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Connor Callahan
did his best work when it came to beer and babes. As long as live
was full of laughs, he was good. It wasn’t until some hot shot
journalist started asking questions that his past that he'd tried so hard to forget came
back to haunt him.



Allison Drake, top notch reporter was bumped down to do a fun and
leisure piece about a bar and new up and coming brew master. She
was going to do everything in her power to hurry things along and
go back to the big city where she belonged.



However, a car accident, and a few beers later, things change
between them. Things aren’t always as black and white as they were
before. Can the two of them face the truth about themselves, and be
open to the future, or will they both live life with their beer
goggles on?

 


 


 


 



Chapter One

 


“What the hell did I do to
make you give me this story. I’m a reporter. I write the high
impact stories, not some fluff piece about a stupid bar.” Allison
was beyond pissed. She’d worked her ass off to land her job. Long
hours and time away from her friends and family, if she really had
any. Now because she broke up with her sleazy two-faced editor,
Doyle, she was getting the bottom of the barrel news stories. He
just wanted her to be the stay at home type while he got to play
hide the sausage with the new interns. Fuck that! She was better
than a stupid interest piece. Sure, it was good for their business
to be in the magazine, it just didn’t mean she needed to be the one
to do it.

“I don’t care Allison.
You’re going to do this assignment, and like it. Everything else
has been assigned and we have already pushed this piece to the
side. Plus, you get free drinks. You need to loosen up more.” His
snide comment rubbed her the wrong way as he smirked while saying
it. He was such an asshat.

Crossing her arms over her chest, she
glared at him. “And if I refuse?”

“Then you better have your
desk cleaned out by the end of the day.” Fuck. This is what she got
for dating him in the first place. It was against her rules, yet
here she was, stuck in a situation that could have been
avoided.

“Fine.” Yanking the file
from his desk she had thrown there prior, she stomped out the door,
her heels clanking with each step. This isn’t what she had signed
up for. Ever since she was a young girl all she wanted to do was
write hard-hitting
articles and break a story wide open. A
modern-day Nancy Drew. Yet, now she was writing about
beer and the various ways it’s made. Great.

Heading to her small desk, quickly she
locked her computer, drawers, and grabbed her purse to head home.
It would be a drive to the location, which wasn’t an issue for her.
In fact, she preferred to take her car to places instead of flying
and renting one. This allowed her to have a sense of security if
she needed to leave quickly. Oh, and she could eat in her car,
another perk of driving herself.

Once inside her small
hatchback, she made her way to her apartment. She needed to gather
some clothes and cancel whatever plans she was going to make. This
was going to be the week Allison was going to get her hair,
nails, and toes done. It wasn’t a normal thing for her, but after the
horrible ending with the dickhead, she needed to get out of her
comfort zone. So, the girly makeover was planned. At least in
theory.

Making a quick pit stop at
the store for a few items she would need, meant it was a good hour before
she was pulling into a parking spot in the garage of her small
apartment building. It wasn’t what she wanted to live in forever,
but it did have a bellman and parking which was well worth the
costs in the city for sure. Bags in hand, she made her way
inside.

Opening the door to her
small one-bedroom apartment, she tossed her keys into a small dish
by the door, hung up her purse and took her items into the kitchen.
It wasn’t worth it to get items that spoiled, but it wouldn’t hurt
to make dinner tonight
and have food for her drive. A few travel size
energy drinks, the sandwiches she would be making, chips, and the
place and bake cookies. Easy enough to get done in one night but
would be perfect for driving with her cooler. It was the only
request she had when Allison was hired at the Magazine. She would
need to drive. She hated flying with a passion and avoided it as much as
she could. Letting her mind wander on which route to take, she
placed the cookies on a sheet pan sticking them in the preheated
oven.

California was a giant
state and she needed to head north to Montana. Ugh. Not her ideal
place at all. At least what she had read about. Every story she had
covered was normally based in larger cities, or in other countries.
This county bar thing was totally out of her norm of stories. But
the good news was she did, in fact, have clothes for this trip. A
simple pantsuit
would work. Business casual. But just in case,
she could pack jeans too. She was totally out of her element with
this story. A bar called the “Drunken Lily.” It was so different.
Then again, she wasn’t really a bar person. When she was home, it was
food, wine, and
reading. She watched enough tv when she traveled.
It was easy enough to stream movies from her phone or laptop. But
sitting down and not doing anything just reading and
de-stressing was
her secret. It would let everyone know she really was a
loner.

