excuses they could use to fuck people over, even if in reality, the crime wasn’t all that bad. They didn’t deserve the extra work I caused by having fun around town.

I changed back into my casual clothes after washing the grease off my hands and hurried back to my brother’s place. Usually, I didn’t spend as long in the shower as I did today. On the off chance that Courtney wanted to let me come over again, I wanted to smell fresh for her.

What the fuck was happening to me? Since when did I care about doing things like this for someone else?

That attitude wasn’t going to get me anywhere with Courtney. After the shower, I got dressed. Blue jeans and a black button-up shirt, that was all that I had that looked somewhat presentable for a date. I’d never been a dress and skirt kind of girl.

I pulled on my combat boots and slung on my leather jacket. If she had a problem with how I was dressed, she’d have to see me when I didn’t give a shit about how I looked. After that, it was a short walk to the public library and the librarian marked down when I arrived, “Three more days.”

“Yeah, including today,” I said with a smile.

“Done on a Friday,” she said. “Any plans?”

“Maybe, someone is going to come to help me today. She's just a  volunteer,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “It’s not like anyone really comes in here for more than a few minutes. If they do, try to keep your voices down.”

Such a nice woman. She could have told me that I couldn’t have anyone with me, but she’d only seen the respectful side of me. Contrary to what the police might think, I could show respect to others. Just not most. The elderly though, I tried to at least somewhat respect them. If they were crotchety and bitter, yeah, they got told to fuck off too.

Not long after I started putting returned books back on the shelves, I heard someone behind me clear their throat. Turning around to look, I nearly lost my mind.

Courtney stood there in a beautiful dark green dress that reached just below her mid-thigh. While the jeans and tee shirt she wore last night didn’t really highlight any of the feminine curves she did have, her dress did everything it could. The flare of her hips made my heart throb, the swell of her breasts against the fabric only further served to make something else throb.

Her makeup was noticeable, but light. It was a damn good choice, she really didn’t need it at all to be the most beautiful woman I ever laid eyes on. Simply put, the goddess standing before me should have been worshiped far more than I felt comfortable doing in public. But I had to say something, “W-Wow.”

“You look pretty good too,” she said.

I didn’t deserve to see her smile, not after the stupid comment I just made. “Pretty good? If I look pretty good, chick, you look like you just won the sexiest woman of the year award.”

Her hand covered her mouth as she stifled a laugh. Once the moment passed, she stepped closer to me and looked at the labels on the books, “Aren’t we supposed to be quiet in the library?”

“Probably, but until someone says something, why don’t we bend the rules a little?”

“Because if you keep bending rules, I’m going to end up breaking them with you. I don’t like breaking rules, so, if you like spending time with me,” she paused to wink at me. “I’m sure you can connect the dots.”

I nodded, “Be a good girl, beat the boss, enjoy the reward?”

She smiled, “Bingo.”

And just like that, she managed to shut me up for three hours.


Chapter Five

I thought that the time would pass much slower than it did. Between putting books back, cleaning up a little, and reading short stories, the time flew. Even though we only spoke in tiny snippets, it felt like we’d had more than a few intimate conversations.

It was plain as day on her face that she wanted to talk to me. I’d occasionally catch her biting her lip as she looked in my direction. It was flattering beyond belief. But that wasn’t quite what made my thighs a little warmer than they should have been in a library.

Chris told us enough about Kelsey to know that she wasn’t exactly willing to play by anyone’s rules. She did what she wanted and that was it. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that her keeping herself quiet because I asked her to was hard for her. Maybe it was just because I was teasing her with the idea of a reward. I didn’t even mention what that reward might be though.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, I was honestly sad to say goodbye to the library. Kelsey made sure her time was accounted for by the librarian and she wrapped her arm around my waist as we made our way outside. As soon as we crossed through the door, she yelled, “I’m free!”

“And you’re also right by my ear,” I said.

“Ah, shit, sorry,” she said.

I pulled away from her and slid my hand down her arm to give her plenty of warning. She didn’t retract her arm and didn’t even question me as my fingers laced through hers, “Don’t worry about it. Are you ready for the boss fight though?”

A nervous chuckle preceded my answer, “No fish. I don’t really want Mexican food. You cool with the Chinese buffet? I know it’s not like, super fancy—”

“I love that buffet! I’d love to go with you,” I said, interrupting her before she could minimize the offer. We both knew it was a relatively cheap place. That didn’t mean it wasn’t delicious and with as few options as we had locally, it was a nice choice.

She smiled warmly and seemed to run out of things to say for a second. “What? Did you expect me to say no or something?” I asked.

Kelsey gently squeezed my hand, “I don’t think I’ve ever been on a date. Don’t you fucking tell anyone that either.”

“What am I supposed to tell them? You’ve never been on a date? Do I seem like the kind of person that would lie to someone else?”

“Oh, right, because I’m going to have been on a date. Shit, I’m making this weird.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. She was so damn adorable when she had no clue what to do. Instead of making her suffer by dragging out the conversation until those beautiful bronze cheeks showed me just how dark they could get, I led her to my car. Once inside, I cranked it and I glanced at her before calling out softly, “Don’t touch the radio.”

“Sure?”

As I turned the dial, a deep-voiced vocalist was halfway through their chorus. I loved metal, more than I probably should have. Everyone pegged me for a mainstream pop kind of girl, but I couldn’t stand it.

“Son of a bitch, you’ve got taste, Coco,” she called out over the music.

My heart skipped a beat and I tried to play it off as my cheeks flushed a deep shade of red. So much for her quip in the bar about my preferred nickname. Knowing that she remember that little detail probably wouldn’t have meant much to other people, but it proved something I wondered about. Kelsey really wasn’t as much of a pain in the ass, even if she wanted people to believe she was.

She was still observant and even remembered things about others. At least, I hoped that was the case.

By the time we got to the restaurant, we’d already sung two songs together and she groaned in frustration when I turned the car off and interrupted the start of the next song.

“Damn! It was just about to get good,” she whined.

“You’re such a goof, you know that?”

Kelsey smiled and reached over to pat my thigh before she unbuckled and got out of the car, “Hold on a sec.”

She got out and hurried around to my side of the car and opened my door, “Milady, I've got a battle to fight on the interior of this dungeon. Would you do me the honors of watching me in all of my splendorous glory?”

My eyes locked with hers and I let out an exaggerated sigh, “Dear adventurer, you do realize that the boss you fight is nothing more than a figment of your imagination? When you best this beast of a buffet, you will have to deal with the real challenge. Driving the damsel in distress home so that she can relax on the couch while you massage her shoulders. It is a difficult task and your pride may suffer a fatal blow, but should you choose to shoulder this burden, you will gain twenty-one hundred experience points. And a spot in my bed. Again.”

Kelsey chuckled and took my hand in hers while we slowly walked across the parking lot, “Yeah, I can do that. Shit, if you give me that much experience, wouldn’t I learn the kiss skill?”

“M-Maybe,” I stammered. “I really wasn’t thinking that far ahead. But I mean. I wouldn’t stop you? Brush your teeth first?”

“Do you have a spare toothbrush?” she asked.

I shook my head, “Not a spare one, but you’re going to be at my place a decent bit, so you can take one of the extra ones, there is a difference, and make it yours?”

Her smile reached her eyes and she ran her thumb gently over the back of my hand, “You look really beautiful, by the way. I was going to say tonight, but you looked beautiful yesterday. And I’m assuming that even when your hair is all messy and you say something mean in the morning, I’m sure you’ll look beautiful then.”

“Are you just trying to make me blush? You realize you have to let me eat before I let you level up, right? No matter how much butt kissing you do, I’m not going to let you kiss me before we’re home,” I said.

Her smile faded slightly, “Because you’re afraid of someone seeing us together?”

I stopped walking and stared up at her. “Are you serious right now?”

“What? It’s a fair question. I’m not stupid, I know what people are going to say about you since you’re hanging out with me. They’re going to call you a whore, they’re going to assume we’re only talking because we’re having sex, and they’re probably going to start a rumor that I got you pregnant.”

“And?”

“And they’re going to make your life shitty,” Kelsey said.

I laughed quietly and shook my head. “You’re out of your mind if you think I give a damn about what anyone thinks about us. Look, you’ve got a bad reputation. I know that. I’m optimistic, not ignorant. You’ve also been really kind to me. You listen to me when I tell you my boundaries and even if you don’t want me to say this, you’re being a lady.”

“Hey now,” she mumbled.

“You’re an all-star?”

There was a pause before she laughed. While I was happy to have this conversation, standing right outside the restaurant while people walked by us giving us strange looks probably wasn’t the best. What she said wasn’t wrong. People would certainly whisper about what might be happening between us. But I wasn’t wrong either. I didn’t care. How were they going to ruin my life? Would they tell the friends I made at the bar that I was some kind of monster?

If they did, then worst case scenario, they would approach me and ask if what was said was true. I’d like to think they all knew me better than to believe much of what was said.

“I just don’t want to ruin whatever chance you have of living a good life here, Courtney,” she said.

I nodded, “I get that. So why don’t you drag me inside and protect me from making a huge plate? You want me to have a good life here, right?”

“I do.”

“Then why are you acting like you’re not making it better?” I asked.

She shrugged and went silent on me for a few moments as she led me inside. When she pulled her wallet out of her back pocket and opened it, I could see the thin stack of twenties she had. As much as I appreciated dinner, I really hoped she wasn’t hurting herself financially to do this. Then again, for all I knew, she had plenty more money in the bank or at her place. Being fair to her, she was a bit of a rebel. Getting into a bad situation with a few hundred bucks in her wallet could hurt quite a bit if someone stole that wallet.

Once she paid for the food, we both got plates and proceeded to a table in the back. The restaurant was pretty busy, but the staff didn’t seem to mind that we went further into the back where fewer people were. As soon as we sat down, a family of three took one look at Kelsey before they grabbed their things and left.

Were they really that quick to judge her? What did they even have to be upset about, her jacket? Or was it that she was transgender and on a date with me?

Fuck if I knew, either way, it irritated me, “See, that’s bullshit.”

“It happens. What I don’t hear a lot of is you cussing. You going to be okay?” she asked.

There was nothing positive about what just happened. She let it roll off her back, but that wasn’t right and those people really put me in a sour mood. “I’ll be fine, those people should really take a minute to think about what their actions might do to others,” I said.

She poked at her plate with her fork, “It’s fine, really. If I wasn’t a bitch, that wouldn’t happen. I wasn’t joking around earlier, I have a reputation and people are going to start associating you with it.”

“Yeah, well screw them.”

“Can’t I just screw you instead?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes and shrugged, “Not any time soon, sorry.”

Kelsey smiled and stabbed a piece of chicken with her fork, “I think you’ll be well worth the wait.”

By the time we finished eating, I’d simmered down to my normal self. The wound was still sore, but she made it all seem like it was fine and that was all I could really ask for. I let her drive us back to my apartment and enjoyed singing with her all the way back. Not many people shared my taste in music and to have someone I could talk about the bands I liked with was epic.

Once we were inside, I cleared my throat and asked, “Um, want to brush our teeth?”

“You know, I think this is the first time I’ve ever had someone ask me that and get me hard,” she said.

My cheeks flushed. I could feel them burning, and from the bulge in those jeans, she wasn’t just teasing me. As bad as I wanted to touch her, to make her moan my name as I pleasured her, I had to stay firm about making her wait.

We stepped into the bathroom and brushed our teeth. She finished first and leaned over to whisper in my ear, “Is it fine if I go get ready for bed? Just like last time, don’t worry, I’m not going to surprise you with my cock or something stupid.”

I nodded my head. Even if she did surprise me with her penis, I wouldn’t have been too upset. I’d have to pretend I was mad, but that didn’t mean I wouldn’t memorize every vein that ran along her shaft first.

I finished and reached behind me to push my zipper down enough to wiggle out of my dress. A quivering sigh escaped me as I looked in the mirror. She wasn’t going to see me in lingerie yet, but the cute zebra stripe bra and panty set I had on was definitely a reward in and of itself.

Stepping into the bedroom, her eyes immediately fell to my chest, “S-Shit, those things are nice.”

I got into bed and slid under the covers to hide my body from her. Compliments always made me feel funny. She joined me a few moments later and I awkwardly stared across the room at the TV on my dresser.

She smiled at me as she got under the covers with me. “You know, if you’re having second thoughts, I wouldn’t be pissed. This ain’t my usual style, but I’d be willing to wait.”

Looking over at her, I couldn’t bring myself to speak. That didn’t mean I wasn’t going to let her claim her reward though. I rolled onto my side and leaned forward to gently kiss her on the cheek. She smiled and whispered, “Stop me when it’s too much.”

It was her turn to roll over, but instead of just facing me, she got on top of me. Her hair fell over us, blocking out what little light filtered in through my open door. Kelsey’s lips pressed against mine.

Just like that, my world exploded with anxiety. She couldn’t know that she was my first real kiss, but how could I tell her something like that? I didn’t want her to think I was lame and inexperienced. Besides, what would she think about someone that let someone have sex with her but had never kissed someone on the lips?

I did my best to match her passionate movements, but she was clearly giving more than she was receiving. Yet, she didn’t stop. Her body slowly lowered closer to me and I felt the warmth of her hips just above mine. And then, her bulge pressed against my thigh. It looked big, but feeling it up close and personal, that thing was everything I could want and more.

When her tongue pressed against my lips, I didn’t even bother putting up a fight. I was hers. I might not have wanted to be just another notch on her belt, but she knew how to make me melt. As her tongue started dancing with mine, I could feel the warm wetness in my panties getting more pervasive.

My parents would have never approved of me being with someone like Kelsey, but then again, they didn’t even know I was interested in women. Fuck, I didn’t want to think about anything like that right now.

I moaned into the kiss and just when I thought she might start grinding against me, she broke the kiss and rolled off me. Staring up at the blank ceiling while my chest heaved with each breath I took, only one thought drifted through my mind.

I could get used to this.


Chapter Six

She seemed to enjoy the kiss, but damn, if I didn’t stop I knew that I wouldn’t. My cock was uncomfortably hard and if it wouldn’t kill any chance of being with her in the future, I’d probably go jerk off to take care of the damn thing. But I couldn’t. This wasn’t about getting off, this was about trying to show her I could be intimate without making her too uncomfortable.

“W-Wow,” she whispered.

I chuckled. “Yeah, not so easy to say something when you’re impressed, is it?” I asked. Now, she knew how I felt when I first saw her in that dress.

“So, now what?” I asked.

“Sleep? I’m not sure what we’re supposed to do now,” she said.

I rolled onto my side and smiled at her. “Sounds great to me. Same as before?”

“Maybe not tonight,” she said. “I don’t want you to think anything is wrong. Uh, I’m just a little excited. I think being too close right now would lead to a decision that I might not be proud of in the morning.”

“I understand,” I said, though I didn’t. If it was fine last night and I proved that I wouldn’t do anything she wouldn’t approve of, why was it an issue tonight?

I could understand that she was probably turned on, but so was I. The only thing I could think of was that she was afraid that I might be running out of patience. That, or she really didn’t want to be with someone like me. Maybe this was all just some kind of fucked up game she was playing to see if she could make damaged goods her little pet project.

That wasn’t healthy thinking, I knew that. From the times I was forced into therapy, I knew that I definitely struggled with self-worth. But that was my fucking problem to deal with. As I ran back through the problems that might have come up, I could only think of two things that might have set her off. The family leaving during dinner and me getting hard while we kissed.

I couldn’t control either of those things. She was a beautiful woman and I was more than interested in her. But how the fuck could I be with her when I couldn’t even be in public with her without making people run away?

“Are we okay, Courtney?”

The only answer I got was the soothing sound of her deep breaths. Must be nice to be able to fall asleep that quickly. She didn’t have to deal with the same demons that kept me up at night. Then again, right now, the only reason I couldn’t fall asleep was the fact that she was probably disgusted with herself for finding me attractive.

I couldn’t fix her thought process, but this seemed like a problem that had to do with me. I could fix a me problem real fucking easy. After a few more minutes of laying there beside her, I carefully got out of bed and got dressed again. Even as I walked out of her apartment, I knew better than to get emotional.

She was a class above me in more than a few ways. I should have known better than to think that she would ever be able to be with someone like me. I ran with the wrong crowds. I struggled to be reasonable in crowds. What good could I do for her? Get her off in the privacy of her own home after I had to put in the work to be her fucking leashed animal?

Courtney might not have meant to, but she was making me someone I wasn’t. I didn’t need to change. Not for her. Not for my brother. Not for any mother fucker on the planet.

I wasn’t a good person. I couldn’t be.

The walk back to my brother’s apartment was completely across town. Two hours in the muggy humidity of a Georgia night. By the time I arrived, Chris was just settling in on the couch to watch TV and he called out, “You didn’t text me.”

“No, I didn’t. I was out stabbing bitches and cooking meth,” I said sarcastically.

“Is everything okay, Kelsey?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders as I made my way to the liquor cabinet. Pulling out the bottle of Jack I kept stocked, I walked over to him and took a deep drink from the bottle. “Just fucking peachy.”

He let out a quiet sigh and muted the TV, “Can you at least tell me a little about what happened?”

“Met a bitch, thought she was going to work out. You know, the usual shit. Realized I couldn’t drag the chick down and left,” I said.

Chris sighed, “How did she take it?”

“She doesn’t know.”

“You left without telling her?” he asked. “That’s pretty fucked up.”

I put the cap on my bottle and dropped it onto the carpet beside us, “Yeah, because you know all about what’s best for everyone else, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t. I do know that you didn’t come home last night and you were at Courtney’s place. I also know that you two were at the buffet place I used to take you earlier,” he said.

“Oh, just fucking great, you’re fucking following me?” I asked.

He shook his head, “Why is it about you? I was patrolling and I saw her car there. You didn’t come home. I’m not stupid, I can put two plus two together and get four.”

I almost apologized to him for snapping at him. But that would have been polite. “So what, I had dinner with her.”

“So, let me get the story straight,” he said. “You went over to Courtney’s last night to talk about the game. You stayed the night. If you had sex, you wouldn’t have stayed the night. You went to dinner with her and then you went back to her place, then you left when she fell asleep. Knowing you, the problem you’re having with the situation wasn’t something you talked to her about. A snap decision that will probably make her cry in the morning. Is that about right?”

“Eat shit, Chris. Fucking eat a dick. Go to the showers in the county jail and drop every fucking bar of soap you find,” I snarled.

He let out a deep sigh and shook his head, “Man, why does it have to be like this?”

“Because I’m tired of you trying to live my fucking life for me!”

“I’m not trying to do anything but be a good brother! Why the fuck is that too much? Mom and dad dying wasn’t enough to make you see that we’re all we have left?” he asked, his tone getting loud.

Before I could think, I hit him. Right on the jaw. “How fucking dare you?”

He took a deep breath and unclenched his fists, “I wasn’t trying to upset you.”

“Then why the fuck would you bring that up?” I asked.

“Because it happened. I’m their kid too. You think that shit doesn’t bother me?” he asked.

I felt the rage-filled tears welling up in my eyes, but I couldn’t acknowledge them right now. “You were there, Chris. You didn’t see what happened. Do you think that being their kid makes that shit any better? You didn’t see what happened.”

“No, but I had to deal with the crime scene. A murder-suicide. You think that shit was easy? You got to walk away after it was over. I was nineteen. That was my first big case. Too small of a town to not have me help with the scene,” he said.

This time, I did stop myself from hitting him. It was easy for me to forget what he went through as well. “Yeah, but you got to be a hero for dealing with that case. I was sixteen. I dropped out and all people saw was a troubled teen. You’re a hero, I’m a villain. Fair, isn’t it?”

He sighed and reached up to rub his jaw, “It was eight years ago, Kelsey. Don’t you think it’s time that you started working to fix how people see you?”

“It’s not that easy,” I said, finally wiping away the tears that spilled down my cheeks.

“It isn’t. But you tell me when I haven’t been here for you. Tell me one time that I didn’t come to help you when you needed it?” he asked.

For once, I had nothing to say. I hated him for being so damn reasonable. Why couldn’t he give me a real reason to want to break his nose? Why didn’t he just give up on me like everyone else?

But… That wasn’t true. Courtney didn’t give up on me. I gave up on her. I could tell myself that it was to protect her, but I didn’t want to see just how twisted I was before I met her. When I was with her, I didn’t feel like I had to be the festering ball of hatred that everyone saw. That made me unsure of myself. I didn’t like not knowing how to feel.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

He let out a deep sigh and slowly reached over to put his arm around my shoulders. Chris pulled me into his side and kissed the top of my head, “You know, trouble or not, you’re a good sister.”

“I don’t want to live like this,” I said through the tears that continued to pour.

“I know you don’t. That’s why I want to try and help you, sis,” he said. “We need to get you out of that mechanic shop. The guys there are frequents in the cells as well. I’m not saying they can’t be cool to hang out with, but you’ve got to start surrounding yourself with the kind of people that you want to be associated with you.”

He held me there and continued to talk. Each nugget of wisdom he imparted stripped away another layer of my defense mechanisms. When my soul was laid bare before him, he continued to tell me that I could be a great person if I wanted to be. But then, his tone shifted and he spoke sadly, “But you’re going to have to fix things with Courtney. They may not be broken right now, but when she wakes up, she’s going to be hurt. You know that, don’t you?”

“Y-Yeah.”

“And what are you going to do to fix that?”

“I don’t k-know?”

He smiled and kissed the crown of my head again before squeezing my shoulders. Then, he pulled away from me and pulled out his phone, “I’ll text her and let her know that I needed you home.”

“N-No!”

“Wait, why not?” he asked.

I wiped my tears again and brushed the wetness into my jeans, “I don’t want to lie to her. Tell her that I’m sorry but I panicked. Could you ask her to come to the library tomorrow?”

He smiled, “Kelsey, that’s a step in the right direction. I’m proud of you.”

Then his fingers started typing the message that I hated to see. But when he sent it, I couldn’t deny that I felt like I made the right choice.


Chapter Seven

I woke up feeling well-rested but finding that Kelsey wasn’t in my apartment hurt more than I expected it to. She didn’t seem like she was in a bad mood last night. Then again, I guess I didn’t really give her what she wanted either. After the date and the kiss, I thought that things were going really well. Was sex or possibly just the spooning really that important to her?

It wasn’t until after I’d already finished my morning routine of brushing my teeth, showering, and a few other trivial things around the house that I finally checked my phone. The text from Chris nearly broke my heart. I could understand that she was a little scared, but could she not see that I was struggling too?

Taking the chances I had with her were great, but I knew that I was playing with fire. She flaked on me in the middle of the night. How was I supposed to feel about that? Was I supposed to crawl back to the library and beg her to open up to me and let me be a part of her life?

I’d already done more than I needed to. If there was anyone that needed to go past halfway to meet the other, it was Kelsey. She would have to crawl to me with a huge box of chocolates and at least six dozen roses. Well, maybe not that extreme. But it was a nice thought.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a tee shirt. Grabbing my keys after I finished getting ready to go out, I need to talk to someone. Usually, going to the bar for advice wasn’t a great idea. Then again, how many bars were run by a military vet that had more experience with life that I could ever dream of?

The place wouldn’t officially open until four, but Madison and Emily spent a lot of time there, probably more than they should have. I pulled up just shy of twelve-thirty and Madison’s car greeted me. Just as I was about to knock on the door, Emily opened the door and smiled at me, “Hey! What’s up? Did you finish your commission?”

I smiled back at her and hugged her before stepping inside, “I slept in a little more than I should have, but my self-imposed deadline is Sunday, so I’ve got a few days left. Besides, who works on a Thursday, right?”

She laughed and closed the door, “So what’s up?”

“I was hoping to talk to Madison,” I said.

“Yeah, come on in. She’s cleaning the bathroom, so uh, have fun,” Emily said and gestured me to the men’s room.

I rolled my eyes, “You make her clean the bathrooms?”

“Hey, she pays me to serve drinks, not clean the bathroom,” she said.

“She could totally make you clean them,” I said and giggled.

Emily shrugged and mumbled, “Not if she wants to have a good time when we get home.”

I had to step away at that comment. That was definitely one way to get her way, but I didn’t want to think of Emily as anything but the sweetheart that I knew her as.

As I pushed the door open, Madison called out, “Changed your mind, huh? Let me finish up and wash my hands and we can get start—”

“Madison! Wrong person!” I said.

“Fuck, sorry. Yeah, you don’t want to know,” she said.

I stepped into the stall with her and leaned against it. For a bar in Asheville, this place had outstandingly clean bathrooms. Then again, Madison said that one of the first things they taught you in the military was how to be a janitor.

“So, uh, I’m having some problems that I was hoping I could talk to you about,” I said.

“Kelsey?”

“How did you know?” I asked.

She chuckled and flushed the toilet before standing up and nodding to the door, “Let me wash my hands and we can get started on this conversation.”

I chuckled at the repetition and got out of her way. After she finished washing up, we sat down at a booth and Emily joined us. “Is it fine if she’s here for this?” Madison asked.

“As long as you two are okay with keeping this quiet for now,” I said.

Emily looked me in the eye and her ever-present smile faded, “I won’t say a word. What’s going on?”

“So, Kelsey and I have been kind of hanging out and stuff. Nothing too bad or anything. But like, the other night I didn’t want to make her walk home, so I let her stay the night. We kind of have a moment and I ended up snuggling up to her when we went to bed. That was all fine and good, but in the morning she went to work. I met her at the library, then we went out to dinner. And uh, after that we went home and I let her kiss me. Like, a good kiss,” I said.

Madison nodded, “But?”

“But then I didn’t let her snuggle up again. You know, I was in my underwear and things were just heated. I didn’t want to feel her against me after my first kiss, I don’t know, it just felt like that would be a little too much,” I said.

“Right, but that’s normal. Hell, Emily and I did much worse and I kind of had to make sure that I did things right with her after that,” Madison said.

Emily giggled and patted Madison’s thigh, “She took my virginity the first night we met.”

“Baby! She didn’t need to hear that,” Madison said.

I smiled at them. There went the innocence that I believed Emily to have. “So that wasn’t what I needed to talk to you about. She left in the middle of the night.”

“What a bitch!” Emily said.

Madison shot a dirty look at Emily and then turned back to me. I continued, “So, I woke up pissed off. But then I opened a text from Chris that said, here let me quote it.” I opened my phone and read the text, “Courtney, this isn’t an excuse for my sister’s actions, but she said that she panicked. I don’t know what happened last night, but I can tell you that she came home and cried her eyes out. Whatever happened, she is sorry and wanted to know if you would meet her at the library tomorrow.”

“So you’re not sure if you should go to the library?” Madison asked.

“Right,” I said.

Emily sighed before mumbling, “Well, knowing what did happen and giving Kelsey the benefit of the doubt, maybe she really did just freak out. I couldn’t say I blame her.”

“You know something I don’t?” I asked.

Madison looked to her fiance just as curiously as I did. “Well, I mean, it was kind of a big deal when I was like thirteen. Their dad shot their mom and then killed himself. Kelsey was there and, uh, she was a lot worse than she is now. That’s all I can really say.”

My stomach knotted up. How could she have kept something like that hidden?

“That’s horrible,” I whispered.

Madison put her hands on the table and tapped her fingers against the hardwood, “So now you’ve got a question to answer. Do you feel like she’s trying with you?”

“I mean, yeah. But last night was messed up. That was my first kiss and then she follows up one of the best experiences of my life with one of the worst gut punches ever,” I said.

“Don’t flip flop on me. Is she trying or not?” Madison asked firmly.

I nodded.

“Then are you going to stop trying after a hiccup? I admit, it’s a big hiccup, but she’s apparently been through some shit. She’s not going to be perfect. That doesn’t mean she can’t work to improve and it doesn’t mean she doesn’t deserve a little understanding,” Madison said.

Emily nodded, “If we judged based on one event, then should I have given Madison a chance after fucking me the first night she met me?”

“Baby!”

“Sex is healthy!” Emily whined.

I smiled at them and reached across the table to take Madison’s hand in both of mine, “Thank you. Both of you, thank you. She might have fucked up, but that doesn’t mean I should just give up on her.”

“That’s the spirit. Mind locking the door on the way out? I’ve got to spank a brat,” Madison said which made Emily moan quietly.

My cheeks flushed and I mumbled, “You two don’t like, you don’t do it on the tables, do you?”

“We disinfect the tables before customers come in,” Madison answered vaguely.

That got me moving. I waved at them as I hurried out of the bar, “Bye!”

Before I even shut the door, I heard a loud smack and a pleasured moan followed. Damn, they were into some rough stuff. And then the most perverse thought floated through my mind. Would Kelsey do things like that with me?

After getting that insight from those two, I made my way to the library. Kelsey would be a little longer getting in, but I didn’t mind sitting down with a book while I waited.

Time passed quickly and when I saw Kelsey walk towards the librarian’s desk, I got up and slid my book back on the shelf. I chose my little corner specifically so that she wouldn’t see me when she came in.

As I got closer to her, doing my best to stay quiet, I heard her ask, “Do you think I could apply for a job here?”

“I don’t see why not. My coworker passed away six months ago. That’s why you’re here in the first place,” the elderly woman’s voice croaked. “I could put in a good word, Kelsey. Get to puttin’ those books up, I’ll make a phone call or two.”

Kelsey’s excited wiggle nearly made me laugh out loud. But when she turned around and saw me, her jaw went slack for a moment and she stammered a few failed words before I pressed my finger to my lips.

We were in a library, after all.

I made her work in silence with me as we put up the books. When that was done, she opened her mouth to speak again, but I shook my head. Didn’t she learn anything from working in this library? An entire story could be told without a single sound.

Stepping closer to her, I got on my tiptoes and pressed my lips to hers for a brief moment. “I’m still annoyed, but we can talk about that at the bar. I want your phone number and you’re sleeping on the couch tonight. That is if you want to come over still?”

Her phone was in her hand before I even finished my sentence. She opened the contacts screen and handed it to me.

“You can talk,” I said sheepishly. She might have been trying to be her best behavior, but I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t miss that spark she had.

“Thank fuck, I’m so god damn sorry,” she said quietly. “I’ve got to go check in at the desk soon.”

I nodded, “That’s okay. What’s with looking for the new job, though?”

“My brother told me I need to start trying to be a better person if I want to keep good people in my life,” she said.

A smile played along my lips, “Are you talking about me?”

“Are you sure you still want to be in my life?” she asked.

“Didn’t I just kiss you?”

Her eyes beamed. That smile nearly reached her ears. I loved seeing her so damn excited, but just as she was about to tell me something, the librarian called out, “Kelsey, you’ll need to do the paperwork, but the position is yours if you want it. Starts at minimum wage, ain’t no room for hagglin’.”


Chapter Eight

The rest of Thursday felt like a dream with Friday being a little better. After I finished up at the library for the last time as part of my community service, I was able to quit my job as a mechanic. Then, I became a certain happy ginger’s sexy librarian. It was all good fun, but waking up with Courtney on Saturday was nothing short of bliss.

Her petite ass pressed against my cock and I gently ground against her, “Yo, wake your ass up.”

She let me sleep in my underwear as well last night. I wasn’t going to pretend that holding her tight against me, feeling her warmth against my cock with just our panties separating us was hot as fuck. It didn’t take long before I was harder than I probably should have been for simple grinding.

“Mm, but my ass feels good right now. If it gets up, does it have to move?” she asked groggily.

“I don’t mind being in bed for a little while longer,” I said softly.

She pulled away from me for a moment before her hands shifted around under the cover. Just as I was going to make a comment about her moving that ass before it was ready, I felt her push against me again. This time, my heart skipped a beat. My cock wasn’t pressing against her panties.

“T-Too soon?” she asked.

“Hey, if you’re sure you want to do this, I can’t pretend like I wouldn’t be all for it, babe,” I said softly, though I did pull my hips away slightly.

Courtney rolled onto her back for a second to look at me directly, “I’ll be honest, I’m not sure. But I know that I want to try it. We’ve got Dungeons and Dragons tonight and that’s something to be excited about. I’ve got to draw in a little bit to finish up a commission, so uh, why can’t I let myself enjoy something else today? Sandwich the work with pleasure.”

I bit my lip and looked down at her for a moment before groaning, “If this is a test, tell me now. I don’t want to do anything that would make you think I’m just in it for pussy.”

“It isn’t a test. But I’ll give you one. I know how much you like boss fights before you enjoy your rewards,” she said. A smile crossed her lips as her hand slid to my crotch. Her fingers fell over my shaft and she rubbed me slowly through my panties, “Text your brother and tell him you’ve got a girlfriend.”

There wasn’t even a second of hesitation, “Shit, want me to make it Facebook official too? And no take backs, we’re dating.”

Her eyes widened for a moment and then she relaxed as she continued stroking my cock. “No, just your brother. We can tell everyone else at the table tonight. You’re going to have to stay up late for me. Maybe if you’re good, I’ll take a step back and let you eat me out after we get back.”

“Wait, eating you out isn’t something you can hold over my head. You’d love my tongue just as much as I’m loving your hand right now,” I groaned. After I finished sending the text, I showed her the proof and she pulled my cock out of my panties.

Before I could even ask how she wanted to do things, she rolled over again and backed herself up to my hips. She tried to line my cock up with her pussy, but she kept accidentally slipping a little further up her wet slit. I chuckled and took my cock. As guilty as I felt about the thought, I had plenty of experience in the bedroom.

I pressed my crown against her entrance and whispered in her ear, “Yes or no?”

“Take your Princess,” she purred.

That was all I needed to hear. I pushed slowly inside her, inch after inch being embraced by her hot, tight depths. She moaned loudly as my hips pressed against her ass. A soft groan escaped me as I leaned in so that I could ask, “Slow or fast?”

“S-Slow, you’re so fucking big,” she whimpered.

I slid my hand down her side until I reached her thigh. There, I pushed her leg forward to tilt her hips slightly and then I put my hand on her hip, “You’re perfect, you know that?”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she said before slowly rocking her hips back and forth.

Courtney didn’t have to give me any clearer of a signal. I started slowly pumping into her. While I would have preferred to throw the cover off us, I wanted this to be on her terms. If she wanted me to see her right now, she would have let me know. For now, this was more than enough and it was certainly more than I expected.

Hell, the kisses we shared would have been enough to satisfy me sexually. I didn’t need much, not when Courtney was the one giving me the rewards.

Her moans turned into soft whimpers. Each time my cock pushed fully inside her, she gasped and then let out another pathetic sound as she let that breath out. I could now say with authority, I knew what an angel sounded like. Achievement unlocked.

She reached back and put her hand on my hips and dug her fingers into my ass, “H-Harder.”

“You sure?” I asked.

“Please don’t make me ask again, f-fuck,” she said.

I chuckled and whispered, “You asked for this.”

Holding back while I had sex was new, but she just gave me a little more freedom to do what I wanted. And so I did. My hips slammed into hers loud enough to rock her entire body. Without as much as a second to let her get used to the force, I pounded into her. While I loved this girl, I couldn’t bring myself to slow back down right now.

Love. Fuck, that was a dangerous thought, but how could I not? She’d given me a reason to stop being such a piece of shit person. And sure, it hadn’t even been a full week, but it was how I felt. Why should I have to run away from how I felt? It’s not like she expected me to be some kind of badass mother fucker that didn’t have feelings. I wasn’t that Kelsey anymore.

That didn’t mean that I had to tell her yet though. Maybe later when we snuggled again or something. But right now, I just wanted to enjoy feeling her tight pussy wrap around my cock.

Her desperate gasps and ecstatic moans were all I could want in my life right now. This damn girl deserved to have the best orgasm of her life. And when I did finish, I wanted her to have no regrets about what we did.

I kissed her neck as I continued to hammer into her. While I wasn’t worried about being called a pussy or anything, I didn’t really get too loud when I had sex. I settled in around her shoulder to start sucking and gently licking the flesh to start leaving my mark as I continued to thrust into her.

Just as I started sliding my hand further around her waist so that I could rub her clit, she let out a high-pitched whine. Her walls clenched around my cock and I groaned as that added pleasure rippled through my cock. The little friction that was present disappeared entirely as her juices lubricated my shaft.

And yet, I was just getting started. Courtney didn’t stop me and she even started bucking her hips wildly as I rocked her clit back and forth. I continued to pump into her harder and ever-so-slightly faster as I felt the pressure to cum. There was nothing worse than the feeling of taking too damn long, maybe she wouldn’t mind, but she said she had things to do. This wasn’t the time to make love to her for an hour before finally finishing.

I pulled away from her shoulder with a soft pop and smiled at the deep bruise I left on her, “My Princess.”

“A-All yours,” she stammered.

Even though her pussy was the best I’d ever had, that wasn’t what made my balls tighten. Those fucking words, how dare she say something so damn sweet?

I let out a quiet grunt as I slammed into her a few final times before I pulled out until my cock just barely slipped from her entrance. As enrapturing as the pleasure that consumed me was, it didn’t take my ability to think logically. Our first time didn’t need to end up with her pregnant.

Courtney held still and let out soft cooing moans as each rope of my cum shot onto her body. After I finished, she carefully lifted the cover away and mumbled, “Can you use my panties to clean up the mess? I don’t want to move and have it run all over the bed.”

Any excuse to look at her beautiful body for even just a moment longer was one I would take. I slowly removed her panties and then balled them up to dab the cum away. Once I finished, I leaned down and gave her tight ass a kiss before chuckling.

She looked back at me, “What are you laughing at?”

“Nothing, Princess,” I said.

Courtney rolled her beautiful green eyes, “Yeah, nothing my ass.”

“I’ll have you know I love your ass. And, I mean,” I said before taking a deep breath. “To hell with it all, I love you, Courtney.”

“S-Shit, I wasn’t expecting that. When you say it like that and put me on the spot, I guess I can say it back,” she said teasingly. Her smiled faded and she rolled over before her brow furrowed, “Uh, first, is it normal to not be able to feel my groin?”

“Er, you asked for me to go harder,” I said nervously.

She smirked and looked me in the eyes, “I love you too, Kelsey. Don’t expect me to fuck you every morning though.”

“Just at night?” I asked teasingly.

Courtney laughed quietly and shook her head, “You’re a special one, you know that?” Then came a soft sigh, “But I’ve got to go start drawing. Would you mind calling Madison and making sure your character sheet is ready?”

“Sure, uh, do you usually talk about Dungeons and Dragons after you have sex?” I asked.

“Are you going to make a huge deal out of having a good time? If so, remind me to make sure we only have sex when you’ve done something really special,” she said.

Ouch, but fair. “Gotcha, yeah, I’ll give her a call.”

Courtney let out a quiet groan as she got out of bed and turned to face me. That glistening pussy made my cock throb with desire. Bad girl, you’ve already had your fun!

“I’m going to try to take care of my drawing. Make yourself at home, I’d love it if you could make some breakfast,” she said.

I smiled and got out of bed. As I slid my cock back into its home inside my panties, “Yeah, shame the boss doesn’t drop that kind of loot when you beat it.”

“I mean, if I beat your boss, I’m sure it would give me something for finishing it,” she said before winking at me. Then, she headed out of the bedroom and I watched that ass sway every step of the way. Damn, I didn’t deserve her, but I wasn’t giving her up. Not again.

I dialed Madison’s number and she picked up after a few rings, “Senior Chief.”

“Uh, hello?” I asked.

“Fuck, I meant hello. Old habits die hard,” she grumbled.

I laughed at that, it was almost easy to forget that she used to be in a completely different world. “Courtney wanted me to check up on the character sheet.”

“Yeah, I’ve been working on it. You got a good idea of how to play or am I going to have to explain to you every little detail?” she asked.

“Man, you tell anyone this and I’ll deny it until I die,” I warned. “I used to play twice a week with some friends when I was younger. Pathfinder, but when fifth edition came out, I read up on it. I was thinking about trying to DM it for a bit.”

“Your secret is safe with me. Damn it, Emily, not yet, I’m just waking up,” she said before I heard a quiet groan. “You ever have to tell someone no to a blowjob?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle, “Actually, yeah. I’ll let you two have some fun. I’ve got to cook breakfast and shower, thanks Madison.”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it,” she said. “Never mind, you’re good, Kit—”

The phone hung up before I could ask what kind of kinky shit they were up to. I could already imagine Courtney’s reaction to doing something like that. Maybe I’d still bring it up some time. Hell, if she slapped me, I’d probably get hard anyway.


Chapter Nine

The day went by slowly. I finished my commission and my customer was thrilled to see it. She even tipped me more than a moderate amount and I couldn’t help but get excited. I was online browsing for miniatures when Kelsey came back into my living room. Her hair was still damp from the shower and her perfect, tanned body was on full display for me.

“God damn.” I whistled at her.

“Yeah, I know, it’s wild to think I know how to take a shower, right?” she said playfully.

I rolled my eyes and pointed to my screen, “What do you think about this one for your character?”

“I think that thing is way too fucking expensive for a tiny little plastic chick,” Kelsey said.

“But do you like it?” I asked. She nodded and I clicked checkout. “Awesome, it should be in before the Tuesday session.”

Kelsey smiled at me and put her hand on my shoulder, “You didn’t have to do that.”

“Yeah, but I want to ask you something now that you’ve had time to cool off,” I said.

“What’s up?”

“Did you mean it when you said you loved me?”

She tensed up and her jaw clenched for a second before she took a deep breath and let it out. The question wasn’t something she seemed to enjoy, but I could see her literally fighting her first instinct.

“Yeah, I really did mean that. I hope it wasn’t too soon or whatever,” she said.

I shook my head and got out of my chair. My lips curled into a smile and I gave her a quick kiss before I whispered, “I meant it too. I just wanted to make sure you didn’t change your answer.”

“Madison said my character was already made. Told me that the backstory would have to come out while we played because she wasn’t writing it for me.”

Nodding, I stepped past her, “Come watch me shower. I feel like putting on a show.”

I didn’t have to tell her twice.

Later on that night, Kelsey and I headed to the bar around one in the morning. She was yawning occasionally, even after taking a nap earlier on. The bar formally closed at two in the morning, so by the time we got there, people were already dispersing.

Madison yelled out, “Last call. Speaking of calls, make sure you call someone to come get you if you drove. If one of you gets pulled over for drunk driving, I’m going to start taking keys when people come in!”

“Yeah, baby. No drunk driving,” I whispered.

“Damn, you mean I can’t drink tonight?” she asked.

I chuckled, “No, I won’t drink. You can enjoy your whiskey and I’ll just have to see how good your tongue is when you’re drunk.”

She smiled at me and we took a seat at one of the large circular tables. Chris came in a little later and joined us, then Ruben and his husband. Ruben stared daggers at Kelsey for a moment before I cleared my throat, “Kelsey, I’m sure Ruben is probably not going to heal you tonight.”

“I can’t say I blame him. I do want to say I’m sorry for my behavior Tuesday, Ruben,” she said.

He let out a deep sigh before his husband clapped his hands on Ruben’s shoulders, “Don’t be catty, Ruben.”

“Ugh!” Ruben groaned. “Fine, it’s fine. It’s all okay, I get that you’re going through some stuff. I’m not casting cure wounds above level one, I don’t care if you die or not.”

Chris chuckled, “Hey, that’s not a bad heal. I’d call that a win, sis.”

I cleared my throat again and mumbled, “Happy ginger has something to say.”

All eyes fell on me and I took a deep breath before reaching over to take Kelsey’s hand, “Well, uh, we’re kind of dating. Just a bit. You know. With the kissing and stuff.”

Ruben clapped his hands together excitedly, “Oh, that’s great news. I mean, if she touches a single hair on you that you don’t want her to, I’ll make Chris throw her in jail before she can blink.”

“Hey, hey, it’s not like that. Kelsey has been nothing but amazing to me,” I said, defending my girlfriend.

Kelsey rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand, “It’s fine, babe. I can take it. Can you really blame him, seriously? I’ve been nothing but a bitch around him. Until I can prove to him that I’m not a piece of shit person, he’s got every right to feel how he does.”

Ruben’s eyes darted from me then back to Kelsey, “Alright. Fine. You win, you little brat. I’ll heal you.”

Ruben’s husband kissed Ruben on the cheek before his deep voice rolled out, “Alright, sexy, I’m going to go grab a soda and watch some sports reruns.”

“Mm, I miss you already, Daddy,” he purred.

Emily stepped over just in time to catch the comment, “Hey, no fair. If I can’t call Madison Mistress at the table, you don’t get to call him Daddy. That’s bullshit.”

“You’re right, my bad, I’m sorry,” Ruben said, though his tone was anything but apologetic.

Kelsey looked at me in disbelief, “What the hell did I get myself into?”

“My pussy this morning?” I asked. As the group turned to look at me like I lost my mind, I slapped the table, “If everyone else gets to make these adorable fucking comments, I’m not going to be singled out for doing it!”

Chris chuckled and patted me on the back, “Yeah, that’s fine for the others to do, but let’s not give me a reason to throw up, alright? You’re a beautiful woman, but I’d rather not have the mental image that comes with you and my sister in a bed together.”

As the awkward tension grew, Madison ushered the last of the people in the bar out the door and called out, “Five minutes. Clean like a mother fucker while I set up the session.”

“Oh god, guys! She spent three hours last night prepping. I think we’re in for some fun!” Emily cried out happily.

“In light of the conversation you shits just had, I’ll reserve my comment about what she did for three hours,” Madison called out.

I got up and smiled at Kelsey, “Yeah, you were missing out on the weird stuff when you were brooding in your corner. Grab a rag and wipe down a few tables okay? I’ll sweep!”

After our quick five minute session of cleaning to get the bar in half-decent shape, we all rejoined Madison at the table.

She toyed with her dice behind her DM’s screen and called out, “So, last we left off, the party was just figuring out some of the dark happenings in the town of Edin’s Fall. From the dead-eyed people and terrified animals, it was clear that something was off, but it wasn’t until Courtney found her way into the basement of the tavern by way of a trapdoor that things really got intense.”

Madison pulled out a sheet and handed it to Kelsey, “I’ll bring you in shortly, for now, I’ll give the party the option of starting with Courtney’s character or with starting back up top where they were enjoying a few mugs of ale.”

I didn’t answer, but Emily, Ruben, Chris, and Kelsey all pointed to me.

“Sounds good to me. So, Courtney, six sets of glowing eyes looked at you before you heard the sound of a muffled voice on the floor. As if upset by the disruption, one of the robed figures muttered something and then a bright blue light extended from his hand to fill the room. Four of the figures were armed with swords, the other two held unlit lanterns in their hands. In the center of the room, an elven woman wore nothing but a pair of leather shorts and a smock made from hide that covered her breasts. She is bound with thick rope and just a few feet in front of her is a greatsword, you feel like the weapon, though almost as big as her, is hers. Everyone, roll initiative,” Madison said.

We all rolled and luckily, I came up first. Knowing full well that I was metagaming, I called out, “Can I try to use my dagger to cut the bindings on the elf?”

“You’ll take two hits for passing these two,” Madison said, pointing at the map with the eight miniatures on it.

“That’s fine.”

“Then roll an attack against the ropes. Just one,” Madison said as she rolled the dice for us to see. Both cultists missed me and I managed to cut the rope.

From there, the group heard the commotion and rushed downstairs, but by the time they got there, only two cultists were left standing. Kelsey’s barbarian elf was a monster!

The session ended with us all approaching the baron’s estate with the bodies of the cultists on a cart. Madison smiled devilishly and called out, “As you approach the estate with the cart, you hear the whistle of bolts cutting through the air. Ten bolts bury themselves in front of you and a deep voice bellows out, ‘Another step and we’ll see how many bolts your cleric can take.’.”

Ruben let out a pathetic groan and mumbled, “That can’t be where we stop. No, I refuse. We clear the basement of cultists, find out that the baron has been selling the souls of his people to a demon, and you think my character is going to let the group stop with such a clear evil ahead of us?”

Emily chuckled and looked over at her partner, “Come on, can’t we play another hour?”

Kelsey nodded, “Please, Madison? Come on, rules are meant to be broken!”

“For once, I’m agreeing with my sister on that one,” Chris said. “I haven’t gotten to cast fireball once! We can’t stop now, I’ve got shit to nuke!”

Madison rolled her eyes and glared at Emily, “You’re cleaning the bathrooms tomorrow.”

“F-Fine!” she said.

And so the session continued. After a massive battle, we found out that the baron was just a puppet to a powerful warlock. I could barely bring myself to focus on the story. My girlfriend was smiling and getting along with everyone, even offering to support Emily’s character when she really didn’t have to. It was sweet.

A knock came on the door of the bar, though. Madison tilted her head and went over to open it. In the door stood a police officer with a thick shock of gray facial hair. He took off his hat and stepped inside, “I was tipped off that she’d be here.”

Chris stood up, “Larry, come on now, she’s done nothing wrong.”

“Yeah, but we already had this talk, Chris. Your sister’s graffiti needs to be dealt with. If you let her get away with it this time, what happens when she does it again?” he asked.

“Larry, man, she won’t do it again.”

“You say that every time. Now, you going to let me take her in or are you going to go down for obstruction?”

My heart jumped into my throat, but Kelsey spoke softly, “It’s cool. I’ve got to face the music eventually, right?”

“Baby!” I called out as she headed over to the police officer.

“It’s cool,” she said quietly. The tears that started trickling down her cheeks didn’t make it seem like it was all that cool.

I chased them outside and watched her get cuffed before she was pushed into the back of the squad car. A soft pair of footsteps approached me and a hand touched my shoulder. Ruben spoke softly, “I-I didn’t know she was going to change. I-I fucked up, d-didn’t I?”

The tears that flowed from him made it hard for me to be angry with him. That didn’t mean I wasn’t pissed at him. I just knew I’d have to get over it another time.

“Ruben! How could you fucking rat her out? The entire point of her being here with us when we played was because Chris was trying to keep her out of trouble!” I screamed.

Madison stepped between us, “Hey, being pissed off isn’t going to help. We’ll figure out what her bail is looking like and I’ll take care of it.”

“No, I need to be the one that does it,” I said firmly. “She’s my girlfriend. She changed because she wanted to be better for me. This is my responsibility now.”

Chris let out a deep sigh, “I’ll go to the station and check it out. Depending on what they try her for and if she fights the charges, we’ll be able to get her out before too damn long. Ruben, we’re going to have a talk when I see you again.”

Madison stomped her foot, “No the fuck you’re not. Ruben made a choice, it was a wrong one. He’s torn up about it. Don’t drag him through the mud for something like this. Look, I’ll be real, I thought your sister was a fucking cunt. She was a treat tonight, we can all agree on that. Ruben is going to apologize to Kelsey, but anything else that happens won’t be happening in my bar. We all clear on that?”

I wanted to argue. Chris should have been able to tear Ruben a new ass, but that would only make more people hurt. Ruben and his husband might not come back and they were good people. I could respect Madison’s attempt at diplomacy, but I didn’t like it.


Chapter Ten

Paul laughed at me openly as I joined him in the cell, “Yo homie, you too? What did the pigs get you for?”

“Man, that graffiti I did like a month and a half ago,” I said.

“Damn, homie, I was hoping it would be for dicking that little ginger down too hard,” he said, that customary hip thrusting with that same stupid grin happened yet again.

As annoyed and frustrated as I was, I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re a damn clown, Paul. What’d they get you for?”

“Man, the fuckers got me coming out the bar. Was pissing on a tree and wee woo, wee woo, they called my dick small and put me in the back of the car,” he said.

I glanced at his pants and cringed at the sight of the damp blue jeans, “Yeah? You sure you were pissing on a tree?”

“Homie, I had to squeeze real damn hard to get this to come out. They’re going to have to scrub to get that smell out of their car though. Ain’t nothing worse than the smell of beer piss.”

“I could think of a few things,” I said.

He frowned, “Man, why you gotta do that? I just wanted to give the system the middle finger and you just go and step on my attempt.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned against the concrete wall, “I’m not saying that you don’t stink like a mother fucker. I’m just saying that I could think of worse smells.”

Paul laughed and called out loudly through the bars, “Yeah, homies, you better let Pablo bring me a pair of pants or something. Y’all don’t want me to piss on the floor, do you? I’ll fuckin’ do it!”

“Paul, I swear to God, if you piss yourself again, I’m going to get you sent to prison myself. Do you think spending a few days here is bad? Boys like you don’t make it long over there,” a faceless cop called back. I knew that voice that. That was Gregory. Sadly, I knew all the cops intimately.

Paul sighed and looked back to me, “Man, why’d you quit the shop? Shit has been boring since you left.”

“Because I got another job. I’m dating that ginger now. She’s such a good woman, man. Maybe you should think about cleaning up your act too. It’s not doing us any favors and we’re not getting any younger,” I said.

He shrugged, “Holmes, without the thug life, what do I have?”

“I don’t know, maybe some self-respect and a little bit of a chance at finding someone that wouldn’t judge you for pissing yourself in the back of a squad car.”

