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Preface






In this book, there are a couple
things needing some explanation up front.

The first is, if you read
"A Learning Experience - Deanna book 1" (Smashwords.com only) or "Teaching
Deanna - Deanna book 1 (Amazon.com
only) you'll recall there were many allusions to
Tom dealing with Tara's ex husband and Tom's part in his
apprehension by law enforcement. It mostly came out when Tara
explained to Dee what it is to be a Navy SEAL.

This book, "Tara's Nightmare and
Beyond - Deanna book 2" tells that part of the story in more
detail.

In telling the story, there is some
domestic violence (none directly against a child). It is not sexual
violence and it is only a paragraph or two, but it is germane in
telling the story of why Tara has the ill feelings towards men she
does.

Nevertheless, it is violence and I
feel a reader should know up front if the story contains
violence.

It also leads into the
chapter, "Take Him Down", where Tom is involved in some further
violence, BUT if
this were a melodrama, you would be standing up and cheering for
the white hat. The abuser gets what he deserves and in my mind,
after the trial, truly gets what he deserves.

Some of the language is somewhat
abhorrent, even to me, but again, it was necessary to give the
flavor of what was taking place. There is not a lot, but there are
words you won't find in my other writings because I just don't like
them.

If you've read my other works, you'll
know I have no issue with adult language and write that way. I try
to write dialog the way people really talk or think, but there are
certain words I prefer not to use.

I hope the little bit of violence in
the story doesn't put anyone off, but it is necessary to tell the
rest of the story. I think you'll find it to be very entertaining,
but then I may be slightly biased.

There are also scenes in a courtroom,
which would never happen in a real court. Deal with it. This is
fiction and it's there to have some fun with the story. I know the
Judge wouldn't act in the way Judge Barrtel does. Remember, it's
fiction, not an accurate view of legal procedures. If you've ever
been to court, you'll appreciate that I didn't make it as boring as
it really is.

The second thing is you may find a few
shameless plugs for other books I have written. Though they are not
a series, I have tied them all together in some way, but in a way
as to keep them separate. It's kind of like Alfred Hitchcock
showing up somewhere in the film. You don't have to read them all
to understand the story and unless they are footnoted, you may not
even notice.

I hope I've done it in such a way it
will peak your curiosity, but again it's not necessary to read the
other books in order to understand the references.

Deanna is the first story I wrote. If
you read the first book, you'll recall the Forward was a rant by
Dee about having to rewrite the work. It is what it is and despite
her protestations, it has been rewritten.

Though this is the first I wrote, it's
the third I published, having done "Craft Faire Love" and "These
Girls Can Play" first. Craft Faire needed to be rewritten for
similar reasons that this work needed to be redone.

Publishing houses choose to ignore the
laws as interpreted by the courts and make up their own rules. It's
their prerogative, but it is still a violation of author's right to
free expression. It is what it is.

With all of that said, I hope you
enjoy the second book in the Deanna series. Will there be more?
It's undecided at the moment, but I'm sure in Dee, Tom, Marie,
Lisa, and Tara, there is more material to be discussed.

Thank you for reading my work. Without
you, the reader, none of this would be worth the effort.






Paco Jones Dec. 2014

pj 2019








Prologue






Sooner than she'd like, Tara was going
to be heading back to Asia for the last time. Her obligation to the
company was going to be over in fourteen months or less and she
could come home, retire, and spend time with her daughter,
Deanna.

She had left Dee with me over three
years ago, while she did her engineering and manufacturing
management on the new fangled widget she had designed and her
company was producing.

Tara is a very focused and driven
woman. She wants to finish what she’s started and be out of the way
in 2 years, plus or minus a few months. Being an integral part of a
high tech start-up that built a better mousetrap, it has been up to
Tara to ensure the manufacturing/assembly of their device is done
to the company's strict standards. Since she was the major
designer, the corporate heads couldn't think of a better person to
head up the entire project.

They manufacture all of the components
here in the USA, but have the assembly done offshore. Any idiot can
place parts, maintain the machine that stuffs the parts, solder, or
run a wave solder machine, and to the company, it was the whole
point. The devices would be assembled here except American labor
can't compete on the open market. Generally, they tend to do shoddy
work and demand outrageously high wages and benefits considering
the task. Remember, a partially trained monkey could do this job,
so paying someone on the order of $25 an hour to do a job that can
be done for a few bananas by others doesn't seem to make a lot of
sense... well maybe, except if you're the person the monkey is
replacing.

Offshore, the assembly is extremely
well done at less than a quarter of the labor costs demanded here.
Tara's company did not want to do the offshore assembly and was
willing to pay a little more for the job to keep it onshore, but
the negotiations with the US companies went nowhere because greedy
unions and management demanded compensation far above the value of
the task. In reality, it made cost effective assembly impossible,
so US labor and the companies lost out. It's no wonder labor
economics are what they are today, with so much manufacturing or
assembly being done offshore only due to unreasonable demands.
American labor needs to get a grip on reality.

Tara headed up the manufacturing
engineering group, which was placed offshore to ensure everything
was assembled as called out in the process documentation. Being
ISO9001 certified, the process was extremely important and part of
Tara's responsibility was ensuring compliance.

Her group also made many suggestions
and recommendations on how to improve the overall flow. Because she
designed the product, her experience and expertise came to the
forefront. She could quickly evaluate and find any flaws in a
process. Once identified, she would develop methods to fix those
flaws and was able to get things implemented in such a way it
didn't step on any toes or cause any bad feelings within the other
development engineers.

