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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.


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed this and I want to let you all know I appreciate each and every reader. Please consider leaving a review, they are a huge help!

Want to join my mailing list? Click here!

If you enjoyed this story, you might also like:

An Unexpected Change

When my best friend who'd been away in the Army for the past three years showed up unannounced in the town I was in, everything got turned upside down. She didn't know I'd transitioned while she was gone and how could I be expected to tell her after what happened to me in our hometown?

That didn't make things easier, especially not when she invited me out for a date. Not only did my best friend not recognize who I was, but I also couldn't bring myself to tell her. If she knew who I was, would she have ever treated me so wonderfully?

I wish I knew how to keep her around without lying to her about who I was... But telling her the truth would rip this chance out of my hands.

Dedicated to Her

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

--

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