“Hey, homie, I think that the only people that wouldn’t judge me for pissing in the back of a pig’s car would be someone else that knows the thug life,” he said.

“Dude. You get the point,” I said. “Fix your shit.”

“Yeah, but what good has that done you, homie?” he asked.

I smiled warmly and closed my eyes as I thought about Courtney, “I’ve got a girl now. My brother and I are getting along. Shit, I’m even making a few friends.”

“Homie, I’m your friend.”

“Dude, you pissed yourself to prove a point to the cops!”

He sat down on the floor and put his head in his hands, “But what else do I got, Kelsey? I ain’t finish school. Fuck, I don’t even know what I’d want if I had a better job.”

I crouched down against the wall and smiled at him, “What about someone to,” I immediately stood back up and started thrusting my hips, “settle down with?”

“Homie, is that what I look like?” he asked. “Yeah, I’m never doing that shit again, please stop. It’s embarrassing.”

If not for the few shreds of self-respect I had, I would have pissed myself laughing. After I finished, I was flushed in the face and I spoke softly, trying to get the conversation back on track, “Just give it up, man. Asheville isn’t the place for petty crime and stupidity. There are some good people here and more keep coming in.”

“Yo, you think your brother would wanna bone?” he asked in a quiet voice.

Paul usually said some crazy shit, but that didn’t seem like a question he was asking out of the blue, “Honestly dude, I don’t know. It seems like a lot of good people around here are some part of the LGBT community. I’m not saying that Asheville’s water is turning people or anything, but I’ve met more gay and lesbian people in the past month than I have in all my life.”

“I’m telling you, it’s something that bar is serving,” he said. “Darren’s Dive comes up and suddenly people are coming out left and right. Shit, you were the only transgender chick I knew. Now there is Madison. I’ve heard about a couple of others, but I ain’t seen them myself. And have you seen some of those lesbian hotties? And fuck me, Rubio, his husband. Have you seen that mother fucker, homie? I’d call him papa if he was down to clown.”

“Paul, I’m seriously honored that you just lowkey came out to me, but bro, I can’t even take you seriously right now,” I said.

He smiled and put his hands on his knees. His ridiculous accent disappeared as he said, “Kelsey, I’m scared. I don’t know what the hell to do with my life and I’m almost thirty.”

“Gotta start somewhere, dude. Try to get your GED and find a better job. That shop was shit money and they docked hours like a mother fucker. From there, dude, just keep your nose clean. And your pants,” I said.

Son of a bitch. This was the same kind of conversation that Chris had with me after I tagged the school. Was this how my brother used to see me? Shit, is this how people like Ruben saw me? I couldn’t blame him for telling the cops where I was.

“You know, that sounds good, Kelsey. Hey, I don’t mean to make this cheesy, but thanks for being my friend,” he said softly.

“Don’t worry about it, bud. Let’s just make a deal with one another right now. No more illegal shit unless we literally don’t have a choice,” I offered.

He shook his head, “Even if we don’t have a choice. Make the choice to not do it. You give yourself that wiggle room and you’ll find a loophole.”

I smiled at him. For two douchebags in a cell, this was pretty damn uncommon. “You’re right, dude.”

He smiled at me and nodded to the cell door, “Visitor.”

Chris popped into sight a moment later and leaned against the bars, “I’ve got a deal worked out with them. You scrub those bricks as clean as you can and then pay them for the supplies, they’ll call it even. But, if you step a toe over the line again, they’re taking you straight to court. Sis, that’s all the strings I could pull.”

“Chris, you didn’t have to stick your neck out for me,” I said quietly.

He smiled, “I wouldn’t have if you didn’t change. You’ve been trying your ass off lately. Please don’t make me regret this, sis.”

I shook my head, “Never dude, when can I start scrubbing?”

“Probably this afternoon? They know you haven’t slept.”

“I can do that. Shit, I’d love to do that,” I said.

A familiar streak of red blew past Chris, “I’m helping her. I want to help her clean it up.”

“Coco!” I called out.

She smiled at me, but turned to Chris, eyes burning a hole into him. “Yeah, I don’t think they care who does what so long as it gets cleaned up,” he said.

Later that evening, I took the two five-gallon buckets of supplies to the school and much to my surprise, Ruben was already there. “Y-You can hit me, you can yell at me, you can do whatever. I won’t say anything.”

I smiled at him and shook my head, “Ruben, it’s okay. I get it. I really do and I don’t mind one bit. Besides, this wasn’t even my best work.”

Courtney let out a quiet groan as she looked at the rather impressive cowgirl with smoking guns on the wall, “That’s beautiful, though. Was it really worth taking you to jail for?”

I pointed to the crotch where a thick bulge filled out the redheaded cowgirl’s pants, “Yeah, high school or not, I doubt they want parents to see that on the wall.”

She chuckled, “Is this what an anime version of us would look like if we merged?”

Ruben laughed and nodded, “Oh, absolutely.”

It took us the better part of three hours in the hot sun to get the paint off the bricks, but once we did, the faint colors were barely noticeable. Still, while it wasn’t perfect when Larry came by to check on things, he nodded, “Get on home.”

His eyes narrowed as he glared at me, “One mistake. I swear, Kelsey. Just one and I’ll have your ass in prison. I don’t care what I have to do to get you there.”

I didn’t appreciate being threatened, but what was I supposed to say? “Don’t worry, sir. I’m a changed woman.”

He looked down his nose at me, “I fucking hope so.”

And with that, he rolled up his window and left. Ruben sighed heavily and let out a pathetic whine, “Guys, I’m hot and sweaty, can we go grab dinner on me so I can feel less like a piece of shit?”

“Ruben, seriously, you’re fine. Get on home to your husband. I’ve got a girlfriend that needs a little love,” I said.

Courtney shook her head, “No, I need a shower and a nap. Then maybe a little love.”

I smiled at Ruben and hugged him. The sticky, disgusting slurp of our sweaty shirts as I pulled away from him made both of us grimace. “Yeah, immediate regret on the hug. Just make sure you heal me when we start up the next session. I’m at six health. Rage or not, I still take tons of damage when I soak up crossbow bolts for you.”

He ducked his head, “I’ll use my last third level spell slot just for you.”

Courtney and I waved at him as he got in his SUV and left. As we headed over to her car, I held her hand and smiled like an idiot, “You know, if it wasn’t for you, I might not have been let out of that cell.”

“What makes you say that?” she asked.

“Ruben had to have told the cops who did the tagging and where I’d be last time we talked. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have changed anything. I wouldn’t have tried to straighten up my act and I damn sure wouldn’t have stopped being a bitch. So, thank you,” I said.

She smiled at me and spoke softly, “Let me pay for dinner tonight. After we eat, I expect you to brush your teeth. I wouldn’t want to kiss you after you ate me out otherwise.”

My eyes widened, “T-Talk about a reward.”


Chapter Eleven

I looked down at her as I ran my hand through her hair, “If you don’t want to, you don’t have to.”

Kelsey laughed softly, her minty breath rolling over my already wet folds, “If I didn’t want to, I wouldn’t have pulled your panties off with my teeth.”

And then, her tongue started licking my pussy. I knew it would feel good, but holy fuck, I didn’t realize she was going to take my breath away. I smiled weakly and then took a handful of her hair. Pulling her closer to my sex, I choked out, “Oh my g-god, that’s so fucking good.”

Kelsey chuckled and let her tongue push inside of me briefly before she licked from my entrance all the way to my clit. Then, her lips surrounding my sensitive nub and her right hand ran along my thigh until she reached my divide. Two fingers pressed against my entrance and she swirled her tongue around my clit just as she pushed inside me.

A loud moan ripped from my lungs and I let go of her hair. She didn’t need any encouraging. A part of me wanted to question how many times she’d done this before, but the smarter half of me knew better than to ask. I’d get jealous. If I knew even one of the women that she did this to in the past, I’d be angry. Not because she had a sexual history, I was well aware of that, but because I didn’t want to think of anyone being this intimate with her.

Then again, as she started humming quietly to send pleasant vibrations through my clit, I realized something else that made my heart skip a beat. No one had ever been this intimate with her. She never dated. She never even went for a second round with someone, as far as I knew. And that made me special.

My hips bucked against her slowly and Kelsey had no issue handling me riding her face. The two fingers that pumped in and out of me never slowed and she didn’t even struggle to keep her tongue in constant motion against my clit.

How was I supposed to keep from cumming? I didn’t want to finish too soon, but damn, it felt so good. The waves of euphoria that lapped at the shores of my sanity were pulling me further from the safety of my normally reserved nature. Yet, even though my feet couldn’t touch the bottom of the ocean floor, I knew that I was in good hands. If I started drowning in ecstasy, Kelsey was there for me.

I gasped for air as I once again pulled her head closer against my pussy. It didn’t do anything. She was already taking me to heights I didn’t know existed, but it did make me feel better. At least I could pretend I was in some form of control.

We both knew I wouldn’t, but she was smart enough to know better than to pull away from me right now. This was my reward, not hers.

Even as my cries got louder, she didn’t slow her efforts at all. Her tongue continued to drag over my sensitive clit and I could feel the warmth in my core burning hotter. “I-I’m close!” I cried out.

Her eyes blinked up at me, but that was all the response she seemed like she was going to give me. I could see that she was excited… Hell, I could feel that she was excited. The way her hips wiggle on my bed as she continued to play with me showed me that she was invested in her play. The occasional chuckle I felt around my clit when I moaned a little louder than usual told me more than her words could have right now.

My lover was enjoying watching me squirm because of her. How was I supposed to be upset or even embarrassed about that? She might have had all the sexual experience in the world, but I was having the experiences that mattered.

Besides, jealous of the other women or not, I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t enjoy the attention of her practiced motions. She knew just when to suck on my clit, just when to curl her fingers inside me to make me lift my hips, and just when to moan to send vibrations through my sensitive nub to drive me wild.

A loud, echoing cry escaped me as my pussy tightened around her fingers. My chest constricted and breathing was nearly impossible as I lifted my hips off the bed. Kelsey chased me into the air, her fingers still pumping into me, though her tongue started licking my folds again. A stream of my juices sprayed onto her, but she didn’t seem to care. Meanwhile, I just found out I could squirt. I couldn’t tell which of us was more surprised by that.

She slowly pulled her fingers out of me and continued to tenderly lick my pussy for a few moments until my hips finally rested on the bed again. My thighs continued to quiver. Kelsey was a fucking demon in the bedroom and I loved her for it. But beyond the sex, I loved that she was even here with me.

After the hell we went through to get her into a better place in life, she finally seemed like she was ready to move on and have a good life with me. While she wouldn’t start her new job at the library until Monday, we both knew that she would like it more than she enjoyed her time in the body shop.

Besides, if I was being honest, if I wanted to surprise her at work, we couldn’t get frisky. Not when she smelled like oil and her hands would leave stains on my clothes. In a library, all I had to do was be quiet.

The perverse thought brought a smile to my lips. Kelsey got on her hands and knees and crawled on top of me. Looking down at me, she asked, “What’s got you giggling?”

“Nothing important. I was thinking about sex in a library,” I said teasingly.

“Ooh, please continue. It’s not like I’m already hard as fuck,” she purred.

I laughed quietly and leaned up to kiss her. Tasting myself on her breath was a little strange, but not unpleasant. I could see myself doing far worse things with her and still enjoying them. Then again, I’d have to return the favor at some point and I wasn’t quite sure that I’d love the taste of her cum. Don’t knock it until you try it, I guess.

“You could always do the thing where you do my thing,” I said.

She laughed softly and kissed me again, “How about we take a shower first? I don’t want to be gross if we do that.”

My cheeks flushed immediately. “Y-You could have asked me to shower before we did that!”

“Yeah, I could have, but where is the fun in that?” she asked before getting off me. Her stunning body made my heart thunder in my chest. I really wish she would have kept the shower comment in her head. Not because we probably shouldn’t have had one, but smelling her light musk was turning me on.

I followed her into the bathroom and joined her in the shower. She chuckled softly as I stepped behind her, my breasts pressed against her back as I reached around to take her cock in my hand, “You know, we could always do it in the shower.”

“We could, but shouldn’t I be behind you if that’s what you wanted?” she asked.

I continued to stroke her and whispered in her ear, “Not until you’ve gotten clean.”

“Could you let go of my cock then?” Kelsey asked before laughing quietly. “Otherwise, I’m not going to be able to focus on anything but replacing that hand around my cock with your tight snatch.”

I kissed her shoulder and whispered, “Fine, but when you fuck me, I want you to make me scream loud enough for the people below us to hear.”

She pulled away from me and grabbed the body wash, “Damn, baby, here I was thinking you were the kind of woman to want to keep these sorts of things private.”

“Maybe I was?”

“And what changed that?”

I smirked and grabbed a bottle of shampoo so that I could wash my hair while she washed her body, “I think it was more of who changed that. You know, I was happy to talk to people and be myself, but it wasn’t until you came around that I started feeling like I was desirable. I mean, if I’m being completely candid here, my boobs are nice, but I’ve got no ass. Proportions are a thing, you know? Most guys thought it was great, but, uh, the girls I was into didn’t really give me the time of day.”

“I’m going to have to go ahead and call those vain bitches, well, bitches. I think you look great, but it’s the fact that you’re such a happy ginger that makes me want to be with you. I mean, seriously, have you met most redhead chicks? They’re wild!” she said before putting a hand on my shoulder as she let the water rinse the suds from her. “But don’t worry, you’re wild too. Just, not in the normal redhead way. I mean, then again I hear you gingers are freaks in the sheets.”

“Oh, now you’re just asking to hear about the weird shit I’m into,” I said.

She nodded and swapped places with me so that I could be under the water. Her hands immediately started roaming my body, though, she did have the excuse that she was just lathering me up. “I mean, I’m not one to judge. You tell me yours, I’ll tell you mine?” she asked.

“I bet you’d love that. For now, why don’t you just enjoy that I’m letting you fuck me in the shower? That’s been on my bucket list for a while, but I mean, having sex one time, not including what we did, left a lot of things on that list,” I said.

Kelsey laughed as her hands moved to start playing with my chest, “Yeah, I’m cool with finding out one thing at a time. Hell, I beat the game but now I get to explore it, I’m down.”

“You haven’t beat shit until you get a ring on the Princess’s finger!” I quipped, though, the moan that slipped from me afterward made my statement a little less serious.

“Yeah, well, maybe that can be arranged some time down the road,” she said.

That thought was a pleasant one. Kelsey going from angry, bitter, and resentful to sweet, charming, and compassionate, yeah. That shell was one I was glad I helped crack open. The woman that came out from those thick barriers she encased herself in was one that I didn’t want out of my life. Ever.

Even if something horrible happened and she decided that she didn’t love me like she said she did, I would be content to have to as just a friend. Well, at least, I would pretend that was fine. I wanted to be her lover. Her wife, even. But those were selfish things. As long as she was happy, I wouldn’t force anything else on her.

It didn’t take long to finish cleaning up and as soon as I rinsed the conditioner from my hair, I bit my lip and looked her in the eye, “Lean against the wall.”

She tilted her head, her brow furrowing in confusion, but she didn’t argue. I reached back and angled the shower head down so that the stream of water wouldn’t be directly on us, though our waists would still be in the line of fire. My shower wasn’t big enough to get really creative with, sadly.

But it was enough. I knelt down in front of her and took a deep breath before whispering, “Please don’t judge me too much.”

“Baby, I’d never,” she said just as I took the head of her cock into my mouth. Kelsey’s low groan was all I needed to hear. As I licked and sucked gently on her soft cock, it grew more erect. I’d played with her when she was hard, but having her cock go from a manageable size to feeling like it would dislocate my jaw was a shock.

As soon as she was hard, I stood up, trying to ignore that my cheeks were burning from embarrassment. It was one thing to have her go down on me, but for my first experience taking a cock in my mouth, I hoped to make it more intimate. But then again, right now, I didn’t need intimate. I needed her cock inside me. As much as I tried to frame it like it was some kind of reward for her, it was to help try to extinguish the insatiable fires of lust that she fueled within me.

Just looking at her made my thighs want to spread open for her. Having her lick my juices clean without a single complaint, well, that was a reason to let her have some fun as well. She didn’t have to be told that it was something I needed more than she did.

Leaning in, I gave her a quick kiss on the lips before whispering, “Let me know if I can do something better.”

“I won’t,” she said, her lips curling into a smile. “Whatever you do will be perfect, Coco.”

I rolled my eyes at her and turned around. As I backed myself up, she guided her cock to my entrance and I took a deep breath before pushing myself onto her thick length. Kelsey was large, larger than any of the toys I used or the one guy I had sex with, but instead of treating her cock’s size as a challenge, I just enjoyed how lucky I was. Most women would kill to have someone as wonderful as Kelsey. Tack on the fact that she was hung, well, I can’t imagine many women that wouldn’t love to be in my situation right now.

My hand moved to the shelf that my shower supplies were on and I braced myself before letting out a hissing moan. I lifted my right foot to put it on the little divot that the soap usually rested on. The bar shot out from the little cubby and I didn’t care at all. To hell with it, if it dissolved, so fucking be it, I had something else that was far more important to deal with!

Kelsey’s hands slid down to my hips and she whispered, “I’m just going to hold you in case you start slipping, baby.”

I nodded my head, unwilling to speak. Anything I could say would only make me feel like it was the wrong choice of words. My lover might know what to do in these situations, but I was as green as they came.

Instead of coming up with gaming puns or teasing her, I just focused on pulling away from her before letting myself sink back onto her cock. Slow and steady, but she didn’t complain at all. Her hips didn’t start pumping into me. All my lover did was let me enjoy her exactly how I wanted to.

That would have been fine and wonderful, but I was barely scratching my own itch. I wanted to be fucked. I didn’t want to make love. I knew that I loved her, having her cock inside me wasn’t going to change how I felt. Well, not emotionally. I’d definitely feel a hell of a lot better once Kelsey came.

After a few minutes of the slow riding of her cock, I looked back at her and mumbled, “C-Can you do it?”

“Do what?” she asked, though that coy tone made me groan.

“Will you, uh, fuck me?”

“Aren’t we already fucking?”

“Oh my god, baby, please fuck me. I want you to bruise my pussy, just fucking rail me! Stop making me say embarrassing shit!” I whined.

She laughed softly and her right hand slid up my chest. As she pulled me to rest against her, she spoke softly, “First, know that I love you. Second, I want you to remember that you asked me to make you scream.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, she kissed my neck and then pushed me forward so that I was bent over. And then she started. Her cock hammered into me, each stroke sending my body rocking forward. If not for her hands on my hips again, I would have yelled in terror at the prospect of being knocked over, but she knew exactly what she was doing.

Her balls slapped loudly against my pussy and if I wasn’t screaming with sheer delight with each loud smack, I would have been sure someone would have heard me. This was what I needed from her. She might have been the bad girl for a while, but being the good girl was only what I wanted to do when other people were around. I needed to be treated a little firmly from time to time, to be made to feel like I was as naughty as the other redheads she mentioned.

But I knew that if I didn’t ask for it, she wouldn’t do this. Not anymore. Kelsey might have been in it for her own personal pleasure at one point or another, but she made it clear. I was her only priority. I was the one that tamed the beast and made her feel safe again. My girlfriend showed me thanks in strange ways, but she was getting more clear about just telling me how much she appreciated me.

Kelsey made my heart soar and my pussy ache, both of those things were very much wanted in my life. Hell, if I’d have known she could have made me feel this damn good, I wouldn’t have stopped her from spooning with me the second night we were together. Lessons learned, that wasn’t a mistake I would make again. Even if I was angry with her, I knew that having her fuck me would probably make things better.

I couldn’t imagine getting angry with her though. As mean as she was the first night I met her, she’d changed. Truly. But it wasn’t because I forced her to, it was because she wanted to. And that… That was what made me feel like she would be the person I’d spend the rest of my life with.

Kelsey’s soft grunts got louder and she groaned, “Baby, you almost there?”

“J-Just a little h-harder,” I said.

She took a deep breath before her grip tightened around my hips. Kelsey pulled me into her every stroke until I all I could feel was sheer ecstasy. Her cock throbbed within me and she hissed, “Baby!”

“Don’t stop!” I cried out.

“B-But—”

“Don’t f-fucking stop!”

Her thick, hot cum shot deep within me and I let the pleasure consume me. It might have been way too soon for letting her finish inside me, but I wanted her to. My parents were desperate for grandchildren anyway, so worst case scenario, they’d let me move back in and help me take care of the baby if I got pregnant.

But. Kelsey didn’t strike me as the kind of woman that would run from the responsibility. Not anymore.

Even as my juices trickled down my thighs, soon being washed away by the shower, I let out a soft groan before whispering, “Still love me?”

“M-More than I should,” she panted.

“Good,” I said and slowly pulled away from her. After turning around, I looked her in the eye and smiled weakly, “Because I want to do it again as soon as you’re hard.”

Kelsey’s eyes widened, “G-God damn, you’re going to have me firing blanks, baby!”

“Is that a bad thing?” I asked.

“Not at all, just never had that happen before,” she said.

A smirk played on my lips, “Good, now, go make breakfast while I wait for my legs to stop feeling like jello.”

She laughed softly and then kissed me. As she got out of the shower, she muttered, “Best choice I ever fucking made.”


Epilogue

Four months after the first time I let Kelsey finish inside me, my stomach was slightly swollen with signs of life, but that didn’t stop me from going to the bar with my friends. I was just the designated driver now, that was the only real difference.

“Good turn!” Madison called out. “As your greatsword comes down and cleaves into the warlock, you hear him utter the words, ‘Anaturitavere, f-forgive me.’.”

“What?” Kelsey asked.

Ruben called out, “Does that mean we’re out of combat?”

Madison nodded. Chris sighed, “That boss was super weak, don’t you think that he should have at least been able to last three rounds of combat?”

Madison glared at him, “Yeah, well, don’t you think that I know how to run my own game?”

For once, I had to agree with Chris. Madison was usually an amazing DM, but I turned to look at her, “No, really, I didn’t even get sneak attack damage in either of those rounds and he still died to like, six hits.”

Paul let out a quiet groan before taking a sip from his beer, “Homie, you’ve gotta give them a better scrap than that. If my boy is bitchin’ about it, you know you done goofed.”

Chris’s cheeks warmed as he smiled at Paul, “Your boy, huh?”

“Homie, am I supposed to call you snugglemuffin at the bar? You tryin’ to make them laugh at me?” Paul asked.

As my attention turned to her, I saw a smile crest her lips, “Yeah, well, pregnant or not, you think that you can get away with talking to me like that? I think your girlfriend has something to say about that.”

Emily giggled and called out, “Yeah, you think that Kelsey is going to let you talk to my snugglemuffin like that?”

“Huh?” I asked, turning back to look at Kelsey. She wasn’t in her chair. Chris had a huge grin on his face as he pointed behind me.

As I turned around, her voice called out, “Coco, I know this is definitely not the proposal you deserve, but believe it or not, I couldn’t find out how to do the perfect one online.”

I smirked as I looked down at her on one knee, “I’m not getting out of this chair.”

Her beautiful smile answered that remark. Then she reached into her leather jacket’s pocket and pulled out a small box and opened it. The glimmering diamond ring made my eyes tear up. Up to this point, it could have just been a prank. She’d pulled a few ones on me by this point, but this was the real deal.

“Courtney, I don’t want to assume much, but I met your parents two months ago. They were proud of us. They’re super excited about the baby, but your dad told me something I’ll never forget. Said that if I didn’t marry you before that baby came, he’d castrate me. Now, I don’t want to make you think I'm just worried about having my crotch stay intact, but as much as you use it, I figured you’d want to help keep me safe,” she said.

She took the ring out of the box and cleared her throat as a tear trickled down her cheek, “Baby, jokes aside, you’ve made the past five months of my life the most meaningful, productive, and joyful ones I’ve ever had. I thought my life was pretty much over before I met you. I thought I’d end up in a cell for the rest of my days. Now, we’re going to be parents and I’ve got nothing but excitement in my heart. I look forward to waking up every morning and seeing you looking back at me. Hell, I’m looking forward to waking up to a screaming baby so that you can keep sleeping.”

Kelsey took a deep breath before she lifted the ring towards me, “But I’ve been playing your game for a while now. You told me I’d beat it when I put a ring on your finger. So, I mean, baby, would you let me finally beat this came so I can start on the sequel?”

“T-That’s the cheesiest n-nerdiest proposal I’ve ever h-heard,” I choked out. Smiling down at her, I leaned forward and poked my ring finger through that beautiful loop and let her run it up my finger, “B-But the sequel is much more fun than the first game.”

There was a loud cheer from the group in the bar. Kelsey stood up and kissed me as she wrapped her arms around me. In that moment, my life felt complete. There was still so much left to go, but I couldn’t have imagined a more perfect ending to our game.

Madison cleared her throat, “But seriously though, everyone disregard the last like, twenty minutes of the session. That boss is some serious shit and if you think I’m going to let you fuckers beat him that easily, you’re out of your damn minds.”

“C-Come on now, Madison, be gentle,” Chris whimpered.

Ruben let out a quiet yelp and shook his head, “You don’t have to wipe the floor with us.”

Paul laughed and got out of his chair, repeating his same fucking hip thrusting motion as he called out, “Damn, baby, she’s going to get you ready for later!”

“Oh my god!” I cried out. “Can’t we go like, three seconds without talking about sex?”

Emily chuckled, “Oh, and what’s that in your belly? Did that happen through some kind of divine intervention?”

Kelsey sat back in her chair, eyes glimmering as she chuckled, “Well, she did say oh my god a lot. I do mean a lot.”

Madison laughed and picked up her dice, “Next person to make a sex joke gets disadvantage for the rest of the night.”

Our lips zipped, but throughout the rest of the session, Kelsey and I didn’t need words. The stupid grins on both our faces told the story better than any words could have.


Book Three

The Probability of Love


Chapter One

It took everything I had to walk up to the library’s counter. There was a new woman there, at least, she was new to me. She didn’t seem to be angry or upset, or anything else that would warn me about talking to her. But there was that doubt. Maybe this would be the person that had bitten off more than she could chew today.

“Can I help you, chick?” she asked. Her tanned complexion coupled with the leather jacket hung over the back of her chair made my heart stall in my chest. How was I supposed to respond to that? What could I say to make sure that I wouldn’t upset her? “Hello? You feeling okay?” she asked.

“Y-Yeah, I’m okay. Uh, can I r-return this?” I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

She nodded and took the book from me, “Let me pull you up and make sure you’re not overdue.” After a few moments, she smiled, “Isabelle Watkins?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” I muttered.

“Ma’am? Come on now, I’m not that much older than you. Twenty-four, you?” she asked as she scanned the book to check it back into the system.

“N-Nineteen.”

She smiled and pulled my library card from the drawer, “Well, Isabelle, you’re not overdue. That’s your third return in a row on time, you’re now allowed to get two whole books this time. Two, count ‘em. Two.”

I laughed and smiled nervously, “I’ll stick to one for now. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Need any recommendations or anything? I don’t mind helping out,” she said.

“T-Thanks, but I know where the fantasy section is.”

She cocked her brow, “Well then, okay. If you need anything, just holler. Kelsey, by the way. You never asked, but my name is Kelsey. I’m looking forward to seeing you again.”

I froze. How could I have forgotten to ask her what her name was? I should have done that when she asked me to verify mine. That was obvious. Why the fuck was conversation so hard for me to get down? I shouldn’t have struggled like this. I’d been to therapy for years. I should be over this nightmare by now!

As I rounded the corner, still mentally berating myself for what I’d done, I walked right into someone. Even as I lost my footing and crashed into the table beside us, I felt even more like an idiot than I had before. I thudded into the ground but was on my feet in seconds, my hand extended to the woman I’d slammed into, “I’m so sorry, I should have been watching where I was going. I’m stupid, I know. There was no excuse for walking into you, I get that.”

She smiled warmly up at me, her layered chin-length hair caught my eye first. All but the tips of her hair was pitch black, the tips of which being a bright red. That red was similar to my own hair, though mine was dyed as well.

I tried not to look at her breasts. But I did. And they were bigger than mine, would she mention that? Her butt was nicer than mine. I was flat. She wasn’t. That might be something she insulted me about. People could be cruel. I didn’t want to have the library turn into a place I was afraid of. Checking out a book wouldn’t happen today.

The woman took my hand and let me help her to her feet, “It’s fine, I wasn’t holding onto a book. Nothing but my pride is hurt. Are you okay, sweetie?”

What did she mean by that? I couldn’t tell. Sweetie, that was a pet name. We weren’t close enough to call one another pet names, but there she was. At least she seemed to have respect for books. That was something I could try to talk to her about.

“I’m okay. What do you read?” I asked, not sure what she even expected me to say. What could I say after doing something so stupid?

She smiled and gently shook my hand, “Yes, my name is Olivia, it’s a pleasure to meet you as well, miss?”

“W-Wait, that’s not what I asked. I’m Isabelle, what do you read?” I asked again, confused as to if I’d rattled her more than I thought.

Olivia chuckled quietly and let go of my hand, “I know it isn’t what you asked. I’m trying to make the conversation normal again. You seem to be strung out. Take a deep breath, hold it for three seconds, then let it out.”

I couldn’t tell her no. I’d just knocked her down, that would have certainly been rude. So I did as she asked and when I blew out that deep breath, I did feel a tiny bit better. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

“You’ve said that, Isabelle. I’m not worried about it at all. As to what I read, I prefer fantasy, but occasionally I can find myself wrapped up in a steamy romance novel,” she said.

“I read those when I want to be turned—” my cheeks burned bright. Why couldn’t I have just one normal conversation?

She smiled, “Trust me, so do I. I can’t tell you how many fantasy romance novels I’ve read. I just hate how few of them have really strong female leads. Like, they either start out as pathetic nobodies that need a hero to save them or they are just ditsy from the start and stay that way. You rarely catch a female character that feels like she’s more than a trope trying to make it by.”

I stared at her. I made the mistake of talking about romance novels, but she was telling me things that she shouldn’t have. This wasn’t what a normal conversation sounded like. I’d seen plenty on television and this wasn’t one of them. And yet, I smiled. She was being kind. Making conversation. But I was one of those pathetic females she just referenced. But I didn’t need a hero. I was fine.

“This is going way out there. Do you want to talk about books for a little while? If you’re busy, please say so, I don’t mind. I can take a hint,” I said. No, I couldn’t. But she didn’t know that.

“Yeah, I’ve got some time on my hands. The library doesn’t close for another hour and my son is staying after school to practice for his play,” she said.

“Son?” I asked.

Olivia smiled, “Yeah, he’s thirteen.”

“W-Wait, how old are you? Do you have a husband, should I be talking to you?” I asked.

“I’m thirty-one. I don’t have a husband, and unless you don’t want to, you’ve got no reason to not talk to me. Please, Isabelle, relax a little. It’s going to be okay,” she said.

I took another deep breath and smiled at her, “Sorry, I don’t talk to people all that much.”

She smiled back, that reassuring grin making my nerves calm just a little. “Don’t worry about it, I don’t get out all that much. When I do, it’s usually having to fake being a super happy person around the other parents so they don’t think that I’m somehow lesser for being a single mom.”

“I don’t like faking things,” I mumbled.

“That makes two of us, Isabelle. So, were you looking for any book in particular?” Olivia asked.

I shook my head and started over to a bookshelf, “Not particularly. I just finished a series I was reading, so now I can start another. Do you read a lot?”

“I do. My son spends a lot of his time playing games or talking about what he’s going to do when he lands his first role in a major blockbuster movie. It’s adorable, but he doesn’t always want me to remind him that it’s a lot harder than it sounds. So instead, I let him have his fantasies and I have mine,” she said. “But don’t take that the wrong way. I support him. If he sets his mind to it, I know he’ll make it.”

She was being very personal with me. That should have been more terrifying than it was. This wouldn’t end much differently than most of the conversations I had in the past. When she found out things about me, she would run away screaming. Maybe not literally, hopefully.

But Olivia also seemed like she was willing to at least talk to me for now. She was smiling and her eyes made contact with mine, that was a good sign. She wasn’t faking interest. Or she was really good at hiding how she truly felt.

“I spend most of my days reading. There is this egg chair that I have set up by my window. When it’s bright out, I like to sit in it and let the sun warm me up and read by its light. It feels really serene, but then I fall asleep a lot as well,” I said.

She smiled, “Pardon my asking, but do you work?”

I shook my head, “I’m disabled.”

“Oh, I hope that you’re okay,” she said. “I’ll be honest, Isabelle, I’m not sure what I can ask you about that wouldn’t be intrusive.”

“It is for mental health. I’m sorry if that’s uncomfortable to talk about.”

She smiled warmly, “Well, while I hate to hear that it is severe enough to be disabling, I want you to know that I don’t think any less of you. Mental health is a really difficult thing to deal with, but you’re out here and talking to me. That says something about your strength.”

The compliment was nice, but it felt double-sided. She didn’t know what I was dealing with. Olivia didn’t know that I had things going on in my life that she couldn’t comprehend. Or maybe she could?

“I don’t know if I compare to you at all, though. Being a single mom isn’t easy, but you sound like you’re making it work. Can I ask what you do for work?”

“Of course, I currently work at the pharmacy. It’s not bad money, but I’ll be honest, I don’t really need it. It’s just nice to have something to do during the day,” she said.

I nodded, “I understand that. I’ve tried to find a job that I can hold down for more than a few days, but I just get super anxious and implode. It’s not fun. I’ve tried working online, but I can’t seem to stick with things long enough for them to take off. It’s infuriating. But I have enough money to pay my reduced rent and I can still afford to eat. That’s important.”

“But do you have things to do during the day?” she asked.

“I read and sometimes play games,” I said.

Olivia smiled and shook her head slowly as she ran her hand along a row of book spines, “No, what I meant was do you have things to do that are satisfying and help you pass the time in a more fulfilling way. Like, do you watch movies with your friends or play games with them?”

“I don’t have friends,” I said bluntly. “You’re the first person I’ve talked to for more than a few seconds in about three years.”

“Holy shit. Please don’t take this the wrong way, but I want to start checking in with you. I’m terrible at socializing with people that actually make me feel like a person. This isn’t in any way me trying to offer you help because you’re disabled, but would you be interested in coming over to my place for movie night with me and my son?” she asked.

“W-Wait, that’s not what you do in normal conversation. You don’t know me, what if I was a psycho murderer?” I asked.

She smiled and looked into my eyes. I immediately looked away, but she tried. “I don’t think that’s the case, Isabelle. You’ve made me smile more than I have in a few weeks. I know what it’s like to feel like you’ve got no one to turn to. Isabelle, I need a friend. If you’re free in the evenings, we could absolutely play some games or just read together. Anything to get you out of your house every now and then.”

“C-Can you come to my apartment?” I asked.

“Could I bring my son?”

I nodded slowly.

She smiled and put her hand on my shoulder. I tensed up, but relaxed when I remembered how kind she had been up to this point. “Then I’d to come over. Do you have a console or do you play on the computer?”

“Console and computer,” I said.

“Awesome, my boy loves the console and I hear it’s easier to let someone use those rather than the computers. Privacy and all that,” she said.

“I don’t look at porn, he can use my computer,” I said before realizing just how uncomfortable that must have been for her.

Her lips curled into a devious smile as she whispered, “Well, that makes one of us. He doesn’t get to use my phone for a reason.”

“O-Olivia!”

“What? It’s perfectly healthy to enjoy yourself. Anyway, when would you want to hang out, and do you have a phone?”

“H-How about tomorrow night? Six PM? And I have a phone, yes,” I said.

She smiled warmly and pulled her phone out and opened the contacts screen, “Add your number to my phone and send yourself a text. When you’re comfortable, send me your address and I’ll be there tomorrow.”

I took another deep breath. This was moving fast. Friendship was hard. She would expect me to hang out and do things now, I wasn’t sure I could commit to that all the time.


Chapter Two

“Frankie, why are you crying?” I asked, wrapping my arms around my son’s shoulders.

He looked up at me with his almond eyes, bloodshot from the grieving he was doing, “I-I didn’t get the part of Romeo.”

As much as I loved every second of being around my son, those eyes haunted me. They were just like his father’s. “Oh, you poor thing, did you try your best?”

“Y-Yeah,” he mumbled.

I smiled and wiped away his tears, “Then you’re going to have to let me take you out for pizza and ice cream. You don’t have to have the main part to be involved in a wonderful project. I’m sure that you’ll be great.”

He took a deep breath like I’d practiced with him. “You’re right. It’s just that I tried so hard and I thought that I was doing really well.”

“And you probably knocked it out of the park, sweetie. But you know what I think?” I asked as pulled away from him and led him to my truck.

Frank shook his head, “No, what?”

“I think that you did too good of a job. How could they let you take the lead role if you were going to make everyone else look like they weren’t good enough?”

“Mom, you’re just trying to make me feel better,” he said.

I chuckled, “Well, I am trying to make you feel better, but I believe it. You’re my hero, little man.”

He smiled at me, “That makes two of us.”

On the inside, I groaned. As cute as it was when he tried to pick up my sayings, I really, really wished he would use them right. Outwardly, though, I laughed and patted the side of my truck, “Come on, get in. I want to talk to you about our plans for tomorrow night.”

“We don’t have any plans,” he said.

“Oh, but we do, little Romeo.”

As we drove to the pizza place, I started telling him about Isabelle, “So, today at the library, I was going to pick out a book. Guess what happened?”

“You got another one of those books you said I’d think was stupid?” he asked.

“Well, not exactly,” to be fair, my trashy romance novels weren’t stupid. He just didn’t need to know what happened between those pages where they fell in love. “Someone knocked me down and then about cried when she was telling me sorry.”

He sighed, “Mom, did you beat her up?”

“Why is that where your mind first went?” I asked, returning his sigh with one of my own. “No, I didn’t beat her up. I started having a conversation with her—”

“Did you two kiss?” he asked.

“Oh my word, boy, if you don’t get your mind out of the gutter, I’m going to make you get mint ice cream,” I threatened.

He zipped those lips real quick!

“Anyway, I was talking with her about books and such, and we got on the topic of hanging out. So, tomorrow night, we’re going to go over to her apartment and watch a movie or some shows together. I was hoping that you’d come with us,” I said.

He shrugged, “Can I bring my cards?”

Magic the Gathering was a bit of a hobby of his, that and Dungeons and Dragons. But as much as it pained me as a mother to admit, my son wasn’t a social butterfly. At all. He was shy and reclusive, to say the least. But when it came to acting, theater, or roleplaying games, Frank was the most vibrant person one could imagine. So far, he hadn’t found anywhere to play his games, but that didn’t stop him from begging me for card packs and supplies to make maps and such.

“Of course, just try to talk to her a little, okay? She’s, uh, shy. Very, very, very shy. So you’ll have to treat her a bit like you would a new cat,” I said.

He laughed, “Put your hand out and wait for them to come sniff it?”

“Well, I was going for more along the lines of making you let her come to you on her terms. But she’s a sweet person and I hope that you two will get along. You know, she’s only six years older than you,” I said.

“And you’re wanting to go over to her house? Mom, I’m thirteen. I’m not stupid, is she cute?” he asked.

Damn, they grew up too fast. “Yeah, she’s cute, but right now I think she just needs some friends. Who knows, maybe you can ask her to play the card game with you.”

Isabelle was more than cute. Her petite legs went on for days, her smile lit up the entire library, and I wanted to see how loud I could make her moan. For science, of course. She was stunning. But she did have her curious nature that I’d have to dig through and find out if I could be friends with her. Some people were just broken. They didn’t want help, friends, or anything that would challenge the way they existed.

“She wouldn’t understand it, mom. It’s really intricate.”

“Someone learned a fancy word.”

“Someone just passed the pizza place.”

Fuck.

“Do you like her, mom?” he asked.

I turned into a nearby parking lot and turned back around so I could get us to the restaurant, “I do. But I don’t think she’s in a place where she could like me like that. Right now, she needs a friend, Frankie. Remember how you used to be when people would come to talk to you on the playground?”

He let out a pathetic groan, “Mom, I didn’t ask you to bring up the embarrassing things I used to do.”

While Frank had gotten over it, he used to get so nervous he would genuinely piss himself. It was horrible, but if anyone would understand what Isabelle was going through, it was probably him.

“I’m not trying to. Sweetie, she’s a lot like you used to be. She never really got over her fear of people, I don’t think.”

“Oh God, mom you don’t have to fix her.”

I sighed, “Son, sometimes you have to give people a helping hand when you can. You never know when you’re going to need someone to help pick you up. And what would you say if I was in need of a friend and she wanted to come help me up?”

“I’d say she was being a good person,” he said.

I parked the truck and reached over to squeeze his shoulder, “Exactly. We’re going to be good people to her. Besides, you might like her.”

The evening of the next day, I received a text around five PM from Isabelle with her address. Frank and I got ready, he packed up his box of cards and put it in his backpack along with his Dungeons and Dragons books.

“You’re going in that?” he asked.

I looked down at my blue jeans and tee shirt, “What’s wrong with this?”

“Aren’t you trying to get her to like you? You used to wear dresses when you were going on dates with men. Is it different because she’s a woman?” he asked.

“Oh boy, that’s a conversation for another time. Right now, just friends, Frankie. You don’t have to worry about this turning into something else just yet,” I said.

He smirked at me, “Sure I don’t.”

A few minutes later, we were on the second floor of Isabelle’s apartment complex and I knocked on her door. A few moments later, she slowly opened the door enough to ask, “H-Hello?”

“It’s Olivia and my son, Frank.”

I could tell from the look on his face that he was concerned, but he didn’t say anything rude. That was about all I could ask of him.

“Oh!” she opened the door and smiled warmly at me. “I ordered Chinese. I hope you two like Chinese?”

“Love it, see, mom? I told you that she and I would get along great,” he said.

I chuckled and looked at her, “Can we come in?”

Her cheeks burned brightly, “Y-Yeah, sorry!”

She stepped out of the way and let us inside. While I expected something honestly abhorrent, her apartment was pristine. The furniture was all well-kept and looked better than what I had in our house. Bookshelves lined most of the walls and were all filled with various titles. Some with stickers still on them, probably from a bargain store, others that looked brand new. It was a bookworm’s paradise. Her own little library.

“The console is in the living room. Frank, right?” she asked and he nodded. “What kind of games do you like to play?”

He looked at me, somewhat betrayed by the lack of accurate information. While I told him that she was going to be shy, here she was making my heart skip beats.

“Fantasy adventure games, but I have some cards and stuff I can go through,” he said.

“What kind of cards?” she asked.

He smiled, “Magic the Gathering.”

“Oh, you play magic? I used to run a Golgari elf deck. It was brutal, turn four kills, usually. But that was modern format, I’m not even sure what I’d be able to make if I were to try to play standard again,” she said.

Frank stopped walking, “Y-You play?”

“Well, I haven’t played in person in years. I should still have some cards in a box somewhere if you wanted to go through them? I don’t have anyone to play with anymore, I wouldn’t mind giving them to you,” Isabelle said.

“Hey, you don’t have to do that, Isabelle,” I said. As sweet as the offer was, from firsthand experience, I knew how fucking expensive those cards could be.

Frank giggled gleefully, “Why don’t we play a game or two? Mom, can we play?”

Isabelle smiled at me, “Yeah, mom? Can we?”

“Oh my word, I’m not going to let you call me mom, Isabelle. But yeah, feel free to play,” I said. “I can just watch TV or something.”

“That’s crazy talk,” she said. “Poor little Frank might not know this, but he’s in over his head. They’ll be quick. Then I can show him how to really play.”

Frank sat down on the floor by her coffee table and smiled at me, “Yeah, she’ll teach me.”

Ten minutes later, Isabelle let out a deep groan and collected her deck, “Look here, we both know that playing blue and red decks is just asking to make people cry. You’re lucky I’m not pouting already. Tell you what, how about we watch some TV and let me cool down before I burst into tears, okay?”

His cocky smile made me chuckle. “How about you sit here and put together a deck that I can’t wipe the floor with while mom and I watch TV?”

“Ooh, I see what you’re doing there, Frank. Trying to keep her all to yourself?” she asked. “Well, I can’t let that happen.”

Her eyes met with mine and I could see the merriment bubbling beneath them, “Mom, can I watch TV with you, pretty please?”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. Isabelle, I’m not old enough to be your mom, stop trying to make me feel ancient,” I said before patting the spot on the couch beside me. “What do you normally watch, sweetie?”

“Well, usually superhero shows or whatever, but it’s up to Frank,” she said.

He charged her recliner and flopped down on it, “I love hero shows!”

And just like that, I found myself falling a little in love with her. Maybe not romantically, but she had my son’s full attention and they were getting along pretty damn well. And for the first time in so many years, I seriously thought about what my life might look like with someone else in it.


Chapter Three

It should have been harder. I shouldn’t have been able to sit beside her so easily. Her son should have hated me. They shouldn’t have even come. But yet, here we were with Chinese food and a nice TV show on.

Olivia occasionally smiled over at me between bites and I couldn’t help but feel a little safer than I did before. My apartment was my safe haven, that much was true. But no one came to my safe haven. If they did, it never felt the same. And yet, this time, I was enjoying having the intrusion.

After I finished eating, I put my plastic tray on the table and leaned back against the couch. My hands slid behind my head and I let out a contented sigh, “Tonight has been great so far. Thank you both for coming.”

“Aw, do we have to go?” Frank asked.

“No! Not if you don’t want to, I was just saying thank you. It’s been really nice,” I said.

Olivia smiled and leaned forward to put her tray down as well. As she leaned back to join me in relaxation, she asked, “So would you be okay with us coming back Friday night? I know Frankie isn’t going to want to leave just yet, but he does have school tomorrow.”

“Yeah, Friday would be great. It’s Wednesday, right?” I asked.

She nodded. Frank groaned, “Mom, can’t you let me stay home tomorrow? We could hang out and play games all night. Come on, please?”

“As much as I’d love to, we didn’t bring spare clothes or anything. And where would you sleep?” Olivia asked.

I knew that she was trying to get her son to leave without a fight, and I couldn’t help myself, “Well, tonight he can’t sleep here. I couldn’t leave a guest on a couch! How about this, we finish this episode and the next, then when you come over Friday, I can have bought a bed for you already?”

“You don’t have to do that,” Olivia said.

Frank smiled, “That would be awesome, Isabelle!”

I smiled and leaned over to whisper in Olivia’s ear, “My guest room is already furnished, but I wasn’t kidding. I don’t want a guest to sleep on the couch, so you’ll have to take my bed next time you two come over.”

“Why couldn’t we share?” she asked.

The request was simple, but it shattered my reality. I straightened up and leaned back against the couch. She made it seem so simple. Yeah, just let her sleep in the same bed as me. Even if we kept all our clothes on, that would be a step that I wasn’t sure I could take. But then again, what if I told her no?

That might make her annoyed with me or I might seem like I wasn’t interested in her. How horrible would that be? To ditch her and only be her son’s friend. That wouldn’t be acceptable at all.

And on the other hand entirely, she wasn’t making me uncomfortable. She was already close enough to me that I could feel the heat of her body. But what if I told her about my lower bits? Would she accept someone that was inadequate in every way? I couldn’t provide her with the delight of a woman’s vagina, nor could I offer her the pulsing warmth of a man. I was… Broken.

“C-Can I talk to you, alone?” I asked.

She nodded, her smile fading, “Stay here, Frankie. Remember what we talked about earlier.”

What was that supposed to mean?

“I will, mom. Thank you again, Isabelle!”

At least that part was clear. The kid was easy to understand. His goals and motivations, that much I could understand. But Olivia? She was a wild card.

I got off the couch and walked with her down the small hallway, then into my bedroom. She shut the door behind us and asked quietly, “Did I say something wrong?”

“You need to know things about me that I haven’t told you,” I said.

“Hey, if this is about sleeping in the same bed, I really don’t mind sleeping on the couch. If you’re really that serious about a guest not sleeping on the couch, I can let you have the bed,” Olivia said.

I smiled at her before remembering the reason I wanted her to join me in my room. “It’s not just that. It’s about how I feel about what I feel. If that makes sense?”

“It does, I think.”

“But you need to know a few things about me and I’m going to be up front and honest. This isn’t easy to do, but I’ve talked about it enough in therapy to at least give you the emotionless version of what happened to me. If I tell you this, can you promise not to laugh or make fun of me?” I asked.

She nodded, “Hey, this is personal to you. That means it’s important to me. You’ve got my word, Isabelle.”

I took a deep breath and moved to sit on my bed, “You might want to take a seat. This could be a second.”

Olivia joined me and I clenched my fists and picked a spot on the wall to stare at. Telling my story wasn’t fun. “When I was five, my mom was diagnosed with cancer. A few months later, she was taken from us. If she and my father had medical insurance, they might have been able to catch it sooner. My father started drinking heavily with the little money he brought in. It was a spiral from there. He used to be such a happy person, but the more he saw me, the angrier he got.”

“So, you can imagine that things got a little harder over time. By the age of seven, dad was always drunk if he was home. If I didn’t do everything he said, just how he said, I was a bad boy,” I said softly.

“Boy?” she asked.

“Y-Yeah. Please let me finish,” I mumbled.

“Sorry.”

I nodded, acknowledging her apology, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the spot on the wall. “He started hitting me when I made mistakes. First, it was with a belt, a somewhat normal spanking. But when that didn’t make me scream and cry like he wanted, he started using his hand. He always kept my bruises below the neckline and threatened me that it would only get worse if I told anyone.”

“Life went on like that for about a year. I was good, I tried really hard to make him happy. Sometimes he wasn’t even that bad. Sometimes he told me I was good. But when it came time to start exercising at school, my shirt eventually pulled up enough to show some of the bruises on my stomach and back. When he got a call, he told them that I just played outside a lot. When they asked me what happened, I told them I’m was clumsy. That was the first time that people came out to check on us.”

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I can’t imagine—”

“That’s not the end of the story,” I mumbled.

Olivia sighed, “I’ll be quiet.”

“I’m not upset at you, please know that,” I whispered. “I just want you to know the truth about me. I know I’m weird, but you should know why before you start bringing your son over more often. And I want to spend time with you. But I don’t want this to come up later.”

“I understand.”

“Back to the story. After the people left, dad yelled and screamed until his veins looked like they would explode. He said I was a bad boy. The worst child a father could have. Then he hit me. It was the first time he hit me in the face. But he didn’t stop. He just kept punching me, telling me I wasn’t man enough to keep my mouth shut about being disciplined. So he hit me in the groin. Then he stomped on my bits. Then I passed out. I woke up in the ICU. The doctors told me that I wouldn’t have to worry about my dad anymore,” I said softly.

I sighed heavily and looked down to my feet. The spot on the wall wasn’t helping me from feeling the fear. My dad was in prison. He wouldn’t get out, they kept telling me that, but I was still terrified of that man.

“But the bad news was that the damage done down there wasn’t something that would heal. They had to remove my testicles. But they said it would be okay. I could lead a healthy life, even if I couldn’t reproduce or whatever. I would just have to take testosterone injections when it was closer to time for me to go through puberty. That wasn’t what I wanted. The entire reason I was in the hospital as far as I knew was because I wasn’t a good boy.”

Another deep breath. “So when I got put in foster care, I tried to be a good girl. The first few sets of parents I went to didn’t appreciate that. And so it continued until I was finally just left in the boy’s home. I refused my testosterone shots and when I was legally capable of making my own decisions, I started estrogen. I know that’s probably not the best reason someone has for transitioning, but I don’t want to be a boy. I don’t want to live like that. But I still have…”

That’s when the tears started slowly trickling down my cheeks.

“Isabelle?” she asked.

“I have a penis. It’s tiny, pathetic, and it doesn’t stay hard. So I couldn’t do anything with you using it if I wanted to. But I like you. I think you’re a very attractive woman and I don’t know how to feel about sleeping in the same bed with you. But I don’t want you to think I’m something I’m not.”

“Isabelle.”

“W-What?”

“You’re perfect just the way you are,” she said softly. “What you went through was absolutely horrible and I think I can understand why you’re a little on the skittish side. But you don’t have to pretend to be anything you’re not with me. I don’t care what bits you have. Being honest, I’ve been using my hand and some toys for the past eight years, if I cared about sex, that would be news to me.”

She slowly reached toward me and while I didn’t like how close her hand was getting to my face, I let her wipe away my tears. “And I want you to know that I think you’re beautiful. I’ve never seen Frankie so happy to talk to anyone else, not counting myself. My son likes you, I like you, and I hope that you like us.”

“I do,” I mumbled.

“So then, would you be comfortable if I asked to come over Friday?” she asked.

“I would.”

“And if I brought a change of clothes, would you mind if we stayed the night?”

“I wouldn’t.”

“And if I asked you to let me sleep in your bed, would you join me?”