Tara's ultimate goal was to turn
everything over to the local workforce, which was going to be her
major concentration and final event during this last
trip.

She'd be retiring after this trip, but
she already had an offer on the table to continue as a part time
consultant. Her immediate boss had impressed on her that even
though she was retiring and wouldn't be working actively on company
projects any longer, she was still a valuable asset to the
company.

It would be an offer she would have a
hard time refusing. There were significant pay options as well as
expense benefits.

So when she got home this time and we
sat down in the kitchen, it was an interesting conversation about
her project and all the pieces Tara had contributed. The
conversation left me completely awestruck. She was an incredibly
intelligent and insightful woman, with a mind that quickly designed
accurate solutions to some extremely complex engineering
problems.

During this vacation, we had talked a
lot about the upcoming trip and the finality of the project. When
she went back this time, there would be very little left for her to
do, other than monitor her replacements progress so in fourteen
months she could depart with a clear conscience. Over the years of
her participation, their processes had become so efficient there
were very few problems. If there were, they were relatively simple
to diagnose and correct immediately.

She had trained a couple of the local
team leads to take over managing the assembly process and was very
pleased with their results over the times she was on her vacations.
There were some teething problems, of course, but overall, they
were not letting anything slide. Their solutions to any issues that
popped up, though less complex because of the overall process, were
every bit as workable as hers had been.

Now the time had come to head on out
and make the final flight. The sooner she started this last stint,
the sooner it would be over.






-----






The months of her final vacation went
very quickly and once again, Dee and I ferried Tara to the airport
for one last long duration trip to Asia.

Tara’s head was already at work before
we got there. She seemed a bit distant, but it helped with the
emotions of leaving her daughter again. Even knowing Deanna would
be very well taken care of.

As we approached the security
checkpoint, we stopped to say our seeya later one last time. I
thought Tara and Deanna would never stop their hug. Somehow, I
think this was the hardest departure of any so far. I guess knowing
it was the last and in 12 or 14 months she’d be here permanently
was an emotional mountain for her to climb.

With big tears in her eyes, Tara
turned to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and basically
collapsed.

"Take good care of my baby, Tom," she
sobbed into my ear.

"You know I will, honey. You know I
will.

"I can’t wait to come to this airport
once more, next time, to pick you up and take you to our home. A
home you won’t have to leave like this ever again, at least not for
long durations. Any further trips are going to be short ones and
Dee and me can come along."

"Oh, Tom, that sounds so damned good.
I almost want to say fuck it and just turn back around."

"You know you are welcome to do that,
if it’s what you want, Tara. You do not have to leave on our
account."

"I know, I know, but I made a
commitment to the company I’d do one more stint before cashing out.
By doing this, I'll be able to cash out in an even better
position.

"I'll meet the commitment I made,
though I'd rather not have to go. It’s not about the money anymore.
It’s about life, love, you, and Dee. The money is already
there."

Dee joined our hug and there were
tears around. Tara held our hands for a moment then kissed each of
us quickly and without looking back, she went to the security line
to proceed on her last trip. Emotionally, it was probably going to
be the longest of her career.

Tara was having a difficult time
holding it together as she did the usual TSA security checks.
Purse. Carryon. Laptop.

The officer swabbed everything as
required and just smiled at Tara looking for any of the identifying
signs they look for. We all know they're highly educated, expert
professional psychologists, so they know exactly what's happening.
NOT!

They're a big fucking joke, but that's
a soapbox issue for some other time.

Tara’s so sick of this crap. She's
happy it may be safer to fly, but unconvinced after seeing what she
is able to smuggle through the checks. Nothing toxic, dangerous, or
illegal, but thing's TSA would not appreciate having passed through
their checks without detection. See the comment above about TSA
being a fucking joke. There it is, times two.






-----






At the end of the table, she stood
waiting for the x-ray machine to spit out all of her things,
including her shoes, so she can at least continue to the gate or
one of the bars between here and there. Piece by piece she put
things back together and found one of the multitudes of bars to get
a quick drink.

Her mind began to wander aimlessly
through life while she waits for the call to board. Looking
aimlessly out the window to the tarmac, she realizes she isn't
seeing a thing. This is going to be a long trip.

"It should only be another 10 minutes
or so and I certainly don’t need another drink," she thought to
herself. With that, she picked up her things, and began moving
towards the gate for boarding.

Being in first class, she’ll be called
first and be able to settle into her seat. The cabin attendant will
bring her the customary drink before take-off and she'd just wait
for everyone else to board.

She’s tired today. They all stayed up
playing much too late last night, but it would be the last night
for close to a year, maybe a little more. The project should be
finished in 10 months or less, but there are always loose ends
needing to be tied and strings needing to be routed to the proper
places so the changeover is seamless.

The Asians seem to be very ready to
take over the operation and she has found a couple of extremely
competent replacements. She doesn’t have any ill feelings about
leaving the company, thinking to herself, "I earned my fucking
money on this project. If nothing else, I gave up being there for
my daughter during the most formative years of her life. Tom is
doing a good job though."

Over the past two years, she'd been
training the two persons who were going to take on her
responsibilities. She would make sure they were ready and in less
than six months turn it all over to them permanently. Doing it that
way, she'd be there for six to eight months for them to ask
questions and deal with any parts of the program they didn't
completely understand.