Cookies in the oven,
Allison worked her way into her room. It was a simple setting. A
queen size bed with warm green comforter and cream-colored pillows.
Nothing too flashy for just sleeping. A black dresser and
nightstands finished the room. It served its purpose, a place to rest
between jobs. Not many pictures up, except for the ones of her
parents. Tossing her clothes in the hamper and pulling on her PJ
pants and t-shirt, she went back into the kitchen. Dinner was
simple chicken and pasta. Nothing flashy but paired perfectly with
the wine she had left in the fridge.

Dinner done and cookies cooling,
she grabbed her food and made her way to the living room. Sitting
down on the floor
to eat, she popped in a movie not many people
knew she loved to watch. Romantic Christmas movies. It was her
hidden pastime, but she loved them, even knowing it would get her
made fun of. Something about having a happy ending along with the
joy of Christmas time made her feel good. Hell, to really feel
something other than determination to get a good story or to
be the best. Stupid, she knew, but it was what it was.

After her wine was done,
food finished, she went and finished packing. Tomorrow she planned
on leaving early. Everything was planned down to the last little
extra pen and pencil set she had in her bag. It was one thing her
father always insisted she have. An extra pen. Now, she
hoarded them
like a crazy person. Climbing into her bed, she clicked off her
light, encasing her in total darkness. The last thought she had
before she closed her eyes was that she really hoped this beer was
as good as everyone claimed. If not, she would seriously be
pissed.

 


****

 


Connor finished counting
all the boxes that were due to be shipped out next week. It was a
just a simple Lager, but one of their more popular brands. He
had hoped to have a new brew ready to try in the bar this weekend, but
the mash didn’t turn out right and it would have
too many bitter
notes and not be as clean tasting as he was wanting. But he was
also wishing that the timing was better. He had gotten a call that
a reporter, journalist, or something was coming to do a
piece on his beer and bar. The Drunken Lily was the best damn bar in
all of Montana, and even without the steady flow of tourists, they
always made a profit from the locals.

Giving a wave to the few
workers watching the tanks, Connor made his way out of the
building, making sure the door was locked behind him. He whistled a
tune as he made his way to his truck. The bar would still be open
and going strong for a Monday night. Plus, he was in the mood for a
burger, beer, and
laughs. Too many people sat in stuffy offices
working their life away, so afraid to crack a joke or smile. Not him. No,
Connor made sure that everyone around him had a good time.
Women knew he
wasn’t into relationships, but that didn’t mean he didn’t date per
say. Sure, he slept with a few women, but he made sure they had cab
money, and a free dinner and drinks at his bar. He enjoyed
women,
however, he
wasn’t going to fool anyone into believing he was going to love
them. He’d done that
and bought the bar. Love just wasn’t something he
could do again. That didn’t stop him from telling others to go for
it.

The drive was only twenty minutes, and
his spot was right in the back by the door to his office of the
bar. There were plenty of cars parked out front letting him know
they had customers and it wasn’t going to be a slow night. The more
he thought about this article coming out, the more he worried he
would need to hire more people. Who would have thought that ten
years ago when he just opened the bar and started making his own
beer that he would be as big as he was now? He wasn’t getting a big
head, it was just a statement of fact. He made a good living, loved
his job, and had more than he had ever expected.

Smiling as he walked
inside he spotted Jett, his best friend, and manager of the bar. “Hey man.”
He clapped him on the back, before working his way behind the bar
pouring him a mug of their draft beer.

“All good at the
warehouse?” He was cashing out someone’s tab, passing them their
card and bill before facing him.

“Yup, everything is all
accounted for. Now, I’m free for a while. Well until I have some
city slicker coming to do a story on the bar. So, we need to clean
everything up. And by we, I mean everyone but me.”

“But it's your bar.” Jett
retorted, tossing a dish rag at him, laughing.

“Well,
it’s good to be the king my dear man. No cleaning
for me.” Taking a drink of his beer, Connor looked over his place.
All done in a wood cabin feel, with old-fashioned lanterns as light
fixtures. It had a simple rustic feel with deep colors and a warm
atmosphere. A place people can hang out and not feel
like they had to dress
up in their Sunday best, yet could get food that was top notch and
beer to match.

“You have a few people
looking for ya, oh mighty king.” Jett joked tossing a napkin at him
before helping another customer with their drink. Looking over to
where his friend had pointed, Connor couldn’t help but smile.
Two women he once had a fling with smiled brightly back at him. Right
away he knew they weren’t regulars but stopped by when in town. And
thank god for that, because he sure as hell had an itch that needed
to be scratched by maybe both of them. Well, after he got them a
few drinks on the house. Taking his beer with him, he made his way
over, nodding and saying hi to the fellow patrons along the
way to the end
of the bar. The set up was in a giant U shape, it took a little bit
of doing without him going behind the bar.

“Ladies. Good to see you
again. What’re we drinking tonight?” He finished the rest of his mug, before
nodding to Jett for a refill
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