“M-Maybe.”

She smiled and let out a quiet sigh, “Then you’ve already made me a very happy woman. Thank you for sharing that, Isabelle. My story isn’t anything like that. Frankie’s father bailed on us four months into the pregnancy. That’s all.”

“D-Douche,” I mumbled.

“Yeah, he really was. But how would you feel if I asked you to come back into the living room after you’ve calmed down?”

“Good.”

She chuckled and rubbed my back gently, “And if I do something you think is uncomfortable, you know that you can tell me to stop at any point and I’ll listen to you. I’m not going to lie to you, Isabelle. I think you’re attractive. There might be a point where I’d want to ask you to go on a date with me—”

“I will,” I said quietly.

“You’ll tell me when you’re uncomfortable or you’ll go on a date with me?” she asked.

I turned to her and used my sleeve to wipe away the residual wetness on my cheeks, “Both.”


Chapter Four

The lingering tension in the room as we finished the second episode of TV was tangible. Isabelle’s fingers tapped against her thighs. My son kept occasionally glancing over at us as if we were supposed to say something. But there wasn’t much we could say.

Her story ripped my heart from my chest and then she picked it back up and jump started it again with the promise of a date. I was in shock. Not only because she’d taken two very large steps, but because now I had to think of what the hell I would even do for a date. The bar wasn’t an option, she was only nineteen. But where could I really take her?

As I pondered the thought, the credit screen started playing. Time was up. I stood up and Frank looked at me with sad eyes, “Do we really have to go, mom?”

“For now, yeah. We’re coming back Friday though. Don’t you worry about that,” I said.

Isabelle smiled and got off the couch. She slowly stepped toward the door and called out, “I’ll make sure the guest room is set up for you. I can even put the console in there if your mom doesn’t kick my butt for doing that.”

“It’ll be the weekend, worst case scenario, he’ll just stay up late. So long as he doesn’t stay up until two in the morning, I don’t mind at all,” I said.

She smiled and opened the door for us. Frank smirked at me and patted me on the back as he said, “I’ll give you two a second.”

That little rat! Oh, he was getting a talking to when I got in the truck. But Isabelle stood there, awkwardly shifting her weight from one side to the other as she mumbled, “He’s a good kid.”

“That he is, but now I feel kind of like I’m supposed to do something and I’m not sure how you’d feel about that,” I said quietly.

She smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders. Damn it, girl. You were supposed to give me a reason to not do this!

I took a tentative step closer to her and put my hands on her upper arms, scared to touch her anywhere that might have been too sensual. Isabelle closed her eyes and leaned slightly closer to me. As I leaned in, I bumped against her nose and mumbled, “Sorry.”

“Shh,” she whispered.

And then our lips pressed together. Her arms tensed and for a second, I thought she would take hold of my hips, but instead, she let them relax. I lingered for just a few moments before slowly pulling away. If I’d learned anything in my dating days, it was to never question a kiss. She could like it or she could want more, but either way, I did what I was comfortable with. Until we had another conversation about her boundaries and what I could and couldn’t get away with, that gentle kiss would have to hold us both over.

I knew I wasn’t going to have an issue with it.

“G-Goodnight, Isabelle,” I said quietly.

“You can call me Bella if you want,” she said, her voice quiet.

I smiled at her and let my hands slide down her arms before finally pulling away, “Then I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Bella. I’m probably going to be off work sometime before two.”

“O-Okay, can I text you?”

“I’d really like that,” I said.

And with that, I begrudgingly walked away, eyes lingering on her as long as I could before I finally descended the stairs and headed back to my truck. How the fuck could someone as amazing as her exist in Asheville without me knowing? It’s not like there were a ton of people here, but these past few months, the town had livened up a bit.

People were starting to visit the new bar quite a bit. I was even seeing more people at the library now. Some of the petty crimes had stopped. Best of all, Isabelle seemed to think it was safe enough now to leave her apartment. I didn’t know what helped her make that choice, but I’d be damned if I was going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

As I got into the truck, my son’s quiet laugh greeted me. “You kissed her, didn’t you?”

“I did.”

“Score! Good job, mom. Now she’s going to want us to come back over for sure,” he said.

I let out a quiet sigh before looking over at him, “Hypothetically, if I wanted to date her, would you still want to see her around?”

“Mom, are you kidding? She’s great. I mean, whatever you two talked about while you were gone was really not cool because she looked a little uncomfortable, but I mean, you two kissed. Couldn’t have been that bad, could it?” he asked.

“Frankie, promise me you won’t ask her about her parents. Ever.”

His jovial tone shifted slightly serious, “I won’t, mom.”

“Thank you, Frankie,” I said softly. “Think you could handle getting yourself to sleep tonight?”

“Mom, seriously, I’m thirteen. What’s up, though?”

I smiled and looked over at him as I cranked the truck, “I need to take a trip down to the bar.”

“Is that a healthy way to handle your first kiss with her?” he asked.

“Frankie! I’m not going to drink,” I said.

He laughed and mumbled, “What else would you do at a bar?”

I smiled and started the short drive back to our house. Some questions were better unanswered. After I took him home and dropped him off, I called out, “Lock the door behind you and text me if anything happens.”

He nodded and I waited until he was safely in the house before I headed over to Darren’s Dive. Once inside, I tapped on the counter, “What’s going on, Emily?”

“Not too much, same shit, different day,” she said. “You?”

“I met someone, do you know where Kelsey might be?” I asked.

She smiled, “I can shoot her a text and get you her number, but her partner is preggo, she’s at home.”

“Would you do that for me?” I asked.

She whipped out her phone and within a minute showed me the screen. “She said it’s cool. Is everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said as I copied the number down. “God, I know this is going to sound really weird, but I met someone. She’s nineteen, can’t bring her here to get to know her a bit better. Super shy woman, I was hoping to get Kelsey’s blessing about a possible date at the library.”

“Dude, that’s so sweet of you. Madison never takes me to libraries to get cozy,” Emily teased.

I smiled at her and started dialing Kelsey’s number, “Thank you so much, Emily!”

After getting outside, Kelsey picked up, “What’s good, chick?”

“Hey, I was calling to ask you about possibly bringing in some food to the library tomorrow? I’m not quite sure if the person will even want to come, but I’d like to make sure I could have a small date type situation happen?”

Kelsey chuckled, “That’s sweet. Who is the chick and why the library?”

“I just met her yesterday, her name is Isabelle, she’s super—”

“Yo! I know her. Yeah, man, I’d be all for you two having a bite. Try to keep things relatively quiet and don’t bone the chick on a table or anything,” she said.

I chuckled, “Bone her?”

“Man, I’m not even going to lie, with as many other transgender people as I’ve run into lately, I thought you were wanting to dick this chick down. My bad, yo. Anyway, no licking the split in the library.”

“Kelsey, you’re not going to have to worry about that. You want me to bring you anything? I’m imagining it’ll be around two-thirty.”

“Sure man, bring me an energy drink and a bag of chips or something. I love bribes,” she said.

The next day after I dropped Frank off at school, I went into work and sent Isabelle a text asking if she would be fine with meeting me at the library. She happily accepted and for the rest of the day, I was floating on clouds.

A few minutes before the end of my shift, I put in an order for a carry-out pizza. As soon as I was free from work, I hurried to pick up the pizza and grab Kelsey’s bribes. After that, I had just enough time to swing by my house to change into an adorable white and blue sundress. I slid on a pair of two-inch heels and rushed to the library.

I went inside and put the pizza down on a table before heading to the librarian’s desk. “One energy drink,” I said and handed her the drink and bag of chips, “and one bag of chips.”

“Yo, man, I wasn’t serious. I appreciate the shit out of it, but next time just agree not to munch on her carpet in the library and we’ll call it good,” she said.

My cheeks warmed and I mumbled, “I don’t think she would appreciate me even suggesting something like that.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think my chick would be into it either. I mean, don’t tell anyone I told you, but if you are going to play hide and seek with your tongue, the non-fiction section is pretty quiet.”

“Oh my god, Kelsey!”

“Hey, man, I’m just trying to do you a favor after you did me a favor,” she said, gesturing to the drink and chips. Kelsey smiled again and pointed behind me, “Yo, the redhead is here. I ever mention my chick is a redhead? We should see if they know each other. Ask her if she knows a Courtney.”

“I don’t think it works like that,” I said and chuckled at her before turning to hurry away from the desk. While I didn’t mind having those kinds of conversations, I didn’t want to get myself in that kind of mood right now.

Isabelle was a sweet person and she needed me to approach her with tact, not wild sexual antics.

She grinned at me as I got closer and mumbled, “I like your dress.”

“Thank you, I, uh, I probably should have shaved again,” I said. The two-day-old stubble was barely noticeable, but I wasn’t used to being complimented like that.

We headed to the back of the library and sat down. “Last night was fun,” she said softly.

“Last night was amazing. We didn’t take things too fast, did we?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I honestly couldn’t say that I know. Uh, I don’t exactly know how to say this in a polite way, but I’ve never done anything like that with anyone. Ever.”

I opened the box of pizza, “Yeah, it’s been so long since I’ve done anything either. I mean, I’ve used toys, but that’s about it.”

“How do they feel?” she asked.

My eyes widened, “Uh, pretty good. I have to admit that the real thing is nice, but there is nothing wrong with using them. I really enjoy my vibrators, but is that something you’re comfortable talking about?”

Isabelle nodded, “Kind of. I’ve always wanted to try things like that, but I’ve never been able to talk myself into it.”

“We could try things like that some other time, down the road a bit, of course,” I said.

She bit her lower lip and grabbed a slice of pizza, “You wouldn’t be upset about doing that to me?”

“Honey, I’ll be honest, I’ve always been a little interested in pegging someone.”

“But what about you?” she asked.

“What about me? I don’t mind figuring things out as we go. But that’s not something that’s happening too soon, I don’t think,” I said.

Isabelle nodded, “But it could happen, right?”

There was something so damn sweet about that. After hearing what she went through, I expected her to be a little more uncomfortable with this kind of conversation. “I would like to think that we could have sex at some point. I mean, provided that we get to that point and we’re both happy about things. But are you sure that we’re going to be able to actually act on that kind of thing? Words are one thing, but actions are another.”

“I-I wouldn’t be able to say until we tried,” she said.

“Don’t think too hard about it, Bella. You’ve been a pleasure to talk with so far and I’m hoping that we can keep doing this. But I don’t know how fast is too fast,” I said. “If we can talk about the elephant in the room for a moment, You’re twelve years younger than me. I’m not sure what you’d like to get out of a relationship—”

“Love.”

“Well, of course, but I mean outside of that,” I said.

She shook her head, “No, that’s about all I want. I don’t care what we do or how we do it. As long as I feel loved and safe, that’s all that matters.”

“Isn’t that a little vague, though?”

“What else could I want, Olivia? I can’t have children. I don’t even know if I can have an orgasm. All I know that I can do is try to take this one second at a time and just try to enjoy things. I’m tired of every day being the same. I wake up, I read, I watch a little TV, and I play a game or two. That’s all I’ve done for years. After school ended and I got on disability, that’s all I’ve done,” she said. After letting out a quiet sigh, she mumbled, “So if you want to have sex with me, that’s something I can let you do if it means you’ll stick around.”

She would let me? That wasn’t good enough. Not for her. She deserved so much more than to be the subject of my sexual fantasies. After the hell she’d gone through, Isabelle needed someone that could make her feel like a complete person.

“I’m not going to touch you until you want me to, Bella. Last night, that kiss, it wasn’t about turning me on or anything like that. I wanted to show you that I was interested in you. Not your body. You.”

Isabelle put her pizza down and stared at the table, “So what happens if you do decide to look at my body and all you see is a disappointment?”

“That wouldn’t happen. Bella, I’m not exactly a prize. Even if people thought I looked okay, most of them run when they find out I have a child. If that doesn’t initially scare them, Frankie doesn’t usually like the people I talk to. So I just stopped talking to people. But what I’m not going to let either of us do is get into something because we feel pressured,” I said.

She nodded her head, “But what if we did want to do things? How do you even start something like that without one person being turned on? And if we get turned on, who is to say that we wouldn’t be acting more on impulse than actual desire?”

“Wouldn’t that impulse be caused because of desire? Wouldn’t we have been turned on in the first place because we found the other person sexually arousing?” I asked.

Isabelle opened her mouth as if to argue my point, but then she paused for a few moments. After a little contemplation, she said, “Fine, you’re not wrong there. But what about after the sex? What if we’re uncomfortable then?”

“At that point, we would have a conversation about what made us uncomfortable. In the future, we could avoid it.”

“But what if I didn’t know how to say what made me uncomfortable?”

“Then I would give you time until you could pinpoint what it was that made you feel that way.”

She smiled weakly and then put her hands together on the table, “Why am I worth that much trouble to you?”

“Why did you come here to meet me for this little date?”

“Because I want to know more about you and spend more time with you,” she said.

I smiled warmly, “That’s the same reason that I would go through any supposed trouble for you. It’s not about who can do what for the other and who feels like they’re not worthy of attention. Sweetie, there is something about you that I find so very appealing. You’re not faking things for me. You’re just doing your best to try and make me happy. That’s more than enough for me to be interested in you.”

Isabelle picked up a slice of pizza, “So, are we dating now?”

“Would you want to?” I asked as I picked up a slice for myself.

“I think I would,” she said.


Chapter Five

When she had to leave to go pick up Frank from school, I offered to go with her. Sadly, she didn’t want me to just yet. At first, I was a little worried that even after our conversation that she didn’t want to spend time with me.

But she summed up everything I needed to hear in one sentence, “I’ve got to explain that mommy is seeing someone to a thirteen-year-old.”

“Are we still going to hang out tomorrow?” I asked.

She laughed and nodded her head, “Absolutely. I wouldn’t miss unless something happens to Frankie and I have to take him to a doctor or something crazy like that.”

“I’ll text you?”

“I’d love that.”

Olivia left and I let out a quiet sigh. She was wonderful.

“Yo, you going to leave that pizza just sitting there, all alone? No one to keep it company?” Kelsey asked.

I chuckled and gestured to the chair, “I wasn’t quite finished eating either, but it’s a little hard to eat while you’re talking to someone that makes your stomach fill with butterflies.”

Kelsey smiled wide as she hurried over to join me at the table, “You know, I don’t see many people come through these doors. Like, at all. I’ve been here for a hot minute now, but it’s never that busy. Kind of nice to see other people come in here.”

“It’s nice to be here, honestly. It has a really good aura,” I said.

She took a slice of pizza and demolished it. That poor pizza didn’t stand a chance. “You doing okay, though? I don’t mean to dig too deep or anything, but the other day when you came in, things got really awkward.”

“I’m sorry about that. I don’t get out of the house much,” I mumbled.

“You know, there’s a bar that is really nice to hang out at,” she said.

I sighed. Surprisingly, that wasn’t the first time I heard that, “If I was twenty-one, I’d love to go. That not being the case, I think about the only thing I’d want to do is hang out at a game shop, but we don’t have one.”

“Oh shit, what kind of games?”

“Tabletop?”

“Dude, you’re the best. Bring me pizza, then you tell me you’re into tabletop games? Oh, you’re going to go far, kid,” Kelsey said.

I laughed. She was excitable. “Do you have anywhere you can go to play?” I asked.

“We usually play at the bar, but I mean, I could talk with some of my friends and see if anyone else would be interested. I know that there are like seven of us that play. Eight including you,” she said.

“And I know a thirteen-year-old who would probably die with excitement if we could get a place like that up and off the ground,” I said happily.

She shrugged, “Yeah, I mean, it’s a cool dream and all, but that shit ain’t cheap. We’d have to find someone willing to run the damn place, then people to work there, and then you’d have to hope that enough people were interested in the hobbies to keep the place open.”

I let out a quiet sigh. “You just had to go and bring up reality, huh?” I asked.

Kelsey chuckled, “Yeah, well, the good news is that you read fantasy. You going to be picking out a book today, by the way?”

“Probably.” It wasn’t that I wanted to ignore her, but my mind was in other places. “Would you play Dungeons and Dragons if I knew three people that would play?” I asked.

She looked over her shoulder to make sure no one was around before turning back to me, “Yo, I’m all the way down to run a table. My partner enjoys playing. Why, you looking to get something started?”

“If I can talk my girlfriend into it. Her son loves Magic the Gathering and Dungeons and Dragons. I’ve always wanted to play, but I get super uncomfortable around people,” I said.

“You’re doing great right now, much better than the first time I met you, Isabelle.”

“Thanks, I think?”

“You’re welcome. Anyway, I’m going to grab another slice and head back over to my desk. You need anything, just come grab me. Your chick has my number if you need me for that game or whatever, just have her shoot me a text,” she said.

The next evening, Olivia knocked on my door and I hurried to open it for her. Frank rushed inside and put his backpack down beside the door, “Isabelle!”

His arms wrapped around my waist and I thought I was going to die for a second. I wasn’t used to being touched like that, but he was just so precious. “Frank! How are you, buddy?” I asked.

“Really good, no school tomorrow, games all night, and I get to spend time with you again! Did you make a better deck?” he asked.

I chuckled, “Well, I tried, but I won’t know if it is good or not until you play me.”

Olivia smiled and lifted a plastic bag, “I brought stuff for dinner, mind if I cook while you two play your game?”

“Absolutely not, but I did want to mention that I might have some people that would be interested in playing Dungeons and Dragons,” I said.

Frank looked up at me with wide eyes, “N-No way!”

“Yes way! You said you liked that game, didn’t you?” I asked.

He nodded, “Yeah! I’ve got a really good idea for a warlock.”

“And I’m going to play a druid!” I said.

“Why don’t we make characters instead of playing Magic?”

Olivia smiled at me and leaned over Frank to give me a quick kiss on the lips, “Well, you two have fun, I’m going to get started on dinner.”

Frank proceeded to explain to me that I couldn’t roll my stats without the dungeon master being here to make sure I wasn’t fudging rolls. On top of that, the little guy was hogging the books and by the time he finished with his character, I had to rush through mine because dinner was already made. I didn’t mind, though. This was his part of the night. His mom was going to be getting the majority of my attention once we were watching television again.

Olivia smiled warmly at me as she put Frank’s plate on the table across from us. Once we were all seated at the table, Olivia spoke softly, “I’m glad you two are getting along again.”

“Why wouldn’t we be, mom?” he asked.

She chuckled. “Well, I remember when you were five, you threw a massive fit about me even talking to someone romantically.”

“Yeah, but mom, you had bad taste and I was five! I’m so much more grown up now,” he said.

I nudged Olivia, “To be fair, I’d throw a massive fit about you talking to someone else romantically.”

“Yeah, mom!”

“Oh, you don’t have to worry about that, Isabelle. Anyway, dig in. I’m looking forward to watching more of that TV show,” she said.

“Do you even remember what it was that we were watching or do you just want to be next to me again?” I asked playfully.

Frank laughed, “Mom, she brings up a good point. What were we watching?”

Olivia’s cheeks turned pink and she stabbed the piece of lemon chicken on her plate, “You two are about to get a timeout.”

I winked at Frank and straightened up, “Sorry, mom!”

He did the same and called out, “We’ll be good, mom!”

“You two,” she groaned.

After dinner, Frank took the recliner again and this time I sat much closer to Olivia. She smiled at me and pulled me gently into her side. It wasn’t uncomfortable yet, but I couldn’t deny that it was something that put me slightly on edge.

Before long, the show was on and her hand started rubbing my side. It was nice to be held like a lover. Like I wasn’t some kind of freak. I wanted to find a reason to be afraid of her, but I couldn’t. She knew about my past and still, she chose to be right here beside me.

I timidly put my hand on her knee and she smiled at me before whispering, “I don’t mind you doing most anything, sweetie. Just make sure to keep it PG with Frank in the room.”

“Of course,” I whispered. It’s not like I was going to grope her right now. I didn’t have the guts to even try and do something so perverse. It might not even be fun to do, this wouldn’t be the first thing I was lied to about online.

The night continued until Olivia eventually called out, “I think it’s about time we head to bed. You don’t have to sleep, Frankie, but remember what I told you.”

“Asleep before two, don’t come get you two unless there is an emergency. I know, mom. I’m not a kid anymore,” he said.

I smiled at him and spoke softly, “You know, I’d give anything to have a mom that worried about me. Enjoy having her in your life, Frank.” Olivia tensed up and Frank looked away from me. “D-Did I say something wrong?” I asked.

“Mom told me not to talk about your parents,” he said.

“I just thought it would be best to not bring up bad memories, sweetie,” she said.

“Oh, well, I mean, it’s all in the past. I can’t do anything to change things. Just know that your mom is an amazing woman, Frank,” I said softly.

He chuckled, “You two go kiss in bed or whatever you’re going to do. This is getting sappy and I don’t know what to say that would help anything.”

Olivia glared at him, “You little butt, she’s being sweet.”

“Isabelle, can I go to my room now?” he asked.

“Of course,” I said and led him to the room. “And the bathroom is right there.”

“Thank you,” he said softly. “And I hope that mom makes you as happy as you make her. You know, you’re all she talks about?”

My heart skipped a beat and my cheeks warmed with embarrassment, “Well, I know now. Thank you, Frank.”

“I let people I like call me Frankie,” he mumbled.

“Well, Frankie,” I extended a hand to him, “I let people I like call me Bella. And I’d like to say that your mom makes me happier than I’ve ever been before. Thank you for letting me date her.”

He smiled and took my hand, “You’re welcome, but don’t expect me to call you mom any time soon. You’re six years older than me, that’s a little weird, isn’t it?”

I nodded, “Yeah, it is, but don’t worry, Frankie, I won’t make you call me that. But if your mom ever does get married, you’re going to have to let me win at least one match of Magic when we play.”

“No fair, Bella, but I accept your terms and conditions,” he said.

“Ooh, bringing out the end user license agreement!”

Olivia approached from behind and put her hand on my lower back which caused me to stiffen, “Yeah, he likes to know what he’s getting into. That should mean he knows better than to start talking about marriage and stuff this early on.”

“But I really like her, mom!” he whined.

“Yeah, and I do too, but that doesn’t mean we should bring up that big of a step just yet,” she said.

I didn’t mind. Then again, having any sort of affection in my life was something I had only dreamed of. As pathetic as it was, I would have probably accepted a proposal if she offered one tonight. I wouldn’t be alone then. Even if she and I didn’t get along as well as I might have liked, Frank and I would probably get along still. There would be trade-offs.

“Well, Frankie, I’m going to go lay down. Sleep well when you go to bed, okay?” I asked as I pulled away from him and started down the hall into my bedroom.

“I will, Bella!”

Olivia and Frank said goodnight to one another before Olivia joined me in the bedroom. “Decide to let me join you in bed tonight?”

“I didn’t say I was going to sleep in here,” I mumbled.


Chapter Six

“You don’t have to sleep, I figured we could talk a little before we made a decision,” I said.

Isabelle nodded and got into bed, “You know, tonight has been really fun.”

“That it has, mind if I join you?”

She patted the bed, “Feel free.”

I sat beside her and put my hand on her stomach, “Do you mind the touching?”

“Not really, but I know it probably feels like it when I freeze up. It’s really hard to forget what happened when I was younger. I know that’s unfair to you, but I’m trying to get better about that,” she said.

Poor girl. She was trying to explain her reactions to me. Whatever her dad did to her was far beyond disgusting. He didn’t deserve to be alive after what he did. That man should have been put in the chair and injected with whatever thing they used to kill people while being electrocuted. Fucking monster.

“You really don’t have to explain yourself to me, sweetie. I just wanted to make sure that you were comfortable,” I said as I slowly started rubbing her stomach over the cute blue and black top she had on.

She slid her hands down to her hips and grabbed the shirt and slowly pulled it up until it rested in a bunch under her breasts, “I-It’s okay. I’m comfortable with this kind of touching. I was talking to Kelsey earlier, the librarian, and she mentioned something about wishing there was a store or something that we could go to for Dungeons and Dragons and stuff. I thought that would be cool.”

Her smooth, pale stomach was pleasant to the touch. Damn, how long it really been since I could just casually stroke someone like this?

“Really now? You know, Frank would love something like that,” I said.

“I think it would be really cool if I could do something like that. You know, run a little business, but we both know that couldn’t happen. I would buckle under the pressure and just end up letting people down.”

I smiled and leaned back to rest beside her, “Yeah, maybe. But do you think you could do it if you had a business partner?”

“Maybe, I’m not sure. It would depend on them and I doubt that I could really afford to get the place off the ground. I would end up being kicked off disability if I did work there or make any kind of meaningful money. That wouldn’t be a bad thing, but it would have to be steady,” she said.

My hand accidentally brushed against her jeans and she gasped, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to go that low.”

“N-No, it’s okay,” she whispered.

“I’m going to have to trust you. As far as the shop goes, I think it could be cool. I could do some research into it and see if I could get a loan to get it off the ground. That might be months down the road, but if it’s something you want, I think I could do that for you and Frankie.”

“That’s a lot of money. I’ve got some savings, but I don’t know if it would be enough to help that much,” she said.

I shook my head, “It’d be best if you kept your money for now. This is something I’d have to decide on in a few months. It wouldn’t be any time soon. Between research and looking into suppliers, I’d have to figure out what kind of investment I’d need and figure out if there is any practicality to doing it here.”

She let out a deep sigh before reaching down to brush my hand away from her stomach for a second. Then she did the unthinkable. She unbuttoned her pants and pushed those black skinny jeans down to her mid-thigh.

“Y-You can touch me. I need you to get it out of the way before I freak out, please,” she whispered.

“Bella, is that something you truly want or is it something you’re asking me to do because you think it is what I want?” I asked.

She smiled weakly and looked up at the ceiling, “I think a little bit of both. I’m scared, but I want to know what it feels like. But I also just want you to finally know what you’re going to have to work with. I don’t really know what to tell you, Olivia.”

I paused for a moment before I let my hand slide down her abdomen again, “So if I do this and you feel embarrassed, you know that’s going to make me feel bad, right?”

“I won’t be embarrassed. Just a little shy, that’s all,” she said in a breathy whisper.

“And what if I don’t want to stop touching you if you seem like you’re enjoying it?” I asked.

“We won’t know until you find out.”

I leaned over and kissed her cheek as I slid my fingers into her panties. She wasn’t lying about being underdeveloped, but then again, it wasn’t tiny. Her cock was already hard, well, as hard as I imagined she was going to get, but it was just a few inches, maybe four?

As soon as I started rubbing the underside of her shaft, she let out a soft moan. Her hips writhed and bucked as I continued to stroke her. Isabelle’s face was adorable to watch as I continued to play. I rolled onto my side and swapped hands so that I could better enjoy the show.

Her bottom lip was between her teeth and her eyes were shut. Soft moans continued to pour out of her and I couldn’t help but pick up the pace a little. Sure, she wasn’t large, but that wasn’t even a factor right now. All that mattered to me was that she seemed to be enjoying herself.

“Is it that bad, sweetie?” I asked softly.

Her cheeks lit up and she opened her eyes. After what seemed like an eternity of me playing with her cock while she was formulating the perfect response, she mumbled, “No.”

I smiled. Well, that was one hell of a verbose and robust answer. Really answered all the questions I could have had. “Want me to stop now?” I asked.

“I-Is that just a polite way of saying you’re tired of doing it?” she asked.

“No, sweetie, I’m genuinely asking. I’m enjoying this, but if we’re going to keep going, would you mind if I got a little more comfortable?”

She looked away from me, those cheeks turning an even brighter shade of red, “W-Would you mind if I got naked too?”

“I don’t think I’d mind that at all. But if you do, you might have to tell me when to stop exploring your body. I know this is a little fast, but I want to enjoy tonight. You’ve been a delight and if playing with you makes you feel good, then I’d love to keep going,” I whispered.

Isabelle nodded her head and mumbled, “You’ll stop if I ask, though, right?”

“Of course,” I said.

She lifted her hips and quickly pushed her panties down to meet her pants before she took them off. Then, she sat up and quickly took off her shirt, her bra only lasting a few more seconds than the shirt did. And just like that, she was naked. Her arms crossed over her perky breasts and she looked away from me before mumbling, “Y-Your turn.”

I smiled and nodded. There was no reason in trying to put on something of a show for her. Those almond eyes of hers refused to look over at me while I undressed and when my clothes were a puddle on the floor, I moved to my knees on the bed, my legs slightly spread.

While I respected that she was relatively innocent, I could imagine that she’d want to see me fully. As far as I knew, this would be her first time seeing a woman’s naked body in person and I wasn’t going to cheapen the experience.

“Sweetie, it’s okay to look,” I whispered.

She slowly turned to look at me. Her eyes drifted down my body before locking on my pussy. She let out a soft whimper before stretching back out on the bed. Isabelle looked back up at the ceiling and whispered, “I’m not sure what to do.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“N-No clue.”

I smiled and whispered, “Would you be upset if I got on top of you?”

“It won’t go inside.”

“It doesn’t have to, Bella,” I said softly. She looked at me with her brow furrowed.

Propping herself up on her elbows, she mumbled, “So what would you do?”

I chuckled and straddled her hips before pressing her cock against her crotch. Lowering myself until my wet lips pressed against her smooth shaft, I started slowly rocking myself back and forth along her shaft, “This is what I had in mind.”

Her first moan was louder than I hoped it would be, but from the loud gunshots and explosions coming from the other room, I doubted my son heard. I quickly leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers as I continued rubbing her cock with my sex.

Those soft, whimpering moans continued to stream from her, though as I pushed my tongue slowly into her mouth, she became muffled enough to not worry about getting us caught. At first, she just laid there, accepting what I was doing to her, but after a few minutes, she let her hands slowly drift down my back.

Isabelle grabbed my ass and started gently humping. Her cock was just a slight bit harder than when we started and while she seemed convinced that we couldn’t do more than what we were, I wasn’t so sure. I mean, I absolutely knew better than to think I could ride her cock like one of my dildos, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t at least try to have penetrative sex.

As I slid my hand between us, she pulled away from the kiss, “W-What are you doing?”

“Just trying something,” I whispered.

She didn’t tell me to stop, so I didn’t. I guided her semi-hard cock to my entrance and used my fingers to keep her somewhat straight as I lowered myself onto her. As she slowly slipped inside me, she gasped loudly. Her fingers dug into my ass and I felt her grinding into me. Her cock pulsed inside me and I knew what was happening.

Her moans were quiet and somewhat controlled as she rode her climax to completion. I smiled down at her and lowered myself fully onto her cock. My hips ground against hers and I let myself enjoy her. She didn’t feel too unlike using two fingers to masturbate. Not thick, not long, but she could certainly hit the spots I needed her to.

My own moans slipped out, soft and controlled as I bounced ever-so-slightly on her shaft. There wasn’t much more I could want from her. Sure, I hadn’t climaxed, but this wasn’t about me. This was about showing her that I didn’t need her to be some kind of sex goddess to make me happy.

By the time she finally caught her breath enough to speak, I was just starting to really enjoy her cock inside me. She couldn’t get me pregnant, that much was a biological fact, so there was nothing stopping me from trying to make her cum again.

“O-Olivia,” she whimpered.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked.

“N-Nothing, b-but I came already,” she said.

I smiled down at her as I leaned back. My plump breasts bounced slightly as I continued working my hips. “I know. Did you want me to stop?” I asked.

“P-Please don’t,” she said. “I-It feel s-so good.”

“That’s what matters, sweetie. Want to do something for me?” I asked. She nodded and tried to stifle another moan. “Take your thumb and put it here,” I said, pointing to my clit.

Isabelle did and as soon as she did, I gasped. It was always more sensitive than I expected, but if there was one thing I missed about being on the market for dating, it was the feeling of someone else touching me. No matter how much I masturbated, I couldn’t get that same level of satisfaction. Just the simplest touch, that was all it took.

My hips bucked violently and I quickly pulled away from her cock, not intentionally, but instinctively. She did her best to keep rubbing my sensitive bead. A shuddering moan escaped me at the same time that the rush of passion in my core splashed onto her stomach. The gush of my juices made her squeak and she yelped, “D-Did you just pee on me?”

I shook my head, my eyes half-lidded as I continued to grind my hips against her hand. It was all I could do, but she pulled it away and left me with nothing but the air to caress my needy sex.

“F-Fuck that was nice,” I groaned. “But no, that wasn’t pee, I’m a squirter, sweetie.”

“What’s that mean?” she asked.

I chuckled softly as I rolled off her and onto my back, “Well, you saw firsthand what that means. When I orgasm, I tend to squirt instead of ooze. I mean, ooze sounds like a weird word to describe it, but that’s what I’ve got for you.”

She mumbled, “I ooze.”

“And I don’t mind that at all, but what I do want to know was if you had fun.”

Isabelle smiled and nodded, “I-I did.”

“And would you be mad if I wanted to take a nap now?”

She shook her head.

“Will you sleep with me?” I asked.

A playful smile crested her lips, “I think I already did.”

“Oh, you know that’s not what I meant,” I said.

She giggled and reached over to grope my breast, “S-Sorry, just wanted to know how they felt. I’ll stay here with you.”

I let out a quiet moan and then laughed. “Don’t you worry about it. I love having them played with, but we’ll get into that another time. For now, let’s get some rest.”

Isabelle awkwardly wiped my juices off her stomach with the cover before getting under it. I joined her and had to explain to her what spooning was. That didn’t bother me at all, not when I got to feel her warm body pressed against mine.

She certainly made me think of a creative way to have sex with her, but I got the feeling that we would explore quite a bit together. Besides, I wasn’t lying to her. I really did want to know what it would be like to peg someone and her tight ass would be perfect for that.


Chapter Seven

When I woke up, I let out a quiet yelp and scooted away from the person holding me.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” she groaned.

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Memories of last night returned and I remembered that I was safe. She didn’t do anything that I didn’t want and she was still here in the morning. That meant that she enjoyed what happened enough to stay. I wasn’t just a piece of meat to her. That was a good sign.

“S-Sorry, I’ve never woken up to someone else in my bed. Uh, or naked, for that matter.”

She smiled at me and patted the bed beside her, “Come here, sweetie.”

I did as she asked and she pulled me back against her body. She kissed my shoulder, then my neck, and finally, she sucked my earlobe into her mouth for a moment. That shouldn’t have felt as good as it did. She was sucking on my ear. That should have been weird. But I moaned.

Her experience was something I was enjoying, but I did feel a little insecure. I couldn’t provide her those same kinds of sensations, not yet. But I could learn. She seemed more than willing to be patient and slow with me, though, last night made me question how slow I wanted to go. I didn’t know sex could feel so good.

“You’re really good, b-by the way,” I mumbled.

She released my ear with a quiet pop and pressed her hips against me, “I was just doing what I thought we would both enjoy. Did you have fun?”

“I came way too soon.”

“Did you? I’m sorry, I wasn’t aware that there was a standard acceptable time to let me know you were that appreciative of my body,” she teased.

I smiled and let out a soft gasp as her hand slid around to rest over my penis, “O-Olivia.”

“Yes?”

“Can you wait until the next time you come over to do it again? I had fun, but it’s still a little awkward,” I said.

She pulled her hand away and rested it on my hip, “Of course, sweetie. Thank you for letting me know.”

For some reason, though all evidence pointed to the contrary, I still expected her to tell me that she wanted to keep going. She was nothing but sweet to me so far and I kept expecting something bad to happen. That was the pattern repeated in my life so far. People started out really kind, then they realized I was more work than it was worth and they left.

This was the first time something even close to being intimate sprung up. So far, I had to admit, it was bliss. Having someone that was gentle with me, understanding, and downright erotic. It was a nice change of pace.

“You’re welcome. Uh, so do we make breakfast and wake Frankie up?” I asked.

She kissed me again, “If you want to get out of bed already.”

“I kind of want to ask Kelsey about playing Dungeons and Dragons with all of us. Frank might like that and I was hoping to include him in some more stuff. He’s a part of this and I want to make him feel welcome.”

“You know, hearing you talk like that makes me wet,” she whispered.

“W-What?”

Olivia gave my ass a quick squeeze as she pulled away from me, “You’re already sounding like the kind of influence he needs in his life. Thoughtful, compassionate, and sweet.”

“But he has you for those things,” I said.

“Yeah, but there are some things he can’t talk about with me. For instance, he’s never even asked me to play any of his games.”

We started getting dressed and I mumbled, “I like showering before I change into new clothes.”

“Then why don’t we shower? Here, just throw on that shirt you had on, it’ll cover you. We can take some clothes to the bathroom and talk there.”

That was an offer I had to take. As sweet as she was, we got dirty last night. If she was willing to just go through our day without cleaning up, that would have made me very uncomfortable.

Showering with her was strange, but not more strange than going out to lunch with them later on. People kept looking at us and it made me uncomfortable more than a few times. But Olivia was right there to keep me company and help me feel safe.

At my insistence, Olivia let me buy Frank a booster pack for Magic the Gathering and then she turned around and got my hair professionally dyed. It was expensive. That made me uncomfortable. But she wanted to do something nice for me.

Dating was hard. I wanted to be thankful and happy, but she kept making me feel like I was worth more than I felt like I was. Everyone kept staring at us and when we held hands, the looks only got worse.

The worst of it all was when we were at the lake. Frank loved the swings at the park nearby and Olivia and I were walking along the paved road nearby so that we could keep an eye on him while still giving him some space. It was perfect. Until someone in a large truck drove by and called out, “Fucking dykes! Burn in hell!”

Olivia flipped the guy off, but I couldn’t bring myself to react that way. Why were they saying mean things about us? They didn’t know us and they probably had parents to raise them. They didn’t have an excuse for not having manners.

“I-Is that going to happen a lot?” I asked once they were gone.

“Probably, but I don’t much care. I’m sorry if it bothers you, but people like that, they don’t matter. They have fun putting other people down for no reason. He told us to burn in hell, but wouldn’t that mean that he believes in God? If so, there would be a heaven as well. If that’s the case, then him telling insulting us and telling us to burn in hell just because we’re a little different doesn’t make any sense, does it?”

She had a logical train of thought, but that didn’t make the insult sting less. “I don’t know if I like going out, Olivia.”

“The outside world is a bit crazy, but there are also things like that,” she said, pointing to her son. “He’s happy as a clam and doesn’t have a care in the world. Things like that make it worth coming out here for.”

“But what if he hears what people call us? What if people make fun of him in school like they did me?” I asked.

She frowned, “Well, then the teachers should take care of it.”

“And if the teachers are just as rude as those guys were?”

“Where is all this coming from and where do you want it to go?” she asked.

That was a question I didn’t know how to answer immediately. As we continued walking the road, I mumbled, “I’m not quite sure where I want it to go. I just don’t know if I want to have to experience things like this. I know that staying cooped up in the apartment for me isn’t good for me. But the difference when I’m there is that I can just grab a book. Any book. And immediately, I’m in a whole different world. I don’t have to worry about my problems. I don’t have to think about what could go wrong in my world. I just let myself disappear into nothing and read a story that was worth telling to someone.”

“So you don’t think that exploring our story is important enough to go outside for?” she asked.

“That’s not what I meant at all,” I said. “But maybe it would be better if we stayed inside and explored those chapters first?”

“We’ve been inside a lot already, sweetie. I don’t want to make you too uncomfortable, but people are going to be assholes no matter what you do. Let me ask you a question,” she said, stopping in the middle of the road. “Why did you leave your house on Tuesday?”

I shrugged, “Well, I mean, I guess I was just tired of having to buy books with my money. I wanted to save it instead so that I could do something with it later.”

“And what were you going to do with it? If you’ve got all you need in those books, then why do you need to save that money instead?” she asked.

“Because I want to be able to do things.”

“You’re not answering my question. You don’t know what you want, do you? Or rather, you don’t know how to get what you want from the safety of your nest.”

I looked away from her. She wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t like being put on the spot like this. Were my feelings not valid to her? Did she not understand that this was harder for me than it might have been for someone else?

Or… Was this her way of trying to help me free myself from the constraints I’d bound myself with? I wanted to hope the latter was the case. Up to this point, Olivia had only tried to help me and that was all I could really imagine she was trying to do now.

“I don’t like going places where I feel unsafe. There are a lot of crazy people out there and you never know what someone is going to do,” I mumbled.

“You didn’t know that bumping into me was going to lead to what we’ve done so far, did you? You couldn’t have planned that.”

“I couldn’t, no.”

“So you admit that by letting yourself slip out of your comfort zone, something good happened,” she said.

I nodded.

“Right, so then some stranger that has no bearing on our lives saying something mean makes you want to run and hide? What’s to say that we couldn’t run into someone amazing in the next five minutes? Someone that would change our lives for the better. If we leave now and go home, that event might never happen,” she said.

“But that’s unlikely and improbable.”

“So was meeting someone like you. Do you think I was looking for a date? I was going to pick up another fantasy romance novel to finger myself to. That’s all I wanted. And you know what happened? Some redhead had the audacity to knock me down and then the brat tugged on my heartstrings and made me want to see her again. Tell me, what’s the likelihood of that happening again?”

I looked down and started trying to count the scattered chunks of pavement that had chipped away from the worn-out road. “I don’t know.”

“It was an impossibility. Something that shouldn’t have happened, but it did. And it led to this. So, with all that said, Bella, do you really want to go home? Or do you just want to let the people that would put you down in this world win? You go home, they win. You keep living your life, we win. We do. Not just you. Not just me. We.”

A thin smile played on my lips and I looked around for a moment. There were two other couples not too far off, but I wanted them to see. My hands fell to her shoulders and I awkwardly leaned in, hugging her as I pressed my lips to hers.

She didn’t put it as lightly as my therapist would have, but Olivia made her point much clearer than my therapist could have.


Chapter Eight

Schedules were a bitch. After that wonderful Saturday, it wasn’t until the following Wednesday that we managed to see one another again. We kept up with one another through texts and the occasional phone call, but there was nothing like talking to her in person.

The good news was that she was leaving her house more. Instead of calling for delivery, she asked for carry-out. She hesitated a few times, but she started checking two books out of the library at a time. There was something so wonderful about watching Isabelle slowly breaking out of that shell she was in.

As I approached her apartment, the blinds were open and I could see her in her living room, sitting in that egg-shaped chair with a book in her hands. She took my breath away. Every time I saw her, I felt like a teenager in love all over again. Like I used to feel with Frank’s father. Love might not have gotten me far back then, but I had faith now. This girl was worth the work.

She might not have been the most reasonable to deal with at times and I could admit to feeling like I was babysitting her occasionally, but she always made it worth it. Those problems weren’t her fault and she was actively working to fix them. Isabelle never had the kind of love and affection she deserved when she was growing up. Hell, the fact that this woman was still willing to talk to people at all was a massive testament to her strength.

If something like that happened to me… Fuck, I didn’t want to think about what I would end up doing. But diamonds formed under pressure and she was certainly a diamond. Sure, we were scraping the dirt off one layer at a time, but the glimmering gem beneath was absolutely precious to me.

Frank tapped my shoulder, “Mom, you’re staring again.”

“Huh? Oh, darn,” I mumbled and turned the truck off. “I’ve got good news for both of you, by the way.”

“I want a hint!” he said immediately.

Usually, I would have given him one, but I wanted to see the looks on their faces when I told them, “Not yet.”

“Come on, mom,” he groaned.

I chuckled and got out of the truck and started making my way to her apartment. Finding her key on my keyring was something I’d have to get used to, but I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t thrilled to have it. She was showing a lot of faith in me by giving me the spare key she had and I wasn’t taking that for granted, though, I did hope to have her one cut for my house as well.

I opened the door and called out, “Baby, we’re here.”

“Yeah, baby,” Frank mimicked.

I shot him a dirty look as we went inside. Isabelle called out from the living room, “Awesome, I’m almost done with this page, one second.”

Frank and I joined her and he got in his recliner. We waited for her to close her book and then she smiled at me, “What’s up? You said you had something important to tell me? Is everything okay? Are we okay?”

“Oh my word, sweetie, we’re fine. But there is some good news for both of you. While it isn’t much, the old laundry mat building is up for rent and while it would take a little renovation, I found out that running a game shop isn’t the hardest thing to do. The building is in a pretty good location, but the problem we might have is advertising it to others. Down here in Asheville, I don’t know a ton of people that would be interested. My friends at the bar seem like they would be happy about it, but I don’t know if we would be making any money from it.”

Isabelle looked at me, then to Frank. But just as she opened her mouth to speak, Frank let out a pathetic flurry of broken sounds before finally screaming, “Mom! Are you kidding me?”

“I hope not, but if it would help, I could work at the shop for free when I’m feeling up to it. If I got paid, I’d lose my benefits and until I know if I can handle that or not, I’d rather just volunteer,” she said.

Frank jumped out of the recliner and charged over to Isabelle, “Y-You’d do that? Bella, you’re the best. The best. Mom, marry her! Now!”

“Woah, calm it down, little guy. We’ve been together a week, I think marriage is a few steps away. If you wanted to volunteer, that would help keep me in the green as far as monthly goals. As long as we could cover the initial merchandise as well as the cost of the building a month, I’d be happy to do this,” I said.

She nodded, “You know, this would be an okay use of my money. I really don’t know how this all works, but I’ve got some put back. I told you about it.”

“You don’t have to do that, Bella,” I said softly.

“And why not? You asked me what I wanted to do with my savings. I think this is a reasonable goal. If you could promise to make the place a hospitable environment where I could play games with Frankie and maybe some other people as they come, I would love to help,” she said.

I smiled and tried to keep myself from crying. That was a pointless attempt. Frank wasn’t doing much better. His hands were flailing around and he rushed over to his backpack to grab a few books and boxes out of it before putting them on the table, “We can put these up for sale! Would that help?”

“Hey, hey, keep those. Those are yours, son. I know I don’t talk to you about money too much, but I’m not exactly scraping to get by. I’m going to talk to the people I know from the bar and see if any of them would be interested in getting involved somehow as well. It’s a long shot, but I think that if enough of us nerds can get together, we could make our little dream a reality,” I said.

Isabelle smiled at me before biting her lower lip, “Did you bring the things?”

I glanced over at Frankie. There was no way to make this too subtle. He was thirteen, not stupid. “Yeah, I did.”

“Hey, Frankie, would you be mad if I asked you to play the console for a little while?” Isabelle asked.

He shook his head, “I don’t want to watch you two kissing. Mom, you’re the best, thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome? I think this would be a good thing for all of us to do. After school, Isabelle or I could come pick you up and you could hang out with us there. How does that sound?” I asked.

“I think that I would be in heaven,” he said.

“Awesome, so why don’t you go play that console now?” I asked.

He smirked, “Just tell me if the volume is too loud.” Frank left his things laying in the middle of the floor, but Isabelle and I didn’t care.

I rushed out of the apartment and nearly fell down the stairs as I hurried to grab my purse out of the truck. I never carried a purse, but I didn’t want my son to see the things that I kept under my bed. As I ran back up the stairs, I couldn’t stop smiling. The harness I ordered just came in on Monday… Poor Isabelle. She wanted to try anal, but I doubt she was half as interested in being fucked as I was in fucking her.

I opened the door to her bedroom and then shut and locked it. From the explosions and gunshots once again coming from Frank’s room, we were safe.

“Baby, you sure seem excited to do this,” I said as I started taking clothes off.

“Why wouldn’t I be?” she asked, already down to her bra and panties before she climbed onto the bed.

After I removed my clothes, I chuckled and tossed my purse onto the bed. “Look inside.”

Isabelle got on her hands and knees and crawled over to the bag. She unzipped it as I pulled her panties down to her knees and slid my hand from her ass to her bra before unclasping it.

“O-Oh my god, the small one. I don’t want the big ones anywhere near my butt,” she said. When she looked back at me, her eyes were as big as they could get. “Y-You’re not going to put them in me, right?”

“Not yet. Maybe one day, but for now, I’m going to keep those for me. The little one is five inches. Think you can take that?” I asked.

She pulled it out of the purse and then put the bottle of lube beside it, “I hope so. Uh, is it okay if I’m on my back?”

“Of course, baby. I’d love to see the look on your face when I’m inside you,” I purred.

Her cheeks flushed red and that blush spread down to her neck. With her recently dyed hair, she looked even more beautiful to me than before. While she’d look amazing even if she were bald, I couldn’t deny that I had a thing for redheads.

I gave her ass a very light spank and proceeded to grab the harness out of my purse. “What’s that for?” she asked.

“You put the dildo through it, then I put it on kind of like a pair of panties, and then I can use it on you. It’s not really necessary, but uh, I wasn’t joking. I want to fuck you. Using a dildo on you is a little different. That would be something I’d do if you were, well, maybe we should have that conversation another time,” I said.

She shook her head, “N-no, I want to do that.”

“Do what?”

“The thing you’re not telling me.”

I giggled and grabbed the dildo, “Well, have you ever heard of sixty-nine?”

“Yeah, but I don’t know what I’m doing,” she said.

“I know that much. But what we’d be doing would be something similar. You’d be licking my pussy, but instead of me sucking your cock, your hips would have to be to my right so that I could fuck that cute butt of yours with the toy,” I said.

“O-Oh. That’s actually a little more complicated than I thought it would be.”

I smiled at her and ran the dildo down her back before pressing it against her pucker. There was no way in hell I was going to push it into her without lube, but teasing was good fun. “See? I wasn’t avoiding telling you that because I wanted to be coy. My train of thought is that I’ll introduce you to one thing at a time. For now, we’ll see if you even like this kind of play. If you do, then next time, I can teach you a little bit about how I enjoy being eaten out. After that, I’ll teach you how to use a dildo on me. Then I’ll suck your cock while you use one on me. At that point, you’ll see what I’m doing and all you’ll have to do then is just do the reverse.”

The blush intensified as I explained what types of things we’d eventually do and I laughed quietly. “Well, then, uh, tonight is the butt stuff?”

“Get on your back, baby,” I said as I slid the dildo through the harness and proceeded to lube it up. My hand was still slick with lube and I waited for her to get comfortable before I nodded to her nightstand, “Put the towel under you.”

She did as I asked and then I smiled at her as I pressed my finger against her pucker. With the lubrication, it slipped inside her tight ring without much resistance. The warmth was incredible. While I wasn’t unfamiliar with fingering myself, I never even thought to try fingering my ass.

After a few quick pumps into her with my finger, she was already moaning. I pulled my finger out and wiped my hand on the towel. “Uh, so I haven’t done this specifically. But I mean, it’s basically just missionary. Problem being, the butt is a little lower than I’m used to, so, could you put a pillow under the towel to raise you up a bit?”

She nodded and did so as I climbed onto the bed. Once she was ready, I pressed the dildo to her entrance and slowly pushed it inside. Her face contorted for a moment as the initial shock hit her. Then she let out a soft groan before mumbling, “It stings a little.”

“Sorry, we’ll give you a bit,” I said as I smiled down at her. “You know, you’re beautiful.”

“Nuh-uh, you’re beautiful,” she said, a goofy grin spreading across her lips. “I think it’s okay to go deeper.”

Glancing down, I watched her take inch after inch of the toy until my hips pressed against her, “Is it okay?”

She let a quiet sigh and whispered, “It feels weird, but when you pushed it in, I felt really good. Uh, once it’s in, it’s kind of whatever.”

I smiled and pulled my hips away before pushing back into her. This time, she let out a quiet moan. “Then I guess I’ll just have to keep moving, huh?”

Isabelle smiled at me. That was all the answer she was willing to give me. I started rolling my hips into her. Slow, rhythmic, passionate strokes.

Her moans continued to pour out of her as I continued thrusting into her. Each time I heard that serene sound of her pleasure, I let myself pump a little harder into her. Before long, she was groaning with each stroke and I asked, “Slow down?”

“F-Faster,” she whimpered.

I reached forward and took her hands. Lacing my fingers through hers, I pressed them into the bed above her head and braced myself so that I could start pounding into her. Each time my hips slapped against her, she let out a pleasured cry. As desperate as I was to keep Frank from hearing anything we were doing, I just wanted her to scream for me as she came. That’s all I needed from life right now.

“F-Fuck!” Isabelle cried out.

“Yeah, that’s what we’re doing, baby,” I said snidely as I continued to slam into her. Sweat trickled down my back and my pussy was getting a tiny bit sore. I’d have to get a better harness, but for a starter one, it was holding up. The thrusting did send waves of pleasure tingling through me, but it was fleeting and didn’t linger long enough to help me reach a climax.

Her hips bucked wantonly as she chanted, “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Isabelle’s voice cracked and she let out a loud scream as her cock twitched before drooling a few beautiful drops of crystal clear liquid onto her crotch. It wasn’t much, but as I continued to pump into my lover’s body, I couldn’t help but lick my lips. Those droplets were mine.

I unclasped my harness and pulled it out of her before dropping it onto the towel. Without speaking a word, I leaned down and licked the juices from her smooth skin. They were sweeter than any cum I’d ever tasted, and sadly, I had experience with tasting more than I should have.