Since there was a fresh build cycle
every six weeks there would be plenty of cycles for them to manage.
Hell, they do it while she's gone on vacation and there are usually
three or four cycles while she's gone. Tara has never heard any
negative feedback about the product they deliver during her
absence. She's pretty confident her replacements have learned the
process and can deal with any issues that come up.

Almost as soon as she sat in the
waiting area, the call for first class passengers came across the
loud speaker. Tara gathered her things again and slowly walked over
to the gate. There was no rush. The plane wasn't going anywhere for
at least another forty-five minutes.

Recognizing the cabin attendant, she
smiled and greeted her with, "Well, hello Julianne, I see we fly
together again."

"Hi, Tara, how are you doing
today?"

"Mixed. I’ll explain once were in the
air, I know you’re busy now. I’m in 6A so stop by when you
can."

"I’ll do that. Six-A is first class
and I’m working first class as usual. Depending, we can have a good
chat," she said looking directly into Tara’s eyes, then whispering
so only Tara can hear, "I’m on the whole flight this time. Christ,
it’s over seventeen and a half hours, I’m sure we can find some
time."

Tara laughed aloud, smiled, and nodded
to Julianne, then continued towards the plane. This is going to be
an interesting flight – Julianne is always fun. Dee's been asking
when she'll visit again.

Finding her seat and stowing her
carry-on things, Tara started settling in for the long flight to
Asia. One of the other attendants came by to get the drink order
from her and returned almost immediately with her
beverage.

"Juli said you were a VIP," she said
with a grin.

Tara looked up with a tired smile and
said, "Me? Hardly. However, I do appreciate the
sentiments."

"First class is the only way to fly,"
Tara thought. "I can’t imagine flying like a sardine, over
seventeen and a half hours without being able to stretch
out."

The last time over, she was the only
person flying in first class so she had pretty much the run of the
place. Julianne had been the attendant for the flight and they had
hours to talk. It was a non-stop gab session, when Tara was
awake.

She was starting to feel the effects
from the two drinks she had already consumed and now number three
was sitting in front of her. If she wasn’t careful, she’d sleep the
whole flight, but with the exception of missing a good chat with
Julianne, she could use the rest.

Tom and Dee had worn her ragged last
night. Her pussy was still a little tender from the work out and
now, just thinking about last night, she is starting to get a
little damp.

Tara adjusted her seat back a bit,
closed her eyes, and tried to relax a little until take off. Flying
always made her nervous, but she didn’t know why because she really
enjoyed going places.

The alcohol was working its relaxation
magic and Tara drifted off to nah-nah land before the cabin door
even closed.








Chapter 1 – The Nightmare Begins






Sitting at the bar with her face in
her hands, Tara sobbed quietly not quite knowing what to do
next.

She’d just taken her only child to
live with relatives in order to keep her safely away from her
father who the police were supposed to be actively searching for.
She came to this particular place because he would never think to
enter this establishment, much less consider it as a place where
she would go to hide.

He had abused her and their young
daughter for the last time. The camel's back was broken.

That afternoon he’d come home from his
part time job, drunk off his ass as usual and started slapping Tara
around. Unfortunately, she was all too used to that
treatment.

They’d been married for a little over
7 years and it was a little over 2 years ago, he seemed to slip off
into the deep end when his hi-tech job was ostensibly
eliminated.

She had learned since they had to get
rid of him because of his raunchy, holier than thou attitude
towards most of his coworkers, especially the women. He'd become
too much of a liability and had to be eliminated to head off
prospective lawsuits. He'd been summarily asked to leave and was
given no reason. It was called a staff reduction and as Tara found
later, it was a staff reduction of one.

Yelling at her at the top of his
lungs, he pushed her down to the floor and started to tear at her
clothing, ripping the blouse she was wearing and tearing the light
shorts. She had learned over the past 2 years to become totally
passive and not fight back. If she acted that way, he would stop
because he was looking for conflict.

This day, their daughter had come
running into the room and started to scream at him to
stop.

“Stop it, daddy, you’re
hurting, mommy. What are you doing?” she screamed, giving him the
conflict he had been looking for.

He wasn't one to hold his liquor very
well and after a few drinks became mindless of what he was doing
and extremely violent. He'd been tossed out of more than one bar
for his belligerence.

He was the kind of guy bouncers loved.
He was big, strong, drunk, and stupid enough to think he was a
badass. They would grab him by the seat of the pants and the collar
of the shirt and ram him into the closed door, opening it to the
outside, where they let go so he'd scrape himself on the
sidewalk.

Only once did he try to get up and
return inside.

It was one of his first lessons
telling him he wasn't as tough as he thought himself to be. A
smaller woman or a child he could deal with, but a 300 lb. bouncer
would eat him for lunch, spit out the bones, and laugh after a
healthy burp.

This day, when he started seriously
going after the youngster, Deanna's mother had finally had enough.
She jumped up off the floor and grabbed for the phone, dialing 911
just as he fell all over himself while chasing his daughter. His
equilibrium was burnt toast, as it usually was when he'd been
drinking. He gave up chasing the youngster and turned his attention
back to his wife.

As the emergency operator came on the
line, he slapped the phone away from Tara and started hollering and
beating on her with his fists.

“Who you callin’, you
fuckin’ cunt? Huh? I’m going to beat you to within an inch of your
slut life. Then I'm going to find the mini copy and stomp the shit
out of her as well. I'll teach you cunts who's the master of this
fucking house.”

"Stop it, Patrick," she hollered,
"you're going to jail, you asshole."

"We'll just see about that," the
operator was able to hear.

Fortunately, for Tara, the phone had
just bounced on the couch and rested face up without disconnecting
so the emergency operator heard what was going on. Because of the
automatic reverse address lookup facility, she knew exactly where
the call was coming from. She also knew the name of the person who
owned the number and she had already dispatched a local Sheriff
Patrol unit and informed them the guy in the house sounded very
violent and could possibly be armed.

He must have had an idea about the
call because suddenly he screamed death threats at Tara, his
daughter, and could be heard by the operator to be smashing things
inside the house. The operator didn’t know if he had killed the
victims or not. There were no other voices in the house except his
and the smashing of furniture and other items.

It was all on the 911 tape, which was
to be used as evidence, but by the time the Officers arrived, he’d
run out the back door and out of the yard. He was shitfaced drunk
and on the run.

Surprisingly, Tara had not been badly
injured physically in the melee, but emotionally, she was a basket
case. The young girl had barricaded herself into her bedroom with a
baseball bat so she was untouched. The officer's report noted he
had no doubt the youngster would have used the bat to defend
herself. She was terrified and kept asking about her
mother.

When the officer led her downstairs
and she could see her mother was not badly hurt, sobbing
hysterically, she ran to hug her. Tara had done the best she could
to calm the child, but the young girl was still
terrified.

Tara declined medical treatment as the
officers radioed for backup, gave a description of the suspect,
issued an "All Points Bulletin", and took all the appropriate
photos and statements.

As things were wrapping up the
telephone rang and the officer and Tara looked at each other. Tara
gingerly picked up the telephone to answer, but only after the
officer started his recorder. She placed it sideways between the
police officer and herself managed to croak a, “Hello?"

“You’re dead, cunt,” came
through the receiver. “I’m going to make sure you never see another
sunrise you two bit piece of shit, you and that slut daughter of
ours. Some way, someday, I’ll hunt you down and slit your fucking
throats.”

Tara didn’t even bat an eye, which
shocked the hell out of the witnessing officer. He had actually
managed to record all of the verbal assault.

There was still heavy breathing coming
from the phone, and then the sounds of something being smashed,
some yelling by someone and then the phone went dead.

It was at that point, Tara decided to
take Deanna to a distant cousin's home for safekeeping. Until there
was no danger to her, she would be hidden away where he would never
find her. After a couple of phone calls and Dee packing a bunch of
her clothes and other things, they both left in the car for the
2-hour drive. She had an unmarked police escort for the entire trip
up and back to make sure there were no problems.

In the meantime, there was a massive
search going on for Tara’s soon-to-be-ex-husband. The noises they
had heard just prior to the phone going dead was an officer
confronting and making an arrest attempt, but the officer wasn’t
prepared. He was nearly killed by Tara’s husband and when he was
found by another officer, the search became even more
urgent.

Not only had he beaten his wife,
threatened his daughter, and then made death threats to his wife
and daughter with an officer listening, he had assaulted and nearly
killed a Sheriff's deputy. He was now seriously on the
run.

When she returned from hiding Dee away
at her relatives, Tara knew she couldn’t go home or anywhere near
there.

She tried to think of a place she
could go where he’d never even try to look and remembered a couple
of the women at work talking about a bar about 25 minutes away, so
she drove in that direction. It wasn’t in a part of town where he
would be likely to go, plus the bar was for gays and if he was
anything, he was a homophobe, so she would be safe in
there.

She had packed a backpack with some
clothes and toiletries, so she parked the car about two blocks from
the bar, grabbed the backpack and nearly ran to the bar. It was
getting dark so the chances he’d see her, if he were anywhere in
the neighborhood, was very slim. Ultimately, she had no place to go
where she would feel safe.

Tara entered the club, sat down at the
far end of the long wooden bar, and tried to stop shaking. Taking
out her wallet, she put her credit card on the bar, ordered two
drinks, and slammed one of them as soon as the bartender put it in
front of her.

“Something wrong,
sweetheart?” he asked quietly, not wanting to draw any more
attention to Tara.

“No. Thanks," Tara mumbled
shaking, “I’m okay. I’ll be okay."

Now sitting at the bar with her face
between her hands, Tara sobbed quietly, not quite knowing what to
do or where to go next.

She’d just taken her only child to
live with relatives. It was the only way she could think of to keep
her safe and away from her father, who the police were supposed to
be searching for.

She came to this place because it’s a
place he would never enter.

“Hey, hon,” she heard a
soft female voice, “I haven’t seen you here before and I’m here a
lot. You new in the neighborhood?”

Tara looked up at the voice with her
tear stained face and just broke down. She put her arms around the
stranger, buried her face in her chest, and openly cried like a
baby.

The stranger just held on and let Tara
cry it out.

The stranger felt very soft and
whispered calming things into her ear while Tara sobbed
uncontrollably. For what was probably only three or four minutes,
but seemed like hours, the world was centered on those arms around
her.

The whole time, the stranger was
calmly comforting her, holding onto Tara tightly.

The bartender came over with a dry
towel, set it on the table where Tara’s drinks had been moved, and
whispered into her ear, “it’s going to be okay, young lady, Marie
will help you."