Smiling at her, I crawled on top of her and ground my wet sex over her cock like I did the first time we played together. “Did you like being fucked, sweetie?”

Her breaths came in desperate gasps and all Isabelle could do was look up at me with sparkling brown eyes. She was gorgeous. And she was mine. I felt protective over her, like I had to hold her close to my chest and keep her safe from the cruelty the world could impose upon her. Not because I had to. I could leave her behind and move on with my life. But why would I?

She was a ray of hope in this dark, dark world. Whereas most anyone else in her situation would have crumbled under the pressure, she plodded along. Isabelle took her father’s abuse and turned it into a new way of living her life. She made that decision. Sure, she might struggle to put herself out there and talk to people, but even that was something she was doing more and more. And yet, I was the lucky soul that found her. Isabelle was mine to cherish and I could only hope that she wanted to be mine.

I didn’t own her. She was a free woman and she could do what she wanted, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t hope she would stay by my side.

“Y-You might have to use a bigger one next time,” she panted.

I laughed and leaned in to kiss her softly, “We’ll try the seven and a half next time.”

“W-What about you, though?”

“Don’t worry about me this time. You can return the favor another time. For now, why don’t we get dressed and go grab dinner with Frank?” I asked.

She smiled at me and whispered, “I like being a part of your family, Olivia.”

“And I love that you’re a part of it now, Bella.”


Epilogue

My lips curled into a smile as I ran my hand through Olivia’s hair, “Thank you for this.”

Three months had passed since we made the decision to start the hobby shop. During that time, Frank and I started playing with Kelsey and her wife Courtney. I was introduced to Madison, Emily, Ruben, his husband George, Kelsey’s brother Chris, and Chris’s boyfriend Paul. They were good people, but more than that, they were my friends.

I sat at a large circular table with wrapped gifts surrounding me, Olivia to my right, Frank to my left. The others mostly sat at the table, but three of them had to stand. These tables were meant for a group of Dungeons and Dragons players, not the whole adopted family.

“You’re welcome, baby. It’s your birthday, finally not a teenager. I feel just a little more comfortable now that the age gap is only eleven years,” she teased.

“Yeah, for like, two more months,” I mumbled.

Courtney let out a sigh, “Yeah, in two more months, you turn thirty-two and I turn into a mom.”

Kelsey chuckled, “And you’ll do great at it, babe. I’m sure you’ll love sleepless nights and to have our snuggling sessions interrupted.”

“Snuggling, huh? That doesn’t sound like what kind of sessions you had to get pregnant,” Emily said.

Chris sighed, “How many times do I have to ask you people not to talk about my sister’s sex life in front of me?”

“Over nine-thousand!” Ruben said.

Madison chuckled as she tapped on the table a few times, “How about we all get back on track? Bella, you want to open your stuff?”

“I’m excited about it,” I mumbled. There was a large measure of guilt involved. These people that didn’t know me super well were all buying me gifts. I didn’t even know some of their birthdays. But here we all were.

“You don’t sound that excited,” Olivia said.

Frank groaned, “Bella, you’ve got to open them or I’m going to do it. You don’t want me to steal all your stuff, do you?”

“Hey, that’s not fair. Don’t try to steal my things. Our friends got them for me. Not you. Your birthday is next month. Then you’re going to turn into a grump and hate all the games we play, aren’t you?” I teased.

He smiled at me and rolled his eyes, “Open the presents!”

I laughed quietly and started with the small box to my right. It was a set of dice for Dungeons and Dragons, but they were black with bright red numbering. Just like Olivia’s hair. As I continued to open the gifts, I kept noticing that trend. The gifts were all related to the games Frank and I were playing. The Player’s Handbook, it was black and red, sort of. Then a black and red starter deck for Magic the Gathering.

By the time I started on the last present, I tilted my head and asked, “What’s going on here?”

Emily’s smile told me more than it should have. Ruben looked away from me before snickering. George didn’t seem to really care one way or the other. Chris and Paul were holding hands, practically bouncing in their seats.

But Madison and Olivia were cool as cucumbers. Madison pushed the last large box over to me, “Olivia, you want to do the honors?”

“Yeah, I mean, the shop is the family’s after all,” she said before scooting away. I watched her as she hurried over to the front door and unlocked the door before turning on the open sign.

Moments later, a swarm of nearly twenty people flooded into the shop. We might not have expected that many, but I could already feel the tears welling up in my eyes. The support for the store was amazing even though it was nearly eight PM. We were scheduled to close in an hour. Something was up. I could feel it in the air.

Olivia stood behind me with her hands gently massaging my shoulders, “Go ahead and open the last box, baby. We’re going to have to check customers out in a moment.”

I nodded and wiped away my tears before ripping open the box. Inside was a plain cardboard box. Then another. And another. Like Russian dolls, I ended up with seven different boxes until I was left with one last box. My voice cracked as Olivia reached over me, “Oh, sorry, this one is mine.”

She took the beautiful black box and I heard the fresh carpet crunch quietly as she took a step back, “Baby!”

“D-Don’t make me turn around,” I muttered, tears streaming down my cheeks. We all knew what was in that box.

Frank leaned over, “If you don’t get up, you’re not going to be my mom. You want that, don’t you?”

My heart shattered into a million pieces at that comment. He wasn’t ruining a surprise, the set up was clear. I’d watched enough movies and read enough books. This was a proposal. I knew that. This was normally how it was done. It was something of a grand gesture. But knowing that didn’t make it any easier for me.

This woman was about to tell me that I meant everything to her. But I wanted to tell her that. She should have been the one that I proposed to. But then again, I didn’t have the money for a ring at the moment. My savings were tied into this business at the moment.

As I turned around, she knelt there behind me and had the ring box open already, “Isabelle, you’ve been nothing but a blessing for a while now. My son wouldn’t stop telling me to propose to you after every time we left your house. Frankie loves you. I love you. And I know that it’s probably uncomfortable to do this in front of everyone, but I wanted everyone that I cared about in this town to be here for this.”

She smiled at me and pulled the ring out of the box, “Now, I’m not one for cheesy one-liners. I’m bad at them, you’ve pointed that out before. So, instead, I’ll keep it simple. Baby, will you marry me?”

I’d finally managed to stem the flow of tears. As I wiped my eyes on my tee shirt, I called out, “Yes, but we’re going to do this again tomorrow. The entire thing. I wasn’t dressed nice enough. And you’re wearing sneakers. And I’ve never told you this before, but I love you. Love is hard.”

I smiled as she slid the ring onto my finger, “But you’re worth it, Olivia. And you’re a really good kisser.”

She looked at me curiously and I whispered, “That’s the part where you’re supposed to take a hint.”

“Oh!” she said. The group at the table laughed softly and Olivia’s blush spread quickly as she stood up and kissed me.

I tried to be respectful of the fact that her son was right behind us. But I couldn’t help myself. My hands fell to her butt and I pulled her into me as my tongue gently pressed against her lips. She was my fiance now. That meant I didn’t have to be afraid of her leaving. At least, I hoped that was what it meant. She didn’t give me any reasons to believe otherwise.

Frank let out a disgusted groan and then Madison called out, “Hey, you two have customers. Save the consummation for after you get home.”

“What’s consummation mean?” Frank asked.

Emily laughed and called out, “It means you’re going to want to wear headphones.”

“Gross!”

Olivia and I slowly separated but from the look in her eyes, I knew she was going to try the big toy tonight. That didn’t bother me. I knew I’d pleasure her just like she showed me and I’d love every second of it. Just like I loved every second of being with her.


Book Four

Hope on the Horizon


Chapter One

I shouldn’t have let myself get distracted by that dark-haired beauty’s legs, I knew better. My hammer slammed down onto my thumb. “Mother fucking piece of shit,” I grumbled under my breath as I tossed the tool aside.

The sun beat down on me and I let out a deep groan. This job site sucked ass, but I wasn’t going to get out of this job. My boss was paying me damn good money to come stay in Asheville, Georgia. It had a weird pronunciation though. I don’t know how they got Asheville out of Shithole. Guess I’d have to ask the locals about that at some point.

Coming down from North Carolina, I wasn’t quite a stranger to southerner’s ways, but these people were just… Weird. Apparently, there was an LGBT friendly bar here. They had a relatively new hobby shop that the local nerds played at. I mean, nothing against nerds or anything, I couldn’t get a computer to boot up without giving me some kind of error message.

But damn. Those legs were making me question just how open these people were down here. Up in North Carolina, I didn’t hide that I was transgender. Shit, those people knew me from when I was knee-high to a grasshopper. But here? As far as everyone knew, I was just another chick. I liked that.

As the woman got closer, she called out, “New house?”

“Yeah, going to be throwing a few of these suckers up around the place. Got word that this place was supposed to explode or something. Turn into a real city, I mean, I don’t really see it, but the job pays so I’ll keep working,” I called out.

“Asheville has gotten a few curious characters here lately. Kate, by the way,” she said as she brushed that long, flowing hair behind her ear.

God damn, girl. God damn.

“Nice to meet you, Kate. I’m Jessica, most people just call me Jess. Feel free to call me whatever so long as you call me for dinner,” I said.

She smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “I’ll have to remember that, Jess. Are you working alone?”

“Nah, the rest of the crew is out for lunch at the moment.”

“You not hungry?” she asked.

“I don’t know where to go for some decent food. Figured I’d just have to take a look around later. You think you’d be alright with me asking for some help with that?” I asked.

Kate shrugged, the pair of shoes in her hand bouncing with the motion. “Maybe, what would I get out of it?”

“I don’t know, I’d offer to buy you dinner, but I don’t know how you feel about that,” I called over to her.

She put her shoes down on the dusty road and slid them on before starting over toward me. As she got closer, I could see those bright green eyes alight with intelligence. At least, I was going to pretend they were. I didn’t care if this chick was as dumb as they got, and in Asheville, my expectations weren’t high.

“You could buy me dinner so long as you didn’t think I was wanting something else from you,” she said.

I smiled at her and flexed my thumb a few times to make sure it was ready to work with me again. Grabbing my hammer, I nodded, “Yeah, I can’t imagine a girl like you would be interested in another chick. You look like you’re already on the way to a date as it stands.”

“I wish, I’m just taking a walk to get away from the family at the moment,” Kate said.

“In that?” I asked, gesturing to her short dress.

She shrugged, “Caught your eye, didn’t it?”

“Yeah, but did you want it to?”

Whatever she said would probably be a lie. She was sending mixed signals but she wasn’t fooling anyone but herself. That girl wouldn’t have stuck around this long if she didn’t want a piece of me. Kate might have just wanted attention, but that didn’t mean that I was going to let her off the hook too easily. If she wanted me to give her that attention, I would, but she would certainly get a little teasing from me.

“Not really, I don’t guess so, anyway. I just like looking nice, I guess,” she said.

There it was. That hesitation, the unsure nature of her words. She was either in the closet or she really, really needed someone to tell her she was pretty. Either way, she was someone that I planned on having a little fun with, sexual or not.

“Well, how about you swing by around six in that dress? I’ll have to head to my hotel room to change into something nicer, but I’d love seeing those skinny legs of yours out on the town tonight,” I said.

Her eyes widened and she mumbled, “Hey, calm that down. I get that you’re a construction worker and you’ve got to meet quotas, but relax on the flirting.”

From the blush on her cheeks, I didn’t get the feeling that she really wanted me to. But for now, she’d get what she asked for, “Alright, Kate. Try not to give me something to look at while you walk away, though. I’m not going to pretend I’m not watching though.”

There was a flurry of half-started words as she tried to rebuke my words. But in the end, she just whispered, “Pervert.”

“See you at six,” I said.

She flipped me off, but her lips curled into a faint smile. Spicy one. I liked her. As she walked away, there was more than a little sway in those hips and she couldn’t lie to me about doing it on purpose. Even if she wouldn’t say anything about it, she knew as well as I did that she enjoyed the attention.

A few minutes after those petite legs were out of sight, I was back to work and a few of the crew I was on pulled back up in large trucks.

“Jess, brought you a sandwich and some coffee,” my supervisor said. Well, supervisor was a curious word. We all worked our asses off, but he was theoretically in charge. Work was one of those few things I really enjoyed, but that was because these dudes didn’t treat me like I couldn’t get shit done. I might not have had the bulging muscles that Jake had, but damn, I was helpful on our projects.

“Thanks, Henry, you didn’t have to,” I said.

The man was practically a father to me. Maybe not literally, but he didn’t let the others give me a hard time when I first joined the crew three years ago, just about the same time that I was mostly finished with my transition. Sure, they all knew my birth name, but none of them used it. That was all I could ask for. They were boneheaded and some of that passed on to me after the years spent together, but we were good people. A little family.

He chuckled and handed me the plastic cup and the packaged sandwich, “I didn’t say I spent a lot on them. Can’t have a girl holding us back on site because she can’t stop her stomach from bitching at her.”

“Eat a dick, Henry,” I said with a smile and slid the hammer through its loop on my belt. “Appreciate it, man.”

Henry nodded, “You’ve got five minutes to eat before I’m going to need your ass on the table saw. We’re going to need this building done by Thursday. Doubt we’re getting out of here before five tonight.”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Not a problem.”

There was a reason I told Kate that I wouldn’t be getting out of here before six. This house wasn’t too far from being done, but then again, that was mostly because we worked at an insane clip.

After what felt like many more long hours, we finally called it for the day. The structure of the house was finished and that was always the hard part. Getting the rest of the shell built wouldn’t take too long, roofing this bitch was going to be the fun part.

I walked to my 94’ Ford Ranger and popped the tailgate as I watched the road patiently. It was nearly six, either the girl would show up and give me something to do tonight or I’d end up heading home alone again. Both would be fine, there wasn’t a hell of a lot going on in my life. Hadn’t been anything interesting in years.

Better to bask in the nothingness than have to go back to North Carolina and deal with my family. I was open up there, but that didn’t mean people liked it. My family wasn’t high on my list of people I’d want to see even if they would pay me to visit. After what they did, getting attacked by a damn bear would have been too nice for them.

Just as I was about to give up on the chance of Kate coming back, I heard that soft voice call out, “You’re really still here?”

I turned to my right and saw her walking to me, her shoes in her hand again. “Think I’d skip out on taking you on a date that isn’t a real date?” I asked.

She grinned, “This your Bentley?”

“Yeah, careful with her, the paint job is more expensive than your house,” I teased. “It’s not much, but she’s been with me for years and she’s never let me down. It’s about the only thing I can point at and say my family did right. Dad got it for me to drive back and forth to school.”

“Nice of him, I take it you guys aren’t on good terms?” she asked.

I hopped off my tailgate and shut it, “How about we head back to my place so I can shower and change? I smell like sweat and musk. I know how wild that drives you, darling, but I’m sure you’d rather have a fresh, clean Jess to cling to tonight.”

She rolled her eyes, “You’re really going to have to relax with the flirting. It’s appreciated, I guess, I’d rather people not get the wrong idea about me though.”

“You telling me that I can’t mess with you a little while no one is around?” I asked teasingly. “If it does bother you, I’ll stop.”

Kate popped open the passenger door and got in. I joined her and she mumbled, “I don’t really mind. I just don’t want people to hear. You never know who’s listening around here.”

“Paranoid?” I asked. We were in the middle of nowhere. Literally five miles outside of Asheville’s city limits.

“A little. Look, I had a phase when I was in high school. Trying to get that shit to stop following me took years. I’m twenty-five, people still occasionally bring up my lesbian days,” she said.

I smiled and reached over to pat her thigh, “Kate, you didn’t have to tell me that. But I hate to say this, and feel free to tell me to drop you off at your place, but those phases aren’t just phases. Especially not with the way you were looking at me earlier. I don’t mind keeping everything on the down low, but you don’t have to hide if you’re into this kind of thing.”

“Yeah, what would you know about hiding this kind of shit?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes and reached down to cup my crotch. The bulge that formed made her eyes widen and she let out a soft, “Oh.”

“Thank you for appreciating our differences. Anyway, you still want dinner or not?” I asked.

“I-I mean, I’m down,” she mumbled.


Chapter Two

What was my luck? I could even begin to imagine the chances of something like this actually happening. Sure, I teased her a little more than I probably should have. But I did give her plenty of warning against flirting back. I really didn’t mind it, she was a very, very attractive woman. Seeing her glistening with sweat earlier made my heart throb, her blonde ponytail bouncing around behind her as she swung that hammer.

That was before I knew she was transgender. And with that knowledge, I wasn’t changing my opinion of her. She was about as hot as they come to me, that firm jaw, her beautiful brown eyes, and god damn that ass she had. I couldn’t help myself. I had a thing for working women.

The only issue I had with her was that she seemed like the kind of woman that would want to take things public at some point. That wouldn’t go over well with my family. As much as I wished I could come out and let myself enjoy a relationship with a woman, I couldn’t put myself through the same hell my family put me through back when I came out the first time.

Besides, she was going to probably be gone once she ran out of work down here. What good would it do me to think about what could happen with her if we were to actually date? Whatever this was would probably end tonight. That didn’t mean I wasn’t willing to show her a good time and what she could miss about Asheville when she was gone.

Our little town wasn’t much, but it was getting bigger. It seemed like every few months, something else sprung up around here that made people excited again. I wasn’t even interested in tabletop gaming, but I found myself in that weird store occasionally. Darren’s Dive was a great bar and if not for the reputation of it being a gay bar, I would have been there so much more.

The shower turned off and I heard Jessica let out a deep sigh as she called out, “You still here, Kate?”

“Yeah!” I hollered back.

“Great, just making sure. You’ve had plenty of time to run,” she said.

I laughed quietly and got off the bed, “You’re not getting rid of me that easily. You promised me dinner.”

“I didn’t promise a damn thing, I offered. There is a difference.”

“We both know I’m getting to eat tonight,” I said.

She came out of the bathroom wearing a pair of jeans and a bra. Her tight core and toned arms made my heart beat faster. She really did look like the kind of woman I’d love to have on top of me. But those were thoughts for another time.

“Sure we do, same as I’m going to eat tonight. I mean, your pussy, not dinner,” she said with a smirk.

I shrugged my shoulders, “Maybe. Depends on how good the real dinner is.”

She pulled on a tee shirt and laughed quietly, “That wasn’t a no, so I’m going to take what I can get tonight.”

“Don’t get used to it. And you better not say a damn word about this to anyone else, I’m trusting you,” I said.

“Yeah, but why? What did I do that made you trust me?” she asked.

I got off the bed and slowly started walking to the door, “Ask more questions like that and you’re eating alone tonight.”

There was no real answer to her question. If I told her why I was taking these chances with her, she’d know that I wanted to sleep with her. She’d try to be much more suave if I didn’t let her know she would get something by the end of the night. Then again, if I did tell her, maybe she’d value that a little more. I didn’t know and I didn’t want to rock the boat more than I already had.

She hurried to finish getting dressed and when she finished, she walked by me, “Well, I’ll keep that in mind. I do want to know if I can expect to see you again, though.”

“Maybe. I don’t know yet, but for tonight, just try to remember that this might be your only chance. Do what you will with that knowledge,” I said.

“Where did you want to take you?” she asked.

I’d almost forgotten that she wasn’t from here. “Uh, let’s try the Mexican place near the bar?”

“Sounds good to me,” she said and twirled her keys around her finger as she led me back down to her truck.

Once we were parked, she grumbled, “I hate trying new places by myself. It’s just this thing I’ve had an issue with for years. New places, man, they scare me.”

“Trust me, this town doesn’t have a lot that you need to be afraid of. The people can be a little much at times, but for the most part, it’s not so bad,” I said.

We got out of the truck. The deliciously spicy aroma coming from the building was all the encouragement we needed to head inside. We were seated at a table for two and the waiter was soon out of sight.

I sipped from my glass of sweet tea and asked, “What do you usually like from Mexican places?”

“Usually a burrito of some sort,” she said.

“Would you be against trying the fajitas for two? It’s not a bad deal and honestly, it’s probably one of their better dishes. I’ve tried quite a bit from here, but it’s just something I keep coming back to when I come here with someone else,” I offered.

“Someone else? Like, family or a date?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes, “It doesn’t matter. Tonight is just a one-time deal. If you do well, who knows what might happen, but if you think that being a little jealous is going to make me want to see you again, you’re wrong.”

“Hey, it’s not like I’m trying to own you. I just want to get to know you a little bit. But you’re right, those are questions to ask if you like what you see,” she said with a smile. Jessica closed the menu and pushed it to the side, “The fajitas sound great.”

I felt a little guilty about what I said. While I wanted this to be carefree, she was showing damn good potential of being someone that would actually care about me. She was so damn flirtatious earlier and that was nice, but where was all this sappy emotional stuff coming from?

“Is that what you want or are you just letting me have my way?” I asked.

“Are we talking about the food or the date?”

“Both.”

She shrugged, “The fajitas are going to be fine no matter what. The date? Well, that’s not something I’m so sure about. It feels like you want more but you’re scared to say so. Which is reasonable.”

“I’m not scared to say so. You want me to be honest?” I asked.

“There is no better way to be. Even if you don’t think I’ll like the answer,” she said.

The waiter interrupted us and I quickly told him, “Fajitas for two, I’d like a small order of goat cheese as well.”

He nodded and wrote down the order before disappearing. I turned back to Jessica, “Jess, you’re going to be gone when your work dries up. Why should I give a rat’s ass about making this some kind of emotional deal? In reality, you just want to get your dick wet and I just want to have a good time.”

“Yeah, but for all either of us know, I’ll be here for a year or just a few months. Maybe I’d stick around though, shit always needs to be built. I’m a bit of a jack-of-all-trades when it comes to working with my hands as well, I could find work. So then, the ball is in your court. Could you even make staying here worth my time?” she asked.

I sighed. She had a good point, but that might have just been a bluff. Why would she want to stay down here? Good pussy wasn’t hard to find, not when she was that damn attractive.

“I probably couldn’t, but that’s why I’d rather not even bother trying to get deep into this shit. I just want to have some fun, eat some food, laugh a little, and yeah, probably fuck,” I said.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “I’m cool with that. Believe it or not, I don’t flirt with every pair of skinny legs that walk my way.”

“And I bet you say that to every girl that’s dumb enough to believe that.”

“Maybe I do, but why are you thinking too much? Thought you didn’t want to be jealous,” she said.

I clenched my fists. How dare she use my own words against me?

“Look here, you’re skating on thin ice here, sugar,” I said.

She laughed quietly and took a sip from her water, “Am I? I’m just trying to have a good time. If I can’t dive into what you say, why should you be able to dive into what I’m saying?”

“Because I’m your date.”

“Fair enough, I guess. If we’re going to be getting special treatment though, I think you’ll suck me off instead of me eating you out. S’only fair if I pick up the bill, right?” she asked.

I looked away from her and tapped my fingers on the table, “You’re good at this.”

“At what?” she asked.

“It’s like verbal chess. I make a play and there you are, cutting me off and making me feel like a fucking idiot.”

Jessica chuckled and leaned over the table slightly, “As long as you’re having a good time, that’s all that matters to me.”

Looking back at her, I fell into her honey brown eyes. She was just so damn good at this. Making me feel like I was important to her. She had to be practiced, but was that really such a bad thing? If I fell for her trap, the worst thing that would happen was that she fucked me and we moved along. But on the off chance that she was at least somewhat serious about all this teasing, I might have some fun with her for a few more nights.

She’d eventually get bored. I knew that.

“I’m having a good time. It’s just a bit different than what I’m used to,” I mumbled.

The few dates I did go on sucked. I wasn’t into men, but I had to put on a show for my family. They wanted to know that I was looking to find a man to make an honest woman out of me. I just kept telling them that the few dates I went on weren’t good. Some of those guys tried really hard, but I couldn’t force myself to let them take me out again.

The sizzling skillet of freshly cooked food was brought out with wraps, “Careful, hot plate.”

A part of me wanted to tell the dude that it wasn’t a plate. It was a damn skillet. Instead, Jessica called out, “Thank you, sir, have a good one.”

“You too,” he said and left once again.

“Well, I told you I’d buy you dinner, so let’s dig in before we start ripping off clothes,” she said teasingly.

I smiled and mumbled, “I’m not wearing panties.”

Her fork clattered onto the table, “Well, fuck me sideways. I knew you were a naughty one, but that’s upping the ante on me.”

“We could always find a back road and just do it in the back of your truck. I know that’s probably not what you had in mind, but I don’t want anyone to see me back in your hotel room tonight,” I mumbled.

She smiled and picked up her fork, “I know a place. Let me stop by the store and grab a blanket or something to put down after we finish here.”

“Uh, you’re not going to brag about this to your coworkers are you?” I asked.

“Kate, I told you I understood what it was like to hide. You think I want to fuck you over like that? I don’t know what the hell this is, but I know that it isn’t going to turn into something you regret. You want some truth from me? You think I’m going to ruin this? You’re a sexy little thing and I’m not sure how long I’ll be down here, but I don’t want to blow through chicks like tissues. I’m not that kind of woman,” she said.

Why the fuck did that make me wet?


Chapter Three

After I paid the bill, I was giddy as a kid in a candy store. This chick wasn’t wearing panties? That made one of us, sadly, but had I known that I would have been much more blunt with my teasing. She was already devoted to having sex. All that was left was making this night one she would remember.

As excited as I was to finally get laid after a bit of a dry spell, I wasn’t just saying that shit earlier. I really didn’t enjoy mindless sex for the sake of it. Granted, that didn’t mean I was going to pass up this chance either. She was about as sexy as they come and my cock was begging me to let it play with her.

After we picked up a blanket, I started down back toward my construction site. “You know I live nearby, don’t you? The goal is to not get caught,” she said.

I chuckled and continued driving, “Trust me, I know where I’m going. A little faith, Kate.”

She shrugged her shoulders and reached across the seat to put her hand on my crotch, “Is this fine?”

“For all I care, you can suck it. I can multitask,” I said. That wasn’t something I wanted to test, but I wasn’t going to stop her if she wanted to either.

“Uh, no thanks, I’d rather you be able to watch for deer,” she said.

I laughed and spread my legs as best I could without interrupting my driving. Her hand stroking my cock as I took turn after turn down the dusty roads made the entire trip pretty nice. While I hadn’t explored the town all that much, these back roads reminded me of home and I’d mapped out way too many of these nowhere roads. Every one led to somewhere, but everyone nowadays just stuck to GPS and took the optimal route.

That’s why when I pulled off the road and parked near a small lake, she looked outside and gasped. “Damn, that’s pretty,” she mumbled as her hand continued to play with my shaft.

I let out a quiet groan before turning off my truck. After turning off the lights, I spoke softly, “You sure you want to do this?”

She gave my cock a squeeze and grabbed the blanket and got out of my truck. Damn, I loved the way she answered my questions. I got out of the truck and joined her as she was letting down my tailgate. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

Kate spread the blanket out and climbed into the back of my truck’s bed. She lifted her skirt and in the faint moonlight, I could still see the silver reflection of that light on her wet pussy. I’d have to remember that mental image until I died.

I chuckled and unzipped my jeans before pulling my cock through them, “We staying dressed?”

“Wouldn’t want anyone to have proof from the road. Might as well let them assume,” she said.

“No one is going to come out here. Trust me, I spend a lot of time here,” I said softly.

She shrugged and mumbled, “Take your shirt off.”

I laughed as I pulled it off and tossed it to her. She balled it up and put it under her head, “Well, are we waiting on something?”

“Can’t I enjoy looking at you for a minute?” I asked.

“You can enjoy me when you’re fucking me,” she said.

I laughed and climbed into the back of my truck with her. The metal against my knees hurt, but as I lined my cock up with her entrance, that pain would just have to be the price I paid for this pleasure.

Her eyes locked with mine as I pushed inside her. Kate’s lips parted and a soft moan danced through them. I bit my lower lip as I slowly let my hips roll. This wasn’t my first rodeo. While she might have wanted all of me, I wasn’t exactly small in any dimension when it came to my cock. Hell, I was almost a little disappointed that she didn’t stroke my ego the same way she stroked my cock.

Not that I was going to cry about it, not when I was slowly working my cock deeper into her pussy. Her warm, silky walls massaged my cock as I pumped into her. By the time my hips finally pressed against her, I’d leaned in close enough to catch the light strawberry scent of her perfume. Her deep breaths were occasionally interrupted by a soft moan, yet she said nothing.

No praise. No insults. Nothing.

But at the same time, she said plenty.

Her hips lifted from the bed as her heels drove into the truck. Those moans got louder and louder as I continued to work myself into her faster. Kate’s beautiful green eyes never left mine. She told me more than she meant to by saying nothing at all.

I didn’t know how to take that, though. This was the first time I’d never gotten to tease someone vocally while we had sex. She probably knew by now that I loved running my mouth, but maybe this was some kind of test. I could hope it was, anyway.

Leaning in closer, I whispered, “May I?”

“S-Shut up,” she said, her tone light and inviting.

I smiled and then, I kissed her. She let me linger for all of a few fractions of a second before she turned her head, “Enough of the sappy shit. F-Fuck me like you mean it.”

“You’re going to be sore tomorrow,” I warned, but I wasn’t going to give her time to back out of her little hole she just dug herself. My hips surged forward and I slammed into her.

She moaned loudly and nodded her head, “Harder.”

“Jesus, chick,” I groaned. “I’m trying not to hurt you.”

Her hands grabbed my sides and she dug her nails into my sensitive waist, “Fucking hurt me if that’s what it takes!”

The burning sting from her nails biting into me was all the justification I needed. She wanted to get fucked like a toy, I’d give her what she wanted. Years of construction honed these muscles well enough to get the job done, but I was a little out of practice when it came to rough sex. Most of the women I did end up having sex with wanted to be pampered and coddled. Not Kate. Damn, why couldn’t this girl just be like the rest of them?

She seemed to want me to fuck her and forget her. How the fuck was I supposed to do that when she was a cut above the typical chicks I found myself enjoying?

I put my right hand on the side of my truck and slid my left under her hips to help hold her up. When the angle was perfect, I shoved myself into her and was rewarded with a muffled cry from her. Sweat trickled down my back as the warm night air held us in its embrace. Her eyes finally tore away from mine and I followed her gaze.

Instead of looking at my cock as it pumped into her, she was watching my firm core as it tightened and relaxed with each stroke. Her body tried to slide forward, but my hand under her hips helped pull her right back into position before I forced my cock into her again. And again. And again.

Her soft cries filled the night and before long, a high-pitched scream escaped her lips. I felt a warmth splash onto my cock and wet my jeans, but I didn’t stop thrusting into her. She could cum six times for all I cared, I wasn’t going to stop until she made me or I came, whichever came first.

Kate’s chest rapidly rose and fell for a few moments before her eyes opened again and she looked up at me. A devious smirk formed and she leaned forward to wrap her arms around me. She kicked away from the bed of the truck and rolled us over. And just like that, she was on top of me, her hips bouncing as fast as she could make them.

My hands fell to her thighs and I held her dress up to keep it from getting in the way. Her soft moans continued to spill into the night. For someone that seemed so willing to just let this be a meaningless night of meaningless sex, she was putting in a lot of effort to make sure I came. Unless she was just that starved for a nice, thick cock.

I bucked my hips to meet hers and with each hard collision, I felt myself getting closer to the edge, “F-Fuck, I’m close.”

She panted, “How close?”

My hands tightened around her dress and I groaned, “Stop now or I’m going to—”

Kate got off my cock and quickly reached down to start stroking my cock as she reached for my shirt. A deep groan escaped me as my balls tightened up. This woman was everything I needed in my bedroom, but I knew she wasn’t going to let me have her. Not without a fight.

My cock twitched in her hand and she chuckled as she covered it with my shirt. It’d wash out, eventually, I hoped.

What wouldn’t wash away were the memories of tonight. Even if this girl never came around again, I knew I’d relive this night over and over while I showered in the evenings.

Once my cum had adequately stained my shirt, she tossed it aside. Once she finished enjoying the sight of my softening length, she tucked my cock back into my pants and whispered, “Drop me off at the house you’re working on. I’ll walk home from there.”

I took a few moments to catch my breath as I watched her climb out of the back of my truck. The passenger door of my truck shut and I let out a deep groan as I got up. There was nothing I wanted more than to ask her to come back tomorrow, but I knew better than to push my luck. Kate was tearing me in half. My heart wanted more, but my brain was smart enough to keep me from begging her. Or was that just pride?

It didn’t matter. I got down and shut the tailgate of my truck before joining her in the cab, “Have fun?”

“Maybe.”

“Just maybe? I know I wasn’t the one that soaked my jeans,” I teased.

She laughed quietly and pulled my hand into her lap. Her dress was already bunched up around her waist and I could feel the heat emanating from her pussy. The second my fingers touched her, I could feel the slick wetness and she whispered, “What do you think?”

“I think that it was good enough for round two?”

Kate looked over at me and let go of my hand, “Get me home, Jess. If I’m feeling up to it, I’ll take another walk tomorrow. Don’t get your hopes up.”

It was too late for my hopes. Just hearing her mention the possibility was more than enough to make my heart soar. I cranked my truck and took her back down the long, winding roads until we were back at the house. She waited until I came to a stop before opening her door and stepping out. I idled there for a moment, watching her slowly fade down the road with only the tail lights of my truck illuminating her.

Tonight couldn’t end like this. I opened my door and ran to catch up with her. Her wide eyes met with mine for just a moment before I leaned in and kissed her. This time, she didn’t turn away. Her hands moved to my exposed stomach and she rubbed for just a moment before I finally broke the kiss.

“You deserved more than a lonely walk back home with nothing to remember me by,” I said softly.

She smiled warmly and looked away from me, “Fine, I’ll come back tomorrow, Jess. We’ll head to the bar for some drinks.”


Chapter Four

I let her kiss me. That was a mistake, but one that I wasn’t exactly upset that I made. I’d given her a second chance to prove to me that I’d be more than a simple booty call.I knew that I’d let her have me again if she asked. Last night on the bed of her truck was almost life-changing, her cock was nothing short of bliss and I wanted that ecstasy again.

But I couldn’t tell her how I felt. Not yet. If I did that, she’d stop playing this little game and I’d be left with an aching heart to match my aching pussy. That simply wouldn’t do. I’d been hurt too many times by people that claimed to have the best of intentions for me.

“Kate?” Mom asked.

“What’s up?” I asked.

She shook her head, “Aren’t you going to get ready for church?”

“Uh, I don’t know if I’m going to make it today,” I said softly.

“And why not? Is there something more important you have to do? More important than God?” she asked, almost accusing me of some sin that I wasn’t sure she knew about.

I wasn’t religious. It wasn’t in my blood and I didn’t enjoy listening to the pastor drone on and on about how people would burn in righteous hellfire. If being a lesbian would get me sent to hell, at least I’d have some decent company down there. But I couldn’t tell her that I wasn’t Christian.

“It’s just that I’m not feeling all that well,” I mumbled.

Dad chuckled, “Well, get dressed. I’m sure hearing the sermon will help you feel a lot better. It always gets me in the mood to just sing His praise.”

“Do I have to?” I asked.

They both sighed. My younger brother looked at me as if I’d shot his dog, “Kate, you got somethin’ you need to say?”

“I’m just not really feeling it today,” I said.

“Because you were out late last night?” he asked.

Mom tilted her head, “Really now?”

“Yeah, she came in after you two were already in bed. Said she was just out for another walk,” he said.

“Curious, why were you walking that late at night? You weren’t worried about stepping on a snake or something?” Mom asked.

I shrugged, “I guess I wasn’t thinking too much about that. I just wanted to clear my head and try to figure out what I want to do with my life.”

Dad forced a smile, “Well, come on to church. I’m sure you’ll get a spark of inspiration from the lessons today. It’ll do you good to get back into His house and let the good word take your stress away.”

I wasn’t going to get out of this, no matter how hard I was trying. I hated living with my family. They couldn’t accept anything that wasn’t perfect. I didn’t have three children already, no husband, and no white picket fence for them to point at and tell people how proud they were of me. I didn’t want to live their life. I wanted to live mine.

But yet, as I put on another dress, I made sure that it reached my knees and let out a deep groan as I looked in the mirror. I hated this. Living a fucking lie for the sake of people that I didn’t even think really loved me. They loved the girl they thought I was. But back when I was trying to be open about my sexuality, they showed their colors.

Where else would I go, though? Would Jessica magically allow me to live in that hotel with her while I figured my shit out? I should have already had a job, but applying for places wasn’t the easiest. Hell, maybe I’d throw in an application to that hobby shop. It’d be something. But then again, they probably wouldn’t want a lesbian in there either.

This town was fucked up like that. The bar, maybe. But I didn’t want to be around alcohol that much. It was a vice that I didn’t want to give the chance to get me hooked. Once in a while, sure, but that temptation all the time?

I shouldn’t have quit my job at the gas station. Ever since then, it was too difficult to land another job. The assholes that ran this little town were a clique. I tell one guy that groped me to eat a dick and die and suddenly, I’m the bad person. To hell with the mayor’s son touching me. That was fine. Me standing up for myself, whew, now that’s a sin.

I got into my dad’s large truck and on the way out, I saw Jessica gracefully standing on the two by fours that would be the attic of that home. She looked over at the truck and though our eyes met for the briefest of moments, she didn’t wave. It was the single most reassuring thing she could have done. She could have made my day a lot worse by just waving at me.

My heart warmed at the thought. She did care enough to listen. Whatever we were, it was still relatively private. That was nice of her.

Church was boring as always. I faked a smile and mumbled along when it was time to sing. But the sermon went on and on. And of all things I could have thought about while I was in church, Jessica’s cock inside me was all I cared to think about. Feeling her pumping into me, her core dancing so beautifully as she rolled her hips to add just a little more force to the thrusts.

Last night was too perfect. Something had to go wrong. But they didn’t. She could have just let me walk away, but she charged after me and kissed me. She put her heart on her sleeve. If she wanted me to just be a piece of pussy for her, she could have just let me go.

My panties were starting to get damp and I had to force my thoughts to stop thinking about that kiss. The sex was nice, but that kiss…

She was too much. There should have been something screaming at me to tell her to go away. That she wasn’t worth my time. Anything. But all I wanted was to spend more time with her. I knew it was risky to ask her to go to Darren’s Dive, the place was known for its friendly atmosphere, and frankly, the same-sex couples there.

It was a place where I could at least try to be a little more open with her, but there was still the problem of it being in the center of town. That wasn’t sitting well with me. The more that I thought about it, the riskier it seemed. What if someone saw us? Was she worth that risk?

I couldn’t say. The dick was nice, but she was going to be gone long before the hatred of my family would be if they caught us. Then again, living in the shadow of these people that only loved me when I was playing a part in their game, that was getting old too.

I’d have to find a job. If I could just get my feet under me, I could at least try to figure out whatever this mess was. She was fun, but right now, I couldn’t put the fate of my current living arrangement in the hands of chance. If I got caught, that might be it for me at my parents' house. The people I knew from high school were probably long gone. I hadn’t kept up with many of them, at least.

By the time the sermon finally finished, I was nearly falling out of the pew. Some people might love this stuff, but when I was being forced to go, there wasn’t much in it for me. Nothing against religion, but it just wasn’t my cup of tea.

As we made our way across the parking lot, dad got caught up talking to a few of his friends. Mom lingered with him, but my brother followed me to the truck, “Looks like we’re gettin’ some new neighbors.”

“From what I hear, there are going to be some more houses put down around Asheville,” I said.

“Where’d you hear that?” he asked.

I didn’t see a reason to lie, “From one of the people working on that house.”

“That who you were out with last night?” he asked.

“I talked with one of them, yeah. Grabbed dinner and we walked a little longer,” I said.

He chuckled, “You see, that’s what’s makin’ me feel a little like you’re lyin’ to me. You never walk without your phone, so you can imagine that I was a little surprised when I called you and your phone went to ringin’ in your room.”

I tried to play it cool, but I left my phone at home for a reason. This specific reason, so that if someone did call, I could at least pretend that I didn’t get it. My plan backfired, “I forgot it, but by the time I realized it, we were already in town.”

“Real convenient, Kate,” he said as he walked back over to mom and dad.

That wasn’t sitting well with me. He was an asshole and he never really let go of my lesbian days. It was something he still occasionally threw in my face. He was scheming. I could tell, but how he intended to pull it off, that was what concerned me.

But one thing I didn’t enjoy was a looming threat. If he wanted to trail me, he could. That wasn’t something I’d let stop me from living my life. As stupid as it was, I didn’t want to let him win by not seeing Jessica.

At twenty-five, I shouldn’t have these problems. I should be able to stand on my own two feet. Tonight, I would go see her, even if it wasn’t what anyone else wanted. As I watched my parents and brother talk to the people of the church as they filtered out, I decided that not only would I see her for drinks, I’d bring her lunch.

After we got home, I changed and quickly threw together four sandwiches and put them on a paper plate. Nothing fancy, but I figured she would appreciate the gesture nonetheless. As I finished making the food, my mom asked, “Four? Don’t you usually just make two?”

“I’m taking two to a person down the road,” I said.

“Oh, have fun, I guess?” she said.

My brother glared at me and mumbled something under his breath. A smile spread across my lips, even though I probably should have been at least a little worried about what he might be thinking. I was allowed to make a bad decision, even if I knew it was going to bite me in the ass at some point. Delivering sandwiches wasn’t the most productive thing I could have done with my life, but it was my choice. I needed to have a little say in my life every now and then.


Chapter Five

I headed over to my truck to grab a towel so that I could wipe away the sweat that poured from me. Days like this made me hate working out in the sun, but I couldn’t quit now. The wind would eventually pick up and I’d be happy again, but until then, it was just the familiar feeling of being cooked alive by the orange ball of death in the sky.

“Howdy stranger, come here often?” I heard a familiar but unexpected voice call out.

Turning around, I saw Kate sauntering up to me. Damn, those shorts were too short for her to not be trying to turn me on. I could hope that was the intention, anyway, “You could say I do, ma’am.”

She extended a paper plate with what looked like turkey and cheese sandwiches on it, “I didn’t have any tomatoes. Take what you can get, right?”

“Is something going on?” I asked. “Not saying I’m not happy to see you or anything, but it’s a little spontaneous.”

“Something came up at church and I felt like coming to see you,” she said.

I took one of the sandwiches and smiled at her, “Well, that was nice of you. So, uh, you feeling okay today?”

“If you’re wondering if I’m still on for tonight, yeah, I am. I just wanted to do something nice. Couldn’t have you take me out for drinks on an empty stomach,” she said.

The sandwiches were nice and while we didn’t talk too much while we ate the first sandwich, I ended up sharing my bottle of water with her. There were more in the back of Henry’s truck, but that wasn’t the point. As stupid as it was to get giddy about, we shared a drink. Those were relationship goals that I never thought I’d reach. Especially not with a relative stranger.

She looked at me curiously and punched me weakly on the shoulder, “What’s that grin about?”

I rubbed the spot and cried out in fake agony, “Oh, the vicious violence. The abhorrent abuse. The, uh, shit, I’m running out of words that start with the same letters.”

“Devastating damage?” she asked.

“Yeah, that’ll work,” I said casually before screaming, “the devastating damage!”

“You done?”

“Yeah.”

She chuckled and wiped her hand on her shorts, “You’re so sweaty.”

“Something about being in the sun for hours at a time does that to you,” I said.

“How long are you and the crew going to be here?” she asked.

There was a pause as I thought about how many houses we had left. I was on the framing crew as well as the finishing crew. With the plumbing and electrical crews coming in on schedule, “I’ll have about eleven months.”

“If, hypothetically, I got kicked out of my house, would you let me stay with you for a few days?” she asked.

Fuck, that was something I didn’t expect to get dropped on me. “I mean, sure? Are you expecting something bad to happen?”

“My brother knows I was out last night. He doesn’t know what was happening, but he knows that I was sneaking around. After church, he cornered me and asked about it,” she said. “I think he’s trying to dig up dirt on me.”

That wasn’t good. “Is there something we can do, should we head over to another town for dinner or something?”

“How about we don’t,” she said as she put her hand on my knee. “You’ve got eleven months here. I mean, let’s be real, we both know I’m interested even if not for something super serious. But I’m interested. That being said, I’ve got to get out of my parents’ house. They’d kick me out if they knew what we were doing.”

“So again, why aren’t we hiding it better?” I asked.

“Because I’m sick of having to hide everything I stand for because of other people’s beliefs,” she said. Her eyes lit up with passion as she continued, “I’ve been going to church for years and I don’t even have faith. I’ve hidden my sexuality for years and what do I have to show for it? I’m sick of it.”

I nodded, “But you need a place to stay. Do you have a car?”

Kate shook her head, “But I’m going to figure something out.”

“Chick, you need some help?” I asked.

“You think I can’t do it on my own?” she asked.

I shook my head and grabbed the second sandwich and made her wait as I took a bite out it. After chewing while watching her grow ever more impatient, her foot tapping as she stared at me. “You brought me this without asking. Didn’t even care that I might be out for lunch today. That was helpful. Did I tell you to fuck off or that I wasn’t hungry? Nope. I just took it because it’s something you did for me that was sweet.”

“Yeah, but that’s a little different,” she said.

“Is it? I mean, yeah, we start throwing money around and things are going to feel weird. But if I bought you a cheap car or truck, you’d be able to have some freedom. I’m not saying it’d be much, but you’re risking a lot by not running. It’d be a lot easier to just tell me to not expect to see you again,” I said.

Kate grinned at me before she grabbed her sandwich and took a bite. Once she finished making me wait, she mumbled, “Yeah, but as much of a whore as this is going to make me, at least let me do something for you if you’re going to start throwing money around.”

“None of that. Kate, if we’re going to have sex, I’m not about to let you make it a tit for tat thing. Either we’re both enjoying it mutually or it’s not happening. Last night was great. The best sex I’ve ever had, I think. But I don’t think it was worth selling your pride for,” I said.

She nodded, “You really willing to help me out like that?”

“Only if you’re willing to accept it. But I would hope that you’d agree to keep seeing me?” I asked. Whether she would or not, I wasn’t going to force her. If jumping from state to state working for my boss had taught me anything, it was to travel light. That meant not buying a lot of extraneous stuff that drained my finances.

We got paid nicely for throwing up these modular homes. A year in each location, pretty much. So far, I’d been with them for three years. Long enough to build up quite a nest egg. They paid for my lodging and I worked my ass off to make it worth their time.

If I could help this chick build a life for herself, then hell, I could leave here a happy woman. The only problem I could see was that she’d probably make me not want to go.

The trucks started pulling back up and I chuckled, “You might want to get out of here before they put your skinny legs to work, sweetie.”

“O-Okay,” she said.

“Okay to what?” I asked

She smiled warmly at me, “I can help out a little bit, and I’d love to keep seeing you. If you promise to tell me as soon as you know that you’re going to be leaving?”

I nodded. There wasn’t much to say. She took a chance with me last night and I thought it went well. Kate was making me feel like I’d done much better than I thought. Sure, she might be putting on a show to get me to help her find a car, but that didn’t seem like her.

There wasn’t much experience to base my observations on. But if middle school science taught me anything, I had to state my theory and test my hypothesis: Kate wanted to be my girlfriend and I was going to ask her if that was the case tonight.

We spent quite a bit of time working on the site. Kate happily listened to the others as they gave her direction on what she could do to help. Most of it was retrieving tools and helping clean up the site. They gave her ass more looks than I would have liked, but I had to keep that jealousy on the inside for now.

It would have been easy until Jake called out, “You doing anything tonight?”

Just as I was about to tell him to back off, she nodded, “Yeah, I’m grabbing drinks with Jess.”

Jake looked at me, then back to her, and then back to me, “Holy shit, Jess. You’re into chicks?”

I shrugged, “Maybe.”

Kate chuckled at the inside joke and called out softly, “And sorry, boys, I’m not into guys.”

My heart nearly beat out of my chest. That was as close to her claiming me as hers as I was going to get right now and I’d fucking take it!

There was a cheer as Kate shuffled to my side, her cheeks flush with embarrassment. I smiled and leaned over to kiss her. As sweaty and gross from work as I was, she kissed me back. Then she broke away and whispered, “That felt good.”

“The kiss?” I asked.

“Oh my god. Yes but no, I was talking about telling them,” she said.

I smiled at her and whispered, “I’m proud of you.”

Her eyes lit up and she nodded, “C-Can I help or something? I’m feeling jittery now.”

“Feels good to be yourself, doesn’t it?” I asked.

“You already know the answer to that. Anyway, give me something to do before I ask Jake,” she said.

I sighed and gestured to the toolbox, “Bring me a level and a measuring tape, please.”

The next few hours went by pretty smoothly. Henry did pull me to the side and told me that they couldn’t afford to genuinely pay her, but he slid me forty bucks and whispered, “For the drinks.”

“Thanks, man,” I said softly.

“She’s the first one you’ve brought on-site. Either she means something to you or that is some mighty fine pussy. I’m going to hope it’s the former,” he said.

My cheeks warmed as I took the money, “Not going to lie to you man, a little bit of both. Mostly the former, but I’d like to think that adds to the latter.”

“Get out of here before I start asking for details,” he chuckled.

I nodded. Henry was a cool guy, this wasn’t a normal job. The people I worked with weren’t going to have me rushing over the HR to tattle. They were my family. These people would fight for me and I’d do the same for them, even Jake. Then again, if Jake needed me to fight his battles, that’d be hilarious.

As the guys pulled off in their vehicles, Kate walked back over to me, soaked with sweat, “You want to walk back to my place?”

“That’s a little heavy,” I said softly.

She nodded, “Yeah, but I figure they can know who I’m going out for drinks with. I’d rather you keep all talk of being intimate and stuff to a minimum. That’d be great.”

“I’m not looking to ruin a good thing by running my mouth too much,” I said.

“Sure you’re not,” she said as she started away.

“Oh, the guys wanted me to give you this,” I said, handing her the two twenties. “For helping out today.”

She flashed that perfect smile at me and was speechless for a moment. Her words finally came back to her as she waved it at me, “Dibs on paying for tonight.”

“You’ve got it, babe.”


Chapter Six

“Babe?” I asked.

That wasn’t something I’d argue with her about, but did she think we were at that point already? Did I even mind?

“Sorry, I wasn’t thinking,” Jessica said.

I started walking back toward my house, “It’s only a few minutes away. Don’t worry about the babe thing, I kind of like it. Just make sure you’re only talking like that while we’re alone, please.”

If she wanted to take that step, I wasn’t going to stop her. It was a little soon, but she’d already shown me that she was a little jealous. That was a tiny red flag for me, but at the same time, it didn’t have to be. As long as her being jealous didn’t turn into her being possessive, we’d be just fine.

It was nice to feel wanted to the point that she would ask others to keep their hands off. Granted, maybe she wouldn’t, but a girl could dream.

We made it back to my place and my dad stormed out of the house to intercept us, “Do you know how worried we were?”

“Not worried enough to come check on me, dad. I told mom I was taking sandwiches to the construction worker, didn’t I?”

“Don’t you use that tone with me,” he said.

I hated biting my tongue, but I nodded, “Sorry, sir. This is my friend, Jessica.”

She extended her hand and he took it, “Pleasure to meet you, sir.”

“You can call me Michael.”

“Well, sir, I wanted to tell you that your daughter was a blessing today. She showed up with sandwiches and I wasn’t able to make it to lunch, you can imagine how happy I was to see her,” Jessica said in a happy tone.

It sounded fake to me, but that was because I knew she was putting on a show.

Dad pulled his hand away from her and smiled, “We just got a little worried about her, that’s all. How’s the work coming?”

“This house should be handed over to the plumbers and electricians soon, we’ll be setting up the next frame while they do that. All in all, should be up in about three weeks. We’ve got a lot of work ahead of us, but it’ll be worth it to see your beautiful town grow,” she said.

“You know,” he put his hands on his hips and was about to go into a speech.

“I’m going to grab a change of clothes, we’re going out for dinner, dad!” I said.

He nodded at me before turning back to Jessica and starting on that long-winded speech about how Asheville was the kind of town that had potential.

I hurried inside and grabbed a change of clothes before smirking at my brother. Playing with fire, yeah, but I didn’t care. If he was going to try and get me in trouble with my family, I’d cut him off at the pass. If they knew that we were going to be hanging out, that would take a lot of his ammunition away.

After I stepped back outside, dad was just finishing up with his word vomit. Jessica smiled at me and called out, “Ready to go? With your blessing, sir?”

He smiled and reached out to shake her hand again, “You’re doing great work, Jessica. I’m looking forward to your rubbing off on my daughter. She’s been slacking a little since she quit her last job. Maybe you could get her on with your team?”

“Maybe, sir,” she said before taking her hand back. “Thank you again for the hospitality. She might end up staying the night with me, sir, depending on how late the movies we were talking about earlier take. I wouldn’t want to be irresponsible on the road!”