Tara started to stir in the firm
embrace, so the stranger lessened her hold a bit to allow Tara to
move and do whatever it was she was going to do. There was
obviously something very troubling going on. Marie just needed her
to feel safe.

Tara looked into the stranger’s eyes,
and thanked her profusely for letting her be emotional.

“It’s okay, sweetie," said
the stranger. "You obviously have a problem and I’m here to listen.
My name is Marie, what’s yours?”

"Tara. My name’s Tara," she said
quietly to Marie.

Then while she sat at the table, she
related the whole story. She laid out everything. She didn’t leave
anything out because she needed to talk it out and Marie was a
willing listener.

The story ended with, “So here I am.
No place to go, nobody to call, and scared to death to go outside
for fear he’ll be there. Oh Marie, what am I going to
do?”

“Don’t worry, hon, we’ll
take care of you and keep you safe. Let me make a quick phone call
and we can get you to a safe place to hang out for as long as you
need.”

Marie stood up, and when Tara looked
up with a look of sheer panic, put her hand on her shoulder and
shushed her quietly, telling her, “I’m only going to the bar to get
the phone, hon, I’ll be back in a flash."

The bartender had eavesdropped and had
the phone on the bar ready for her.

“You going to call Tom?" he
asked.

“Yeah, he's not working
tonight," said Marie.

With a chuckle, she said, "Obviously.
He'd probably be here by now.

"He’ll not only know what to do, but
how to do it, and he’ll also drop everything to come help. Pity the
bastard if he’s anywhere around here. Tom will tear him up and spit
him out. He hates woman abusers, and this one has a child who was
threatened and abused. Tom will go fucking ballistic."

Tara had overheard the conversation
and as Marie walked back to the table with the phone, looked at her
with a questioning look. The fear in her eyes was apparent to Marie
as she set the phone on the table and put her hand on Tara’s arm
for reassurance.

“Just relax, Tara,
everything will be fine. I’m going to call one of my roommates to
come over and help us out. We’ll get you to a safe place and trust
me, the cocksucker who beat you had best not be anywhere around
because Tommy will have him for lunch.”

“My husband's a pretty
large and powerful man, Marie. I’m not sure one guy can handle him
alone. He’s already almost killed a policeman.”

Marie smiled softly and calmly
explained, “Tom’s a former Navy SEAL, Tara. I’ve seen him tear into
10 or more guys at one of the local gang riots and when he was
finished with them, he kept looking around for more, daring any of
them to come on down. None did.”

Tara looked at her skeptically, but
nodded her head in understanding.

“I don’t know exactly what
he did in the Navy, Tara, but I know it wasn’t pretty. He won’t or
can’t talk about it, so he doesn’t. And you’d think he was
...”

“Tom? Marie. Hey man, I’m
down at the club and have a new friend who needs some
help.

"Yeah, yeah, I know. I’m serious,
Tommy, I really need you to come down and listen to her story. We
need to help her out and if things don’t go well, it’ll require
some of your 'special skills’.”

Those words signaled to Tom that Marie
was deadly serious. She'd never used the term without
warrant.

“Okay. See you in a bit.
And Tom, as usual, thanks ... I owe ya.”

Marie hung up the phone and picked up
right where she’d left off.

“You’d think he'd be a
rowdy, mean type of person, but Tara, he has to be the nicest, most
gentle, mellowest man, I’ve ever known ... And I kinda don’t have
much use for guys.”

When Tara looked at her with a
questioning look, Marie continued, “I’m bi-sexual, Tara and prefer
women because men are such pricks, but Tommy is different. He works
here as a disk Jockey and I got to dancing with him and talking
with him, and when my SO took off for what was supposed to be six
weeks and turned out to be over eight months, I asked him over for
some recreation. I have never regretted the invitation."

"He’s the most caring, gentle,
conscientious, lover I’ve ever known, and let me tell you, this guy
could make a lot of money eating pussy," she sighed with a chuckle.
"Whew, he’s really much better at it than Lisa.

"She hates when I say it, but she
knows. After watching Tom and me one evening, she went to him the
next afternoon and got a sample, all afternoon. She won't have
intercourse with him, but she'll let him eat her until the cows
come home. Actually, she'll let him do anything he wants with her
except fuck her. Lisa NEVER let a man touch her like that
before.”

“Who’s Lisa?" asked
Tara.

“Oh, I'm sorry hon. Lisa is
my significant other. She’s one hundred percent lesbian, but she’s
actually slept with Tom quite a few times. No intercourse, but you
should hear her scream.”

Tara was starting to blush at the
comment. Marie just chuckled to herself.

“Very special man, Tara, I
think you’ll like him, but don’t worry, he’s not a pussy hound. He
won’t hassle you, though looking at you, he’ll definitely look, and
I’m betting money he’ll pop a stiffy.”

Now Tara was really getting red, but
chuckled with Marie this time. She was starting to calm down a
little and the barkeep had set out two more drinks, so she was
working on number three. She didn't know it yet, but her credit was
no good here ... it was all on the house for this visit.

Marie asked her why she’d chosen to
hide out at this club.

“My husband is such a
homophobe he’d never be caught dead in this place. He might burn it
to the ground if he knew I was in here, but he probably wouldn’t
even get close enough to do that. He’s afraid he’ll, 'catch gay',
and start sucking dicks and butt fucking."

Marie’s eyes got as big as saucers and
she started laughing from the belly.

It was the funniest thing she’d heard
in a long time. Catch gay? Like it’s some kind of virus?

About this time, a guy walked into the
bar and caught Marie’s eye.

“He’s here," she whispered
to Tara.

He walked over to the table, picked up
a chair, turned it around backwards, and before sitting, gave Marie
a very soft friendly kiss. As the kiss was ending, the bartender
set a drink down on the table for the gentleman. He'd also brought
another for Tara and Marie.

Tara’s mind went to that act in and of
itself, and wondered out loud, “Where’s the table service
waitress?”

“Oh, she’s over there,” Tom
said, embarrassing Tara he’d heard her comment.

It wasn’t supposed to be that out
loud.

"Marie has a way of commanding
individual attention from the barkeep," he said, chuckling at
Frank.

“Hi, I’m Tom,” he said
offering Tara his hand.

Tara took and shook his hand and with
a nervous smile said, “Hi, I’m Tara. It’s nice to meet
you."

“Oh, trust me. The pleasure
is all mine," said Tom with a smile.

He might not be a pussy hound, but he
recognized a beautiful woman when he saw one.

“So, what’s up, Marie? I’m
guessing this pretty lady is the new found friend who needs some
kind of help.”

It almost sounded facetious, the way
he asked, but it wasn't.

Marie gave him a twisted face kind of
look, sticking out her tongue, to which Tom said, with a grin
“Careful lady, I’ll give you something to do with that.”

Marie didn’t even try to relate the
story, but just asked Tara to tell the story again and apologized
for her having to go through it a second time. Tom gave Marie a
puzzling look and turned to give Tara his undivided
attention.

Tara related the whole story again,
stopping to choke on tears a few times, especially when she told
Tom about having to hide her daughter until things settled
down.

Tom was extremely attentive, only
asking cursory questions during the story. When Tara was finished,
he stood up, and motioned for Tara to stand as well.

When Tara stood, she started to cry
again. Tom hugged her with an embrace that could only be described
as tender, giving her back gentle strokes, while whispering words
of assurance to her.

“It’s going to be fine,
Tara. We’ll take good care of you at the house. You can have my
room for now and I’ll just invade Marie and Lisa’s bed until we can
get things sorted.”

When Tara looked up at him and started
to question, he just put his finger to her lips and said, “No
dramas, sweetheart.

"They won’t complain ... much,” he
said, smiling at Marie.

“I hope the motherfucker is
right outside the door waiting for us. He’ll be screaming for the
police to come save his worthless ass."

With a mirthful chuckle, he finished,
"He'll wish he’d given himself up to the cops."

“Tom, he’s a very big man,
and if he’s been drinking he’ll be sooooo mean. I don’t want you
getting hurt. I don’t want that on my conscience also,” she choked
out, starting to sob again.

Tom held her at arm's length with his
hands on her shoulders and waited for the crying to die down a
little.

With calm eyes and an even calmer
voice said, “Look at me, Tara.”

Tara raised her eyes to meet his and
was instantly surprised with the absolute calm she saw.

“Do you see any worry or
fear here?" Tom asked.

“No," Tara whimpered, “I
see beautiful eyes. Very calm eyes. Eyes that can probably be ice
cold if they need to be, but worry, fear? No, not at
all."

“Good, because trust me,
there isn't any.”

“Okay, when you’re ready,
we’ll get you over to the house and settled in. I’ll let Lisa,
Carol, and Sheryl know what’s up, and you’ll just be an addition to
our happy family.”

Tara started to give him a soft smile
of thanks. Seeing that, Tom leaned down, gave her a quick, chaste
kiss, and pointed Tara to her chair while he sat back down in
his.

Conversation hit on a few light topics
as time and drinks wore on. Tara was amazed and taken with the
banter between Tom and Marie. It was obvious they loved each other
very much, but she said she had a lesbian SO.

She was a little confused, but she’d
find out about all of it in time. For now, it was time to
go.

Using a picture provided by Tara, Tom
left the table to go outside to look around. The SEAL training had
never diminished and crept into everything he did, from taking a
trip to the grocery store, to camping out in a National
Park.

Marie and Tara continued with their
conversation, but after about 30 minutes, Tara started to become
frightened.

Marie sensed it in her voice, and
reassured her, “Tom is very thorough, Tara. He’s not going to let
you go outside until he’s cleared the entire area. Knowing him,
he’ll walk the entire parking lot and check every vehicle. Don’t
worry, hon, you’re in good hands."

Tara gave her a nervous smile and
thanked her.

About this time, Tom wandered back in
through the back door this time, and with a smile said, “Let’s go.
The lot's clean.”




Chapter 2 – Safety at the House


He helped Tara with her bags and
things and purposefully striding out the front door put everything
into a large van, which he’d parked just outside the
door.

After loading up, they took the short
ride to the house and put all of Tara’s things into Tom’s room.
While Tom and Tara were getting things organized, Marie changed the
sheets and pillowcases so their guest would feel comfortable. Its
not like Tom spends a lot of time in this particular bed, but fresh
sheets are always appropriate.

Tom cleared out a couple drawers in
the dresser so she had room to put some of her things. Having
nothing more than a large backpack, she didn't need a lot of space.
He carried his down a couple doors into the room Marie and Lisa
shared.

Sheryl arrived from work followed
shortly by Carol so the only one missing at this point was
Lisa.