“No, you wouldn’t. Take your time, do you have your phone this time, pumpkin?” he asked.

I pulled it out of my shorts pocket and showed it to him before tossing it in the plastic bag with my change of clothes, “I do.”

“Then you two have some fun out there. Let us know if anything happens,” he called out as we were already walking away.

“Will do!”

Once we were out of earshot, I laughed my head off and looked over at her, “You used to shoving your nose that far up people’s asses?”

She clenched her jaw, “He’s a prick and I don’t like him. But you’re worth sucking up a bit of pride for.”

“Yeah, well, you keep putting on performances like that and I’ll end up sucking something else,” I teased.

Jessica smiled and mumbled, “You say that now, but I wouldn’t mind just having a few drinks and just hanging out tonight. Maybe in the morning?”

“You’re too sweet for your own good, Jess.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

After we showered at her place and changed, we headed over to the bar. It was nice to get carded at the door, made me feel like I wasn’t halfway to thirty. Still too young to bitch about my age out loud, but insecure enough to admit that I felt like my life was wasting away.

“What’s good you two?” a sweet voice asked from behind the bar. “What can I get you started with?”

Jessica smiled, “I’ll have a beer.”

“Sex on the beach?” I asked.

“Well, I can get you the drink, but if you’re looking for an offer, you might want to ask your friend for that,” she said.

We all laughed and I reached across to hold Jessica’s hand, “Maybe I will. She’s probably a little too shy for something like that, though.”

Jessica shrugged, “Depends on if you’re going to call me your girlfriend or not before we start making choices like that.”

The bartender gave us our drinks and she shook her head, “Emily, call me if you need something.”

I nodded, “Hey, Emily? Can we order food to be delivered here?”

“Yeah, you know, we’re actually looking at expanding so that we can cook. My wife and I didn’t realize that this place would be such a success,” she said.

“Wife?” Jessica asked. “Last time I was here, you two were still engaged. Congrats!”

She smiled warmly and looked away, “Yeah, I know this is a little too much info, but we’re trying for a baby now!”

“W-Wait, your wife has a penis?” I asked.

Emily laughed and nodded, “Yeah, Madison has one hell of a cock. I love it, anyway. Moving on, have fun!”

Jessica’s smirk said way too much. “That could be us, babe.”

“Married and me bragging about your dick to strangers?” I asked before sipping my drink.

“Hey, why not?” she asked.

I chuckled, “You’re right. But, about the sex on the beach. I’m cool with calling you my girlfriend.”

She nearly spit out her beer. Once she regained her composure, she choked out, “Damn, I was expecting you to fight that a little.”

“Why should I?”

Jessica shrugged, “Don’t ask me to give you reasons to not be with me. That’s not going to happen, Kate.”

“How do you feel about General Tso’s chicken?” I asked.

“Sounds great.”

We chatted for the better part of two hours, nursing our drinks so as to not get further than a buzz as we enjoyed our food. She smiled at me and reached across the table to take my hand, “Tonight has been amazing, babe.”

“It has, but are you trying to say it’s over?” I asked.

“Probably not, but I do want to cover the drinks and start walking back to my place.”

“Fair enough.” I paid for the drinks, though, we both had gone sparingly. Forty dollars didn’t get you far. As we left, I hooked my arm around her waist and she looked at me curiously. “Don’t worry, if someone says something, I’ll just pretend that I was needing some support,” I said.

She put her arm around my waist in return and chuckled, “I’m oddly okay with that.”

It was strange to keep putting boundaries in place only to take them down before she could even test them. Jessica not pushing me was the thing that kept me wanting more from her. She wasn’t like most of the guys I’d spent time with on dates. They pushed for kisses, touches, even sex. She didn’t have to push. She made me want to pull her closer to me in every way.

Once we made it to her hotel room, I let my hand slide down to her ass and gave it a gentle squeeze as she worked to unlock the door. At the same time, the flash of a phone’s camera lit up the night and I turned back to see my brother’s grinning face. This wasn’t going to end well, but I didn’t care.

I slid my hand between her thighs as I locked eyes with him and ran my hand from her crotch back to her ass as I looked down at him, daring him to say a word. He didn’t. But he’d say plenty to our parents.

“Fuck,” I mumbled as he got into his truck.

She pushed the door open, “Yeah, I’m guessing that picture wasn’t one you wanted to have taken. Do you want to try and catch him or something?”

“No, not really. I might have to press you about the offer to stay over for a few days,” I said.

“You know I don’t mind. Any idea of what you want to do to start preparing?” she asked.

I followed her inside at sat down on the bed. “Honestly, I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do. They’re going to try to make your life hell. It’s not going to be fun.”

“I figured as much, but what are they really going to do. Even if they pinned Henry down and forced him to listen to how I corrupted their daughter, you think he’s going to care?”

“That’s not the point. My parents are pretty connected to the church and everyone that goes there is going to hate you. That’s if they even bother acknowledging me as their daughter.”

She sighed and sat on the bed beside me, “So then what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m not sure.”

“This is the time to start figuring it out. You going to let them ruin your life?” she asked.

I glared at her, “You think I want to let them do anything? If I could change how they viewed me, I fucking would. I don’t get that choice. I’m not you, I can’t magically make people like me for no real fucking reason.”

“You made me like you,” she said softly.

The anger that threatened to boil over came back down to a simmer. She had a point. If there was anything I could point to, it was that I was being more of myself when I was talking to her. Tonight at the bar, I had a good time. Seeing a few same-sex couples together was nice. Hearing that Emily’s wife was transgender as well, that was cool. I didn’t feel like I was as alone as I was before.

“I’m just scared, Jessica.”

“Kate, you know that I’m right here to support you. I know it’s only day two of us knowing one another, but I asked you to be my girlfriend. I know we’re still young enough to be a part of the hookup culture, but that’s not what I want. Dating still means something to me. I want to get to know you, to help you with your problems, and I want to be able to know that I’m a positive influence in your life. If I can’t do those things, what use am I to you?” she asked.

I shrugged, “Why would you stick your neck out for me, though?”

“It’s not just me. Everyone on my crew will go to bat for you. That’s what family does. We protect our own. You’re with me, babe, that means they’ve got your back.”

A smile danced along my lips and I nodded slowly, “I think I get it. But you’re still putting your reputation on the line for me.”

“What reputation? I’ve been here for about a month. Barely left my apartment other than to grab some drinks at the bar and head to the store to grab sandwich stuff so that I could come back and hide in my room again. You’re the only reason I’m going anywhere and doing anything,” she said.

“So, tomorrow,” I mumbled. “Would you come with me to my parent’s house on your lunch break?”

“I’m sure I could swing that. Are you sure you want me to go? I might make things worse. If your prick of a dad wants to talk down to you again, I’m not going to let that slide,” she said.

That was a pleasant thought. “Yeah, I want you to come. It’s about time he gets an earful for being a douche. And, uh, I’m going to come out to them. Again. I don’t know how, yet, but I’m going to.”

“You know, that makes me a very happy woman,” she said.

“Happy enough to not have sex tonight?” I asked.

Jessica rolled her eyes, “Babe, I don’t fuck when I’ve been drinking. It takes away from the moment and I want to experience every second of you with a clear head.”

“Damn, I asked you to skip out on sex, not make me wet.”

“At least you’re wearing panties this time,” she said.

“Am I?”


Chapter Seven

We woke up and went to work again. This time, my girlfriend got the full experience of waking up at five in the morning just to spend twelve hours on site. Granted, we’d have an hour long break for lunch, but there was a reason my crew got paid as well as we did. We worked fast and we worked hard.

By the time lunch rolled around, she was sweating like a stuck pig, her tight shorts clinging to her ass. Even though eyes occasionally drifted to her ass, no one let them linger. I couldn’t blame them, I found a beautiful woman with a killer body. More than that, though, and while they weren’t aware of just how wonderful her personality was, she was worth loving. I hated the thought of leaving her, and while we were still in the early stages of things and I could try to blame it on puppy love, I really couldn’t deny the feelings she incited within me.

By the time Henry called out, “Time for a break. I’m feeling that Mexican place, anyone with me?”

“Hell yeah,” Jake called out. A few other voices joined that cheer.

“Not for us, Henry. We’ve gotta go deal with an angry dad and a douche nugget brother,” I called out.

Jake took a step closer to me and cracked his knuckles, “What kind of deal are you wanting to make?”

“Not that kind!” I said.

Kate shrugged, “I’d be down for that kind of deal, honestly. They’re assholes.”

“Yeah, but we’re not going to have anyone go to jail over this shit. We’ll take care of it as simply as we can, if they can’t accept that you’re not the straight Christian girl that they expect you to be, then that’s on them. Either way, we can walk away.”

“But what if they won’t let me have my stuff?” she asked.

I chuckled and put my arm around her waist, not minding the mixing of our sweat at all, “Then I’ll shower you with new things. I’m sure you’d enjoy that.”

She smiled at me, “You’re great, you know that?”

I gave her a quick kiss and Henry called out, “You heard the lady, we can roll out, boys.”

Kate and I started down the dusty road and when we made it to the house, once again, her father rushed out of the house, “You’ve got some nerve to show up out here, Kate.”

“Dad, I’m not going to try and make excuses. You can deny it all you want, but I’m not here to have my nose rubbed in the dirt,” she said.

“Oh, you don’t want your nose rubbed in the dirt? I guess it’s fine that you lied to me to my face about who you were going out with and what you were doing,” he snarled.

I chuckled, “We had dinner. Had a few drinks. Went back to my place. Then she came to work with me. Now, we’re here. Where was the lie?”

“That you were her friend,” he said, his face turning red from anger.

“I didn’t lie about that, dad. We were friends until she asked me out while we were at the bar. The gay bar, specifically, because that’s where us sinners like to hang out,” Kate said.

The door of their house swung open and her brother stepped out with her mother in tow. The middle-aged woman had tears streaming down her face and she was bawling into her son’s arm.

“I knew you were still battin’ for the other team. I tried to tell mom and dad, but they didn’t want to listen,” her brother called out.

Kate sighed, “Do we have to make this such a big deal? It’s not like this is a surprise to anyone. You guys forced me into the closet before, you’re going to try to do it again. That or you’re going to be really good Christian parents and kick me out of the house for not being perfect.”

“What have I told you about that tone, Kate? Do I have to get my belt and treat you like a child since you’re acting like one? Don’t you know what you’re doing to this family’s good image? Do you even care?”

“No, I don’t dad. I don’t care. Because you don’t care about me. You just want me to live up to your standards and if that makes me feel subhuman, you don’t care. You just want me to spit out children for you to groom into more brainwashed zealots that can’t have a personality outside of what you approve!” she screamed at her father.

“Jackson, go get my belt,” he snarled. Kate’s brother disappeared inside.

I stepped in front of Kate, “Let’s just go, Kate, I’m not in the mood to have to pay this prick’s medical bills.”

“Excuse me,” he asked, rolling up the sleeves of his shirt. “You’re not taking my daughter anywhere and I’m not going to let you threaten me.”

“But it’s fine for you to threaten your own daughter? What kind of fucked up man do you think you are. Look here, dickless, you’re doing what out here? You’ve been here every time I’ve been on my lunch break. Do you even work? What the fuck do you even do for these people that you’re trying to shepherd around?” I asked.

He took a swing at me. His stance was pathetic, his center of balance was off, and while that haymaker might have had some power behind it, it was clear that this guy wasn’t a fighter. I took a half step back and let his fist swing past me.

“Michael, I don’t want to make you look like a bitch in front of your wife. Best that you—”

He swung again. What a fucking idiot. I stepped into the blow and hooked my arms around his waist before planting my right foot and swooping around. His feet flew out from under him and I let my arms go, tossing him into the dirt like a bag of rocks.

“Get up and throw another punch. You really want to throw down, I’m all for it,” I taunted.

His face was red as it could be as he scrambled back to his feet. He charged me and instead of getting out of the way, I turned slightly to the side as his shoulder pushed into my firm core. I lifted a knee and smashed it into his balls which dropped him again. This time, he didn’t seem so eager to get back up.

“Ma’am, I don’t know why you’re crying your eyes out, but I’m going to have to ask you to make your husband stop. And he might need some ice for his dick,” I said casually.

Fighting wasn’t something I really wanted to be proud of. Growing up in North Carolina as a feminine male got me in a lot of situations I’d rather not have been in. But from that, I found a love for fighting. Mostly in a safe environment. Brazilian Jujitsu was taught not too far from the school and my parents believed it would toughen me up. I always loved physical sports, but admittedly, after I started transitioning most of those hobbies fell to the side. But fighting? Well, as shitty as it was, not all of the women I shared a bed with were single. Not that I knew that when I got involved with them. Most of those times ended up with me having to fight.

It was just like riding a bike and when her brother finally came back out of the house with a thick leather belt, I let out a deep sigh. “Take your ass back inside. We’re leaving, Kate.”

“Y-You guys are assholes,” Kate said quietly.

I put my arm around her shoulders and started guiding her up the dirt road when I heard a heavy set of footfalls behind us. Sure enough, her brother was charging at me. Fucking idiots and their pride.

Stepping away from Kate, I brought my fists up and waited until the stupid fucker was within striking distance. Stepping into him, his momentum carried him into two quick punches that sent him to the ground. He spit out a small amount of blood and looked up at me, dazed, “Y-You’re going to hell!”

“Damn right I am, I’m going to have a good time there. Shit, you should come visit when you’ve got time, maybe you’ll get that stick out of your ass and realize how much of a god damn puppet you are,” I snarled.

Kate spit on him, “You deserved that. Couldn’t just let me be happy, could you?”

I put my hand on her lower back and guided her back up the road, “We should go before they try again. As much as it’d make you feel a little better, I don’t actually like fighting. Especially not when they’re outclassed.”

The jab to his pride was intentional, but I wasn’t lying. Fighting was something I preferred to do only in self-defense situations. At this point, I’d deterred the threat and if I stuck around, that’d just be assault. Granted, knowing their type, they wouldn’t go to the authorities. They’d probably tell their friends and that might get ugly, but even then, they’d have to admit they just got their asses handed to them by a chick. So, it was doubtful.

When Kate and I left her house far behind her, she let out a pathetic groan. “That went poorly.”

“Very, but you can’t say we didn’t try. That’s what matters. I’m sorry about hurting them,” I said.

“They deserved it, but you’re not some kind of criminal, are you?” she asked.

I chuckled, “No, you guys might not have them here in Asheville, but in larger cities, they have these magical things called trainers. My parents wanted me to be able to fight. Thought it’d make me more masculine. They were wrong, but those lessons were a damn good place to vent my anger in a healthy way. I still practice a little, but only with the guys on the crew when they’re feeling particularly big.”

“Bet Jake could take you,” she teased.

Hearing her laugh made that little taunt slide off my back. She probably wasn’t wrong. Skill went a long way, but Jake wasn’t bluffing when he offered to come with us. I met that mother fucker in those same classes I practiced in. He was a good friend of mine, but we didn’t exactly enjoy hanging out together. As supportive as he was, he was still a simple guy. He thought I was sexy, but knowing that I had a cock made him want to crawl into a hole and question his sexuality endlessly.

“Probably could, but I’d rather not find out. Last time I ended up with a sprained ankle and that wasn’t a good time,” I said.

“So he can take you.”

“Maybe.”

She laughed quietly and sighed heavily, “So what’s the game plan now?”

“I mean, ultimately we just have to figure out what to do for you. Staying in a hotel for more than a few weeks would probably drive you insane. It takes some getting used to,” I said.

“Would you be willing to let me borrow your truck?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders before pulling my keys out of my pocket, “Try not to get pulled over. What’s on your mind?”

“I’m going to apply for a job or two. You’ll eventually be gone, that means I’ve got to get my shit together before that happens,” she mumbled.

“Can we not talk about what’s going to happen a year from now? Things can change, babe. I don’t know how much they’ll change, but they can.”

We were approaching the house I’d been working on when she finally mumbled, “I don’t want to think there is much hope. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to feel about you, Jess.”

“There’s always hope. You never know what the future holds and if you do know, then you’re going to have to expect the NSA to come knocking to bring you in,” I said cheerfully.

She smiled thinly. “I don’t know if right now is a good time for joking around, Jess. Thanks for letting me borrow your truck.”

I nodded and pulled out my wallet, “Hold on. Put ten in gas and bring back something small to snack on.”

“Thank you, Jess. You’re doing more than you’ve got any reason to,” she said as she got into my truck.

Watching her pull away in my truck, I let out a quiet sigh. “I’ve got my reasons, Kate. You’re just not ready to hear them.”

I headed back into the house to start putting the finishing touches on the frame. Tomorrow, we’d be heading to the next job site to start on that house. I hoped Kate would come with us. Paying her wasn’t the easiest thing to do, but I’d help her as much as I could for the time being.


Chapter Eight

Driving was something I loved doing but rarely got to do. After a few minutes of getting acclimated to Jessica’s truck, I was having a blast. Things were crazy today, but that didn’t mean that it was all bad. Sure, most of the things I held dear were still in my house, but I knew that I’d get them back. I had to.

Jessica might not have realized just how freeing it was to be out from under my parents. They weren’t good people, as much as they liked to pretend to be. This wasn’t the time to deal with the emotional baggage. I had to start fixing my life.

Relying on Jessica sucked, though. Not because she wasn’t willing to help me, but because I knew that this was just charity at the moment. I couldn’t give her anything except sex. This wasn’t a healthy start to a relationship. The fleeting thought of stealing her truck and striking out as far as I could get for thirty dollars of gas flitted through my head.

I couldn’t, of course. The thought was still tempting. To just get away from this mess and start over as a new person. But where would that leave me? The one person in the past seven years that had really supported me would hate me. I couldn’t do that to her.

On top of that, it would mean that I wouldn’t see her again. The risks were too high. Jessica was right. There was hope out there.

I put in a few applications where I could, but most of them wanted me to apply online. That wouldn’t do, I needed something soon. I went down the list of restaurants, then the two grocery stores, then the car dealership, place after place either wasn’t hiring or they weren’t willing to hire me.

Turning to the bar wasn’t something I wanted to do. Not unless I had to. They were good people, but I didn’t like the idea of being around that much alcohol. People did crazy things when they got drunk. Moderation wasn’t something a lot of people seemed to know much about.

Instead, I went to the last place I imagined I’d get work. The Tabletop Hobby Shop. Not the most creative name, but it certainly got the point across as to what they did there. Surprisingly, I had trouble finding a place to park at the store and as I stepped inside, groups of people were already playing games. Most of the people there looked like sunlight was their worst enemy. Still, there were smiles on the player’s faces.

As I stepped inside, a woman in a beautiful elf-inspired costume smiled at me from behind the counter, “Come in, adventurer! Leave your worries on the road and enjoy your time in this place of respite!”

I nodded my head slowly, a little confused, but the woman looked so damn happy that I couldn’t help but smile. As I approached the counter, she handed me a flier, “Welcome to the shop, Magic the Gathering is on Friday, Dungeons and Dragons for new players on Tuesday. Is there something I can help you with?”

“Yeah, I was hoping to ask about job opportunities here?” I asked.

She froze. Her eyes darted to the ground and she mumbled, “I don’t know that. I think I should ask Olivia to talk to you instead. Please wait a second.”

Quirky, but sweet. I liked her already. She bounced out from behind the counter and hurried into the back room and came back a few moments later with a slightly older woman.

“Thanks, Bella. You having fun?” Olivia asked.

“I don’t think I’ve run anyone off, yet. I like my outfit. It’s nice. Thank you,” Bella said awkwardly.

“Oh my word, well, it looks nice on you. I’ll take care of this, you take care of the counter, okay?” Olivia called out and put a hand on my shoulder. “Follow me.”

“Bye, I love you,” Bella responded.

“Love you too, sweetie,” she said as we walked into the small office.

So they were another same-sex couple. Not to sound too much like my parents, but the LGBT community around here was taking over.

“You’re looking for a job?” she asked.

I nodded, “Yeah, I don’t mean to sound too dramatic, but my parents kicked me out about two hours ago.”

“Damn, is everything okay?” she asked. “And what should I call you?”

“Kate. I honestly haven’t had time to really process things. They didn’t take well to me dating a woman,” I mumbled.

She nodded, “I can see how that would go down here, Kate. Anyway, do you have a resume for me to look at?”

I shook my head, “I’ve never had to do one, I’m sorry. I can come back another time with one?”

“Don’t worry about it, I was just curious. Do you have much experience with the games being played here? Dungeons and Dragons, Magic, Warhammer, those types of things?”

“Not really. I worked at a gas station for a few years before, so I’ve got at least a little experience with taking care of customers. If it’s a requirement, I’m willing to learn as much as I can,” I said, my brow starting to bead up with sweat.

She smiled, “Well, I honestly don’t know how much I need a second person on the floor, however, my partner is a nervous little bee. Are you comfortable with watching for people stealing, making sure no genuine fights happen, and helping out around the store as Isabelle needs?”

“I’d do anything you two needed,” I said.

“Careful with that anything comment, my fiance might tease a little about that when she gets more comfortable around you. Alright, I could do minimum wage, part-time with the potential of going full-time once you’ve shown some potential. I’m sympathetic to your situation, but please don’t give me a reason to fire you. If Isabelle even hints that you said something mean to her, you’re gone,” Olivia said.

A wide smile stretched from ear to ear, “You won’t have to worry about that, ma’am.”

“Olivia,” she said. “I prefer Olivia. Alright, do me a favor and come back in an hour, I’ve got to figure out how to do an employee sheet thing.”

“Could I come back around six? I’m in my girlfriend’s truck and I’ve got to get it back to her,” I said.

She smiled, “Sure, bring her with you. Kate, could you write down your phone number before you leave so I can contact you?”

I nodded and quickly scribbled my number down on the sticky note she put in front of me. “Thank you so much, Olivia. I’ll do my best to make sure you don’t regret this.”

“I’m sure you will. Be safe, tell Isabelle goodbye. She’s a sensitive one, not going to lie about it. Lots of people scare her, but if you’re going to be working here, you’re going to be helping keep her grounded,” Olivia said.

“Of course,” I said as I headed out of the office.

Isabelle was nervously watching me as I came out of the small built-in room. This used to be a laundromat, that much I was aware of. I approached the counter and smiled warmly at her, “Madam, I have spoken with your traveling companion and she has informed me that I will be joining your party. I’ll have to tell you my skills when I figure them out but know that I will aid you.”

She gave me a crisp salute, “Your aid is very much appreciated! Your name, adventurer?”

“Kate,” I said and offered her my hand.

Isabelle looked at it for a moment before shaking it slowly, “It’s nice to meet you, Kate. I’m glad you’re going to be working here. Do you like to read?”

I smiled as I gingerly took my hand back so as to not offend her somehow, “I love reading. I haven’t since school, but that’s been because it’s hard to find the time.”

She pulled out a book from under the counter, “Take this and read it. Front to back. No excuses. Please?”

It was the Dungeon Master’s Guide. “Of course, I can do that. Could you give me a day or two and can I pick it up tonight when I came back? I’m about to be in the sun for about five more hours, I don’t know where I could put it that would be safe.”

“I can keep it safe for you for now, but my son-in-law loves playing. He’s got one group, but I think he wants another. I can’t run a game. I’m bad at it. I tried,” she said.

I smiled at her, “Don’t worry about it, Isabelle. If I can pick it up and you two can be patient with me, I’d love to try and do something nice for you two.”

“Okay, bye, I know you’re busy. I’m looking forward to seeing you again tonight!”

Waving at her as I headed out of the door, I felt like that went better than it had any reason to. I wasn’t complaining, even if I was getting a job out of sympathy, it was still a job. If I could make Olivia see me as a valuable asset to her business, that would be my way to move up.

I’d never really considered myself a nerd, but Isabelle was making my heart flutter. She seemed like she had some issues, but none that were her fault and she was actively trying to be personable. I liked that about her. Olivia seemed protective and kind, really, I lucked out when it came to searching for a job.

I went through a drive-through to grab a few burgers, then stopped to fill up the gas tank, and finally, I returned to the construction site. The guys were already back and everyone was working, though, Jessica headed over to join me at the truck as I pulled up.

“How’d it go?” she asked.

“I struck out everywhere but the hobby shop. I’m going to be starting part-time at minimum wage,” I said.

“Shit, that’s still something. When do you start?”

I shrugged, “Not sure on that, I told her we’d be back around six. She had to get some paperwork ready for me, so yeah, I’m here with you until you’re ready to go.”

“Babe, you’re going to have to put your number in my phone,” she said.

Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I sighed heavily. “They’ve already disconnected my line, Jess.”

“Shit. Alright, well that’s one more thing to get fixed. We’ve got a lot to do, baby. Feel free to tell me no, but would you be comfortable looking for an apartment? I can cover it until you start getting paid and then we can split the bills,” she said.

“You’ve been thinking about this, haven’t you?”

Jessica smiled at me and opened the truck door. She leaned in and kissed me on the lips softly at first, but as her tongue pressed against my lips, I felt my heart racing a little faster.

I pulled away. This was too much at the moment. When she leaned back, her brow furrowed slightly, “I’m sorry, I thought it was a good time to—”

“Baby, you’re fine. I’m just a little stressed out at the moment. When we get home tonight, I’m all for letting you have a little more fun. There’s just people around, my house is just a few minutes down the road, and I’m not sure how to feel about the apartment idea. I want to, but it’s more than I can ask of you.”

“Good thing you weren’t asking me. Kate, I want to help. I’m most of the reason you’re in this deep with your family and I want to help make it better. That doesn’t mean that you’re going to owe me anything. When you can help with bills, you help with bills. I want out of this piece of shit room I’m staying in. It’s usually not that bad, but if I could get the per diem added back to my check instead of fed into the stupid room, I’d make more overall,” she said.

That was relieving. While she was still only doing these things for me, at least it wasn’t going to hurt her too badly. Granted, the car, that wasn’t something she could say would benefit her.

“You didn’t do anything wrong. I chose to come back. I chose to let you get closer to me. Those were my decisions and while they put me in a shitty situation, I’ve got you. Those choices felt damn good to make and I’m not going to lie, Jess, you’re making me want to live my life again,” I said softly.

She smiled warmly, “It’s been great working with these guys, but I’ll tell you something I shouldn’t. I’m willing to walk away if it means I can stay with you. Who knows, maybe by the end of this, you’ll end up helping me out, babe.”

“Maybe.”


Chapter Nine

Henry let us leave half an hour before everyone else so that we could grab her a change of clothes and shower before we headed over to Olivia’s store. As desperate as my cock was to find itself inside her, we stuck to just showering in my room, though, she did give me a little tease and a promise for some fun later. That was more than enough to hold me over.

We parked down the road a little from Olivia’s store, the parking was impossible. As we made our way inside, I could already see the potential for expansion in this building. Maybe this one wouldn’t be the best to expand. Sure, it was nice for a store, but when it came to hosting all these people while they played their games, they’d want some more room. A building like that wouldn’t take too long to put up with a decent crew.

Hell, a lot of this town had potential. People were coming out of the woodwork, the sorts of people I never expected to find in a place like Asheville.

“Adventurers!” came an excited voice.

“Isabelle!” Kate called out happily.

The woman in the elf cosplay was a pretty little thing, but I already had my player two. A few of the people at the tables looked up at us and a few more of those couldn’t look away. I knew Kate was eye-catching, but they weren’t all looking at her.

I smiled and walked with Kate to the counter. “Pleasure to meet you, Isabelle. My name is Jessica, feel free to call me Jess.”

She nodded, “Nice to meet you, Jess. Kate, go knock on Olivia’s door, she should be ready.”

My girlfriend nodded and made her way to the back room. Isabelle smiled at me and pulled out a book from under the counter, “This is for her. Want to read some of it?”

“Sure?” I asked. “What’s it about?”

“It teaches you how to play Dungeons and Dragons. I mean, kind of. This book teaches you how to run the game for other players. Want to read the player book instead?”

“Sure?”

She put the other one on the counter and eyed me curiously. “You look like a fighter to me. Or a paladin. Pick one.”

“Uh, paladin.”

“Divine individuals that protect those who can’t defend themselves. I like it,” she said before flipping to the appropriate page. “Read this.”

I nodded at her and started trying to figure out what the hell any of it meant. After fifteen minutes of Isabelle trying to explain the basics to me, I was finally starting to get it. A little surprised that I found it interesting, I mumbled, “Does anyone play this around here?”

“Well, duh. It’s the most popular game. We sell lots of dice, books, modules, and miniatures. Do you like painting?” she asked.

“Not really, honestly,” I said.

She smiled, “That’s okay, you can buy the miniatures already painted.”

A voice I wasn’t familiar with called out, “What’d you find out about this one, Bella?”

As Isabelle and I turned our attention to the woman, it wasn’t hard to figure out that this must be the Olivia person I heard about. “She’s a paladin, not an oathbreaker, and she wants to play, I think.”

Kate chuckled, “Sounds like I’ve got someone to learn the game with.”

“I’m not going to let you play while you’re on the clock, Kate,” Olivia said.

I nodded, “You run this place?”

“I do, with my fiance, of course,” Olivia said.

“You two thinking about expanding?” I asked.

Olivia chuckled, “I’ve been thinking about what it would take to get the parking lot expanded, maybe an expansion off to the side to host more players. We didn’t expect this kind of turn out every night.”

Isabelle said, “It’s great though, we’ve always got people to talk to. They’re really nice, too.”

“Well, I might be able to help out with that sometime, Olivia,” I said.

“Jessica, right?” Olivia asked. I nodded. “Wonderful, you take good care of this girl, alright?” she patted her hand on Kate’s shoulder.

“You bet your bottom dollar I will,” I said.

Kate smiled at me and stood beside me. Her arm slid around my waist and she spoke softly, “I’ll be starting Monday.”

“Figured it would be best to get her into the habit of what a full work week looks like,” Olivia explained.

“Great, that gives us time to get things set up. I’ve got to furnish an apartment and get a car for you,” I said.

Kate’s cheeks flushed and she mumbled, “Way to make me feel an inch tall.”

“That wasn’t my goal,” I said.

“Well, you two go have some fun,” Olivia said. Isabelle stopped Kate and gave her the book she originally offered me.

Once we were outside and back in my truck, Kate let out a gleeful cry, “I landed a job!”

“Yeah you did! I’m excited for you, baby.”

“Are you serious about the apartment?” she asked.

I nodded, “I am, it’s not that big of a deal. I’d like to be able to buy my own damn bed. I’ve been living out of hotels and motels for the past few years. It’s getting real damn old.”

“Well, how about we make your bed regret existing today?” she asked.

I cranked my truck and stopped by the store which made her cock her head, “What did we forget?”

“Condoms. I’m not ruining another shirt,” I said.

She giggled nervously, “R-Right.”

“Something wrong?”

“I’m just not used to this kind of thing, that’s all. Uh, but buy a bunch.”

Well, walking through the store with a hard cock wasn’t the worst thing I’d ever done. My shirt covered most of it and I could only hope that people just thought I had something in my pocket as my bulge trailed partway down my thigh.

Back at the apartment, Kate didn’t even let me get comfortable on the bed and turn on the TV before she was on top of me, hands ripping at my clothes. I let it happen, she was motivated enough for both of us. As horrible as today started, I wasn’t going to take this from her. She wanted to have sex and I wasn’t going to argue with her, not after that tease in the shower earlier.

Once she finished pulling my pants off my legs, she smiled at me and reached for my cock, “You know, I’ve actually really missed this.”

“Did you? I couldn’t tell, babe,” I said teasingly.

She bit her lower lip and let it slowly fall from between her teeth, “I’ve been saying I’d do this a lot lately, but I, uh,” she paused for a second. “I’ve never given a blowjob before.”

“I’m not hard to please. You don’t have to do anything like that if you don’t want. I’m just as happy making you go as wild as you did in my truck that first night we fucked.”

Kate continued to stroke my shaft slowly. I wasn’t in a hurry and she seemed to lose her sense of urgency, “But I don’t want to fuck. I want to have sex with you. You can fuck someone, but having sex is a little different.”

“That much I can agree with, but if you’re wanting to do this for me, I’m not going to stop you. This isn’t about judging you, baby. But if you want to do something else, it’s not like I’m going to be upset with you,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders as she continued to stroke my cock. I really wasn’t going to complain about tonight even if this was all we did. I wouldn’t complain if she asked me to get her off without returning the favor. I just wanted her to be happy. She seemed pretty intent on sucking my cock, but I couldn’t exactly guess why.

I hoped it wasn’t because she felt like she owed me. There was no denying that I was going above and beyond for her, but I wasn’t seeking favors. We had similar issues and I sympathized with her. More importantly, I felt like I could help her. I had the means. She had needs. I wanted to take care of them. It was that simple.

Kate’s hand pulled away from my shaft for a few moments as she undressed. Her cute skirt fell around her ankles and she stepped out of it. Then went her peach colored panties. Lastly, her shirt and bra. Once she was naked, she sat at the foot of the bed and let out a quiet sigh.

“Didn’t think it would be this hard to psych myself up,” she mumbled.

“Talk to me, what’s going on in that noodle of yours?”

Kate looked at me with sad eyes, “When I’m just looking at it, I feel like I’m with a guy. I know that’s not the case, you’re a woman and I appreciate you for that. But you have a dick and I’m usually good at avoiding those. I really enjoyed when we had sex, but then, it was just for the release. We both needed it.”

“And now?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Now, I want to do this because I want to pleasure you. It’s not because I want to get off. And thinking of your pleasure, I know that a blowjob would be pretty one-sided. That’s the goal. I want to show you that I can do these things for you.”

“But you feel like you’re sacrificing values?” I asked.

“Kind of?”

“Then don’t do it, baby. If you just want to get me off, you can do things for me that aren’t one-sided that work just as well,” I said before sitting up. My eyes tried to meet with hers, but she looked away. I hated that she felt like this was the road she had to go down to make me happy, but I knew what kind of life she was used to living.

“Kate, this isn’t tit-for-tat. It’s not a situation where I do something for you, so you’ve got to do something for me. I’m sorry, but I’ve got to say this more clearly. Baby, I want to date you, not play a game of one-upping each all the time. If I get you a car, what are you going to do in return? Blow me in front of everyone at the bar? Why can’t I just get you a car because it’s practical and something you’d need?” I asked.

She mumbled, “It’s not that easy. I don’t like feeling like I’m nothing but a leech and you’re throwing all these offers at me. It’s not all as easy as just letting you open all these doors for me, Jessica. You’re making decisions that could seriously impact your finances. I don’t know how those are looking for you, but I’ve been living with people who don’t bring much in.”

“Kate, if I couldn’t afford to show you that I care about you, I wouldn’t try to do these things,” I said.

I reached forward and put my hands on her shoulders, “Baby, please don’t make this about the money. If you think you’ve got to do something in return for me, just say thank you and show me that you appreciate the things I do for you. That doesn’t mean have sex with me or sing my praises from the rooftops.”

“But what’s good enough?” she asked.

A weak smile tried to form on my lips, “What’s good enough is you coming home to me when you’re done working. Showering together like we did earlier. That was inherently sexy, but we didn’t do anything to satisfy each other. It was nice. I felt like you trusted me to not take advantage of you.”

“That’s because I do trust you, Jess.”

“I know you do, babe. But I’ve got to figure out what it is that I can do for you. If you’re not cool with blowjobs, don’t force yourself to give one. If you’re not in the mood to have sex, don’t force yourself to do anything. Baby, if it doesn’t feel natural and right, then don’t do it,” I said.

She let out a soft sigh, “I’m really killing the mood right now.”

“No, we’re having a conversation that needs to be had. I’m trans. That brings up certain complications, especially if you think of yourself as a lesbian.”

Kate finally looked me in the eye and reached back down to my lap. Her hand gripped around my cock again and she smiled at me as she started stroking it, “This doesn’t make you any less of a woman to me. It’s just that this is something I always imagined doing for a guy when it came down to either fucking him or just getting him off.”

I leaned back on the bed, propping myself up on my elbows, “Just do what feels right, baby. You can stop at any point. If you want to have sex, we can have sex. If you want me to go down on you, I’m down for that. If you just want to sleep, I’m okay with that, too.”

The fiery determination in her eyes made me shiver. Whatever she had planned, I wanted to be a part of.


Chapter Ten

Jessica’s cool demeanor made my heart thump wildly. She was so understanding and patient, but her cock had different things to say entirely. It pulsed in my hand like it had a life of its own.

I watched her core tense and relax with each breath, the subtle shifting of toned muscle driving me wild. She was everything I could ever want in a lover. Even though she spoke of taking things at my pace, I still wanted to push the limits of my comfort. Not because she was forcing me to, but because I genuinely felt like she deserved it.

She was breaking down boundaries I didn’t even know I had in place. Jessica challenged me to change. My life would have probably been much the same if I didn’t give her the opportunity to involve herself with me. And yet, she wasn’t the one being rewarded for that drive.

Jessica seemed to be set on buying me a car, renting an apartment, and maybe even staying in Asheville. I couldn’t be certain of the last one of those things, but even if it was a thought on her mind, it was more than I could have ever asked of her.

Without her, I’d have just been in my room, hiding from my family. Now? I had a job. A person to come home to. A reason to want to have hope again. At my age, I felt like I should have had more and now I had it. Everything I could want was all wrapped up in a neat little package for me on this uncomfortable bed.

That would change soon. And it was all thanks to her.

My mouth salivated at the thought of being her lover. That night in the truck, I’d never forget it. She fucked me like no one else could have gotten close to doing. But I didn’t want it to be as emotionless as it was then. Before, I just needed her inside me because my lust demanded it.

I leaned forward and held eye contact with her as I opened my mouth slightly. The coconut scent from the body wash we shared still lingered on her. As my lips touched her crown, the warmth genuinely surprised me. But more than the warmth, the texture of her smooth cock was hard to appreciate when I ran my hand up and down her cock.

With my lips, though, I could feel every detail. Her smooth, purple crown glided into my mouth and I let my tongue lick around the ridge of her head. It was my first time, but there was no avoiding hearing the occasional conversation about technique from my friends back when I used to have those.

Jessica moaned softly and relaxed further onto the bed, “That feels pretty good, baby.”

I followed her down, my mouth never leaving her cock. The taste of her precum washed over my tongue and while it wasn’t the most amazing thing as far as flavor went, knowing that I was turning her on enough to get that treat was all I needed. Spurred on by my relative success, I let myself take more of her cock into my mouth.

As I bobbed slowly on her shaft, she continued to let out streams of soft moans. Her hand stroked through my hair and I almost wished she would take a handful of it and pull me further onto her length. But that wouldn’t happen. As hesitant as I acted earlier, I knew she wouldn’t force this to go any faster than I wanted to take it. That was nice, but one of these days, I’d get her to treat me a little more aggressively.

Passionate sex was wonderful, but there was something to be said about a high tempo session of lovemaking. A soft moan flowed through me at the thought of that. Making love with this woman. That was what I wanted. I didn’t want to have sex. I didn’t want to fuck. I wanted to make love.

I wanted to feel my heart flutter as her lips grazed over my flesh. She could have played me like an instrument for everyone in a two-mile radius to hear and I wouldn’t have cared, so long as I felt the love she was showing me day after day. Maybe we were stupid for falling for one another so quickly. Then again, maybe I was the only one that felt as intensely as I did.

Even as her cock slid into my throat and made me gag, I didn’t pull away. Because I did love her. I wanted to show her that. If a blowjob could help show her how serious I was about doing things for her that I wouldn’t do for anyone else, I’d gladly give her two a day. Well, maybe not every day. But this was a start.

“Fuck, baby, are you sure you want to deep-throat it? You don’t have to choke yourself, I’m loving the way your tongue swirls around my head,” she said. I couldn’t tell if she was just trying to keep me from tearing up as I continued to try and take her cock deeper, but either way, I was going to take the offer for the easier way of doing this.

As I pulled away so that only a few inches of her long, thick cock remained in my mouth, I let my hand start working the rest of her shaft. As I licked, sucked, and bobbed up and down her length, my hand pumped quickly.

Within seconds, Jessica was a writhing mess. Her hips bucked and ground as she grunted and gasped, desperate for release.

“Baby!”

I giggled devilishly, sending pleasant vibrations through her cock as I continued my assault. She let out a soft cry before her hand held me firmly in place. My hand continued to stroke her as she thrust slightly into my mouth.

The first rope of her salty cum splashed against the back of my throat and I did my best to keep from gagging. The taste wasn’t a problem for me, but I had no clue what to expect and what I was getting was a little more than I bargained for.

It was hard to hold onto that awkward moment when her pleasured groans continued to slip from her. Once her cock finally stopped twitching and flooding my mouth with her seed, I pulled away from her and swallowed.

“G-God damn,” she panted.

I smiled weakly and mumbled, “Did I do okay?”

“I just came because you got lucky,” Jessica said and chuckled quietly. “Yeah, you did great, baby”

“I love you,” I whispered nearly silently.

She tilted her head, “You what?”

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment. For a moment, I debated on repeating myself. If she didn’t feel the same way, it was fine. My time with Jessica taught me to speak my mind, it made me feel better.

“I love you,” I said more boldly.

Jessica smiled, but she hesitated before saying, “I’m glad to hear that.”

“I know it’s not something you’re going to want to say back right now. But even if this was the last time we saw one another for some reason, I’d still love you. You’ve done more for me in less than a week than anyone else has in years,” I said.

She patted the bed beside her, “Come here.”

I did as she asked and she pulled the cover over us before putting her arm around my waist as we sat in bed. “Am I being clingy or something?” I asked.

Jessica kissed my cheek and squeezed me closer to her. “You’re not. I’m just trying to think about how I should say this.”

“If you don’t feel the same way, it’s fine.”

“I do feel that way, but I don’t know if I can say I love you. Please don’t take that the wrong way. I want to know more about you, Kate. I want to make sure that you’re the woman I need before I can say that. Because when I do say it, I’m never taking it back,” she said.

I nodded, “I understand. I’m not scared of you not liking me, Jess. If you didn’t care about me, you wouldn’t do half the things you do. But I know how I feel and I want you to know that I’ll do my best to be who you need me to be.”

“All you have to do is be yourself, babe. I just need a little time, that’s all.”

“Maybe after we get the apartment?” I asked.

She smiled and pushed me gently onto the bed. Her left leg swept over my thighs and I could feel her slick cock press against my hip as she leaned over me. Jessica’s hazel eyes looked into my soul as she whispered, “Don’t put a time on it. Baby, if you don’t think I’m serious because I can’t say those three words yet, I’m sorry. But I’m going to have to make sure that’s how I feel before I say it. I feel something, that’s true. It’s not just lust.”

“I’m sorry. It’s been a long time since I’ve dated someone. Jess, I don’t want this to just fizzle into the ether. I’m not sure what I have to do to show you I’m serious about this,” I said.

“Why do you think you have to prove things to me? Baby, you came out for me. Maybe not to everyone, but to the people that matter. You took a chance on me that I couldn’t have dreamed of. You’re serious. I can see that, and I’m serious as well.”

Three heavy knocks rang out against the door, shocking both of us. Her eyes widened and we both hurried off the bed to start pulling clothes on. Once we were mostly dressed, the knocks came again, “Asheville Police, Jessica Winslow?”

She hurried over to the door and opened it. The officer smiled weakly, “Good evening, my name is Chris. I was coming to ask you a few questions about what happened around twelve-thirty today. You mind coming to the station with me?”

Jessica nodded, “Yeah, sure, I’ve got nothing to hide. Kate, you might want to come with us.”

“Was she there during the altercation?” Chris asked.

“She was, sir.”

My heart was beating out of my chest. The nausea washing over me wasn’t doing me any favors and I could feel the urge to throw up coming along. I didn’t even have time to brush my teeth before we were in Jessica’s truck and on the way to the station, following the police officer.

“W-What do we tell them?” I asked.

“The truth. Seriously, don’t make anything up. I defended myself when I told your dad that he wasn’t going to be abusing you in front of me,” she said.

This was insane. It couldn’t be happening. But we were led into the building and Jessica and I had to start answering questions. They took her into a different room and then another officer came over to me with a pad in his hand.

He smiled at me and spoke in a polite tone, “I hate that they dragged you out of bed, Kate. My name is Larry, I’m going to be taking your statement. Do you know what this is about?”

“I’m guessing it’s about the fight that my dad started earlier?” I asked.

“Well, they’re telling a different story. According to Michael, the woman assaulted both of them without provocation,” he said. “Care to shed some light on this situation?”

I nodded, “Yeah, that sounds about like them. Jessica was walking back to my house with me to take care of some issues.”

“What issues?”

“We’re dating and my parents didn’t appreciate that I came back out as a lesbian,” I mumbled.

He shrugged his shoulders, “A few months ago, I had different thoughts on the community. I’m sorry to hear that they weren’t accepting, but that’s no reason for Jessica to assault them.”

“That’s the thing, sir, my dad threatened to hit me with a belt. She told him she wasn’t going to let that happen and mentioned that we should leave before she ended up having to pay his medical bills or something along those lines,” I said.

Larry tapped his pen against the pad, “So you’re saying that she was trying to protect you and did try to somewhat get you both out of that situation?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Interesting. Could you tell me what happened during the actual altercation?”

“My dad threw the first punch, she moved out of the way. He tried to hit her again and then she got up close and personal and put him on the ground. I couldn’t describe that part in detail. She told him to stay down, he didn’t. He charged her, she, uh,” I paused. “She kneed him in the nuts, sir.”

“Ouch,” he winced. “And what happened next?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle as his wince. As serious as the situation was, seeing the old fart scrunch up his face was pretty funny. “We started walking away, my brother chased after us. This time, she punched twice and he went down.”

“Sounds like she knows how to handle herself. Would you say that Jessica is a violent person?” he asked.

“I’ve only known her a few days, but no. She even told me that she would have preferred it not get to that point, but that she did train in one of those MMA styles,” I said.

Larry nodded, “Is there anything else that I should know about this? Anything at all.”

“Sir, my dad instigated it. She didn’t exactly back down, but I can’t blame her, he was being very aggressive,” I said.

“Right. Thank you for your statement, Kate. Once we get her statement, we can see if this is something Michael wants to try to push further. I can’t imagine that happening, but if it should, you weren’t mentioned in their complaint, I doubt you would be involved in court unless you wanted to testify,” he said.

“If it comes to that, sir, I’ll gladly testify against my family.”

His polite smile faded and he spoke in a low tone, “Off the record, that speaks volumes, Kate. I know your parents. I don’t like all the gossip that comes out of them. I’ll do what I can to get you two out of here. Keep that quiet, alright? Can you do that for me?”

I nodded as a smile spread across my face. There were still good people in the world.


Chapter Eleven

After giving my statement, we were held for all of thirty minutes before Chris came back out, “Yeah, they’re not pressing charges. As soon as we questioned them about what we learned in your statements, they folded.”

A sigh of relief escaped me, “I really do hate that this ended up on your door, Chris.”

“Yeah, it’s alright. I’ve seen you around the bar, haven’t I?” he asked.

I chuckled, “Yeah, probably. I’ve been spending some time there every now and then.”

“Well, maybe we’ll have to catch a drink together some time. Just as friends, of course,” he said.

I wrapped my arm around Kate’s waist and smiled, “That’d be nice, man. Thanks for being cool about this.”

Kate pulled away from me and hugged the police officer before smiling up at him, “Thank you so much. We’d love to catch a drink with you when you have time.”

Chris looked a little surprised that he was getting hugged, but he didn’t push her off. As he separated, he nodded to me, “You remember what I said about the housing coming up for sale soon?”

“Man, I’m the one building those houses. I need a roof to put over this one’s head sooner than that though,” I said and rubbed Kate’s shoulder.

He nodded, “Well, best of luck to you two.”

Kate and I left the police station and headed home. By the time we got home, I knew that she probably needed time to settle down. After that wonderful treatment from her just before we were pulled away, a sinking sorrow lingered in my chest. Kate’s blowjob was appreciated but it felt forced.

Things were moving quickly and I had to talk to her about it, for my sake if not hers. “Baby?”

“I’m so sorry that they got the authorities involved,” she said.

“That’s not what I wanted to talk about. Uh, this isn’t meant to sound bad, but I think we need to slow things down a bit. Maybe once we get in that apartment and get settled in, we could start looking at having sex again?”

Kate ran a hand through her hair, “Was it that bad?”

“Was what that bad?”

“The blowjob,” she grumbled.

I sat her down on the bed and put my hands on her shoulders as I looked her in the eye, “I loved it. Things just need time to settle, that’s all. I want to make sure that our minds are in the right place,” I said and then kissed her forehead.

“Yeah,” she sighed, “I’ll wait.”

The answer didn’t feel good, but she knew how I felt and I could only hope that she respected that. All I wanted to do was make sure our relationship was stable before sex started becoming our go-to source of emotional release. We needed to be able to rely on one another outside of just sex. It was nice, but if sex was our solution, how long could we really expect to last as a couple?

Over the next few weeks, life was a little hectic. We got her a car, nothing new, but she loved it. She learned how to play Dungeons and Dragons as a dungeon master and I as a player. Occasionally, we played with her boss’s family.

We got out of the motel room two weeks after getting her a car. After that, life settled down just a little more. We furnished it piece by piece, but before long, that apartment was our home. Our schedules only allowed for us to meet up a few hours in the evening, but that was more than enough for us.

On the weekends, I had a little more time, we only worked four hours a day. She worked at the store, but Olivia was more than happy to see me there with her.

Olivia and I sat in the back room while I waited for Kate to finish up her shift, “It’s just getting a little concerning.”

“I can imagine. You love the girl, but you’ve still got to look at your future, too. I get that you’re not wanting to leave or ask her to come with you, but are you sure that she would even mind?” Olivia asked.

“I do love her, the problem is I haven’t even told her that,” I mumbled.

She nodded as she started looking through some potential inventory to be bought, “Why haven’t you told her?”

“Because what happens if I can’t find a job that can support the lifestyle that both of us want?” I asked.

“Then you’ll have to make it work with what you’ve got. My fiance is very understanding and supportive that money is a little tight. The store is doing much better than I thought it would, but I still can’t afford to buy her the nicer cosplay outfits she’s had her eye on. It just makes her appreciate what she does have even more,” she said.

I shook my head, “But I need to do more for her. I’ve got to make sure she always feels like she’s the only thing on my mind. That damn girl is just too perfect.”

“So what’s keeping you from looking into other kinds of employment?”

“Nothing, really. I don’t have a college education. All I know is construction. I’ve picked up a fair bit about plumbing and electrical work in my time, but what am I supposed to do, open up a company of my own and try to do one person projects and hope I can support us?”

She sighed, “I get it. You’re in a pickle. Have you talked to your boss about what you might be able to do?”

“I haven’t. I can’t imagine what he’ll have for me. Sure, people have been coming to this town a lot more than they were before, but we’ve got a bar and a game shop. Is that really enough attraction for us to start building apartment complexes and other types of buildings for people to bring in more business? It’s a long shot,” I said.

“If that girl means something to you, you’re going to eventually have to make a decision. Do you keep working the job and make her pull up her roots to follow you or do you make the compromise of doing something else?”

“I can’t answer that,” I said.

She nodded, “I know. It’s not an easy question to answer. You know, I was working at the pharmacy for over eight years? I quit that cold turkey so that I could prove to Isabelle that I’d do anything to keep her happy and comfortable. Some people whisper about her constantly acting like a fantasy character while she’s dressed up as them, but that’s her coping mechanism. That girl has been through more than anyone I know, and yet, she’s out there every day providing smiles for people.”

“So what are you saying?”

“What are you going to do to show Kate that you’re in it for the long haul?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. Fuck, she was bringing up some good points. “I’m not quite sure. I could always try to put down a mortgage on the house I was building when I met her. Think that would be romantic?”

“I’d cream my panties if I was her,” Olivia said.

That brought a nervous chuckle from me, “Well, the goal is to make her see that I’m not just going to jump and run. She’s giving me a reason to want to stay. I just don’t know how to do that without hurting our financial situation in the long run. I’ve got a nest egg that we can work from, but if I put down a payment for the house, then I’m going to be struggling to say that in the future.”

“You’ve got a foot in the door on that house. Your people are the ones selling it, if you went to them directly, you could probably get a slight deal on the house. That’s something you’ve got to make up your mind about though. What’s the lease on your apartment looking like?” she asked.

“It’s able to be nullified, they knew of my temporary work here,” I said.

She shrugged, “The answer is clear to me, then. Ask your boss about what possible chances you have to stay in Asheville while working with him. If he’s got nothing, find another job. Kate loves it here. She’s got problems with her family, but for the past two weeks, she’s been doing nothing but getting more excited. She talks about you all the time, you know?”

“I didn’t know that, but it makes me proud.”

“That girl thinks the world of you.”

“And I think the same of her.”