Marie gave them a short version of
what was going on and said they’d all wait for Lisa so when Tara
told her story again she’d only have to tell it once.

Taking them aside while Tom distracted
Tara, Marie let them know it was a very emotional experience and if
it could be avoided perhaps the story could wait for another
day.

Suffice it to say, she was in fear for
her life because of what her husband had said and done. It was
probably best if all of them went on with life as usual and didn’t
mention they had a new roommate for now. She did give them a bit
more detail than the short version she gave them initially, so
they’d be more aware of the things that had happened earlier in the
day.

Sheryl thoughtfully mentioned that if
Tara wanted, she could bring Dee here so they could be
together.

Marie accepted the option, but asked
they leave it for now so Tara could just mellow out a little. She
would be able to use the phone to talk to Dee as much as she
needed, but a trip may not be in the works just yet.

When Lisa arrived home, she looked
around at all the activity and let out a very heavy
sigh.

She looked up at Tom and grinning,
said, "Marie again?"

Tom smiled, nodded his head, but said,
"This one is for real. I don’t know how she does this shit, but it
happens. They just seem to find her, but she found this one and I'm
glad she did."

Tom gave Lisa a brief idea of what was
going on.

Lisa, with a shocked look, sank into
the couch and said, "Wow. Are we going to be able to do
this?"

However, she knew with Tom here, it
would not be a real problem.

"Well manage, sweetie. I've got some
ideas, but I need to work through them in my head before I go off
half-cocked."

This worried Lisa a little,
but Tom never went off half-cocked. Whatever it was, would be completely
thought out and well developed with contingencies and back outs.
She just wasn't sure what Tom had in mind to do.

The rest of the gang came bouncing
into the room and found places to sit around Lisa and Tom. Marie
walked over to Lisa, planted a kiss of greetings on her lips, and
turned to introduce Tara, but Tara had already taken a place near
Lisa on the couch.

With the appropriate introductions
being made, Tara went through her story once more, eliciting looks
of shock on the three faces who hadn’t heard it yet.

The questions lined up and answers
provided where they could be. Marie apologized to Tara for having
to tell the story once again.

Tara mentioned it was getting easier
each time.

With a smile and a chuckle, she said,
"Maybe you should bring in the neighbors one at a time so I can
relate it to each."

It broke the immediate feeling of
tension. Everyone laughed loudly and moved in for a group hug with
Tara in the middle.

Marie had noticed Lisa’s looks at Tara
and smiled knowingly at Tom, nodding her head just slightly so he’d
notice as well.

Tom looked, got a grin on his face,
and apparently couldn’t resist giving Lisa a little
ribbing.

"Hey Lisa, you need a
Kleenex?"

Lisa looked up at him and began to
blush because she knew what he was referring to. She’d been caught
lusting and drooling.

With a questioning look, Tara looked
around the room because at Tom's comment, everyone in the room was
chuckling and Lisa was blushing.

"I’ve been caught, Tara," Lisa said
quietly, "you are an extremely attractive woman, and I love
girls."

Lisa was grinning and it was Tara’s
turn to blush.

"Don’t worry, Tara," said Marie, "Lisa
is mostly harmless. Actually, we’re all pretty harmless. Tom’s the
only totally straight person in the house and there’s a long story
about why he's here."

She was smiling widely and looking
directly at Lisa, who let out a, "Pffft" at her comment.

"Two timing bitch," Lisa snapped with
a chuckle, obviously aimed at Marie.

Carol was looking around the room and
said to Tara with a giggle, "We’re all gay, sweetie.

"Well, Lisa was totally girls only
until Tom moved in, but the rest of us are all bi and we all prefer
girls. All because men are such dorks, but Tom has been an
exception and we’ve all slept with him at one point. Even Lisa, but
she won’t fuck him."

Tom added quickly, "Which is totally
okay. Lisa has taught me to love a woman physically without
intercourse. From a guys perspective, it’s interesting, and with
Lisa, it’s great without. For a lez, she’s quite a
woman."

Lisa was really turning red and
everyone noticed and chuckled.

"Well, it’s true, Lisa," said Sheryl.
"We all love Tom and he’s the only man I’ve had in years. I love
being filled with a man, but can’t stand the shit that goes a long
with it. If I could find another Tom, I may go back the other
way."

Carol was nodding her head, and added,
"Me too."

"Tom is a very unusual man," Marie
commented quietly, "it’s what drew me to him and made me ask him
over."

With a melancholy voice, "I hadn’t had
a man in about three years. I love Lisa incredibly, but like Carol
and Sheryl, I do enjoy being filled by a man's cock. I just can't
stand the shit that's attached to it."

She looked around the room and each of
the girls and Tom were nodding their heads slowly. Lisa shifted in
her seat a little nervously. They’d all heard the story
before.

"When I first met Tom, it was just
dancing."

She sighed heavily and looked directly
into Tom’s eyes.

"He was different. He didn’t try to
maul me or sneak feels while we were dancing slowly. He was a
complete and total gentleman," she continued, letting out another
heavy sigh.

"As time went on, I’d make sure I was
there on the nights he worked so we could dance."

"I worked with a partner," interjected
Tom. "He didn’t have any problem at all with me leaving station to
go dance with the guests. We were asked to work the crowd during
our entertainment and he is a bit homophobic. He's getting better
but he's funny."

"Over the first month, we danced as
often as we could and he would sit with me and we’d talk. I told
Lisa about it," looking at Lisa, "and she just played it off for a
while, 'Marie was being Marie again', but I think she was a bit
nervous about losing me to a man."

Lisa nodded her head, and Tara could
see some tears forming in the corner of her eyes.

"Lisa got a call from her Aunt and
after the call told me she was going to have to leave for a while,
so she could take care of one of her parents."

Lisa was starting to choke up at this
point, but added, "I was scared to death I’d come back to an empty
bed and Marie would have taken up with Tom. It was almost
unbearable, but I had to go. I didn’t tell her until later, but I
knew I’d be gone at least six weeks. Shit, I didn’t plan on being
gone over 8 months."

"The day after Lisa left, I went to
the club and danced with Tom all night. Well, at least as much as
he dared, considering he was working. Just before closing, I asked
him if he had any plans for after work."

At this point, Marie and Lisa locked
eyes and both were tearing up as the memories were refreshed. It
had been a very stressful time for Lisa, and Marie was in a
quandary for a period of time.

Taking a deep breath, Marie continued,
"He didn’t, so I asked him if he’d like to meet me after work and
come over to my place. He looked at me somewhat strangely and asked
about Lisa, but I just shrugged it off for the moment. He didn’t
need to know she was gone for a while. I still wasn’t sure what I
really wanted to happen ... Well, I knew what I really wanted to
happen, but I wasn’t sure where it would fit into life. If it had
turned into a bummer, I wouldn't have asked him to come back and it
would have been really awkward at the club."

You could tell the conversation was an
emotional issue for both Lisa and Marie, but Marie continued, "So
about ten after two Tom came out and after some discussion,
followed me over here, parked his truck, and we traded a few kisses
outside. Holding his hand, I led him into the house with dragging
him to the bedroom in mind, but as we went through the door, he
immediately came here and plopped down on the couch. Carol and
Sheryl were here watching a movie and when he just plopped, I
didn’t quite know how to take it. Was it rejection?"

"I didn’t know what she had in mind,"
Tom stated, "I knew she was a gay woman and didn’t quite know why
she would ask me to her home. Well, I knew she was bi, but I also
knew she didn’t particularly care for men."

Marie gave a shy smile, then continued
on with her story, "Carol and Sheryl didn't quite know how to
handle the invasion so they just got up and went to bed. Tom and me
sat in the living room, had a couple of beers, and talked. I knew
what I wanted and it was for him to take me to bed and screw my
brains out.

"He was so different. So ... not the
usual guy.

"When I asked him if he would like to
stay the night, he gave me a surprised look. I guess I should have
understood, considering."

"I really wasn’t sure what I wanted to
do at this point. I am a guy. There are times the smaller head
takes over, but I try very hard to keep it under
control."

Ha. An inadvertent pun.

"Which was one of the big attractions
for me," Marie immediately interjected.

"He didn’t come off as one of those
testosterone laden guys who got the deer in the headlights look
when the possibility of pussy came to him.

"As I asked him, I kissed
him."

"Man, did she kiss me," Tom
interjected with a sigh.

"I’ll never forget that kiss if I live
to be 100."

Marie blushed, but continued with her
story, "I made it very plain to him I wanted to have sex with him,
and I hoped it wouldn’t be a one night stand kind of deal, but that
remained to be determined."

"When he finally agreed, I literally
dragged him into my bedroom, closed the door and somewhat attacked
him."

Tom started to laugh, "Attack? Is that
what you call it? I think I’d describe it as an out and out rape,
but as they say, 'You can’t rape the willing'. It was pretty
intense the first time and I just let it happen the way she
wanted."

Marie spoke up again, "Yeah. I guess
you could say I raped him. I just knew I was hungry for a cock and
because of my peripheral feelings for him it was going to be his.
Period.

"I have to admit, there was nothing
tender or loving about the very first time. It was a fuck, plain
and simple, but we did make very passionate love later. When we
were finished, we rolled over and went to sleep."

"Carol and Sheryl came in to see what
the hell was going on at one point. I guess I was making a lot of
noise," laughed Marie.

"Yeah, you were," Sheryl said. "It
sounded like he was killing you and we were worried, but when we
saw what he was doing and your reaction ... wow!"

"Yeah, Sheryl and me hung out for a
little while and watched them do it like a couple animals, but
afterwards, we left," Carol told them.

Tom picked it up for a while, "When I
woke the next morning, or was it afternoon? I’m not sure, but I
knew we didn’t go to sleep until at least 5am, so there wasn’t much
sleeping done that night.

"When I woke up, I had my arm around
Marie and she had her leg over mine and we’d been sleeping like
that."

Marie was quite pink in her blushing,
but added, "Yeah, I was pretty worn out, but feeling extremely
content. I guess I could have been described as a 'well fucked
woman'."

"I had my usual morning boner so I
untangled and made it to the bathroom to relive the pressure, then
wandered back into the bedroom. Marie had awakened in between and
was sitting on an elbow and a pillow."

"G’mornin', sailor," she said, "you
sure know how to show a girl a good time."

I thought to myself, "how the hell did
she know I was a sailor? I never talk about my military time and my
tattoos aren’t 'service related'."

So I just replied, "G’mornin',
beautiful, how are you this fine morning?"

"Wonderful," she said with a big
smile. "Absolutely wonderful, thank you very much. How about
you?"

"I’m doing great, Marie. That was the
best sex I’ve had
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