Olivia nodded, “I’ve done what I can for you. I can talk to my friend Madison and see if she’s got work for you, but I’d rather not ask for that kind of favor until you’ve gone through your opportunities.”

“I appreciate it, Olivia. Anyway, you’ve got my number. I’m going to give you some time to do your inventory stuff, have fun,” I said.

“Yeah, fun,” she grumbled as I stepped out of her office.

Kate smiled at me before turning her attention back to the teenager that was buying a set of dice. I had to admit, Dungeons and Dragons was much more fun than it had a right to be. Playing with Kate as she tried to do voice impersonations was fun. She really got into her characters and it was a damn good time.

This could be my life. I just had to figure out how to make sure I’d be here for more than the ten months we had left.

After she finished her shift, we played our session with Frank, Olivia, and Isabelle. While Isabelle was a bit awkward when we were talking casually, when that girl got into her character, she was a completely different person. She was our party leader and made good choices for the group, taking everyone’s thoughts and considerations into account before giving us a clear path.

It was during those sessions that I truly envied Isabelle. She seemed to have everything figured out. Granted, as soon as the dice were put up, she went back to being that socially awkward butterfly, but for those hours we played, she was my hero.

If I could just have that insight to make one decision that would take care of my situation, I’d be thrilled.

It was getting close to midnight when we finally made it back to the apartment. She let out a deep groan as we stepped inside, “I really shouldn’t have rolled full damage on that electricity trap.”

“Nobody died, but you did scare all of us pretty bad. You did great, besides, it’s best if you don’t pull punches,” I said.

She smiled at me and kissed me softly before pulling away, “What were you two talking about today?”

“About me staying in town or trying to get you to come with me if I decide to stick with the crew.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, nothing that’s really fun to talk about.”

“Did you come to any kind of understanding?” she asked.

I shook my head as I took my shoes off. Heading to the bedroom, I called out, “I’m still not sure. I don’t know. Like I was telling her, I don’t know what I can do that would let us live the kind of life we want to live without staying with the crew.”

“It’s not like we’re going out for caviar or anything, Jess. I’m not hard to please. I just want you here,” she said as she followed me into the bedroom.

I pushed my pants down to my ankles and pulled them off before sliding under the cover. Kate did the same thing and cuddled up to my side. I put my arm around her back and let my hand rub her slowly. “You know, I wish it was that easy. I don’t want to tell my little family goodbye either. They’ve been here for me for years and they’ve had both our backs.”

“I understand, Jess. You know, I’d go with you if you asked.”

“I know that, but you shouldn’t feel like you’ve got to leave your little world behind to come with me,” I said softly.

She laughed softly and kissed my neck, “You are my world, love. I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again. I love you.”

My stomach curled into a knot, but I couldn’t let this happen a second time. She opened herself for me and I couldn’t keep how I felt on the inside any longer.

“I love you too.”

There was a moment of silence before she rolled on top of me. Kate’s lips pressed against mine and she let her hips slowly grind against me. My hands fell to her hips as I deepened the kiss. Leaving here wasn’t an option. I just had figure out what I could do to make this place work for me.

My lover meant more to me than I ever expected she would. From a petite pair of legs that I couldn’t stop staring at to the woman that I wanted to spend my life with. Things had a strange way of working out, but her family pushed her away. My adopted family would have to understand that this was my stop.

As many memories as I had with Henry, Jake, Tucker, and the other four guys, this was the woman I wanted to keep making memories with. I’d find a way to make this work.


Chapter Twelve

After another two months had passed, I was starting to get a little irritated. Not with Jessica, she was doing everything she could to figure things out. But nothing was working in our favor, at least, it didn’t feel like it was.

Olivia had moved me up to full-time employment and that was a great help. I tried to line my hours up with Jessica’s, but that didn’t give us too much more private free time. By the time I woke up, she was already out of the house. When I got off work, we played Dungeons and Dragons. As much as I enjoyed playing daily, it was starting to get to be a little too much.

We hadn’t had sex since the night in the truck, between her being tired and me preparing for Dungeons and Dragons while making sure dinner and everything else was taken care of, I just needed some time alone with her when we both weren’t exhausted. Blowing her was a fun experience, but I needed her. Just fifteen damn minutes. That’s all I wanted.

As Jessica came into the store after she’d showered and changed to wait for me, I bit my lip. Tonight, I’d have to cancel our session. I only needed fifteen minutes, but I could get a lot more done in three hours.

“Hey, Isabelle, would you be too upset if I asked to cancel tonight’s session? I know it’s short notice, but I think I need to spend some time with my partner tonight.”

“Oh, are you two going to do the thing?” she asked as innocent as one could.

My cheeks warmed as I mumbled, “It’s been two months.”

Her eyes widened and she aimed her plastic musket at me, “Arr, you’d best be findin’ your booty under them there covers then, missy.”

I laughed quietly, “You’re ridiculous in all the best ways, you know that?”

“Olivia tells me that all the time,” she said and smiled at me. “I’ll let Frank know, don’t worry, he won’t be upset. I’ll tell him your stomach has been upsetting you, girl stuff.”

“Works for me,” I said.

Jessica tapped her fingers on the counter, “Cancelling the session? Well, I’m not going to complain about that.”

“We’re going to spend some quality time together,” I said.

She smiled wide, “You know I love you, right?”

“I know you do, baby. I love you too. Think you can bring yourself to do that tonight?” I asked, smiling right back at her.

Isabelle pointed her musket and sword at Jessica, “Yar, ye’d best do as the young cap’n says afore you find those legs at the end of the plank!”

“Aren’t I older than you?” I asked.

Isabelle looked at me and pouted, “Katey, you’re supposed to play along.”

Jessica chuckled, “Katey, huh?”

“Shh, Bella wanted to have a nickname for me since she has one,” I said as I shot Jessica a dirty look. Only Isabelle was going to be calling me Katey. I hated it, but when Isabelle said it, she just made my heart flutter. After hearing some of the things she’d been through, that girl could get away with murder and I’d still hug her and treat her like a teddy bear.

Jessica made herself scarce during the rest of my shift and we said our goodbyes to our friends before we left. It was always strange to follow her back to our apartment in different vehicles. The freedom was nice though. Even nicer was the fact that I was able to cover my own insurance and still pay half our bills.

I felt like I was finally giving back to the pot that I’d been taking from. As we headed into the apartment, I smiled at her and spoke softly, “It feels like forever since we’ve had a little time to ourselves.”

“It really has been. I know you love playing Dungeons and Dragons, but we’re struggling to spend time together even on the weekends. Work has been hard on me lately and we’re always having to go somewhere and put out some kind of fire,” Jessica said.

“Yeah, but after talking to a few other dungeon masters, running a session every night is nearly insane. Even Olivia admitted to starting to worry about me being a little addicted. I honestly just didn’t know better. Maybe we could tone it down to twice a week thing, maybe just on Friday and Sunday?” I asked.

She nodded. Her hands slid to my waist and she smiled warmly at me, “As hectic as things have been, I think claiming a little more time for us would be great.”

“I know this is going to sound bad, but I’m kind of glad we haven’t been able to have sex lately,” I said.

“Why do you say that?”

I shrugged, “Because it really does help make me feel like this truly is about more than just sex. If that’s all you wanted, you would have been long gone. It makes me feel more valid about the choice we made to be together. So, thanks.”

“Hey, it was only about the sex the first night we met. Even then, I was trying to make sure we’d set things up again. I didn’t want to leave someone like you feeling like an object, babe,” she said.

My hands moved behind her back and I let my fingernails dig into her ass, “You know what I miss about that first night, though?”

“I know I should ask you what, but I know what you miss,” she said as she pressed her hips against me. Even soft, her bulge felt great against my torso.

I needed her so fucking bad. Without warning, I jumped up and threw my arms and legs around her. My sexy construction worker had no problem holding me up as her hardware pressed against my needy core, “Why are we still talking?”

She smiled at me and kissed me before starting toward the bedroom. As loud as we could hear our neighbors at times, I knew that it was finally time for revenge. How many times were we woken up by the loud woman living above us? She lived alone, but from the desperate screams that came out of her at times, she must have had some toys that would have terrified me.

Jessica put me down on the bed and smiled at me as she pushed my skirt up to my waist, “I don’t want foreplay, babe.”

She nodded, “Shh.”

“I wasn’t serious about not talking!” I whined.

Jessica didn’t say anything as she leaned down to pull off my shoes. She adjusted my stockings and then pulled my panties off. Without so much as a whisper, she stripped and when I moved to do the same, she shook her head.

I wasn’t going to force her to let me get naked. I could get everything I needed from her while still wearing my outfit.

She pulled open the drawer of our nightstand and pulled out a condom before she started slowly stroking herself. Her hips slowly thrust into her strokes. I couldn’t tell if she was trying to tease me or if she genuinely enjoyed touching herself that much. Experience led me to believe the former of those two options. Whether it was her intention or not, my juices were starting to flow.

Once that thick cock of hers was hard, she opened the condom carefully and slid it down her cock. She smirked at me as she rolled me onto my side. Her arm scooped under my knees and she pushed them towards my chest so that my pussy was fully exposed to her. Then, my lover put a pillow under my hips to get me exactly where she wanted me.

The hot warmth of her crown pressed against my pussy and while I would have loved to ask her to take the condom off, I knew better. Pregnancy wasn’t something we could risk, not until we knew if she was going to stay or not.

Before I could linger on that depressing thought, she pushed herself into me and a loud gasp escaped me. It felt so damn good to be stretched by her girth again. The first time she was inside me, I didn’t even think to care about how much the moment might mean to her. Back then, it was just a desire to be scratched.

This time, though, things were different. I loved her. She loved me. What more could I need?

As the weight of her hips pressed against mine, I groaned and moved my hands under my head to help prop myself up so that I could watch my lover’s face. Her eyes roamed my body. Jessica’s hands were just as restless as those eyes. Those hands, rough from years of work, rubbed over me. My hips, my ass, my lower back, and my breasts, they were all benefactors of her attention.

She could have me any way she wanted. I’d let her talk me into anything and I couldn’t even pretend that I wouldn’t be just as excited as she was. As much as she sacrificed for me so far and continued to do every day, I’d happily give back in the same way.

Jessica’s hips started slowly thrusting into me. Each time she pushed into me, her balls quietly slapped against me and I struggled to keep myself from screaming at her to fuck me like a toy. This wasn’t sex like I was used to. I told her before that I wanted to make love, but in the heat of the moment, I wanted nothing more than to be ravaged. It would come, I knew that this would only last for as long as her patience did.

As her rhythm slowly built, she started groaning quietly. Her length pushed into my depths faster and harder, slowly building to the point that I needed her to be at if she even hoped to get me to finish tonight. Granted, we had time. I’d get what I needed sexually, so right now, I tried my best to focus on the emotional aspect that would be much harder to enjoy.

Physical pleasure was easy. I could beg her to fuck me in the restroom at a restaurant if I needed it that bad. But to finally spend this time with her in such an intimate fashion… it made the wait well worth it.

After a few minutes, Jessica rumbled, “Babe, I’m not going to be able to cum if we don’t—”

“Fuck me hard, baby. I’ve been trying to stay quiet, but holy fuck, I need you,” I begged.

She smiled and hooked a hand under my right knee, “On your back then, babe.”

I rolled with her, moaning as I felt the tug of my labia against her veined shaft. My shirt bunched up underneath me and my skirt tugged at my waist, but I didn’t care. Before I could even recover from the change of position, she slammed herself into me.

Her hands grasped my shoulders and once again, I found myself melting from her touch. Those beautiful hazel eyes only broke contact with mine when she let out a pleasured groan. When she did, her eyes rolled back for just a moment and then it was right back to that primal, unspoken connection of our souls as we enjoyed each other.

My fingernails dug into her side and she bit her lip to stifle a grunt before she pounded into me even harder. The soft slap of her balls against me from earlier was nowhere to be found. Only the loud, vicious clap as our bodies collided. If not for my lover’s hands on my shoulders, I would have been pushed up the bed from the sheer impact of each thrust.

I loved it. There might have been a lingering fear about how rough we could get tonight, she seemed to understand as well as I did that we both needed it to be a little harder than some couples might have wanted to show their affection. This wasn’t about being the most compassionate and sweet. This was about enjoying one another. Who said our love had to fit in the social norms?

Even though I was trying to keep myself relatively quiet, I couldn’t stop the occasional scream as it ripped from me. A few streaks of sweat dripped down Jessica’s face as she continued to drive herself into me. My hips were going numb, but I was too close to want to change positions.

“J-Just a little m-more!” I cried.

She leaned moved her hands down to my legs and quickly snaked her elbows under my knees. Her hands curled around my thighs and she pulled me into each vicious stroke. Each time her cock surged into my pussy, I screamed out in ecstasy. The woman upstairs might have loved her toys, but what I had inside me was more than I’d ever need.

And yet… Jessica was mine.

My core spasmed as my walls gripped Jessica’s shaft. I desperately gasped for air that wouldn’t come as my juices sprayed onto my lover’s hips. Everything I’d been missing for these two months had finally come to a climax. We’d have to start making more time for one another, but her body crashing into mine pulled me from thought.

Jessica groaned as the tightness made it harder to pump into me, but she didn’t even when I felt her cock start twitching inside me. She continued to thrust into me, her groans turned slowly into soft moans as she rode out her orgasm inside me.

When she finally stopped pumping into me, she sucked in a deep breath and looked down at me. Her hands slid up my thighs. Jessica rolled my stockings down my legs and she smiled at me softly as she groaned, “Shower?”

“Y-Yeah, that’d be nice. C-Could you help me there, b-babe?”

This might all be swept out from under me in a few months, but I’d never forget this woman. I made my decision right then, though. If Jessica stayed at her job and she’d let me come, I’d move with her. This place was where I grew up, but without Jessica, how could it ever be home?


Epilogue

“Guys,” I said softly as we leaned against the sturdy frame of the house we put together. “This might be the last house we build together. But I’ll never forget the memories we’ve built together. You’ve all got my number. You know where I’m going to be. But as amazing as you’ve all been, this is the end of the line for me.”

Henry smiled at me as he clapped a hand onto my shoulder, “We all have lives to live. Girl, you know we’re going to miss you, but this little brat makes you happy. Even if she’s taking you away from us, I think I can speak for all of us when I say that I’m proud of you and the choices you’ve made.”

Kate smiled at Henry and gave him a gentle punch on the shoulder, “Hey, I’m not a brat. I’m obviously a miscreant. There is a difference.”

I laughed quietly and pulled my lover back over to me, “You’re going to scare him. Don’t you know construction workers are pack animals? We work together, eat together, and drink together. Wouldn’t want Jake to snap at your heels would you?”

“Pack tactics, advantage on rolls if you have an ally beside you!” she said.

Jake smirked, “That’s why I play as a druid. Dire wolves are some mean mother fuckers.”

I reached up and wiped away the tears that started spilling down my cheeks, “God damn, I didn’t think I’d break down while you fuckers were still here.”

“Hey, it’s not like you’re going to be missing us for too damn long. You’re supervising the apartment complex and the new strip mall, right?” Henry asked.

A forced smile spread across my lips, “That doesn’t mean that you guys are going to be able to hang out all that much.”

Henry shrugged, “I don’t know about that. I’m not super into the LGBT community, but I hear there is a pretty killer bar.”

“Like hell,” Jake said. “You go there almost every night. You might not bat for the same team but you damn sure don’t mind drinking there.”

Kate smiled, “And you’re always welcome at my Dungeons and Dragons group, Jake.”

I wrapped my arm around Kate’s waist and kissed her on the cheek. Turning back to the group of guys surrounding us, I spoke quietly, “It’s not goodbye forever, but for now, I’ve got to listen to my wife scream at me for the next two hours.”

“You going to tell her?” Henry asked.

“Do I have to?” I asked.

Jake laughed and covered his mouth with his hand, speaking around it, “Better you do it than me.”

“Tell me what?” Kate asked.

“Baby, you’re going to have to deal with these guys for at least another couple hours,” I mumbled.

She laughed nervously, “We going drinking or something? I thought we were doing something special tonight.”

“Oh, we are,” I said. “We’re going to be moving into a house.”

“What?”

Henry piped up, “You didn’t think we could let our friend leave without a little bit of a goodbye gift?”

Between the group of us, it didn’t take long to get our apartment packed thrown into the back of trucks and rolled out. It would have been nice to have time to prepare, but surprising Kate was the goal. Couldn’t do that if she already knew what the surprise would be.

After the majority of the stuff was sat in the various rooms of our three-bedroom modular as fuck home, I gave everyone I’d grown so close to a hug, ending with Kate.

“I love you so much, Kate. With the guy’s insisted help, the house only has sixty thousand left on it. That won’t take long to pay off, not long at all. We can start our life here,” I whispered.

She was a mess. Tears streamed down her cheeks and had barely stopped since she found out we were getting a genuine house together. The apartment made her feel guilty, but this seemed to overwhelm her.

After a few tense seconds, she hugged me back. “I love you too, b-but did you have to move us into the house right down from my parents?”

“I felt like it would be a nice way to tell them to eat a dick. We’re here to stay, baby. Besides, you bet your ass we have insurance on this place if they do want to do something stupid,” I said softly.

She laughed quietly and whispered, “When they leave, I want to break in our bed, baby.”

“It’s the same one?”

“Shh, I don’t need your logic right now,” she purred.

I didn’t have a ring to go on that finger of hers just yet, but that day would come. Same as the day would come when I finally stopped wearing condoms with her. This woman had my heart, and one day, I’d love to let her have the rest of me. She’d given me hope when I needed it the most and I knew that I’d given her the same.


Book Five

Chasing After a Dream


Chapter One

“Erin, you know I love you, but I can’t do this anymore,” my wife said with tears streaming down her cheeks.

The people around us in the grocery store tried to pretend like they weren’t watching as my life fell apart. “Rachael, can we talk about this over dinner when we’re home?” I asked.

She shook her head, “I’ve been trying so hard, Erin, but I can’t keep doing this. I can’t pretend like everything is okay. I’m not a lesbian, I’m not bisexual, and I didn’t sign up for this when we got married. I married a handsome man, a man that I thought would be with me until the end.”

“I’m still that person, baby,” I said softly.

Rachael looked away from me, “You’re not.” She took a deep breath and turned back to face me, her sharp green eyes meeting mine, “You’re not the Jeffrey I married. He was a strong, brave man. I’ve tried to see you as that man. But you’re not even a shadow of who he used to be.”

“Can we please talk about this at home?” I asked again. The eyes that stared at us weren’t making this any easier on me. If we could have some privacy, maybe we could talk this out.

“Erin, I think it would be best if you didn’t come home with me. Do you think your mom would be willing to take you in until you find another place?” she asked.

“B-Baby.”

“This isn’t easy for me either, but I’ve tried for six months. I thought I could stay with you, but the hormones you’re taking are making you different. I can’t say I love you anymore,” my wife said. She wiped away the tears and took a deep breath, “I want a divorce.”

Four words, fired from her mouth like bullets. I ran my hands through my hair and sank to my knees slowly. My hands moved to my stomach and I put pressure on it as if that would stop the emotional pain. That sinking sensation in my stomach was all I had left as she put her hand on my shoulder, “You’re a good person, Erin. I’d love to be your friend, but I can’t be your wife.”

“W-What did I do wrong?” I asked.

She sighed and put her hand on my shoulder, “You’re making a scene. Get up, you didn’t do anything wrong. I’m sorry, Erin, but I’m not a lesbian. I’m not interested in women. You want to be a woman, that’s not something I can handle.”

My fists clenched at those words. I was making a scene? She could tell me she wanted a divorce in the middle of a store, but I couldn’t try to stop my heart from being ripped out of my chest?

“I’ve tried, Erin,” she said softly. “I’ll pack your things, stop by tomorrow evening to pick it all up.”

As the love of my life walked away, I sat on my legs and cried. Some people laughed quietly, others didn’t seem to care at all, but there were a few that cried along with me. Eight years of marriage, gone.

Two years later, my life returned to normal for the most part.

“Erin, do you think we’re going to get more customers soon?” my coworker, Hannah, asked.

I nodded, “I’d expect so, yeah. The apartment complex they’re building will probably mean more people moving in. I’ve been seeing a lot more faces around the town.”

One face that I wished I wouldn’t see anymore was my ex-wife’s. The love I had for her was still strong, but my heart couldn’t handle being around her. When we bumped into one another at a store or a restaurant, we would chat. It was only for courtesy. Neither of us were really comfortable.

Every time that ring on her finger glinted in the light, I wanted to cry again. Her husband worked at the water company and I had to see him every time I paid my bill. He wasn’t a bad man at all, but I held hate for him. Jealousy burned inside me.

Two years had passed and my heart was still on the floor of that grocery store, wounded and desperate for repair.

“Oh, I’ve already got one reserved for when the place is finished. They’ve got to be better than the ones I’m living in now,” she said.

My tone was flat as I said, “I imagine so, I’ve heard good things about how they’re coming along, but it’s still going to take a few more months.”

She smiled at me and tapped her fingers on the side of my desk, “Are you okay?”

“Hard to say. I don’t think I’ve been okay for a while, Hannah, but I’m going to make it through today and I’ll be in for work tomorrow. You don’t have to worry about me,” I said.

Hannah let out a quiet sigh and stepped closer to me. Her hand fell to my shoulder and she gave it a gentle squeeze, “It doesn’t work like that. You don’t get to help me when I’m down just to push me away when you need someone to talk to.”

I faked a smile and nodded to the large glass doors in front of us. She glanced over and sighed, “Saved by a customer. I expect to have a little chat when you’re done with her. Go do your thing, she looks like a wealthy little brat.”

“We don’t know that she’s a brat,” I said quietly and got up.

Hannah went back to her desk and I took a stick of gum from the pack on my desk. As the minty freshness filled my mouth, I put on another smile and walked to the door to hold it open for the woman, “Good morning, ma’am. Is there anything I can help you with today?”

The woman’s straight brown hair whipped around in the wind and she hurried inside. Her hand brushed the wild mess out of her face, “Good morning, I was hoping I could get some help looking for a car?”

“Absolutely, my name is Erin and I’d love to help you,” I said and she immediately turned right back around and stepped outside.

“Thanks, I saw this little red sedan on the way in and I thought it looked nice. I’m not sold on it, but there are more than a few cars out here to pick from,” she said. “And I’m Jamie.”

As she pointed to the car, the sleeve of roses tattooed on her arm caught my eye. They were interesting and while I’d love to get the story behind them, I had a job to do. Looking at my customers as numbers wasn’t a great thing, but with the past few months of sales being relatively low, I had to try to catch back up. I got paid either way, but the very small commissions were wonderful bonuses that my employer didn’t have to offer..

“You’ve got a good eye, Jamie. Mind if I ask what you’re looking for in a car?” I asked.

She smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “Honestly, I’m looking for it to not run me over four thousand and to last me at least a few years.”

“I’ve got a few cars that would fit that. Do you have a preference on color or anything else?” I asked.

Jamie nodded, “Blue would be great. If not, maybe white?”

“Sounds good to me, let’s go check out that red one first, then we can look through some other options to give you a full picture, sound good?”

“That would be perfect, thanks Erin.”

After thirty minutes of answering questions and making suggestions, we settled on a gray 2002 Ford Focus. It wasn’t the color she wanted, but she was more than happy to only have to pay about thirty-two hundred.

“This is the one?” I asked.

She nodded, “Can I test drive it? It looks great on paper, but I want to know how my car runs!”

“Yeah, that’s not a problem at all, I’ll go grab the key,” I said.

Jamie chuckled, “Do you guys have any water or anything in there?”

“I’ll bring you a bottle,” I said as I walked away.

Once I was inside, I called out, “Hannah, could you grab me a bottle of water real quick?”

“Sure thing, was she a brat?” Hannah asked.

I laughed quietly, “Surprisingly, no. She’s been really sweet and while she’s not a big spender, it definitely looks like she’s going to want to buy a car today.”

After I grabbed the key, I got the bottle of water from Hannah and joined Jamie outside again. I smiled at her and put the key in her hand, “Ready to go.”

“Wait, I get to drive?” she asked. “The other place I went to said I wasn’t allowed.”

“We’re covered, don’t worry. Unless you didn’t want to drive it?” I asked coyly.

She smiled and unlocked the car doors and got in. I joined her and she cranked the car, “Where am I allowed to go?”

“If you’d like to see how it feels on the interstate, you can take us there, then exit on the next ramp and drive back. Sound good?”

Jamie giggled and put the car in reverse before carefully pulling out of the parking spot. Once we were clear of the things she would have to pay for if damaged, she relaxed visibly. With a four-thousand dollar spending limit, I could imagine that she wouldn’t want to have to pick a different car due to not being able to afford this one anymore. Within a few moments, we were out on the road. She didn’t seem uncomfortable driving at all, which was a relief after some of the people I’d taken out before.

“So, what do you do for work?” I asked.

“I work at the pet store,” she said. “Part-time, not a lot of money coming in, honestly. When I’m not there, I’ve been trying to get a start selling digital art online, but that’s kind of hard. I’m just getting started, but it’s not exactly great money for how much time I’m putting in.”

She was sharing a little more than I expected, but that wasn’t something I was going to complain about. I rarely let myself have conversations like this with people. Jamie might not ever make an appearance in my life again, but for now, I was enjoying her company.

“Have you been looking for other work?”

“Not really, I love working with the animals, even if cleaning their cages is awful at times. What about you, what do you do when you’re not at work?” she asked.

I laughed. “I don’t do much outside of work.”

“No hobbies?”

“Not really. I’ve been kind of struggling to find the motivation to do much when I’m off work.”

“Is it that draining?”

“Not really, it’s more that I just don’t know what to do with myself when I’m at home.”

She smiled and turned onto the interstate. As she merged into traffic, she got quiet and once we were cruising at the speed limit, she continued, “I get that. It took me a lot longer to find a hobby I enjoyed than I expected. You’d think you’d know what you want to do in your free time. When I was still in college, it was so easy to just grab a drink with a friend or head out for dinner with one of them.”

“But down here, it’s a little hard to get back into the swing of things,” I finished for her.

“Pretty much. I’m just not sure what I want to do. So I just draw. It’s honestly more exhausting than I want to admit. Instead of a hobby, it feels more like a second job, which I want it to be a source of money at some point. I didn’t go to school to learn to draw just to let that skill go to waste,” she said.

“Yeah, but when all you do is work, you’re just going to be a ball of stress,” I said.

She nodded and turned on her blinker before turning off the interstate, “I guess you’d have more experience with that than I would. Want to do me a favor?”

“It would depend on what it was,” I said.

“You doing anything tonight?”

“No.”

“Cool, so you mind letting me pick you up for dinner? No strings attached or anything, but I think we both need to have some time out of the house. How does that sound?” she asked.

My gut reaction was to tell her no. But that could jeopardize the sale, and while I wasn’t hurting for money, it never hurt to have a larger nest egg. Besides, it was just dinner.

“I don’t see why not. It’s not every day I get asked out to dinner by a pretty woman. I think I’m just a little too old for most of them,” I said jokingly.

She chuckled, “I doubt it, how old are you?”

“Guess.”

“Twenty-six?” she asked after a moment of deliberation.

I smiled and chuckled, “No, I wish I was still that young. Thirty-three.”

“You’re kidding. I thought I was overshooting a little at twenty-six! I’m twenty-four. Almost a decade on me,” she said.

“Careful now, you keep reminding me that I’m getting old and I’ll have to turn down dinner.”

Jamie stopped at the red light that marked the middle of our small town of Asheville. “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that. I hope that I can get your number when we’re filling out the paperwork?”

“Yeah, but do me a favor and don’t tell anyone that we’re going out tonight? I mean, you can tell people outside of the dealership, but they might not take it too well. Sounds like a date and I doubt they’d appreciate me coming onto you,” I said.

“But you didn’t.”

“No, I didn’t, but that’s how people would probably see it, Jamie. Think you could do that for me?” I asked.

The light turned green and she nodded her head, “Yeah, I can do that. You know, for spending most of my savings, I don’t feel like I’m being screwed over. Thanks, Erin, seriously.”

“For someone like you, I wouldn’t let you take a bad deal. That’s why I had to pull you away from that Toyota. It’s a good car, but our boss man put a ridiculous price on that one. Guess he just doesn’t want it to sell, it was his son’s first car. So I guess it’s sentimental,” I rambled.

As we pulled into the dealership, I continued, “Park at the front door so we can have the crew put some finishing touches on it for you.”

“Sure, let’s get this over so I can take you to dinner,” she said.


Chapter Two

Paying for my car with cash felt nice, even if it wasn’t an expensive new model. It would get the job done and it wouldn’t be something my dad did for me. As much as I loved him, he really did make me feel like I was still his little girl.

He’d paid for my college, my first car, and up until recently, he paid for my rent. I didn’t make the most money in the world, but it was time to jump out of the nest. Being an adult wasn’t easy, but if I didn’t take the leap now, I might never.

As we stepped out of the dealership, Erin spoke softly as she patted the roof of my car, “My cell number is on the back of that card I gave you. Seven sound good?”

“Seven would be great, thanks again,” I said as I let my eyes wander her body. She was a little on the skinny side, but it worked with her tall frame.

“Don’t worry about it, any idea what I should dress for?” she asked.

I twirled my key on my finger and shook my head, “Dress for a date.”

“A date?”

“Well, I mean, if you don’t know what to prepare for, go for something a little nice, right?”

She crossed her arms and took a step back, “I thought this was going to be casual.”

“It is, but I don’t want to ruin a surprise either. It’ll be fun, I promise.”

Erin nodded, “Sounds good. I’ll talk to you later.”

Where her sudden defensiveness came from, I couldn’t say, but I still wanted to go out with her tonight. Something was behind those beautiful blue eyes of hers. Maybe she was dating someone already and I just stepped on her toes. But then again, if that was the case, she should have said something, right?

I got in my car and checked my email on my phone to make sure I had proof of insurance before putting the papers I’d been given in the glove box. A few minutes later, I was downtown at the town hall and I smiled as I saw my dad’s truck in the parking lot.

Waiting for him to get out of a meeting was a little lame, but it was expected. Asheville was growing and that meant that there were a lot more meetings than usual. Dad was getting paid a little more, not that he needed it. He owned a few small businesses and chain restaurants and that meant our family was a little more wealthy than average.

“Hey, pumpkin! How are you this morning?” he asked as he walked across the carpeted floor of the lobby.

“Doing pretty good, dad. I bought a car!” I said.

He smiled at me and hugged me, “That’s great. What did you get?”

“A Ford Focus, bit older, but it’s mine.”

“With cash, not financed?”

“Just like you taught me, dad.”

He chuckled and let me go, “That’s good news. Anything else that I need to know about?”

“I’m not going to be coming over for dinner tonight. I offered to take the saleswoman out to grab dinner. Nothing special, she just seemed a little lonely as well,” I said.

“Did you tell her who you were?” he asked. “You might have been given a discount on the car.”

“You know that I didn’t, dad. As proud as I am of you, I want to be known as Jamie, not the mayor’s daughter.”

Dad chuckled, “You couldn’t even mention that Harvey Rash recommended the place to you?”

“Dad,” I groaned. “I really do appreciate all you’ve done for me and all that you’re going to keep doing. But you know that I need to sprout my wings as well.”

“I do, my little girl has got to grow up, sadly.”

I smiled at him and pulled away, “So what’s going on with the town?”

“We’ve seen a small population spike as of late. Nearly six hundred people have come into the town in the past two years. The apartment complex that we approved last year is almost ready for living in and that will be a blessing. We’re offering incentives to people looking to clear land away for more housing. A few businesses are interested in bringing themselves to our little town,” he said.

“Wow, that’s a lot of stuff happening,” I said.

“You bet it is, but soon, Asheville will be a city. A few thousand people and we’re going to be changing signs,” he said.

Dad’s beaming smile infected me and I giggled with glee at the thought of our town growing. I wasn’t interested in being in the political realm, my brother was the one following in dad’s footsteps. Brendon was already working in the office and seemed to have the people’s interests in mind.

“That’s amazing news. I’m going to get out of your hair and head over to the pet store and get a head start on work.”

“Alright, pumpkin. Be safe and don’t be a stranger, my phone is always on for you,” Dad said.

My boss didn’t mind me coming in early, but she did make it clear that I wasn’t going to be paid until my shift officially started. Still, showing up early did make my day easier. Instead of having to rush to clean cages and aquariums between customers, I could just focus on the customer’s needs.

Rachael smiled as I came in and she put another box on top of the display, “Good morning, Jamie. You’re here early, everything okay?”

“Better than I expected it to be for buying a car,” I said.

“So you did get around to getting one of your own?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Shit, that’s great news. What are you going to do with your old one? Or rather, the new car that I’d kill to have,” she said.

“I’m going to take it back to dad’s house and give him the keys. It’s not like I don’t appreciate it and driving around in a brand new car is great, but it’s not mine,” I said.

She chuckled, “Yeah, well when you’ve got someone like Harvey looking after you, can you really expect him to not try and make you something of a status symbol?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, a little annoyed with where she was taking this already.

“He definitely loves and cares about you, but you can’t tell me that seeing the mayor’s daughter rolling around in a pristine new car doesn’t flex a little of the power he has,” she said.

I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms, “Maybe that’s what he was going for. Either way, the mayor’s daughter is going to be driving around in a Focus that she paid for with her own money. We’ll have to hope that the people see her as a hard worker that doesn’t need handouts to live her life.”

Rachael nodded, “I wasn’t meaning anything too bad, sorry if that’s how it sounded, Jamie.”

“It’s fine, I just get a little tired of hearing about how lucky I am to be the mayor’s daughter.”

I could understand that Rachael didn’t live my life, but it was a little annoying to be told how great my life must have been. Yes, being the mayor’s daughters had perks. I couldn’t deny that. But it was tiring. I wanted to be known for the things I’d done.

“Well, if you get too tired of it, I could always slip over there and call him Daddy if it’d get me a car like that!” she said.

“Oh my god, that’s gross. Aren’t you married?” I asked.

She laughed and pulled her ring off for a moment, “Yeah, but my husband works at the water department. I’m sure he’d get a better job if I was in good with the mayor.”

My stomach curled into a knot. That was disgusting, even as a joke. Having ambitions were one thing, spreading your legs to get somewhere in life, that didn’t strike me as the most honest way to get what you wanted.

At least when I was interested in someone, it wasn’t because they could do things for me. Like Erin, what could she really offer me financially? Probably not much that I couldn’t ask my dad for if I needed it. The difference between those two was that if Erin wanted to help me, it would be because she and I were good friends.

I stepped past Rachael and patted her on the back, “I’m going to start cleaning out the cages.”

“Sounds good. We’ve got some people coming in at eleven to pick up two kittens, could you give them baths?” she asked.

“Of course, I love the little assholes,” I said.

Rachael laughed and called out, “If you love them, why are they assholes?”

“Because they grow up to be cats. It’s only a matter of time before they’re knocking stuff off your desk and screaming at two in the morning for no reason.”

“Fair enough!”

By the time I was off work, I was thrilled to be home. My studio apartment was pretty horrible, that much I couldn’t deny. It was cramped and I couldn’t bring someone over without feeling guilty about exposing them to my lifestyle. But it was mine. I paid rent for this place, not my dad.

It wasn’t much, but it was something I could do for me. Just like my car.

I showered and then sat around naked as I drew a few character commissions for some of my social media followers. They never paid, but the exposure was what I needed at the moment. Well, exposure online, being naked was just for comfort.

When six o’clock rolled around, I finished up with my last quick sketch and hurried to throw on a nice outfit. Nothing too much, just a pair of jeans and a nice blue blouse. After I slid on my sneakers, I texted Erin, “What is your address?”

She sent me the address along with another message, “You don’t have to come grab me if you’re not in the mood.”

“Don’t be silly, I’m super excited to drag you to a restaurant and annoy you while we eat.”

“Sounds good to me. I’ll be ready to leave in ten if you wanted to show up early.”

I should have at least pretended that I was busy until closer to seven, but I was excited. As devious as it was, I wanted to see what she would dress up like for this date that totally wasn’t a date. Erin seemed a little off when we talked earlier.

She was sweet, but I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. Something about that encounter at the dealership set off bells in my mind, but I couldn’t place why. I was pretty sure I hadn’t met her before. I’d only just come back to town three months ago. I could only hope that spending a little more time with her would help me figure it out.

I pulled up to Erin’s house. The home wasn’t as large as the others around it in the neighborhood, but it had the same modern design as most of the rest. I took a moment and made sure I looked presentable in the mirror before going to knock on her door.

“I’ll be there in a second!” she yelled from somewhere in her home. A few moments later, she opened the door and grimaced, “You look casual, fuck, should I change?”

“N-No, you look great,” I said as I tried not to stare. Her black hair was pulled back into a bun and she had on a short black dress that fell around her mid-thigh. Erin’s makeup was light for the most part, but her lips were vivid red.

“Yeah, if there is a next time or whatever, you’re going to have to give me a better hint about what to wear,” she mumbled.

“Y-You’re beautiful.”

She chuckled, “You said something like that already. I mean, you’re pretty good looking yourself, Jamie.”

“Is it too late to ask this to be a date?” I asked.

“You’re going to have to trust me when I say that I’m not the kind of person you want to date,” she said and gestured to my car. “We doing dinner or are you going to give me time to change?”

I turned away from her and walked to my car. She was a lot sexier than the business casual attire she wore earlier made her look. There were curves to her body, but they were certainly hidden under those slacks and that button-up she had on before.

As we got in the car, I found myself staring again and she laughed quietly, “Jamie, I’m nine years older than you and we don’t know each other at all. It’s not a date.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be, just making sure we’re on the same page.”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Don’t make me get out of this car.”

I cranked my car again and buckled up before pulling out of her driveway. “Do you like Italian?” I asked.

“I do, but we don’t have a restaurant here for that,” she said.

“I know one, but it’s about thirty minutes away.”

“Good thing you came early then.”

It might not have been a date for her, but I’d be on my best behavior. She got dressed up for a reason. Erin’s words and actions didn’t sync up. My mind jumped to the conclusion that she didn’t want to let herself think it was a date, even if she wanted it to be one.


Chapter Three

I didn’t want to make this more awkward than it already was. Jamie’s eyes kept darting over to me as she drove and I had to ensure that my dress didn’t ride up my thighs. She might have thought I was attractive for now, but seeing the bulge in my panties would probably make her scream and run away.

There wasn’t a way that she could be interested in me. She only thought she wanted this to be a date. Jamie didn’t know who I was, not fully. If she did, she’d probably leave, that wasn’t something I wanted to have happen. If tonight went well, I might want to see her again even if just as a friend.

Dating wouldn’t work. It couldn’t. Rachael proved that to me.

After a mostly quiet drive, with her only occasionally commenting on how much she was enjoying having her own car, we arrived at the restaurant. She smiled over at me, “Right, so there aren’t any limits on what you can spend tonight. Don’t feel guilty and don’t think I’m letting you pay for this.”

“I can’t cover my own food?” I asked.

“Only if you really want to. I’m not going to force that on you, but I would like to say thank you, even if I’m saying it in a weird way.”

“Just coming over to get me was enough of a thank you. Shows that you care enough about me to not leave me high and dry with plans that have already fallen through,” I said. There wasn’t much she needed to say thanks for. Sure, I helped her get a car, but I couldn’t imagine why it was such a big deal. Surely, she would have bought one even if I wasn’t the saleswoman on the floor at the time.

She turned off the car, “I’m so ready for some chicken spaghetti.”

“They have that?” I asked.

“Unless they’ve changed the menu drastically within the past four years,” she said.

As somber as my thoughts were since the mention of this being some kind of date, I couldn’t deny the spark of interest that hit me when I thought of the delicious sauce and red peppers that usually went with the chicken spaghetti my ex-wife made. Thinking of her stung, but I nearly fell out of the car in excitement.

Wearing heels was a terrible choice, but she told me to dress like it was possibly a date. So I did. When Jamie showed up in casual clothes, mild disappointment followed, but I didn’t let it linger. This wasn’t a date. But if it wasn’t, why did I have to keep telling myself that?

We stepped inside and the man looked down at us as if he were somehow above us in station, “Do you have a reservation?”

“No, I’m sure a table for Jamie Rash could be arranged?” she asked, a tone of confidence that I hadn’t heard from her ringing out.

The man looked her up and down before asking for her ID. When she showed it to him, he cleared his throat, “Sorry for the delay then, Ms. Rash, right this way.”

Rash. The name was familiar, but I couldn’t specifically place it. I could have sworn it was important and with the way the waiter acted, it certainly was. As I followed behind Jamie, my eyes drifted to her hips.

Tight jeans clung to her frame and her pleasant ass swayed with each step. It was a sight to enjoy, but as with most temptations in Asheville, it was best to just not partake. My gaze instead turned to the table we were shown and I sat down. The waiter put down two menus, but Jamie waved her hand, “Chicken spaghetti for the both of us. Don’t skimp on the chicken either.”

“Certainly, Ms. Rash, and to drink?” he asked.

From the two conversations we had earlier, Jamie was acting completely different. Her attitude was almost snobbish and the waiter didn’t even argue. He just rolled over and let her talk down to him.

“Pepsi,” she said.

“I’ll have the same, no ice,” I said.

He nodded and hurried off.

“Ms. Rash?” I asked.

Jamie shrugged, “Yeah, I don’t really like catching ride from my dad’s reputation, but sometimes you’ve gotta do what you’ve gotta do.”

“Who exactly is your dad?”

“Harvey Rash,” she said.

And then it clicked. All the billboards and commercials that came on the radio. Harvey Rash, the Republican candidate for mayor of Asheville. He was elected, and then re-elected. His second term should have been about halfway over, but I wasn’t exactly in the best shape when he was re-elected. That might have been why it slipped my mind.

“O-Oh,” I stammered.

“Please don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t act differently now that you know. I’ve been working my butt off so that I can just be Jamie. If I wanted to be known as the mayor’s daughter, I’d be a little more public about it,” she said.

I nodded and let out a quiet sigh, “Well, only for two more years, right?”

“If things are going the way they look like they are, I’ll be the mayor’s sister. Brendon is looking like an extension of my father and that’s not necessarily a bad thing. Worst thing I can see happening is the issue of which businesses will be let in,” she said.

“Never thought I’d talk about politics over the course of dinner,” I said and then laughed quietly. “But I’m not complaining. If you don’t want me to acknowledge it, I won’t. Still, it’s impressive, even if we’re a small town.”

“Rapidly growing small town,” she corrected. “According to him, we’ve seen six hundred new people in the past two years. That’s over a ten percent growth in just two years. It might not seem like much, but add in the apartments and—”

Jamie let out a deep sigh. “I really hate when I get started on these topics. It’s hard to take off the political hat occasionally.”

“I don’t mind. It’s actually adorable, kind of. I’ve been out of the loop about the specifics, but it’s nice to know that Asheville is growing. I’ve seen some new faces and while sales have been low, I imagine that they’ll pick back up soon,” I said.

“They will. People are always in the market for vehicles. Upgrading for themselves, buying their kids one for getting back and forth to school, things like that.”

The waiter dropped off our drinks, “About ten minutes for the food.”

“Thank you,” we said at the same time. I chuckled at her and she smiled before lightly biting her lower lip. That was a look I knew. Desire. I was tempted to tell her that it wasn’t a date, to repeat that mantra for the millionth time, but what was the point?

If we were both having a nice time and it was just for one night, then I wouldn’t keep repeating it and bringing the mood down. We both needed this. It was a small glimmer of light in a mostly bleak world for me.

Throwing caution to the wind, I spoke quietly, “So, tell me about yourself. You mentioned you haven’t been here in four years, you were in college, and you work at a pet store. Want to tell me what college was like for you?”

She flashed that perfect smile again. “Sure, I don’t mind talking about it. I went for psychology, then quickly changed over to do art. It wasn’t the most fun anything, studying rarely is. But a degree is a degree and that’s all I can say for it.”

“And what about the college scene? I never went, might have to forgive me for having views of it solely through what I’ve seen on TV.”

“That’s not far off from what I knew of it until I went. When I left, dad was two years into his first term. I couldn’t be known as the slutty daughter that could get her dad into trouble, so I was pretty reserved,” she said. “Probably for the best, too. I struggled enough to just pass my courses as it was, could you imagine how distracted I would have been if I tried to party?”

“I’m pretty sure it would have been fun to watch you cut loose,” I said.

She smirked and tapped her fingers on the table, “You know, we could always go to the bar together if you wanted. Maybe next Friday?”

“Maybe, we’ll have to see how things go,” I said.

“I don’t work on Wednesday this week, but if that was an easier time for you, I’d be okay with that.”

Jamie was really trying to get me to say yes. I don’t know why it was such a big deal to her, but I needed to tell her something. If she wanted this so damn bad, I’d give her a reason to stop asking so much.

“Jamie, there’s something you should probably know about me before you get carried away,” I said. My finger circled the rim of the glass in front of me and I looked away from her, “I’m transgender.”

“Male to female? Well, I mean, obviously that’d be the only option if you’re coming out,” she mumbled. “Oh fuck, wait, no you could be female to male with no hormones or whatever. Shit, I’m sorry, I’m not sure how to have this conversation.”

I shrugged, “Male to female.”

“I wouldn’t have guessed, but I don’t have a problem with that. Are you comfortable with questions, Erin?” she asked.

I wasn’t used to positive reactions when I came out. For a few seconds, I just stared at her in disbelief, waiting for the bottom to drop out. But when she sipped her drink to occupy some of the tense silence, I cleared my throat and mumbled, “I don’t mind them.”

Jamie glanced around to make sure no one was listening in before she whispered, “What’s your favorite movie?”

“W-What?” I asked.

Her eyes darted around and she leaned in closer, “Are you a cat person or a dog person?”

“I don’t know if you’re trying to fuck with me or not, but if you are, I’m leaving,” I said firmly.

“Erin, I’m not fucking with you. You’re trans. I’m a mayor’s daughter. Do our labels have to define us? Should I just stop wanting to talk to you because you chose to be more authentic to yourself?” she asked.

I stammered a few times before I picked up my drink and washed down my anxiety. She was taking it better than I expected. Maybe her time in college around a younger, more open generation was the difference maker. Either way, a weight lifted off my shoulders now that the cat was out of the bag.

“Favorite movie, not sold on something particular. I stick to fantasy for the most part, movies that can catch my attention and make me wish I could be a part of that world. Those are the kinds of movies I enjoy the most. It’s hard to pick a favorite. Cats or dogs, probably dogs, but I don’t really want to take care of an animal, personally.”

The waiter came back with our plates of food and we thanked him once again. He topped off our drinks and left. It was nice to finally be able to do this with someone else. I couldn’t remember the last time that I’d went out for dinner with someone. Maybe Hannah from work, but that was something a little different than whatever this was.

It wasn’t intimate enough to be a date, but this didn’t feel casual either. “What about you? You told me you were interested in art. Anything specific?” I asked.

“Art in general. Paintings, drawings, books, tattoos, and anything else that takes a creative spark from someone to make. I can get so lost in trying to interpret what someone was thinking about when they created something,” she said.

I smiled, “Maybe you could show me some of your art sometime and I could try to guess what was on your mind?”

“That might not be so bad. I’m not the best at it. I do think I’m talented, but there comes a point where you just sound arrogant if you say too much about things like this.”

“Of course, but that doesn’t mean that you might not be the best artist in Asheville. Who knows?”

“Fair, I doubt it, but fair. So what about you, what are some of your interests?”

Pausing to take a bite of the food, I let out a soft groan and shoveled in another mouthful. It was heavenly. The few times it occurred to me to make the dish, it never turned out nearly as good as the food in front of me. For the price, it was still a little on the edge of being worth it. I was a little cheap when it came to eating out.

“Cooking is one of my favorite things to do. That and the occasional online game. Mostly roleplaying games, but I dabble in some of the competitive games. I’m just not that good at those,” I said. “I tend to avoid really toxic communities. I’m hard enough on myself as it stands.”

She finished chewing her food and wiped her mouth with her napkin before asking, “Is that something we should talk about tonight?”

“I’d rather not. I don’t want to sound rude, but this is like a test drive for me.”

“It’s not rude. You want to make sure that the person you’re hanging out with isn’t going to make you feel uncomfortable. Makes sense to me,” she said before smiling. “So, how am I doing on that front?”

I shrugged, “I still feel overdressed and I’m not sure if you’re going to feel the same about me tomorrow as you do tonight.”

“Well, we can always text one another and find out? Who knows, maybe you’ll get hungry and you’ll want to ask me for another night out,” she said.

A feigned grin eventually made its way to my lips. It wasn’t comfortable for me to think about spending another night with her. Tonight wasn’t that bad, but it was only a matter of time until she realized I was a festering ball of anxious depression.

“Who knows, but it doesn’t sound like a bad idea. The good news is that you know about my identity and you’re still here.”

She nodded, “If you’d like to tell me more about yourself, I’m all for it. Is your favorite color black?”

“What gave it away?” I asked.

“I can see your roots growing in. It’s hard to see the difference in dark brown to black, but if you look close enough, you can make it out,” she said.

My cheeks flushed and I reached back to let my hair down. It would be far more irritating to have to keep sweeping it out of my face, but I didn’t want my roots to keep distracting her. Letting my hair down probably wouldn’t change that, but at least I knew it was time for a touch-up.

Jamie smiled and spun her fork around in the noodles to gather them on her fork, “You look so much nicer with your hair down, not that I minded it in the bun.”

“Thank you, but I think that you should probably get your eyes checked,” I mumbled.

“Come on now, don’t be hard on yourself. You’re a very attractive woman or do I have to remind you that you’re at an Italian restaurant with someone nine years younger than you. That’s got to be a sign that you’re doing pretty good for yourself,” she said.

Before I knew what even happened, I smiled. For the first time in what felt like a million years, I didn’t feel obligated to deflect that compliment or say something self-deprecating. It was a new feeling. One that I didn’t want to let go of.

“Well, don’t think that I didn’t take a peek at you,” I said quietly.

“I’d be a little offended if you didn’t. I don’t jog every morning to be ignored when I walk into a room,” she said.

Our food was slowly disappearing, but it was still too fast for me. The back and forth was making me feel like she was interested in me. Not just the fake comments that someone gave me before they found out I was transgender. This wasn’t a quick rush to try to get into my pants. It was just… It was a conversation. Those were hard to come by these days.

“This is so damn good,” I mumbled.

“Yeah, but we’re going to have to order something else or we’re going to have to go soon,” she said. “I hate to even say that, but I did kind of force them to give us a table.”

I nodded at her, “It’s fine, it’s getting a little late anyway. Thanks for the dinner.”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said as she lifted a hand to catch the waiter’s attention.

She picked up the bill and when we were back in her car, I found myself smiling for no other reason than I was just in her presence. Jamie was a laid-back person and I loved that. After being pent up for the past two years, I finally felt like I could just be myself around someone any not be judged for it.

The more she found out about me, the more she seemed to enjoy her time with me. As we were pulling up to my house, she asked another question, “So, when you come to the bar on Friday, what do you want to drink?”

“Hey, I didn’t agree to that,” I said.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders, “You didn’t, but I’m going to be there at eight. If you show up, you show up. If you don’t, well I mean, I’ll take that for what it is. But if you do come, it would be a date. You know that, right?”

“Son of a bitch. I’m the one being asked out. That’s, uh, different for me,” I said. “I’m not going to make any promises one way or the other, but if I do show up, it’s going to be in casual clothes. Fool me once,” I grumbled.

Jamie smiled at me and got out of the car. It was in park and she hadn’t killed the engine, that only meant one thing. At least, if she thought anything like I did when I was younger, it could only mean the one thing…

She hurried over and opened my door and walked with me over to the entrance of my house. I smiled at her as she ran her hands over her jeans. I remember being like that with Rachael when I was Jamie’s age. Unlike me, though, Jamie didn’t hesitate as she stepped closer to me.

Her hands rested on my shoulders as she got on her tiptoes to kiss me softly on the lips. As quick as those lush lips came, they were gone. Jamie licked her lips as she whispered, “Don’t forget. Friday at eight, be there or be square.”

I didn’t know what to say. Even though I knew what she was going to do when she got out of the car, I couldn’t bring myself to believe I let her do it. Something had to be wrong with me. Was I just that much of a glutton for punishment that I’d actually go through with the plan for drinks?


Chapter Four

Throughout the weekend and the next week, I tried not to think too much about what happened between us. We kept texting, but we danced around the subject of that night we kissed.

Thursday at work, I leaned against the counter and smiled as a couple came into the pet store. The two women were holding hands, one far older than the other. The rings on the fingers told me that they were married and I couldn’t help but feel a little warmth in my heart.

Times were changing in Asheville. While they might not be the best at the moment, there was hope. Even my dad, a Republican, didn’t have a negative thing to say about the bar that sprung up while I was gone. He might not be the most accepting of me if I admitted to him that I was bisexual, but that was a bridge to burn another time.

“Good afternoon, looking for anything in particular?” I asked.

The younger of the two smiled at me and shrugged her shoulders, “You’ll have to ask my boss.”

The other woman rolled her eyes, “Sorry, ignore Emily. She’s having one of those days. We found out recently that she’s pregnant and I want to get her a pet to keep around the house. I can’t close the bar on a whim, so she’s going to need a fur baby to keep her company when it’s time for her to stop working. Figured we could get it now and start training it.”

I paused as it clicked that this must have been the veteran my dad was talking about that owned Darren’s Dive. I knew we lived in a small town, but that was an uncanny coincidence.

“First, congrats! I’m excited for you two!” I said. “I’m guessing you’re wanting a dog or a cat?”

Emily nodded her head, “Probably a cat. As happy as dogs can get, they can be a little much. Would you recommend any fluffer in particular? Madison, any preference here or are we just wasting this lovely chick’s time?”

Madison shrugged, “I literally have no clue. You mentioned wanting a pet and I thought it was a good idea.”

I smiled at them, “My name is Jamie, and don’t worry, it’s normal for people to not quite be sure of what they want. I prefer smaller breeds in general when it comes to dogs, but if you’re looking for a cat, I’m sure we can try to find you something docile. Something that won’t grow up and be a little devil.”

“Sounds good to me,” Madison said. Emily nodded.

After a few minutes of showing them a few kittens and older cats, Emily stopped in front of a smoky gray kitten and asked to hold it. Sure enough, she fell in love with the little bastard. As much as I loved working with animals, I didn’t really want one. They really were too much of a hassle for someone like me, and my studio apartment wasn’t even the right kind of place for an animal.

Madison smiled at me and mumbled, “Mind showing me a few things we’ll need for it? Litter boxes, toys, that kind of thing.”

“I can do that, I had a few questions for you as well, if you didn’t mind,” I said.

We headed through the small building and left Emily at the kitten’s cage. After showing her a few items that she would probably want, she let out a quiet groan, “I hope that girl appreciates this.”

“She will, I’m sure. Just look how happy she is with that cat already,” I said before smiling warmly. “But,” my smile faded, “I had a couple questions about your bar.”

“I don’t mind questions,” she said.

“I’m planning on meeting someone there tomorrow night. Would you say that it’s safe to get drunk there?” I asked.

Madison smiled and nodded, “Between the door guard and myself, we keep things safe. I’m not one to allow unwanted groping, fighting, or blatantly awkward situations. If you and your date want to get hammered and make out, that’s fine, but don’t expect people to not watch if you guys get a little carried away.”

Not quite what I was thinking when I asked the question, but she covered most of my concerns. “That’s good to hear, and do you have someone that can help get us home if we needed it?”

“I mean, you could probably ask around the bar. A lot of people there don’t actually drink all that much. A good chunk of our money comes from soft drinks, actually. Not more than the alcohol sales, but you get what I mean. It’s a pretty accepting place in a town where people can be a little slow to accept change,” Madison said. “But no, we don’t have a taxi service or anything. I’m sure I could have my wife drive you two home if things got that bad. I doubt your dad would appreciate it if I didn’t get you home safely.”

“Shit, you know who I am?” I asked.

She laughed and nodded, “I’ve been trying to get more involved in the community lately. Believe it or not, your dad and I have spoken on occasion about the state of LGBT events in the town.”

“What state of events?”

Madison chuckled, “Exactly. That’s what I want to change. My wife and I have been doing what we can to make my bar a safe place for people like ourselves, but that doesn’t mean we’re not comfortable with having straight couples in the bar either.”

I nodded, this conversation took a turn for the political, but I’d grown to expect that sort of thing when people knew who I was. Living in my dad’s shadow was getting really tiresome, but there wasn’t much I could do to change that.

“Well, the woman I want to bring to the bar and I appreciate what you’re doing for people like us. Thanks for answering my questions.”

“Don’t mention it, nothing wrong with scoping a place out before you get involved with it.”

Emily finally stepped over, “Are you two plotting on me?”

Madison nodded, “Jamie here was just telling me how I could train the cat to piss on your pillow, babe.”

“I-I was not!”

Emily sighed, “But me and little Fitz are good people. Well, you know, he’s a cat. But still. Good people.”

Madison and I laughed. The kitten she named Fitz was held against her chest and he was trying to climb his way onto her shoulder while meowing adorably. Fitz was so cute, for now, but he’d grow up and I’d hate him.

I rang them up and even gave them a ten percent discount on their purchase. It was something that Rachael didn’t mind me doing when someone spent a fair chunk of money. Most times, it slipped my mind, but Madison gave me a little peace of mind about what I’d hopefully be doing tomorrow.

After they thanked me and left, I had nearly an hour to myself before Rachael came in to take over for me. “Anything important you need to tell me before I let you go, Jamie?” she asked.

“Not really, you sure you don’t need me tomorrow?”

“If you absolutely needed the hours, I could let you come in. I don’t think I’m going to need you, Fridays are generally slow,” she said.

I nodded, “That’s good. What are your plans for the weekend?”

“Get my husband to clean up the yard, try to make some progress on this stupidly long game I bought a few months ago. Nothing too important. You got anything going on?” she asked.

“Actually, I do have a date tomorrow night. At least, I hope they show up for it,” I said.

She tapped her fingers on the counter, “New thing?”

“Yeah, I met them when I bought the car. They were a little shy, but we went out for dinner anyway. It ended with me kissing them, but I don’t know if that scared them off. We’ve been texting, but we haven’t talked about that night since,” I said.

Rachael’s eyes narrowed and she asked quietly, “Erin?”

“You know her?” I asked. “Were you shopping for a car recently?”

“You’re going to want to stop talking to her. She’s a little on the unstable side,” Rachael said.

“What makes you say that?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes, “Well, I was married to him for about eight years. When he decided to go all bat shit crazy and claim he was a woman, that made things a little too weird for me.”

“Y-You were married to her?”

“Him. Look, he can get his name changed and paint his nails, but Jeffrey is still a guy. Still has a cock, still has balls, still a dude.”

“Rachael, that’s incredibly rude to say. If she identifies as female, I’m not saying you have to respect that and I get that you have history with her, but that’s no reason to be dismissive of how Erin feels,” I said, emphasizing Erin’s name.

She chuckled, “Going to sic your dad on me because I don’t agree with the tranny agenda?”

“Can you hear yourself talking, Rachael?” I asked.

“I’ve had a pretty shitty day, Jamie. This isn’t the time to push me, you’ll be out of a job before you can blink,” she snapped.

A thin smile crossed my lips. Being independent of my dad was something I wanted desperately, but if it meant working for some small-minded bitch that couldn’t show basic respect for someone, I’d just have to get over asking my dad for rent money until I found another job.

“You don’t have to worry about firing me. I hope you choke on all that hatred bubbling inside you,” I said as I grabbed my purse and stormed out from behind the counter.

“Jamie! I’m not playing with you, you walk out that door and you’re done!”

“Eat a bag of dicks. Or is that even an insult for someone like you?” I asked as I let the door close behind me.

I was already in my car when she burst out of the door. Her mouth was moving, but I didn’t care enough to listen to anything else she had to say. All she did was play on her phone and flirt with the men that came into her store.

I wanted to make my way up in the world, same as her. The difference was that I wasn’t willing to throw out respect for myself and others to get to where I wanted to be. If that was truly how she felt about Erin, then I had no reason to talk to her.

Back at my apartment, I called my dad and filled him in about my situation while leaving out the personal details. He didn’t mind helping pay my rent until I found another job. Heck, dad offered to buy a small house for me that was built recently. I might have been tempted to take him up on that, but even in my slightly upset mood, I didn’t want to take that kind of charity.

Once I was off the phone with him, I let out a quiet sigh and looked over the texts Erin and I were sending back and forth. She had her reasons to be apprehensive and slow to want to date. I could see that, but if what Rachael had told me in previous conversations was true, they’d been divorced for two years.

By now, Erin should have at least been somewhat healed from that, right?

I sighed and sent Erin a text, “Quit my job. I’d like to call you in a little while, when you’re free.”

“Is everything ok?”

“Not really. Turns out, I was working for a real bitch.”

“I hate to hear that. Do you want to talk about it?”

“I don’t think you’d want to talk about it, Erin.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because Rachael had nothing nice to say. I told her off. You’re freaking awesome and I hope you know that.”

Those three bubbles kept popping up and disappearing. For the next fifteen minutes, my stomach was knotted and empty as I waited for her to finally send me a message.

“I understand if you wouldn’t want to be with me after hearing what she had to say. I’ve tried to be a better person than I used to be. I don’t know what I did so wrong to have our marriage end like it did, but I did enjoy the time we spent together. Sorry if you feel that I’ve lied to you, Jamie. That wasn’t my intention.”

My fingers flew across the keyboard, “Erin, this isn’t anything that hurts how I see you. Whatever is between us has been nothing but wonderful so far. Don’t beat yourself up or assume that bitch was even remotely justified for leaving you. She’s not a good person, Erin. That might not be something you want to hear. I understand if you still have feelings for her, but she literally joked about fucking my dad to get her husband a better job. It’s not about love for her, it’s about who can do what she wants them to.”

“Can we talk about this tomorrow over drinks? I don’t like having these kinds of conversations over text.”

“You’re saying it’s a date?”

“I guess I am, if you’re not going to run away screaming.”

I smiled as I responded, “You don’t have to worry about that. Not with me.”

She let me know that she was going to be busy with a customer. It was unfortunate timing, but what could I do about that?

Knowing a little more about her made me feel like maybe I really did have a chance with her. If she was afraid of me running away because of her being transgender or whatever else she might think, all I had to do was prove that I’d be around.

Maybe we wouldn’t end up officially dating, but this was a start. She was an interesting person and there was no way that I could pretend that I wasn’t desperate to spend more time with her. The kiss was pleasant, but I’d love to do so much more with her.


Chapter Five

I stepped into the bar a few minutes before eight and ordered a double of vodka to knock the edge off before Jamie showed up. After finding out that she quit her job because of Rachael, I couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable. Not knowing what was said and what I might be confronted with was eating at my nerves.

We continued to talk through text, but by the time that I got off work, she had to go to dinner with her parents. By the time she got back, we were both too tired to stay awake and talk much. Then, today, I had work again and she was looking for other job opportunities.

After I knocked back my shots, I got a soda and started sipping it while talking to the woman behind the counter.

“You new in town?” she asked.

“Not really, I’ve been around,” I mumbled.

“Really? I feel like I’d know a woman as pretty as you,” she said. Reaching across the bar, she offered me her hand while pouring another shot of vodka for me, “You get one for free. Just one. But I’m Madison, nice to meet you.”

“Erin,” I said and shook her hand. “And let me pay for the drink. Polite or not, you’re running a business. You start getting used to handing out free drinks and people are going to start expecting it.”

“Fair, but I offered,” she said.

There was a moment of awkward silence before she asked quietly, “You expecting someone?”

“I sure as hell hope so, otherwise I’m going to need about ten more shots,” I said.

She chuckled and swirled the bottle in her hand, “Don’t worry, there is plenty, but I’d hope you didn’t get shit faced because you got stood up.”

“There’s a little more on the line than just being stood up.”

Jamie’s voice called out, “Yeah, if her date didn’t show up, that could be a serious problem.”

My heart fluttered and a wide smile spread across my lips as I got off my stool and smiled at her. She stepped closer and put her hands on my waist, this time, I didn’t make her come to me for a kiss. I leaned in and gave her a quick peck on the lips before we separated.

Jamie sat on the stool next to the one I was just on and smiled at Madison, “Could I have a White Russian?”

“Sounds great to me, want it with a side of Fitz?” Madison asked.

“Is there something wrong with the kitten?” Jamie asked.

Madison shook her head, “Not really, but my wife is obsessed with the little fucker. Won’t leave him alone for two minutes. Hence why I’m behind the bar today. Between the kitten and her not feeling super great, she asked for some time off.”

I tapped my knuckles on the counter and spoke softly, “Sounds like you could use some more help around the bar.”

“Probably could, why, you looking for work?” Madison asked.

I nodded to Jamie, “Someone just quit their job.”

“Hey, I quit for a good reason,” Jamie said.

“What happened? You looked happy when we were there yesterday,” Madison said.

“Turns out, my boss is a transphobic cuntwaffle,” Jamie said.

Madison rolled her eyes and put Jamie’s finished drink on the bar, “What a fucking bitch. I could use another bartender, but you’d have to be comfortable taking drinks to tables as well as asking people if they’d like something else. If you’d like to come in tomorrow around noon, I could give you a slightly more formal interview and see if you’re a good fit.”

“Well, shit. This was supposed to be something of a date tonight and here we are, solving problems,” Jamie said.

I smiled at her and took my shot of vodka as well as my soda, “It’s still going to be a date. If you’ll excuse us, Madison.”

Madison chuckled, “Go have fun, you two.”

Jamie and I headed over to a booth and sat down. She smiled over at me and mumbled, “You know, you’d think this place would serve food.”

“It really should, but I can see how that would be a little difficult without a kitchen,” I said.

“She could always set up a grill or something.”

“Fair, but did we really come here to talk about this bar needing to step its game up a little?”

Jamie smiled at me and shook her head, “We came here to have a good time, I think.”

“Exactly, but I’d like to address that shit that went down yesterday.”

She nodded, “Rachael came in and we started talking about plans for the weekend. I mentioned that I had a possible date with someone that worked at the car dealership, she asked about you by name. I asked her if she knew you, she went off the deep end.”

I sighed, “That sounds like something she’d do. I don’t want to talk shit about her behind her back, but we ended in a very unpleasant way. There was no warning, no signs of her falling out of love with me. She just told me she wanted a divorce in the middle of the grocery store.”

Jamie’s jaw parted and she stammered unintelligibly for few seconds before taking a deep drink from her White Russian. After putting it back on the table, she let out a quiet groan and shook her head, “I don’t even know what to say to that. What Rachael did was fucked up.”

“Tell me about it. I get that transitioning was kind of a betrayal—”

“Don’t say that. The only betrayal would have been to yourself for not being real about who you are. It’s not like you signed up for this life and got to pick your life like you would with a character in a game. You didn’t chose to be born like this and you don’t have an obligation to anyone to live a lie,” she said.

For someone that was nine years younger than me, she had a head on her shoulders. Even still, those words were easy to say. That didn’t make them very easy to adapt into my life. To have eight years of marriage ended because I couldn’t identify as a man anymore hurt.

As sweet as the thought from Jamie was, this wasn’t something that I expected her to truly understand. Jamie couldn’t understand either Rachael or myself in that moment, so as kind as it was in thought, she really didn’t know what she was talking about. I hurt my ex-wife. Rachael wasn’t without fault, but that didn’t mean that I was either.

“There are some things that are a little more complicated than how it should be. My wife didn’t sign up for that either,” I said.

“Did you talk to her about it before you transitioned?”

I nodded, “Of course, I didn’t want to blindside her with it.”

“So what you’re saying is that she had every chance to say how she felt before doing something that atrocious?”

Leaving before this night got more frustrating seemed like a decent idea. Jamie was opening old wounds that I didn’t want to think about. “You know, as nice as this was, I think I should go.”

“Wait, what?”

“This isn’t something you should be doing. You’re not my therapist, it’s not fair to you to have to deal with my baggage, Jamie.”

Jamie’s soft brown eyes locked with mine, “You don’t get to tell me what my limits are, Erin. I don’t know if you’re just comfortable being a punching bag or something, but this isn’t just about me. This is a date, Erin. You know what a date is meant for?”

I rolled my eyes, “Fill me in, it’s been a while.”

“We get to know each other on a date. We talk about things and see where the night takes us. If I wasn’t comfortable coming to talk to you, I could have just as easily told you that I wouldn’t be coming. I could have blocked your number. There are a lot of ways I could have gotten out of this. But I wanted to be here. I want to get to know you,” she said.

“And when you find out that I’m just a husk of a person that’s on autopilot day after day until I finally end up dead, what then?”

“That day won’t come,” she said.

I chuckled and downed my third shot of vodka. “Yeah, you’re right. It’ll be my luck that I somehow stumble across the fountain of youth.”

“Erin, why are you so convinced that you’re some kind of monster?”

“Because that’s how I see myself. I ruined the one thing I enjoyed about my life,” I said, my raised voice drawing a little attention from some of the bystanders in the bar.

Jamie waved politely at them and then spoke in a soft tone, “Rachael made it clear to me that she doesn’t care who she’s with. It’s not about how much you care about her, it’s what you could do for her. I hate to be the one to say this, but maybe she was just using you until she couldn’t anymore, Erin.”

I took a deep breath and leaned back against the booth. The alcohol was setting in and the warmth of my cheeks was distracting. “I just don’t want to be someone’s fucking problem again. You can’t imagine how horrible it feels to go through something like that.”

“No, I really can’t. It’s a horrible situation to be in and it also shows just how little she cared. If she didn’t have the respect for your marriage to handle that problem behind closed doors, she meant to cause a scene. She wanted to be the talk of the town. You know, this isn’t going to sound nice, but she’s an attention whore,” Jamie said.

Ignoring the wetness forming in my eyes, I grumbled, “She wasn’t always like that.”

“I hope she wasn’t. Erin, I don’t know all the details, but it isn’t fair for you to hold yourself over a flame about things that weren’t your fault.”

“But they were partially my fault. Even if I didn’t do anything intentionally wrong.”

She reached across the table and offered me her hands, palm up. “Maybe so, but that word you used, intentionally. It’s important. Erin, what you did wasn’t intentional. You just wanted to live a more authentic life. That’s all. In return, she tore you down in a store for everyone to see. Do you really think that is fair at all? Does that even sound remotely like love to you?”

“No.”

“So then why wall yourself off from me?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. The tears were already falling down my cheeks, but I couldn’t do anything about that. If I wiped them away, then I’d just end up making more. That’s how it always went when I got emotional. There was a reason that the mundane existence was preferred over trying to let myself enjoy things.

Eating dinner with her, that should have been a one-time thing, but Jamie couldn’t leave well enough alone. So here we were, trying to figure out what the fuck this situation even was. All I wanted was to run and hide, but she wouldn’t leave me to the wolves. At least that made her different than Rachael.

“Because I don’t want to let myself get my hopes up and find out that you’re just going to disappear from my life,” I whispered.

“Would you be willing to give me that chance to get to know you in the first place?”

“It’s not that easy.”

She wiggled her fingers, “I didn’t say it was going to be easy. You’ve got to meet me in the middle here, Erin. I had a really, really good time last week. That doesn’t mean that you’ve got to start planning what theme our wedding is going to be, but it does mean that if you want there to be a chance for something more, you’ve got to work with me.”

I took a deep breath and slid my hands onto the table. She smiled warmly and pulled her hands to the middle of the table. I let out that breath as I put my hands in hers. “I’ll do what I can, Jamie. There’s no way that I will think about a marriage. Not until I’ve worked through some of this mess.”

“I’ll be here with you to help you with that. Erin, you don’t have to be alone anymore,” she said softly as her thumbs rubbed the sides of my hands.

Even though it felt good to be held by someone in even the simplest sense, this was the beginning. If she really wanted to dive into who I was, she would be falling down a deep rabbit hole. But she was right about more than a few things. It didn’t have to be like this.

We had the power to change these things.

“I’m glad you’re so understanding, Jamie. I just hope that your dad will be accepting as well if we get to that point,” I said.

“That’s a bridge for another night. I’m craving another drink and if you’re not against dancing, I’ve been looking for another reason to get close to you,” she said.

I smiled at her and stood. No longer crying and with someone that seemed to be ready to support me, tonight was going to be a good night.


Chapter Six

Tonight started differently than I initially hoped. After starting through Erin’s tough shell, tonight did provide me some rather important details that I needed to know about her. Erin was holding onto the memory of who Rachael might have once been.

If someone’s lover was willing to do them like Rachael did Erin, there wasn’t much in the way of love left. That was a statement being made by Rachael. Maybe it was to let everyone else know she was back on the market, maybe she just wanted to really drive home that being different wasn’t something she was okay with.

No matter what that bitch thought, she really did a number on Erin. The tall, raven-haired woman that was happily holding me tight and swaying along as we slow danced to a somber song deserved better than what Rachael gave her. It was still far too early to think about getting too serious, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t try to be a damn good friend for her.

She needed someone to finally be back in her corner.

Her honeyed laughter met my ears before she drunkenly whispered, “I’m getting a little turned on, we should probably go sit down.”

“I don’t mind it,” I said quietly. With the groups of other people around us, I really didn’t want to expose Erin’s arousal by talking too loudly. “It’s pretty nice to know that I’m turning you on.”

“But it’s our first date. Don’t make me feel like I’m being a creep,” she mumbled.

I chuckled and let my hands fall to her lower back, “What’s creepy about two grown women enjoying one another’s company?”

“The fact that this grown woman wants to find her way out of her clothes,” she said.

If not for the fact that we’d been drinking a little more since we started dancing, I would have teased her further. Then again, if not for the drinks, I’d probably be in her bed by now. She wasn’t the only one that was turned on.

“If you want, I could ask Madison to ask Emily to come get us?”

She nodded her head, “But where would you want to go?”

“Your place?” I asked, my hands sliding down to rest on the curve of her ass.

“Would it be weird if I asked you to stay the night? I don’t want to do stuff tonight, but I want to hang out tomorrow. You’re just so nice. So nice,” she repeated.

I smiled at up at her and got on my tiptoes to kiss her softly, “I’ll stay the night. Don’t get all weird on me in the morning, okay?”

“I won’t. I’ll be good. Just don’t leave while I’m asleep, okay?”

Her slightly slurred words still held a ring of fear as she spoke them. As uncomfortable as it was to think that she was this damaged by what happened with Rachael, I had to feel like this was progress. Erin was at least communicating her concerns with me. That was a start. But I’d have to eventually have her confront Rachael. Before I could truly let myself see Erin as a potential partner, she had to be able to tell me with no confusion that she was done with her ex.

She sighed heavily, “I’m going to miss you.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said softly.

“You will.” Erin’s dismissive tone grated on my nerves.

She couldn’t go from sweet and desirable to cold and dismissive in just a few seconds. Tonight was going so well in my eyes, and yet, she still had to do things like this. If she wanted to self-sabotage this date, that was her call.

I pulled away from her and rolled my eyes, “You’re just making me not want to get close to you in the first place. I’m trying here, Erin.”

“I know, I’m sorry,” Erin said.

My foot tapped for a moment before I spoke softly, “I’ll make sure you get home safe. Call me when you think you’re ready to believe me when I tell you I won’t leave you.”

Even though I was leaving her right now, I felt that it was a little different. Abandoning her after I got laid, that would have been what she was talking about. Leaving the bar because she was making me feel like I wasn’t intelligent enough to make my own decisions, that was a little more justified.

I turned around and made my way for the bar to catch Madison’s attention. “Jamie, wait a second,” she said as she followed me.

We’d only had a few more drinks, but apparently six shots was more than enough for her. Next time I’d have to limit her, if there even was a next time.

If she couldn’t see that I was different than Rachael, then she had some problems that I wouldn’t be able to fix. She was a pleasant person when she took a step outside her head and let herself see the beauty around her. But if being with her meant that I’d have to constantly reassure her that I wasn’t going to abandon her, then I’d have to do what she expected me to do.

There was no victor in a situation like this. If Erin couldn’t see that her projecting those expectations was toxic, then she wasn’t the kind of woman I wanted to be with.

“What am I waiting for?” I asked as I pulled my wallet from my back pocket. Madison came over and I handed her my debit card and looked back to Erin, “Is it a woman that’s going to realize that I’m on her side or is she just going to assume everyone is just like her ex?”

Erin sighed heavily and mumbled, “It’s not that easy.”

“You keep saying that. It really isn’t easy and I can’t pretend it is, but could you try?” I asked.

Madison handed me my card and stepped away without saying a word.

“You deserve better,” she mumbled.

I rolled my eyes, “A little self-worth and self-acceptance. That’s all I’m asking you for. It’s not even for me. You’re not a bad person, Erin, I don’t know why you’re trying to beat that into yourself. You were saying I was the young one, but you’re the one holding onto things from years ago. Stop living in the shadow of what you expected out of your life and start living the life you still have.”

She looked down at her feet, wetness forming in her eyes. My cold demeanor wasn’t lost on me. I knew that what I was doing might not have been the best thing I’d ever done, but she wasn’t responding to the positive reinforcement.

This was supposed to be a date. A time to get to know her. If this was the version of her that she wanted me to see, twisted, broken, and unsure of herself, then I wasn’t sure that I wanted to sign on for more of this.

While I wasn’t like my dad, I did have dreams and aspirations in life. Erin could be a part of that, hypothetically, but not if she was going to make me feel like I was babysitting her.

“I want this to work out, Erin, but you’re going to have to take some time to think about what it is that you want from me. If you just want to be friends, I’m okay with that. I was hoping we might be more, but if that’s not something you can handle right now, I get it. Just don’t expect me to feel like I’m worth your time when you keep telling me that you won’t be worth mine. That’s my decision to make,” I said quietly before walking away. Tears filled my eyes but I didn’t let myself cry.

“Then why are you leaving me now?” she asked.

Unlike Rachael, I turned back to her and whispered quietly, “Because you’re going to need to give me something to come back to.”

I kissed her on the cheek, “I want this to be mutual next time. It would be nice if you knew some of my problems and things I struggle with.”

“Can’t we just sit down and figure things out a little?” she asked.

“I’d love that, but I think you need some time to think about what I’ve said, Erin. If I’m worth your time, then show me that. If you don’t think you’re worth mine, then there is nothing I can do for that.”

She nodded her head slowly. Both of us had tears in our eyes, but she clenched her jaw and did her best to not let them filter down. “I’m going to do better next time, Jamie. I promise you that. I think I’m just a little drunk, that’s all,” she said quietly.

“I’ll see you around, Erin,” I mumbled, then I left.

As harsh and rude as I felt like I was being, this wasn’t going to be a situation where I’d bring everything to her and be upset when she didn’t take it. She would have to come to me as well. If my dad taught me much with his political hunger, it was that you never put all your cards on the table.

I was pretty sure that I could have gone back to her house with her and enjoyed her in the most carnal ways. But that wasn’t all I wanted. If I was finally going to let someone have me, it would be because they deserved me. I wasn’t going to let myself end up like Erin. If she hurt me, it would be because I let her.

Erin. She was as attractive as she was hung up about her ex. Sexual attraction wasn’t all I wanted to remember her for. Until she could put some of her past behind her, I’d have to leave things as they were. Friends. Nothing more, nothing less.

My apartment was a little over a mile away, but Asheville wasn’t the most terrifying place to be at night.

The humid air was all the company I had as I walked back to my place. It was wrong of me to leave her behind like that, but I really did need to see improvement from her. I was nine years younger than her, that usually meant that I’d be the one getting nuggets of wisdom. Supporting her was one thing, having a parasite was another.

I didn’t want to think of Erin like that. If she was more like the person I met at the dealership, then this night would have probably ended much differently. That Erin seemed like she wanted to break out of the mold she was in, to cast aside the loneliness in her life and enjoy herself a little more. But there were signs on that first day that pointed to something like this happening.

Signs like her acting very uncomfortable at the mention of dressing for a date. I vividly remembered her crossing her arms defensively, as if I’d just asked for her social security number. At first, it was just a simple dinner. I had no intention of going anywhere but a burger joint just up the road. But when I saw her dressed like the woman of my dreams, I had high hopes of that meaning she was at least trying to impress me. So I did something to impress her right back.

And then we kissed. That kiss was enough to make my heart stall in my chest. The panic and fear that consumed me as I got on my tiptoes to press my lips to hers. I had to keep it hidden, just under the surface. Erin didn’t slap me or even raise her voice to yell at me. She let me kiss her and had done the same a few times tonight.

That wasn’t something I’d do with a friend. If she wanted more, she would have to meet me in the middle. This time, Erin would have to be the one that came to me to offer me a date.

By the time I reached my apartment door, I was tired. Between the alcohol and the night being late, I wouldn’t have any time to draw anything before I went to sleep. Madison wanted to talk to me around noon, so I’d have to wake up at ten at the latest. Well, if the date was a failure, at least I still got a few things accomplished.

I stripped down and took a quick shower before I got in bed. Tonight could have been a lot more fun if she was in bed beside me, but I didn’t want to make whatever this was just about the sex. If there was something more damaging than being left because of her gender identity, being wanted solely for it would probably be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

When she and I were both ready, then we could try again. But for now, I had a new job possibility to worry about.


Chapter Seven

I couldn’t believe that I let myself be so foolish. Jamie was most of what I wanted in a girlfriend. Sure, she had her problems, but we all did. I had more than my fair share of issues. That didn’t give me the right to make her feel like she was dirt on the bottom of my shoe either.

My intentions be damned, I made her feel unwanted. That was on me. She was right about more than a few things. One of those things being that I needed to grow the fuck up.

This life I led wasn’t the most rewarding. There were many things that I still wanted from life and I’d just been too much of a coward to go after. But not anymore. Even if it was just one tiny thing a day, I’d make an effort to change for the better. Not just for Jamie, but for myself.

I needed someone like her to keep me on track. Someone that had motivations, dreams, and good intentions. Sure, I didn’t know her intimately yet, there might be things she was lying about or hiding from me. But that was all hypothetical.

I pounded back my eighth shot of vodka and paid for my tab, “Thanks.”

Madison nodded, “Don’t worry about it. Emily will be here in a few minutes to take you home. Look for the Mustang outside, I’m sure it’ll be hard to miss.”

“You’re a good person, Madi,” I said, the slurred words proving to me that I had plenty to work on.

Being drunk shouldn’t be the reason I saw the need to change. I’d avoided alcohol for a while and I was remembering why. I hated being this out of control of myself. Someone was having to spend their time to come get me from the bar. That wasn’t a good reason to spend time with me. I wouldn’t have wanted Jamie to have to come get me, so what made it any better for this stranger to do it?

I took a deep breath and got off the stool and stumbled outside. Emily was just pulling up in that beautiful car when I made it to the bottom of the steps. It wasn’t long before I was relaxing in the car, trying to let the cool air coming in from the window help sober me up.

It wasn’t working, but I felt better for at least trying.

“So, did you have fun tonight?” Emily asked to break the silence.

I looked over at her and chuckled, “I tried to, but I messed that up. I’ll do better next time. Jamie deserves better.”

“I guess so, but the question is do you think that you need to change for her?” she asked.

I couldn’t fault Emily for not knowing that I was the one that needed to change. “Jamie is worth it. She makes me feel like I’m important to her, and I keep messing that up.”

“Then stop messing it up, silly. If I’ve learned anything in my time with Madison, you really can’t expect everyone to be perfect. Work with their flaws and help support them as best you can. If that means that you need to change a little or put forth more effort, that’s your decision to make,” she said.

I nodded and pointed to the street that she needed to turn on. “That one,” I said and then continued once she turned. “I just don’t know if she is going to be patient enough to deal with someone like me.”

“If she thinks you’re a good person and that you two could work, then you’ve got to assume that she’s going to give you her all. It’s a balancing act. If one person isn’t doing their job, then the other one will fall down while the other gets thrown from the board.”

That was a good analogy for me. Right now, Jamie was the one that was sitting on the ground, waiting for me to put some weight back on the board to lift her back up. She’d put herself out there for me a few times. Set up the first night we hung out together. I had fun then because I wasn’t thinking about what I’d have to do to impress her and make her feel like I deserved another chance.

Tonight, I’d blown it. I knew that it was my fault and I wasn’t even upset about that. What bothered me was that I needed to be a better partner for her because I did want a second, third, fiftieth, and however many other chances she would give me to be with her.

I let out a deep sigh. We weren’t even dating and here I was, trying to figure out how to make her see me as her lover instead of the stranger I was. The thought nearly pulled me back into the gutter of depression. But she didn’t want tonight to be the last night we talked to one another.

Jamie made it clear. All I had to do if I wanted to see her against was give her something worth seeing. I could do that. I knew I could. I did it back when Rachael was a sweet woman. Back when we were younger and my job as a car salesman could support the lifestyle she wanted.

Those were good days. They were filled with laughter, sex, and smiles. Things were good, until she started wanting more and more. By the time I was twenty-seven, I was already in debt and struggling to make ends meet. That was when things started going downhill. When I couldn’t keep buying her new things.

I fell into a deep depression then, and that was when I realized that I was just living a lie. I stayed in the closet until I was thirty. When I came out, I started transitioning just a few months after. By then, our financial situation was at least somewhat stable. But she wasn’t at home much.

The rumors around town were ones I ignored. She was seen with other men, laughing, smiling, groping, and at one point, fucking. But I didn’t want to believe them. I let myself live in the darkness because that hurt less. When she came home and had gifts from the people she was seeing, I tried to act like there was nothing wrong.

Rachael wasn’t a good person. I could see that now, but I still wanted to hold onto those memories that we shared. Once upon a time, we were great together. Those days were gone and unless I wanted Jamie to be gone as well, I needed to figure my life out.

Emily dropped me off and even helped me to my bed. “Sleep well, if you need someone to talk to, just swing by the bar before it opens. I’m usually there with my wife. Wouldn’t be the first time and I hope it isn’t the last time that someone wants to come chat with us.”

“Thank you, Emily. Tell your wife I said thank you,” I said as I nestled into my covers.

Emily sighed heavily, “Are you seriously leaving your shoes on?” I pushed them off and kicked them out from under the covers. They plopped onto the wood floor below and she grumbled, “That’s better.”

A few moments after Emily left, I was asleep.

I woke up to my alarm and hurried to take a shower and get dressed for work. Drinking was a bad idea, but I wanted to see Jamie. That was reason enough to put myself through the slight hangover I had.

As soon as I got to the dealership, I sent Jamie a text, “Hey, sorry about last night. I’m really not proud of how I acted with you. At least, not entirely. I had a good time up until I put my foot in my mouth. I’m off work tomorrow, if you’d like to spend some time together?”

After I sent it, I read over it again and again, picking about how desperate it must have looked. But much to my surprise, she sent a text back. “Yeah, I’d be down for that. What are you thinking we should do?”

“Movie at my place?”

“Sure. I’m going to sketch a drawing and then head over to the bar. Talk to you later.”

I didn’t even mind. Last week, she texted me quite a bit while she was drawing, but I knew that I had to earn that privilege. As daunting as it felt to have to start this process all over again, I needed to see it through. Even if Jamie and I didn’t work out, she had a very good point. I needed to live my life again.

I was thirty-three. That wasn’t too old to set new goals and start trying to achieve them. I had a small two-bedroom home in a nice neighborhood. That was a start. Figuring out what I wanted aside from someone else to join me in that house, that was the next step.

Hannah groaned at me as she came in, “I’m not five minutes late, you’re five minutes late!”

“You’re not late, no one has shown up yet. Who can prove it?” I asked.

She nervously chuckled, “You’re not upset? Usually you can’t stand when I’m more than thirty seconds behind.”

“What’s it going to help to bitch at you? Just start your Saturday off in a horrible mood, what good does that do?” I asked.

Hannah put her cup of coffee down and hung her purse over the side of her desk before rushing over to me, “Holy shit, did you get laid or something?”

A warmth spread through my cheeks and I turned away from her, “Nothing that intense. I met someone that is really helping me see life in a different light.”

“So you’re thinking about trying to get laid?” she asked.

“Oh my god, stop being so nosey,” I groaned.

She smirked at me as she put a hand on my shoulder. “Look at my little Erin, growing up and letting herself mingle with people again. I’m so proud of you,” Hannah teased.

“Girl! You’re nineteen! Stop!” I said, though my tone was certainly light. “Seriously though, she’s fun and exciting. She’s making me want to wake up again.”

Hannah nodded, “Joking aside, I’m really glad to hear that, Erin. I’m not trying to sound super depressing here, but it wouldn’t have surprised me if you went off the deep end. Seeing you with a little sparkle in your eyes is nice.”

“I appreciate it, but it looks like we’ve got a customer,” I said, gesturing to the car that pulled into a parking space.

“Awesome, I’ll go look busy,” she said.

I got up and walked to the door. My heart sank to my feet as I saw the familiar chestnut hair that fell around my ex-wife’s shoulders. She hurried to the front door and I held it open for her before mumbling, “Good morning. Is there something I can do for you?”

“That’s no way to greet an old friend,” she said with a smirk.

“That’s because we’re not friends, Rachael.”

A hand covered her mouth and she gasped. “Well, someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed.”

I ignored her antics. Jamie was right. This woman hadn’t loved me for years. There was nothing I wanted to do more than have her throw her arms around me and tell me that she was sorry, but I knew that even if she did, it would have been yet another lie. Rachael was a snake, waiting to sink her fangs in for the kill.

“Is there something I can do for you today?” I asked.

“I was actually coming to talk to you about something that happened yesterday. The strangest thing, my employee walked out on me after saying some pretty rude things about you,” she said. “I tried to defend you, of course, but she was adamant about you being some kind of freak.”

I feigned shock. If there was one thing that living with depression had taught me, it was how to put on a show for others. When you felt like a husk, it was hard to feel much of anything. Still, it was a skill I was happy to have right now.

“Yeah, that’s what I felt like! Like, oh my god, does she not know that we used to love each other? How could she even think about saying something like that to me?” she asked.

“Wow, what did she say?” I asked.

Rachael hesitated for a second, proving to me that this was indeed just another of her lies, “That you were a tranny and some other rude things that I don’t want to repeat.”

“Wow, Jamie would say something like that about me and then have the guts to kiss me later that same night?” I asked.

Her eyes widened, “Must be a real bitch.”

“Or, and hear me out, you’re lying through your teeth. You don’t get to come here to try and stir up shit and make me feel miserable, Rachael. You lost that right when you asked for a divorce. Now, unless you’re going to be in the market for a car, you can leave,” I said.

Rachael glared at me. I knew that face. I remembered it when I told her that I wouldn’t be able to afford a new living room set. She felt entitled to control me and I wasn’t letting her have her way.

“What’s wrong, Rachael? Did you want to ruin another thing in my life. Fucking me up for two years wasn’t good enough?”

She took a step closer to me and spoke in a low tone, “You were never good in bed, Jeffrey. Maybe if you were a little more of a man, I wouldn’t have left you a miserable husk of a person. I hope you enjoy the new slut.”

Of all things, I chuckled. To think that I was letting this bitch ruin my life long after she should have been out of it. She was nothing but jealousy and greed in a human form.

“Unlike you, she didn’t let me have sex with her on the first date. I guess she’s a little more classy than a burger and soda,” I spat.

Rachael’s fist balled up and for a moment, I thought she was going to try and hit me. Instead, she turned around and called out loudly as she started back to her car, “He’s got a five-inch dick!”

I let the door shut behind her and smiled as I started back to my desk. As awkward as it was to have her yell out my size, at least she was wrong about it as well. Sure, I wasn’t massive, but she never complained when we were together.

Hannah hurried over to me and unleashed a flurry of concerns, “Are you okay? You’re a woman, don’t let that bitch get to you. She didn’t get to you, did she?”

“Hey, it’s all okay. Hannah, she’s a nobody. All she wants is to make people bow down to her and kiss her ass. That’s it. I’ve given her more of my time than I ever should have,” I said as my lips curled into a grin.

She smiled down at me and put her hands on my desk, “Hey, whoever the girl is, tell her I said thank you.”

“Why?”

“Because I’ve never seen you smile without looking like you were constipated. It’s a nice thing to see,” Hannah said.

I rolled my eyes, “Go back to work, Hannah.”

“Hey, we’re coworkers, you can’t just act like you’re my boss all of the sudden,” she said.

“Can too, didn’t you have some calls to make?” I asked, waving her away with that smile still present.

She rolled her eyes, “You’re lucky that I can’t let Mr. Nash catch me slacking off again.”

When she stepped away, I couldn’t help myself. I pulled my phone out and sent Jamie a text, “Rachael just came in. Don’t worry, I’m fine, I sent her away screaming. But this is absolutely too much information, if you hear a rumor that I’m five inches, it’s just a rumor.”

“Glad to hear you’re okay. And I felt it last night, pretty sure that was bigger than five, not that it even matters.”

“Want to hang out tonight?”

It was a long shot, but I could at least hope that she could spend some time with me. After having that conversation with Rachael, it made me miss Jamie even more.

“I can’t exactly give you an answer at the moment. I don’t know how long Madison is going to need me and I’ve got dinner with my parents tonight.”

“Tomorrow?”

“I can do tomorrow, what time should I expect you?” she sent back.

My heart beat against my chest as I sent back, “Six. I want to watch a movie, get dinner, and then watch a second movie. Can we do that?”

“We can just order dinner and stay at your place.”

“That would be amazing. Thank you for the chance,” I responded. It felt good to be back in the driver’s seat of my life. Finally acting instead of reacting. This was my opportunity to show everyone, myself included, that I could do more than be a robot just going through the motions.

Jamie was worth trying for. Why? I couldn’t put my finger on it. Not only was she gorgeous, she challenged me to grow as a person. Who else in the past few years had even tried?

Two years with nothing more than a casual conversation and out of nowhere, this girl had me craving another kiss. Another moment of looking into her eyes. Anything that would let me be around her. She made me feel whole.


Chapter Eight

I tapped my fork against my plate a few times as I listened to my brother talk to dad about when he should start campaigning for mayor. When that conversation fell into a lull, I looked across the table at my mom and spoke softly, “Do you think now would be a good time?”

“No time like the present,” she said.

“A good time for what, honey?” Dad asked.

This wasn’t going to be easy. My parents knew I was interested in women, but up until this point, I had no reason to really bring it up again.

“Given the nature of our town, I have something to say that might be a slight problem for the next election,” I said.

My brother looked at me, “What kind of problem?”

“The kind of problem that would be easier to deal with if it wasn’t a secret in the first place. That’s why I want to bring this up now. As I’ve mentioned before, I’m bisexual. That wasn’t a ploy for attention from you guys while I was in college,” I said.

Dad nodded, “We never said it was, sweetie. As uncomfortable as that subject is for me, I still love you as my daughter and I can’t tell you no.”

“And you know that we will stand by you and support you,” Mom said, continuing where dad seemed to leave off.

My brother remained silent. “I’d like to mention that I’ve found a woman that I think is interested in me romantically. This isn’t something that I’m asking for permission for. I know what I’d like it to be. That being said, I imagine that when you run for mayor, my dates with this person might be brought up, if we’re not dating or something more in two years.”

Brendon took a deep breath before nodding, “As your brother, I have to say that I’m excited about the prospect. That said, I do worry about what that might do to my political career.”

Dad chuckled, “Son, you don’t have a political career yet. Are you running for an electoral seat? Have you got dreams of being a governor? Looking to be a president?”

“Not yet, but one day, those things might not seem so far off, dad.”

“I think you’re missing my point, son. If Jamie wants to be with someone, are we really going to stand in front of her and tell her no because of our political agendas? Times are changing. This past year, I’ve heard of at least nine same-sex marriages. That might not seem like a lot, but three years ago, there were none. The year before, one.” Dad took a moment to take a bite of his steak and then continued, “What I’m getting at is that with the influx of people coming to Asheville, there are going to be more diverse communities. We poll the people, find out what their thoughts on things like LGBT events. If the polls come back with more support, then we use Jamie’s bisexuality as leverage. I don’t mean to sound too business minded, sweetie, but if we can spin this with a positive light, we will.”

I nodded my head, that was more acceptance than I expected. Mom smiled at me and my cheeks warmed. My family might not have been the most willing to hear about the people I was with and they told me bluntly that if I did bring someone to our house that we wouldn’t be able to kiss in front of them. They were as supportive as I could ask them to be. That didn’t mean they were perfect. But they were trying. That was all I could ask for.

“Thank you all, I really do appreciate it,” I said.

Brendon nodded, “It’s a road bump, but you’re my sister, if I can’t support you trying to find a little happiness in this world, what kind of brother would I be?”

“The kind that wouldn’t get presents for Christmas?” I teased.

Everyone laughed quietly and we went back to business as usual. Our family wasn’t the most conventional, but I loved them. Dad would do anything for me, mom made me feel like I was a positive force in her life, and my brother did what he could to show his support.

When my brother and I were about to leave our parents to their business, I paused at the doorway and spoke softly, “If this woman and I hit it off, would you three mind if I invited her for dinner next Saturday?”

Dad paused and slid his hands into his pockets. “If you and this woman are romantically interested in one another in a week’s time, then I would be willing to let her get to know us next weekend. It’s a family event, but should she be that important to you, she might be family at some point. I could do that for you, pumpkin,” Dad gave me the political answer, but it was still an answer.

Mom smiled, “I’d love to meet her.”

“So long as you two don’t start doing something disgusting in front of us,” Brendon said. “I don’t mind the idea of gay couples, but I’ll be honest, seeing them being all cuddly makes me feel a little sick.”

“Hey, Brendon, try not to make me feel like I’m some kind of monster in a horror movie, okay?” I asked.

He sighed, “Just trying to be honest with you.”

I rolled my eyes and waved goodbye to them all, “I’ll text you guys tomorrow.”

“Goodbye, pumpkin,” Dad said. “I really hope you two get along well. It’s about time you found someone that could handle all of you.”

“Yeah, I don’t know if she can handle me yet, dad. But I’m going to try with her,” I called back.

The following evening, Erin asked for my address and I gave it to her. She pulled up in her Kia and I hurried out to join her. As lazy and uninspired as my outfit was, Erin’s eyes were wide as saucers when I sat down in her car.

My cheeks warmed as I pulled my shorts down to try and cover a little more of my thighs, “Don’t stare too much. I know I look like a hot mess.”

“You call that a hot mess?” she asked. “You look great. And comfortable.”

“Definitely comfortable, I figured if we were going to be watching movies together that I better wear something casual. Shorts and a wife-beater is about as comfortable as it gets,” I mumbled. The top I had on barely hid my nipples. As terrible as it was, I still held onto the thought of her wanting me. All it would take was one chilly breeze and she’d have plenty to look at…

We went straight back to her house and I followed her inside. The place was pretty nice, even if a little barren. There were no pictures or decorations on the walls, something that I would change in a heartbeat if things ever got to that point.

“It really isn’t much. When I moved in, I kind of just did the bare minimum. After a year, I bought some furniture, but I still don’t have a decent living room set. So, if it’s all the same, I was hoping we could watch TV in bed?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders, “So long as you don’t mind me making myself at home.”

“I don’t mind at all.”

A smile lit up my face as I put my hand on her shoulder and got on my tiptoes to whisper in her ear, “I’m going to sprawl and take up the entire bed. Try and stop me.”

Just as I was about to slip around her and rush into her room, her hands gripped my waist and she pulled me back against her. Without so much as a warning, she pressed her hips against me and whispered right back, “You didn’t even put up a fight. Get in there and sprawl, but I hope you don’t think that you’re going to call all the shots tonight.”

A cold shudder danced down my spine. My nipples hardened, but it wasn’t because of the temperature. Things were heating up and while I wanted to make her fight a little harder to get me out of these shorts, there was more on my mind than comfort when I put them on. As much as I wanted this to be about a relationship, I couldn’t deny that I wanted to have sex with her.

It was on my mind at the dealership. It was on my mind Friday. Erin needed to be a more stable woman for me to give myself to her in such an intimate way, but that didn’t mean she needed to be perfect or have a ring on my finger.

“How about you let me go and I might just let you be the big spoon later,” I purred.

Her hands slid away from my waist, but I didn’t pull away. My hips ground back against hers and through my thin cotton shorts, I could feel the thickness of her cock pressing against me. Definitely not five inches.

I stepped away from her and went into her bedroom. Moments later, she followed me in and grabbed the remote for her console. She started the movie and even though I’d already seen it, I didn’t care. This wasn’t about the movie, not for me.

Erin made a few steps that I wanted her to, and as she joined me on the bed, I rolled onto my side and patted my hip. She didn’t hesitate to get into bed behind me. Her jeans made things slightly uncomfortable as far as the teasing went, but I didn’t much mind that. That was an active decision on her part. She could have dressed more liberally, but she didn’t.

It was clear to me that she didn’t expect me to do anything sexual with her tonight. That didn’t mean I wasn’t in the mood. If anything, that choice made me want her even more.

I pressed myself against her and called out, “Turn it down a little bit.”

Erin did as I asked and put the remote back down on her nightstand. Her hand slid back over my stomach and I asked quietly, “The stuff with Rachael earlier, how did that make you feel?”

“Pretty good, if I’m being honest. If you don’t believe what I said, you can ask the woman that works with me, Hannah.”

“I trust you, Erin. I don’t think you’d want to lie to me just to get me in your bed.” I rolled onto my back and looked into her eyes, “I don’t know if I was too harsh on you Friday or not.”

Erin let her fingers twirl and dance over my exposed stomach. The tickling sensation was almost enough to make me ask her to stop. Almost.

“You were harsh, that much I won’t deny, but I think that I needed a bit of a wake-up call. Jamie, you said a lot of things that I didn’t want to hear, but I needed to. And you’re here now, aren’t you?” she asked. “If I hadn’t at least tried that, you wouldn’t be.”

I nodded and slid my hand around her neck and then let my fingers push into her hair. “You’re right, but I want to hear you tell me what you want from me.”

As I lightly scratched her scalp, she let out a quiet sigh and smiled at me, “It’s hard to talk when you’re doing things that feel good.”

“Tell me about it, your fingers are driving me up a wall.”

She let her hand fall flat against my stomach. I stopped scratching her head and just held her. For a moment, the only thing that mattered was the intense desire in those blue eyes.

“If you’re fine with me being a little on the bold side, I want you to be mine. I don’t want to control you, but I don’t want anyone else to be able to pull you into their bed either,” she whispered.

“Don’t worry about that. Erin, I might not be the easiest person to be around all the time, sometimes you’ll probably get sick of how much I’ll push you to reach for your goals in life,” I said before pulling her closer to me. “But, if you can deal with that, I’m more than willing to make sure you’re the only person I get into bed with.”

As I leaned in to kiss her, she pulled away just slightly and kept me waiting a few moments longer. I needed this kiss, but she was more than ready to make me wait for it.

“I don’t want you to leave here tonight thinking we’re just friends,” she said.

“Then why aren’t you kissing me?” I asked.

Erin’s lips curled into a smile and she rolled on top of me. Her thighs pushed my shorts up toward my waist and I could feel the cool air kiss my inner thighs. I desperately wished it was her kissing my thighs, but I’d settle for any kiss at this point. Anything to tame the raging desire within me.

Her soft lips pressed against mine and I moaned quietly. Erin’s hands pressed against either side of my shoulders and while I was trapped underneath her, I was right where I wanted to be.

Erin kissed me passionately, her tongue only teasing me, making me want to beg her to kiss me more deeply. But I didn’t beg. I wouldn’t. Would I?

She had succeeded where many others had failed. Erin made me want to know more about her. Knowing that she’d been through hell and back emotionally, I knew that she would be able to support me and help me when I needed it. All she needed was for me to help her see that she was infinitely stronger than she thought she was.

When her tongue finally pushed into my mouth, another moan poured into our kiss and she let her hips grind lightly against mine. I could feel that warm, thick bulge in her pants as it pressed against my thigh. If not for the slight sense of self-control I was clinging to, I would have asked her to take me.

I wanted her. I needed her. But I knew better than to have her. Didn’t I?

My hands moved down to rest on her ass and when she didn’t stop kissing me, I let myself pull her against me. Her cock pressed firmly against me, her tongue dancing with mine, and the fire of passion burning hotter inside my heart, I couldn’t stop now.

I had to know if it would feel as good as I imagined it would. If her cock could make me scream her name.

As my hand slid around her waist and moved to grope her shaft through her jeans, she finally broke the kiss. She panted heavily and looked down at me before groaning, “Jamie, we don’t have to do anything tonight.”

“We don’t have to, no. But I want to,” I said.

She shook her head, “We can’t. I can’t let sex ruin tonight. That’s not all I want from you, Jamie, and just getting you to come over feels about as good as I could imagine feeling.”

“Why does sex have to ruin anything, Erin. It’s natural. It’s healthy. It’s pleasure.”

My eyes met with hers and I let my thumb graze over the head of her cock. Her eyes closed and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. She was trying to show restraint, but I could see it as clear as day. Erin wanted me.

“It’s a lot of things, but I don’t want you to think that the only thing I wanted you to come over here for was something like this,” she said, her eyes unable to meet mine as I continued to tease her cock.

“I’m the one that wants this, Erin. I hope that you want me, but I can’t make you do this. If you really don’t want to, I’ll stop. But if you think that you’d enjoy it any at all, then please don’t keep me waiting,” I said.

She shook her head, “T-Then let me get you off. I don’t need to finish to have a really good time.”

It was my turn to bite my lip. I didn’t want her to think that my pleasure was all that I cared about, but damn I needed something right now. We hadn’t even eaten dinner yet and I agreed to two movies. That didn’t mean that plans couldn’t change, but I didn’t want to cut our time short so that I could go home and masturbate.

“Promise to let me return the favor if you’re feeling up to it after?” I asked.

She nodded, “I’m not the most confident person about a lot of things.” Erin kissed my cheek and then whispered in my ear, “But I bet that I can make you finish with just my hands.”

“Y-You’re on,” I said. As much as I’d have loved to have her tongue work its way up and down my pussy, I wasn’t going to push this too much.

Erin quickly sat up and got off me. She moved to lean against her stack of pillows and spread her legs, “Come here.”

I didn’t hesitate. Leaning back against her, I could feel her cock against my lower back and I didn’t care. It was wonderful to be held by someone again. College was the one time where I experimented, but outside of a few dildos and a few awkward nights with some of my friends, I didn’t really have much to go on.

Her hands started at my shoulders and she gently massaged them while she whispered, “If you feel uncomfortable at any point, just say something.”

“I will,” I said.

She leaned further back into the bed and used her hips to push us forward. Reclining against her, I spread my legs and rested them on top of hers. As silly as it was, I let my feet play with hers as her hands moved over my shoulders. Fingers found sensitive flesh around my nape and I had to force myself not to shrug my shoulders to get them away from there.

I wanted her every touch, even if it felt amazing and tickled at the same time. Then those hands fell to my breasts. Hard, perky nipples fell victim to her gentle tugging and twisting through my shirt as she gently ground her hips against mine. For someone that was doing the pleasuring, Erin seemed pretty excited to do this and that took a little weight from my shoulders.

She slid one hand under my shirt and cupped my bare breast, “I was a little shocked when you came out with no bra on, Jamie.”

“You were on my mind a lot this weekend. I figured that I’d either be really comfortable tonight or we’d have a little more fun. Either way, I didn’t want a bra on,” I said quietly.

Her other hand slid into my shorts and then into my panties. The damp cloth was pulled away from my pussy as her fingers slid down my sensitive lips, “It feels good to know that you didn’t write me off.”

“Yeah, well your fingers feel good,” I purred. Didn’t I already explain to her that it was hard to have a conversation when she was doing things that felt good?

She chuckled and pressed her palm firmly against my mound. My clit sent a jolt of pleasure through me and I lifted my hips slightly from the bed, though my position wasn’t letting me do so easily.

“Someone’s especially sensitive,” she whispered. Erin’s finger curled and pulled her fingertip through my labia before she let her fingernail slide back down my slick folds. A sharp gasp fell from my lips and she giggled. “You have no clue how excited you’re getting me.”

“I-I can feel it,” I said.

She kissed the top of my head as she pushed the tip of that finger into my soaked entrance, “No. You feel my cock against you, that’s physical. I need to get you off, Jamie. The way you sound right now, it’s enough to make me want to know what’ll happen when I stop teasing.”

“F-Find out.”

Erin’s palm pressed against me again as her finger pushed deeper into me at the same time. A loud moan ripped out of me and she whispered, “Watch the movie and let me have my fun, baby.”

Hearing her use a pet name with me only made me wetter. She was confident when she was talking to me about what car I’d be best suited for. She was confident enough at the Italian restaurant. But since then, up until those words she just uttered, she was on the fence.

Erin sounded like she knew exactly what she wanted in that moment and I was lucky that she wanted my pleasure.

Her palm lifted away from my pussy, pulling my shorts and panties away from my hips enough for me to catch the occasional glimpse of my smooth sex when the light from the TV was bright enough. A second finger joined the first and the tip of her thumb pressed against my clit. She rocked her entire hand, using the thumb as an anchor. Each time she pushed into me, she ground my clit into me and her fingers curled inside to press against my sensitive inner walls as well.

Within thirty seconds, Erin had me moaning and writhing in her lap. My hips begged me to buck against her fingers, but when I tried, I just made her thumb slide away from my clit. I learned quickly to just let Erin do what she had to do. Anything that I tried just took away from my pleasure and as powerless as I felt, it only felt better to let her control me like this.

Most of my orgasms had come from my own fingers. I should have known how to pleasure myself better than she could. And yet, my panties were drenched, her fingers were coated with my juices, and all I could do was moan her name.

My toes curled and my thighs tried to snap shut, but she lifted her legs so that I couldn’t close mine. Even as my walls clenched around her fingers, she didn’t stop. Instead, she just purred, “I told you so.”

As much as I wanted to say something back to rebuke what she just said. I couldn’t. All that I could do was gasp and try to keep from screaming out in ecstasy as my juices flooded out of me. The burning desire that built up before was slowly ebbing out of me as her fingers continued to push in and out of my depths.

When I finally stopped twitching, Erin pulled her fingers out of my entrance and slowly rubbed them through my folds for a few moments before pulling her hand away from my crotch.

Even in the low light, I could see my feminine nectar glistening on her fingers. The hand disappeared over my head and soft sucking sounds met my ears. Just as I turned to look at her, she pulled the fingers out of her mouth and shrugged her shoulders, “What?”

“Y-You weren’t kidding about enjoying yourself, huh?”

She smirked and shrugged her shoulders again, “I wasn’t. It’s been so long since I’ve done something like that, but I missed doing it so much. There’s nothing like making someone you care about squirm.”

I rested against her. Being in her bed with a pair of soaked panties clinging to my sex didn’t quite cross my mind when I left my house earlier. Maybe being in her bed without said panties, but not with them still on. I expected her to want to have sex with me. I would have let her… But this was so much nicer.

The little guilt I felt about not getting her off was much better than the possible awkward tension that would have lingered if we had sex.

Looking up at her, I mumbled quietly, “You’re good at it.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, Jamie. So, what would you like for dinner?” she asked.

“If we’re getting delivery, Chinese. Pizza isn’t huge on my list of favorites,” I said.

She kissed the top of my head and wiped her hand on the cover before returning them to my breasts. “I’ll order something after this movie goes off.”


Chapter Nine

My mind kept replaying that Sunday over and over. Three weeks later and I still remembered it like it was yesterday. I should have asked her about the job then, instead of visiting her while she was working to talk about it. There were so many things that I could have done better. But I did plenty right as well.

Every so often, she’d text me that she wanted to do it more often than once a week, but our schedules were conflicting at the moment. She didn’t start work until the afternoon and I usually got off work later during the day. As much as I wanted to spend more and more time with her, we had to settle for a few hours on Sunday for our pleasure and I’d hang out with her at the bar between her making drinks during the week.

Tonight wasn’t much different. She stepped back over to me and smiled warmly, “So, what do you want to do tomorrow?”

“I was hoping we could go shopping together? It doesn’t sound very romantic, I know, but I need to start keeping some things you enjoy around the house,” I said. “Besides, I’d love to make you a nice dinner sometime.”

Jamie sighed and pointed to my glass, “Want another?”

“Not right now, one is plenty,” I said.

Madison stepped past Jamie and chuckled on her way through, “First one is always free.”

“I’d pay for it if you let me!” I called out after her.

Jamie leaned forward on the counter. I knew it was because customers tipped sexy bartenders better, but seeing her in a skirt and a tight-fitting shirt drove me wild. What I’d give to just bend her over the bar… The thought was one that I couldn’t give much thought to.

The past three Sundays, I limited our sexual activities to fingering her. As much as I wanted to do more, I didn’t want to feel like she was only hanging out with me because of the sex. If there was one thing I could thank Rachael for being picky about, it was the lessons she taught me about pleasuring a woman.

Looking back on it, Rachael was a complete bitch about how she taught me, but Jamie was very, very, very appreciative of the talent I had. I wanted to show her what I could do with my tongue. Even though it was more selfish, I wanted to be inside her. But I couldn’t. Not until I felt like she was ready to settle down with me.

After that first weekend, she mentioned that I was invited to go over to her parents’ house for dinner. But we both got cold feet about that. Meeting her parents would make whatever this was much more real. While I truly felt like what we had was something beautiful and heartwarming, I didn’t want to force her to be with me because her parents expected us to continue dating.

“How was work today?” she asked.

“Same thing, different day. I managed two sales. That was really nice, but it doesn’t feel that great when I can’t take you out and celebrate,” I said.

She sighed, “Yeah, as much as I love this job, it’s definitely taking a lot of the time I’d love to spend with you.”

Madison stepped back through, “I could hire someone else, but you’d have less hours.”

Jamie shook her head, “I need the hours to pay my bills. Car insurance, rent, savings, and food money.”

“I offered,” Madison grumbled. “I’m still trying to find someone to help me with this place. A bartender is great to have, especially one that helps wait tables, but getting a manager with actual work experience would be nice. I keep getting guys that are fresh out of college that just want to party as applicants.”

Jamie looked at me curiously, “Would someone like Erin fit the bill?”

I chuckled, “Don’t put her on the spot like that. My job is just fine.”

“As long as she could handle the responsibilities and give me a nice resume, I could probably work with her. Maybe,” Madison said.

“Yeah, but what would I even do? And on top of that, could you afford to hire a manager?” I asked.

Madison laughed and shook her head, “We sell a lot of drinks here and I’ve got a friend that’s going to be helping me put in a kitchen soon. I’m going to need someone to help out around here at some point. Not pushing you to quit your job in hopes of getting one with me, but if you wanted to link up your schedules, I’m all about that. I’ve got a baby on the way, I need to be able to leave this place in capable hands so I can spend time with my wife and child.”

I tapped my fingers on the bar and spoke softly, “Could you make sure that Jamie and I had at least one off day?”

“Fuck, pick a day and you’ve got it off,” Madison said.

“Monday,” I said. “I’ll get a resume in, but I’d like to see your job posting.”

“It’s online, but the gist is pay starts at twelve-an-hour with potential to go up to sixteen, if you’re good. Overtime is possible, but I can’t afford to go broke either,” Madison said.

Jamie smiled at me and whispered, “Bet you can’t guess what I’d want to do on Mondays.”

Madison winked at me and leaned in as well to whisper, “I’ll give you a few days to think about it. I still expect a formal interview and you’re going to have to promise me that you’re not going to quit within a few months. At least give me time to find someone to replace you.”

“I’ve been working at that car lot for about ten years. I can handle a crummy job, but I feel like this would be an improvement,” I said.

“Looks like the bar is going to go from being run by one lesbian couple to another,” Madison said before laughing quietly. “Once the first few months after my wife gives birth pass, I’ll make sure to keep your mandatory hours under thirty-four. That should give you both plenty of time to spend together. If you can’t afford to live on that kind of wage around here, you’re fucking up somewhere.”

I nodded, “I mean, just throwing this out there, you could always move in with me, Jamie.”

She tensed up and shook her head, “Not yet, baby. This has been amazing so far, but I don’t think I’m ready to take that step just yet.”

Madison tapped her knuckles on the counter and nodded to the end of the counter, “You’ve got some drinks to make, Jamie. Erin, I don’t meant to run you off, but if you’re not going to be drinking, I can’t have you pestering my bartender right now.”

“I see how it is, Madison, your bar gets busy and all of the sudden, I can’t be here,” I said teasingly.

“Damn straight, that’s exactly how I run this ship. Now, fuck off before I put you to work carting drinks around,” Madison said and then smiled at me. “I’ll talk to you soon about the job, I hope?”

“I can come in tomorrow, but that’s usually the time Jamie and I spend together,” I said.

“What time could you be here?” she asked.

Jamie was down at the other end of the counter and I bit my lip as I pondered her usual schedule. She had to work in the evening and she slept in pretty late.

“Ten?” I asked.

“God damn that’s early, I can swing it. I usually don’t wake up until ten, but yeah, spending time with your girl is important. I hate that I’m here working while Emily is as home with nothing but a furball that keeps getting bigger,” Madison said.

I nodded, “Tomorrow, then.”

I waved goodbye to Jamie since she was busy and headed back to my house. Darren’s Dive was pretty busy on Saturday, but I tried to spend as much time with Jamie as I could before the crowd really got thick in there.

The idea of quitting my job at the dealership was definitely scary. It was the one constant I had in my life, but at the same time, I’d been there for years. I wasn’t going to get a raise. I wasn’t getting a promotion. It was stagnant.

Jamie was teaching me to embrace change and I felt like this was the kind of thing that would give me the chance to grow. At the very least, I’d be able to spend more time with the woman that was making my days worth being excited for.

Sure, if we didn’t work out as a couple, I might have to find another job, but that was something I didn’t imagine happening. This past month with Jamie was the best I’d had in years and it only looked like it was going to get better.

The next morning, I had my interview with Madison and while I didn’t know too much about the business of running a bar, she seemed confident that she could teach me. We ended up agreeing on a two week trial period, just coming in and learning what I could on my own while I gave the dealership time to try and replace me. If I was forced out the door by my previous employer, then she would just bring me in earlier.

It wasn’t a perfect situation, but if I didn’t take the chance, I might never. Once I finished there, I went to a fast food chain to grab a meal for Jamie. With all of my important business taken care of, I headed over to her place and knocked on the apartment door.

There was a loud thump from inside and then a series of thuds as she dragged herself to the door. This wasn’t the first time I had to listen to her zombie shuffle. My girlfriend wasn’t a morning person.

She forced a smile on her face when she let me in and that smile widened when I handed her the bag of food. “Good morning, baby.”

“It’s not even noon yet,” she grumbled before waddling over to the bed to sit down.

Her ass looked great in the panties she had on. It looked great in anything she put on, but that wasn’t the point. I joined her on the bed and got comfortable. “It’s not, but I didn’t want to go home for twenty minutes until you woke up and I had to leave the house again.”

“What’d you find out about working for Madison?” she asked.

“That I’ll be given some time to learn the ropes before I’m officially hired, so you’ll see more of me at the bar.”

She nodded her head and pointed to the fridge. I got up and grabbed her a drink before sitting back down, “Thanks. Do you think working together is going to be weird?”

“I don’t think that it will make things impossible, but I do know that we’ll have to be somewhat professional. Madison said that she and Emily did just fine. Keep your hands away from the sexy bits and wash them often was kind of her thing when she talked to me about it.”

“Wash your hands or the sexy bits?” she asked.

“Both, I assume,” I teased.

She chuckled and leaned against me while she ate. “When do you think you’d want to come see my parents, Erin?”

“That’s a little random, but whenever you want me to. If we’ve both got time, then it’s probably something we need to get out of the way.”

Jamie nodded, “It’d be nice to get that out from over my head. They ask about you occasionally, just thought you’d want to know.”

“I imagine they would. Nothing bad, I hope?”

“My brother keeps pestering them about figuring out if we’re going to get serious or not.”

I chuckled and put my arm around her waist, “I thought we were already a little serious.”

“It feels like we are, but I’m not going to pretend that we’re super devoted. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I don’t think that this isn’t serious. Fuck, this is a hard conversation to have,” she said.

There were conflicting feelings within me. I was happy to know that she thought we were kind of serious, but at the same time, if this wasn’t what serious looked like, what did I have to do to prove myself?

“I guess that makes sense. What would serious look like in their eyes?” I asked.

She shrugged, “I couldn’t tell you if that was moving in together, having sex that I wouldn’t tell them about, or getting engaged. I really don’t know what they want to hear from me.”

“You’d think that for people that don’t want to see us even kiss that they wouldn’t care,” I mumbled.

She put her trash in the bag that the food came in and balled it up before tossing it at the trash can. Jamie missed, as always, but it was closer than it was before and out of our way.

“What do you think that serious would be?” she asked.

“I think that we’re already kind of serious. We spend most of our time together when we’ve got time to spend. Short of taking more drastic steps, I don’t know what we can do. You shot down the idea of moving in together pretty quickly,” I said.

She sighed and tapped her fingers on my knee for a few moments, “I guess I did. It’s not because I wouldn’t want to, I just don’t want to impose and I don’t know if that’s a step we should take right now. Let’s say that things don’t work out between us. I’d have to find another apartment on short notice or go move in with my parents for a little while. That would be pretty shitty.”

“Do you think that we wouldn’t work out if we were living together?” I asked.

“I can’t say for sure. People get different when you’re around them literally all the time. We’re going to be working together as is. How about we see how it feels to be around each other when we can’t really be sexual or anything? If we can do that for a few weeks, I imagine that we could be roommates,” she said.

That sounded reasonable to me. A smile crested my lips. Had she said that to me a few weeks ago, I probably would have taken it the wrong way and assumed that she didn’t want to be with me.

“Sounds fair, but for now, what are you in the mood to do before you’ve got to go to work?” I asked.

She yawned and leaned against me again, “Maybe I could touch you while we watched something on TV?”

“That sounds a little unfair to you, I don’t mind getting you off if you’re in that kind of mood, baby.”

“Yeah, but you always get me off. It’s been the same thing every time and I don’t mind at all, but I’d also like to do something for you,” she said.

I kissed her cheek and whispered, “Think you’d be fine with doing it a little differently? I don’t mind the idea of you being behind me, but I’m pretty sure your wrist would hate you.”

“Anything you want, babe. I mean, if I’m honest, I’d be down to just go all the way,” she said.

As appealing as the thought was, I’d much rather meet her parents first. It might not mean much to her, but I was still of the mindset that if her parents couldn’t approve of our relationship that we probably needed to reassess at that point. She had a large amount of respect for her parents, as did I.

“Not yet. We’re building up to that, Jamie. It’s, uh, it’s kind of a big deal for me.”

“It’s a big deal for me too. Maybe not if I wasn’t with someone romantically, but when there are emotions involved, it’s a lot harder to expose myself. Literally or emotionally,” she said.

I smiled at her and leaned back onto the bed before unbuttoning my jeans and pushing them and my panties down to my ankles. After kicking them the rest of the way off, I spoke softly, “I’m not going to give you play-by-play instructions, but I really enjoy blowjobs. And, uh, I might not last long.”

Jamie’s eyes couldn’t pull away from my cock. As many times as she’d felt it and toyed with it through my clothes, this was the first time she got to see it in its full splendor.

“F-Five inches my ass,” she whispered. “N-Not an offer.”

I smiled and let my hand move to rest on her lower back. “You don’t have to do anything with your mouth if you don’t want to. I just wanted to let you know what I liked.”

“Fuck that,” she said, finally turning to look at me. “I want you to eat me out while I blow you.”

“Well, that’s one very romantic way to put it,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “Look, you’ve had your fingers in my pussy enough times to make that part easy for me. I want something new, I love when you finger me, but it’s like eating at the same restaurant over and over. The food might be delicious, but sometimes you just need to throw something new into the mix.”

Her blunt language was a little shocking considering that she usually used more tact, but I wasn’t going to worry about that. She wasn’t wrong, at all. While I loved getting my partner off, I did keep things pretty limited up to this point.

Sex was one of my favorite things in this world, but only when it mattered. With Rachael, it used to matter. Then it got to the point where all she thought of me as was a glorified dildo.

The thought of Rachael made me sigh and Jamie asked, “Something wrong with that?”

“I’m just a bit nervous.”

“What would make you more comfortable?”

I tapped my fingers on her lower back, “Meeting your parents before we did something more than what we’ve already done?”

“Seriously? We’d have to wait at least a week and that’s if Madison could let me miss work on Saturday. I want to cum, babe.” Jamie reached for my cock and slowly stroked it.

“If you want to cum, I can get you off. I’m just not sure how I feel about asking you to do these kinds of things when you don’t think we’re that serious yet,” I said.

She paused, “Fuck.”

“What?”

“That feels like a little bit of a low blow.”

I sat up and eased her hand away from my cock, “It wasn’t meant to be a low blow. You know what I’ve gone through in the past. I hope it’s at least understandable that I might want to feel a little more involved in your life before we start doing things that are this intimate.”

“But fingering me and making me cum isn’t intimate, got it,” she said defensively.

“I never said that.” I took a deep breath and got up so that I could put my clothes back on. “What I was saying is that I don’t want to do things with you and make you feel like this is all I want. Haven’t we already had that conversation?”

“Erin, we’ve been dating for about a month. How long are you going to make me wait to have sex? Why does it have to be so damn complicated to just get fucked? You know that I care about you, you know that I’m trying, so what’s the problem?” she asked.

I let out a deep sigh, “The problem is that I think I love you.”

Her mouth was already open, ready to fire back something else until my words sank in. She looked at me with wide eyes before turning to look away from me. “That’s not what I expected,” she whispered.

My stomach knotted up. I regretted saying those three words. Only a month in and I was already telling her something that I should have kept under lock and key until she said it first. But how could I berate myself for admitting how I felt?

That went against everything she’d been trying to get through to me. Instead, I buttoned my pants and sat down beside her again. “I actually know I do. I care about you for more reasons than I care to list, but for starters, you got me out of a bad situation. I was circling the drain, waiting to give up on life. But you wouldn’t let me.”

I smiled at her and kissed her neck, “You made me feel like I had a reason to keep going. Gave me goals to shoot for and you made me stop being such a child about how I was acting.”

I kissed her cheek. “You made every day more exciting than the last and I always went to sleep dreaming that I’d wake up to have you beside me some day.”

My hand curled under her chin and I pulled gently until she was looking into my eyes. “So I’m here to chase that dream. I’m going to do everything I can to make sure that you want to come back to my place after work every night and snuggle up beside me. I want you to know that when I hold you, it isn’t because you’re the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever met. I want you to know that it’s because I love you.”

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. She didn’t pull away from me and after a second that felt like a lifetime, she kissed me back. Her hands slid around my sides and she dug her fingers into my back as she climbed into my lap without breaking the kiss.

She leaned forward and I let her weight carry me back onto the bed and she didn’t hesitate to deepen our embrace. Jamie’s hips pressed firmly against mine and I put my hands on her waist. After a few moments, she broke the kiss and whispered, “I’ll wait until next Saturday. After that, no matter what they say, I want you. Promise me.”

“I promise, Jamie. I just want to do this right,” I said quietly.

“Then let’s go shopping, you wanted to do that, right?” she asked.

I nodded. “Thank you, Jamie.”

“You’re welcome, but I think I should be the one thanking you. You’re treating me like no one else has, Erin. I appreciate the lengths your taking to make me feel like I matter as something more than a piece of ass you can call up for a quick fuck,” she said.

“To be fair, you do have a wonderful ass that I tend to think about a fair bit,” I mumbled.

She rolled her eyes and leaned in to bite my lower lip gently, “You can think about it while we’re in the store then. But you’re not putting your dick in it.”

“Fair enough.”


Chapter Ten

She loved me. At least, she said those words and she didn’t cover them up. That meant a lot coming from her, but I still didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t repeat those words, not without lying to her. I really cared about her, more than I’d ever cared about anyone else that was intimate with me.

The friends I fooled around with, that was casual. The couple guys that told me they loved me, they just wanted in my pants. But Erin? She told me she loved me as a reason to not get in my pants, yet. If that wasn’t hard to process, I didn’t know what would be.

As we wandered the aisles in the grocery store, I noticed that Erin got a little less talkative. It didn’t take a genius to figure out why. There were only two grocery stores in our town and if she got broken up with in one, it was a fifty-fifty chance to be this one.

I decided against pestering her too much. What good could come of it? She’d just get hurt and have to reopen old wounds that I’d rather not expose her to. Not after what just happened in my apartment.

“Do you want to try making some chicken spaghetti?” I asked. “I’d love to help you with it. I don’t know, I think it’d be sweet to make the dinner that we kind of bonded over.”

She nodded, “Yeah, that sounds nice.”

“Great, to the meat section!” I called out cheerfully and turned our empty cart around. Having been in the store for about five minutes, it wasn’t hard to tell that Erin was a little distracted. Maybe I was the reason for that distraction? I did ask her to promise me something that might be a little unfair to her. After not telling her I loved her.

As I turned the aisle, I nearly slammed into another cart and stopped just short, “Sorry.”

“For what? Walking out on your job and leaving me with the store to manage during one of the busiest periods of the year?” came a voice that I would have been happy to have never heard again. Rachael. I turned my cart, content to not say anything, but Erin came around the corner and Rachael chuckled, “Oh, you two are still hanging out? That’s cute.”

“Don’t you have something better to do, Rachael?” I asked.

“She doesn’t,” Erin said.

Rachael put a hand over her mouth and cocked her hips to one side, “Well, I’ll be. It’s alive. You know, Jeffrey, I honestly never thought I’d see you in here again.”

“We’ve bumped into each other in here plenty of times,” Erin said.

“But not when you have a new toy with you. Is she half as good as I was in bed? Who am I kidding, we both know the answer to that.”

I rolled my eyes, but before I could say something smart, Erin said, “Actually, we don’t. See, you taught me a lot, Rachael. While you were out whoring around and sucking anyone’s cock as long as they’d give you a shiny new present, I learned what love really looks like. It’s not about the sex or what I can do for that person in the bedroom. It’s about feeling something beyond lust. I know that you wouldn’t understand that, so that being the case, you can kindly fuck off now.”

Rachael’s face twisted and contorted as her face and neck turned a light shade of red. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the cart harder and glared daggers at us. “Well, maybe if you were half the man you thought you were, you’d have been able to provide for me like I needed!”

“And maybe if you weren’t such a vain, narrow-minded bitch, you would have realized what you had before you gave it up,” I said.

Erin put her arm around my waist, “She’s right. But I wouldn’t expect you to understand that, Rachael. Go find someone else that cares about what you have to say.”

Rachael’s husband came around the corner and looked at his wife, “These people bothering you? Oh! Hey, Erin. I’m loving the car, it’s just as nice as you said it would be, but thanks for the heads up about the transmission. After I got that looked at, it ran so much better than it already did. Still, can’t argue with the price you gave me on it.”

Rachael’s hateful stare turned to her husband, “These pieces of shit were just talking bad about me and you’re going to come over here buttering up to that asshole?”

“Darling, I can’t pretend that Erin is an asshole. You’re just upset that you can’t get me to do some of the things she used to,” he said casually. “It’s not like you’re not getting it elsewhere.”

Erin snickered under her breath. Rachael looked back and forth, “N-No, I’m not. I’ve been loyal to you.”

“Oh, don’t give me that shit. My buddy at work showed me a video of you sucking off three guys in the truck stop’s parking lot. Why do you think I haven’t fucked you in over a month? I’ve been talking to a lawyer, it’s a little uncomfortable to have my last name associated with someone that’ll do something like that for twenty bucks,” he said.

What he was saying was cruel and almost inhumane. To put someone down in the middle of a store for anyone to hear. Then again, he had a genuine reason for telling her what he was saying. Unlike someone else I knew that did something equally as horrible to someone that didn’t deserve it…

Rachael rolled her eyes, “Whatever. I don’t need you anyway, faggot.”

“Are you fucking done?” Erin asked. “You really don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what, tranny?” she snarled.

Erin chuckled and gave me a pat on the back, “Never mind. She’s literally not worth speaking to. Let’s go, babe.”

I gladly took her up on that offer. All the while, Rachael stood there, screaming for Erin to come back and say what she had to say. Then the screaming turned to her husband. Then came the random yelling at people that weren’t even involved.

Erin handled that situation better than I could have imagined she would. Just a few weeks ago, I doubted she would have even been able to walk away, but she’d taken leaps and bounds to get where she was now. And it was for me.

The thought warmed my heart. I wanted to hug her, to kiss her, and to tell her how proud I was of the change she made. But she would probably get embarrassed given what just happened. So instead, I followed her through the store and away from the attention whore behind us.

Erin shook her head when we were mostly out of ear shot from that train wreck, “I know I made a scene when it happened to me, but damn.”

“You had a reason to make a scene. She’s just desperate for any attention she can get,” I said.

“As long as it’s coming from you, so am I, honestly,” Erin said.

I chuckled at her and whispered, “Looking forward to next Sunday already?”

She nodded, “Believe it or not, it isn’t easy to tell you no to something like what you’re offering. I’ve just got to do things right this time.”

“You really don’t have to worry, baby. I’m not in a hurry and I understand that you’re a little hesitant,” I said.

Erin tossed a few ingredients into the cart as we continued walking, “It’s not so much that I’m hesitant. When we do have that moment together, I’d like to think that it would be the start of the next step in our journey.”

“I think it will be, Erin. I really do think you’re amazing, but after seeing what Rachael just did when she didn’t get her way, I really do understand why you’re making sure everything is right before you devote more to me and get hurt again. I don’t want to hurt you, but better safe than sorry.”

She nodded her head and headed for the checkout counter. As I stepped around the cart to start putting items on the conveyor belt, she giggled and I looked over at her, “What?”

Erin shrugged her shoulders, “Just remembered what you were telling me to think about before we left. I love it.”

It took me a few moments before I realized she was talking about my ass. My cheeks flushed and I rolled my eyes, “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m not saying sorry.”

I bent further over the conveyor belt and gave my hips a little shake. “I’d hope not.”

During the week, I was excited to see Erin come into the bar. While we didn’t get to chat about little things as much as I would have liked, she picked up on making drinks quickly. The work she and Madison were doing behind the scenes wasn’t something I could attest to, but Madison seemed very happy to have her around.

When Saturday came, I was happy to only have to work a couple hours before Emily came in to take over. The couple ushered me out of the door and I hurried over to Erin’s house.

She was already outside in that same black dress she wore the first night we went out. A flood of memories swarmed me and I reveled in the moment while she walked over to my car to get in. Once she was inside, she reached across and put her hand on my thigh, “Ready to get this over with?”

“Not really, but we’ve got to do it,” I said.

Erin nodded and gave my leg a gentle squeeze, “Then let’s get this over with. Remind me what their names are again?”

“My dad is Harvey, my brother is Brendon, and my mom is Janet.”

She repeated the names a few times to try and commit them to memory. The drive was only ten minutes, but those were a long, tense ten minutes. As ready as Erin seemed to be to meet my parents, I didn’t want it to happen.

At first, it seemed like a great idea. I was even the one to bring it all up. But now that it was about to happen, I could only think of all the things that would go wrong and that terrified me. My dad might hate her. What if my mom asked her about her past and set Erin off?

So many things could happen, but I had to hope that the woman beside me loved me enough to make it through tonight without incident.

When we pulled up to the massive three-story colonial house, Erin’s jaw dropped. “T-This is where you lived?”

“Yeah, it’s a really nice place. It was my grandfather’s before he signed it over to my dad,” I said and opened my door. “Hey, if things get too rough in there, let me know. We can always do this another time if you’ve got cold feet.”

Erin chuckled and got out of the car before looking over at me, “I’m fine, babe. If they don’t like me, I can only hope that you don’t want to leave me because they don’t approve of me.”

“I wouldn’t do that to you!” I said and hurried over to her. I slid my hand down her forearm and let my fingers entangle with hers, “Let’s do this.”

She nodded, “No kissing or anything like that, right?”

“Right.”

“Wonderful, but you’re coming back to my place tonight, you know that, don’t you?” she asked as we made our way up the long brick walkway.

The warmth between my thighs burned hotter, “I-I was hoping so.”

When we got to the door, I opened it without knocking and let Erin shut it behind us before I drug her into the dining room. The large rectangular table could seat twelve people and there was a second one further away that could be butted up against the first if needed for seating even more people. My father was the kind of man that liked to entertain guests.

My brother was already at the table and we sat down on the opposite side of him. “How are things going?” I asked.

He smiled at us and stood up and leaned forward to extend his hand to Erin. She got up and shook his hand, “Erin.”

“Brendon, I’ve heard a lot about you,” he said before letting go of her hand. The two sat back down and he continued, “Things are going well. From what I hear, the apartments are just about ready to move into and that means a few more projects will be starting. There is a rumor floating around that we’re going to be getting a new strip mall soon.”

“That’s good news. Jamie was telling me about the recent growth of the town, that’s got to be exciting for you,” she said.

Brendon nodded and smiled warmly, “Yes, it is. If everything goes the way I’m hoping it does, Asheville will be a city before long. If we strike while the iron is hot, it’s possible that we’ll be a very influential family in this city. Should that happen, we would be set for life, as well as our children and their children after them.”

“Building a legacy,” she said and nodded her head. “That is respectable and admirable.”

“Glad you think so, Erin,” came my dad’s voice. I turned to see him carrying a large platter that he sat down in the middle of the table. Mom was steps behind him and put the second platter down. The delicious aroma of steak and mashed potatoes reached my nose first. Then the chicken with hints of lemon, green beans, and various other side dishes mingled with the other scents.

“Jamie keeps bringing you up every Saturday that she can make it to our family dinner. We’ve heard quite a lot about you, it’s long overdue that we get to introduce ourselves to you,” Dad said. He offered his hand to Erin and she stood up to shake it.

“The pleasure is all mine, sir,” she said.

“Would you prefer wine or a soft drink with dinner?” Mom asked.

“A glass of wine would be wonderful, ma’am,” Erin said.

I chuckled and gave Erin a gentle pat on the back, “They’re just people. You don’t have to sir or ma’am them if you don’t want to.”

Erin laughed and sat back down, “They’ve earned that respect.”

“And what makes you say that, Erin?” Dad asked.

Even I was curious to hear what she had to say.

“Well, sir, you’ve provided me with a woman that had turned my life around. She’s given me hope for the future and that’s more than I had a few weeks ago,” Erin said. “And that means that she learned how to be that kind of woman because of the people that raised her. So, sir, ma’am, I feel like I owe you more than a little respect.”

My mom smiled at us and nodded her head, “I like her already. I’m going to grab drinks for us, I’ll be right back.”

Dad nodded his head, “You’ve got a way with words, Erin.”

“When I need to, sir. I know it isn’t the most glamorous, but for the past ten years, I’ve sold cars to people that weren’t sure that they needed them. I don’t tell lies, but I’d like to think I can give a good pitch, much like you when you offer ideas to your contemporaries,” she said.

This wasn’t quite the Erin that I was used to talking to, but I had to admit that she was making the right call. My family would appreciate a more direct approach. They didn’t like the smoke and mirrors, but she knew that. It wasn’t like I was going to let her go into the lion’s den without giving her more than a little warning.

Mom came back with the drinks and a few plates and silverware on yet another platter. They really were pulling out all the stops for tonight. Whether that was to intimidate her or show her that they were just as excited to meet her as she was nervous to meet them, I couldn’t say.

As mom poured our drinks, I called out quietly, “Could we get away from the political stuff for tonight? Please?”

“Of course, pumpkin,” Dad said. “So, Jamie, do you think Erin could potentially be the woman you’re looking for in your life?”

I regretted asking to get away from the political conversation. “Uh, well, I mean, she’s been really good to me so far, but I don’t know how I feel about making the call that it will be for life yet.”

“Erin, same question,” Dad said.

“Jamie has been a blessing in my life and while I can’t say that I’d be proposing any time soon, I could see her being my wife, if she’d have me,” Erin said.

The lack of hesitation there made me uncomfortable. Why was I struggling so hard to just give up on being independent?

I knew the answer. Because my entire life, I’d been associated to someone else. In school, I was given a lot of slack and opportunities because of who my dad was. Even before he ran for mayor, he was an important figure in the community. In college, I probably only got in due to my family name. Even though I ended up changing my major to art, there was no denying that I wasn’t the best student.

There were others that were more competent than me. Since I got out of college, I made it my point to work hard to start earning everything that I had. The training wheels were off.

Admitting that I wanted Erin in my life would mean that I’d have to depend on her for things as well. I’d want to move in with her at some point. That would mean that people could suggest that I wasn’t doing my part in the relationship or that I might have only wanted to date someone older than me because they were more stable than I was.

I hated that even being an option for someone to say. Granted, the only people that would say things like that were the Rachaels of the world.

A sigh escaped me and I mumbled, “I’d say yes if she asked, dad.”

The room went silent. I meant what I said, but I didn’t want to repeat myself. Erin had conquered her fears for me. She’d become a better person, one that I could rely on. How could I hold onto the need for independence when Erin depended on me now?

It wouldn’t be a horrible thing to let her have some sway in my life. So long as she remained as respectful and understanding as she’d been up to this point. I did love her. I just didn’t know how to tell her that without feeling like I was opening myself up to being her subservient partner. That’s what people would expect down here in Georgia, even if Asheville was growing more liberal by the day.

But she’d done so much improving herself just so that she could be with me. And every day, she made me wish I could be even closer to her. Hence why I was able to offer her body before I could offer her my heart.

“Well, that’s good to hear, pumpkin, but you might want to pick Erin’s jaw up,” Dad said in a light tone.

I looked over at her and all she could do was stare at me in blank amazement. “We’ll talk about it later, Erin,” I said quietly and reached over to pat her thigh.

Mom insisted that she fix our plates for us and I happily accepted the offer. Anything to distract everyone from what I just said. I wasn’t embarrassed that I’d said it. The embarrassing part was that I admitted it in front of my family. But Erin could be a part of this family very soon. They could judge me all they wanted, but I wanted to be happy.

Erin made me happy. If they couldn’t accept that, then I wouldn’t bother coming over on Saturdays when I had time. Being with Erin was more important than what my family thought about me.

Much to my surprise, Brendon smiled at me and nodded his head, “I think she’s as good a person as any to get married to. No rush though, I’ve still got to run for mayor.” His playful laugh disarmed the uncomfortable tension that started settling in. “Joking, if people couldn’t accept my sister being in a lesbian marriage, then I wouldn’t want to run for mayor in the first place.”

“So long as you two at least look into adopting a child, I’d be happy,” Mom said with a grin.

Erin reached up to scratch the back of her head, “Well, that might not have to happen.”

My cheeks flushed and I looked away, “You’re going to tell them?”

“I’m pretty sure they already knew,” Erin said.

Dad nodded his head, “Janet, you don’t have to play coy over there. Erin has been a part of this town for her entire life, even when she wasn’t going by Erin.”

“Damn it, Harvey, I was trying not to think about them having sex!” she said.

It was Erin’s turn to blush vividly. I reached over to hold her hand and grinned, “Welcome to the family.”

“Y-Yeah, not what I expected at all,” Erin said.


Chapter Eleven

Dinner went better than I could have imagined, but I was thrilled to be back in Jamie’s car. “Did you really mean what you said back there?” I asked.

“I’m not going to pretend that I wouldn’t marry you. I just really, really hope that you don’t use what I said as an excuse to propose to me before we’re more comfortable together. Like, you know, not having to have stipulations around when we can have sex,” she mumbled.

“We’ve got all night and you don’t have to be in to work until around noon,” I said.

She turned into my driveway, “I know. Why are you still sitting there? You’ve got a dress to get out of!”

I opened the door before she could turn the car off and I hurried inside. By the time she met me in the bedroom, my dress was already throw across the room. Sitting on the bed, I started taking off my heels and looked up at her, “What are you waiting for?”

Jamie rolled her eyes and spoke softly, “I know that this might be confusing, but is it okay if we take tonight slow?”

“I’m fine with that, baby. I wouldn’t want to rush anything tonight.”

She smiled and walked over to join me on the bed. After wiggling out of her skirt and pulling her shirt off, she moved to sit behind me, “Are you sure you want to do this?”

“Jamie, I want you. I know it’s not the most romantic thing to say, but you turn me on in ways that I didn’t know were possible. Just seeing you smile makes my heart race,” I said.

That wasn’t a lie. When we spent time alone, even if it was completely harmless, I found myself aroused and desperate for her touch. Showing restraint with Jamie was the hardest thing about my life as of late. She meant more to me than I could ever put into words. But I had three words that could at least try.

“I love you,” I whispered.

She smiled at me and her hands moved to my shoulders. Jamie pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top of me. Her lips pressed against mine and she sat up slightly so that her hips rested firmly against my stiffening cock, “I love you too, Erin. But I’ve needed you since I met you. We don’t have to go fast, but we don’t have to make it last all night either.”

I moved my hands to her waist and let out a quivering breath, “Then what are we waiting for, baby?”

Jamie giggled and kissed me again, “We’re still in our underwear. You know, I’ve never seen you fully naked.”

“That’s something we should fix then,” I said and reached behind her to unclasp her bra. “Do you want me to go down on you tonight, baby?”

“N-Not tonight, I want you inside me. Maybe another time, Erin, but right now I just want you to make love to me and take me to places I’ve never been before,” she purred.

Jamie got off the bed and let her bra slide down her arms before she pushed her panties down her legs. I couldn’t tear my eyes from her sun-kissed skin. Her lower lips were inviting, but it was her adorable blushing cheeks that made my heart beat wildly.

I stood and whispered, “Mind helping me out of these?”

She shook her head and unclasped my bra. Her thumbs hooked into my panties and she slid to her knees, gently kissing my lower abdomen as she pulled my underwear down to my ankles.

My cock sprang free and I let out a quiet moan as she kissed the base of my cock. “Just a little taste?” she asked.

I nodded my head and Jamie kissed her way up my shaft. When her lips finally pressed against my crown, I had to bite my lip to keep from asking her for more. This was her treat to me and I wasn’t going to ruin it by getting greedy.

Her tongue swirled around my cock’s head and she looked up at me as she took my tip into her mouth. As her tongue flicked along the underside of my cock, she never once looked away from me. Her hazel eyes burned with a desire that I was honored to be the source of.

Jamie started slowly sinking lower onto my shaft and I had to hold back the urge to ask her to get on the bed. I needed her desperately, the lust that I’d kept contained for over a month was boiling over. My hand slid to the back of her head.

She nodded her head and the bobbing around my shaft sent a wave of pleasure through me. “You don’t want me to do that, baby,” I said softly.

Jamie’s teeth gently pressed against my shaft and she pulled away slowly. When she crossed over the lip of my crown, I gasped as the sensation threatened to get painful.

She stood up and whispered in my ear, “I know you love me, but I don’t mind if you want to be a little rough with me.”

“But I do mind. Not tonight, baby,” I whispered as I slid my hands down to cup her ass. “Tonight, let’s keep things simple. You wouldn’t want to scare me, would you?”

Jamie smirked and let her hips press against mine. My cock was trapped between our stomach as she whispered, “Simple doesn’t have to mean vanilla, but I get it. Tonight is supposed to be sweet. Just don’t forget that I don’t mind a little sour to highlight that delicious sweetness.”

My fingers dug into my girlfriend’s tight ass and I pulled her tighter against me, “Just try to remember that you asked for this, baby.”

She smiled at me and kissed me gently on the lips. Before she could try to deepen the kiss, I picked her up and put her on the bed. The rush of air around her carried the scent of the rose perfume she wore.

Our eyes locked and she ran her tongue over her lower lip and nodded her head. Without so much as a warning, I pressed my cock against her entrance and pushed my crown inside her.

Jamie let out a loud groan and nodded her head, “That’s better.”

“Is it?” I asked as I pushed deeper into her depths. She once again nodded her head. A soft moan escaped me as I hilted myself inside her.

Her tight walls gripped my shaft and I had to take a deep breath to keep from letting the excitement build further. As wonderful as she felt and as much as I wanted to please her, it had been years since I had sex. Had she been a stranger, I probably would have been able to go all out and hold nothing back and be fine.

But she wasn’t a stranger. She was my lover. Jamie was the one person in this town that I wanted to do something like this with.

Jamie rolled her hips upward in an attempt to get me to thrust into her. I pressed my forehead against hers and whispered, “Stop. I’m already close, I know, pathetic.”

“Who said it was pathetic? I’m going to take that as a compliment, but I’m going to have to ask you to promise me something,” she purred.

I clenched my jaw as she continued to rock back and forth, “What’s that?”

“Promise you won’t stop until I cum,” she said.

“Without a condom?” I asked.

She laughed quietly and put her hands on my shoulders, “If I wasn’t on the pill, you’d have one on. Go nuts, baby, but don’t you dare stop until I’ve got my fill.”

I smiled down at her and kissed her before I pulled my hips away and slammed into her. Jamie turned her head away from me and let out a deep moan, “F-Fuck, that’s more like it, baby.”

“We haven’t even gotten started,” I said. She wanted me to be a little more aggressive, that much I could do. I missed the endurance I had when I was still with Rachael, but that wasn’t even important as it seemed.

I’d get back there. As much as Jamie seemed to want me to have sex with her, we’d quickly get back to the point where I could last as long as it took to make her finish two or three times. Her pleasure was all that mattered to me, but after a few moments, my balls tightened and I let out a whimpering moan as my first orgasm pumped deep into her.

She didn’t even roll her eyes. Jamie smiled at me as she rubbed my back, “F-Fuck, don’t you dare go soft on me, baby.”

I nodded my head, unable to get words out as I kept pumping my sensitive cock into her. Her soft moans made it impossible to lose my erection. And when I felt comfortable picking up the pace again, those soft moans turned into pleasured screams.

Her fingernails dug into my back and all I could think about was how I’d propose to her. I loved her. The physical pleasure was unbelievable, but that wasn’t why I wanted to marry Jamie.

The strong-willed, beautiful, driven woman beneath me was all I could ever want in my life. She was perfect. And she was mine as much as I was hers.

Sweat trickled down my back as I continued to drive myself into her. Time and time again, my pale hips crashed into her tanned core. As her hips bucked wantonly against me, she threw her hands onto the covers and squeezed until her knuckles were as white as my porcelain complexion. At the same time, her walls clenched around my cock and the initial rush of her juices made my cock more slick.

That added lubrication was all I needed to hammer into her while she came. Jamie’s shrill cries as she rode out her orgasm made my heart race in my chest. But it wasn’t even the sound of her bliss filled yelling that pushed me over the edge.

It her soft, near-silent whisper, “I love you.”

I leaned down and continued thrusting into her sex as I pressed my lips to hers. She wrapped her arms back around me, weakly clasping them together so that she wouldn’t lose her grip on me. As my second orgasm pumped into her, she continued rocking her hips back and forth to add to my pleasure.

After I finished, I broke our kiss and groaned, “I-I love you too, baby.”

Rolling off her, I fell heavily on the bed and greedily sucked in air. It had been far too long and I was somewhat out of practice, but my lover didn’t seem to mind at all as she rolled onto her side. She put her knee on my stomach so that she could pin me to the bed.

“That was worth the wait, baby,” she said softly.

I nodded my head, “I’ll do better next time.”

Jamie chuckled and whispered, “If that wasn’t your best, I’m looking very forward to next time. But, if it’s all the same, I’d love to get a shower because as much as I love feeling full of your love, I don’t want to fall asleep like this.”

As she got up, her legs quivered and she looked back at me, “But if you’re feeling a little extra peppy, I’ve always wanted to have sex in a shower.”

I didn’t need more encouragement. While I didn’t want all of our time to be filled with sex, I wasn’t going to complain about indulging the lust that had been on the back burner for the past month and some change. Not when I was indulging it with the woman of my dreams.


Epilogue

“Baby, another bottle of whiskey, please,” Erin called to me from behind the counter.

“On it,” I called back and hurried into the back room. The bar was busier than usual. As strange as it was, even Madison, Emily, and their child were present. That was odd to me, but Madison owned the place, who was I to tell her to not bring her kid in?

As I stepped out of the back room, the sound of a police siren rang out loudly. The chatter in the bar died down to a soft murmur, then it ceased altogether as blue and red lights flashed through the windows. Two squad cars were outside and everyone started looking out of the windows.

I looked around, slightly on edge as I got back behind the bar and offered Erin the bottle. She took it and smiled warmly, “Apparently, there was some kind of fight outside.”

“That really sucks. Were they drunk?” I asked.

“I couldn’t say, but—”

The door burst open and an officer called out “Jamie Rash?”

I looked at Erin with fear in my eyes before looking to the officer, “Y-Yeah?”

“Your brother is looking pretty rough out here, you might want to come with me if you want to ride with us to the hospital,” he called out.

I didn’t bother asking for permission as I bolted from behind the counter and rushed outside. As I looked around, the murmuring in the bar got louder. There was no sign of a fight, and the grin on the older cop’s face that was standing at the base of the stairs made me want to scream at him.

“Where is he?” I asked.

The door to the bar shut and the original officer that called me spoke quietly, “There’s no easy way to say this, but I lied to you.”

“W-What? Do you have any idea what kind of laws you’re breaking right now?” I asked, angry and ready to call my dad to get this piece of shit off the force.

“Actually, yes, but that’s not what you should be worried about,” he said.

“Oh, now you’re threatening me?” I asked.

He shook his head and smiled warmly, “I’m really not. Look, Madison called in a favor, why don’t you go talk to her about this?”

I sneered at him and snatched the door to the bar open. The voices in the bar went silent again and Madison was nowhere to be seen. Emily pointed to the storage room that I just left. I stormed across the bar and yanked the door open.

“Something wrong, pumpkin?” my dad asked as he stepped out from the room.

I shuffled back, “What the hell is going on?”

A hand fell to my shoulder and I twisted over to see Brendon smiling warmly at me, “Sis, you look a little frantic. Does work always get you wound up like this? I might have to have a conversation with the owner.”

“W-What?” I asked, confused and lost.

Madison cleared her throat, “Are you making people think that I’m not a good boss? Come on now, Jamie, I give you a job and here you are making me look bad.”

“I didn’t do anything! What’s this shit with the cops telling me that my brother got in a fight?”

Madison chuckled and pointed to the counter, “Why don’t you ask Erin? Oh, where did that little brat get off to?”

I stamped my foot on the floor, “Whatever the hell is going on needs to fucking stop!”

“Darling, you rarely ever swear. Is everything okay?” Mom asked as she got up from a booth. She wasn’t there when I went outside. I’d have seen her. The only answer I could think of was that she and the men of my family came in through the back door that was supposed to be reserved for employees.

Hot tears started dripping from my eyes. The frustration, anger, confusion, and disbelief were overwhelming. I couldn’t stand not knowing what was going on and this was some kind of prank that I wasn’t enjoying at all.

A loud knock at the front door of the bar sounded out. Then it came again. And again.

Madison tapped me on the shoulder, “I’m not paying you to stand around and look pretty. Go answer the door.”

I rolled my eyes and looked over at Emily. Someone was getting an earful later for letting their wife toy with me. As I stomped my way over to the front door, I snatched it open and yelled, “What?”

Erin smiled up at me from her position on one knee, “I love you too, baby.” She cleared her throat, “Harvey?”

I heard the heavy footfalls behind me and my dad reached around my side to hand Erin something. Once he pulled away, I saw the small box in her hand and I shook my head. Tears poured from me and the anger that was just coursing through me turned to shock.

“Sorry about the smoke and mirrors, baby. I wasn’t sure how to get you in the right mood for this, but I figured that getting on your nerves would at least be memorable,” Erin said with a thin smile. “And Mrs. Rash kind of hinted at what she wanted to see.”

I couldn’t turn away from her or I would have shot mom a dirty look. Erin opened the box and pulled out a very, very familiar ring, “And Mr. Rash and I thought that it would be better if his daughter had the same ring his mother had. Baby, I hope I know the answer to this before I ask, but I need to say a few things before I ask the question.”

She took a deep breath and did her best to keep her voice stable, “Over the past year, you’ve brought nothing but joy to my life. I’ve loved waking up beside you for these past nine months and as much as your mom has pestered me about when the baby is coming, I told her I’d have to put a ring on your finger before we had that conversation.”

My heart was lodged in my throat and it was hard to even breathe. Erin took a deep breath, it was nice to see that I wasn’t the only one struggling to keep themselves together.

“This is harder than I thought it would be,” she said as tears continued to drip down her chin. “Baby, I want to start the next chapter of our lives together.”

Erin lifted the ring, “Jamie Rash, I’d be the happiest woman in the world if you’d stand by my side until we’re old and senile. Baby, will you marry me?”

I didn’t even give her a chance to push that ring up my finger. Taking it from her, I put it on my finger and threw my arms around her. She stood up and whispered quietly so that only I could hear, “I saw the pregnancy test.”

My eyes widened and I tightened my arms around her, desperate for her to not pull away from me. I wasn’t trying to hide things from her, but I wanted to be absolutely sure that I was pregnant.

“I love you more than I could ever say, baby. But you might want to avoid the shots they’re going to offer you,” she said in that honeyed voice I loved so much.

I pulled away from her and kissed her. A loud cheer erupted from the people in the bar.

Dreams could come true. As impossible as they might seem, a little hard work and a lot of love could make them as real as the love I shared with Erin.


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.

Desperate for Her

Lust and love aren't mutually exclusive.

When I lost everything I had to my name after my ex abandoned me, I thought I'd have to limp my way back down to Georgia to scrape by and try to live with my parents. My last chance to be independent came in the form of answering an ad online that would probably have me in some pervert's basement. Little did I know that Dani would turn my life around and introduce me to so much more than I ever imagined.

Desperation led me to her, but could she really expect me to stay?

Unconditionally Hers

A billionaire finds a reason to splurge.

Working in the new coffee shop was nice enough, but there someone there caught my attention from day one. Three weeks later, I finally got the courage to talk to her. How could I have known that it would have been the best and worst conversation of my life?
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