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Chapter One

Jai awoke from her steady
sleep, listening to the bass echo of Joe’s voice as he talked on
his cell. Joe had been staying with her for about a week, and she
had been trying to avoid the mess that she had left in a place that
she once called home. Tired and emotionally bruised, she rolled on
her side trying to hide from the memories of what once was. Jai had
come home last week to find her girlfriend, Gina, gone. The only
thing left was a strategically placed note revealing that Gina was
no longer in love and was pursuing a new relationship with some
woman that she had met online. 

Jai was shocked and pissed all at
once. The last year had been difficult enough to get through with
Gina knit picking everything that she did. She had gone across the
world and back for that woman, hoping it would get better, praying
that the last four years of her life weren’t wasted. Everyone
deserved an equal chance, and though it went against her better
judgment, Jai stood by that woman and gave her chance after chance
for her to find herself.

It had eventually gotten to the
point where Jai was doing everything that she could do just, so
Gina would notice her. They sat in the living room on the nights
that Gina actually came home and watched television. The silence
was no longer comfortable, more like a barrier. Jai could feel
Gina’s irritation, but every time that she asked her what was
wrong, her question was answered with “nothing”. They never touched
anymore. Jai could feel Gina jump if they even got too close to
each other in the hallway, and she just didn’t understand it. The
worst part was trying to make plans. Gina expected Jai to be home
at a certain time every night, and as time went on, Gina came home
later and later until she didn’t come home at all. Jai was left,
clutching a small glass of whiskey and watching the
news.






Though the situation worsened, Jai
didn’t have what it took to leave the relationship. She felt like
Gina deserved a chance and made every excuse as to why she deserved
these chances. Gina was a few years younger than her, so there were
times that Jai thought that she might just be growing into her own
skin. She had been rescued from a terrible relationship prior to
dating Jai.

Therefore, Jai thought that
Gina probably didn’t get the learning lessons needed to maintain a
proper relationship. The more give Jai allowed, the more Gina took
until eventually, Jai realized that, that was all that she was
doing. Jai tried to talk to Gina about this, her only reply the
crashed of the front door and the squealing of Gina’s tires. Gina
never wanted to address the difficult things, and her way of
problem solving was limited to ignoring the
situation. 

After Gina left, Jai realized how unhappy she had been. Normally,
there would be a long morning period. Jai would hit up the bars or
just trudge around depressed. This time was different. Jai was
angry. She was angry that she had been manipulated and upset that
she had wasted time on a senseless relationship. She felt used and
financially burdened. Gina left, taking no responsibility for
anything that she had left behind. After years of taking care of
her every need, Jai had finally hit her boiling point. She felt
that it was rude and insensitive for anyone to do what Gina had,
and the fact that she had lied and covered-up the fact that she was
dating someone else really got to her. There were so many times
that Jai had gotten the chance to get to know another woman, and
because she was in a relationship at the time, she sacrificed every
single one of those chances. 






Jai wiped a stray tear from her
eye, thinking about all of the wasted time where she could have
been happy. She could have been using that time to work on the
things that she wanted to do or her career. Instead, she had wasted
every moment of the day thinking about Gina’s needs. Jai pulled the
comforter to her face, carefully hiding it from Joe’s view. Joe was
a good friend, but she didn’t just let anyone see her cry. She took
a couple of deep breaths and began to focus on the day ahead of
her. She had to keep busy. Slowing down would only make the pain
worse. She needed her own time to work on herself, so she just had
to take it one day at a time.

“Morning, Joe,” Jai faked a yawn,
trying to cover her prior discomfort.

“Morning, Jai,” Joe responded,
oblivious to her carefully covered pain. “What’s on the board for
the day?”


Chapter Two

Jai climbed slowly off of the
couch, wandering toward the coffee pot in the kitchen. She had
heard Joe’s question, but she wasn’t sure of the answer right at
the moment. She shook off the feelings of Gina that had haunted her
dreams and moved toward making today a step in the right direction.
The overwhelming smell of grounds filled the air as she opened up
the coffee can. Coffee seemed to make everything a little more
manageable. 

“Well if you want, you can help me
out at Grandma Potter’s today,” Joe continued, obviously picking up
on her indecisiveness. “I’m sure that she would be excited to see
you.”

“That would be fine,” Jai replied,
pouring water in the back of the coffee pot, excited to feel the
warm liquid run down her throat and into her veins, giving her the
energy that her body couldn’t at the moment.

“We have to leave in an hour, but
that should give you enough time to wake up and get dressed,” Joe
said, stepping into the kitchen. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’m just a little
tired,” Jai answered, careful not to look him in the eye. Joe had
known her long enough that he was able to pick-up on her mood
swings, and she didn’t feel like having anyone pity
her. 

Jai looked around at her
beautiful house, the one that she used to share with the ungrateful
woman that had left her. There were a few memories that still
lingered in the air, but she had tried to erase most of them with
fresh coats of paint and decorative paintings. It was difficult to
walk around the house every day, knowing that this could have been
her and Gina’s. It was almost like seeing the future that wasn’t
meant to be. However, as much as she thought about the pain of
Gina’s lies, she wondered what she had been thinking for the last
couple of years. It felt like so much time was wasted on
fallacy. 

A subtle beep filled the air,
and her coffee was done. Jai grabbed a cup out of the cupboard and
gestured toward her new roommate. “Do you want a cup of Joe, Joe?”
Jai giggled, holding up a spare mug. 

“Sure,” Joe replied with a grin,
evidently happy to see a smile on her face. “Make it black
please.”

Jai poured him a cup and
then, went about pouring herself a cup, adding a little milk to
cool off the contents. “How did you sleep?” 

“I slept well,” Joe said, leading
them both back into the living room. “I still don’t understand why
you don’t sleep in your bedroom. I heard you screaming in your
sleep last night. Maybe, you would sleep better.”

“There’s too many memories in
there,” Jai replied, feeling her face tighten. “I just don’t want
to remember anything anymore.”

“I get it,” Joe sighed. “Gina was a
bitch though, and you deserve a lot better than that. Just wait,
Jai, one of these days you will find one that makes you go crazy in
the good kind of way.”

“We’ll see,” Jai chuckled. “Right
now, I’m enjoying my freedom, and after being trapped for so long,
I need to figure out what I want to do with my life. It’s been a
long time since I had the option to have any input on what I did
with my life.”






“It’ll all come back,” Joe said,
taking a sip from his brown mug. “If I remember right, you were
quite the lady’s woman back in the day.”

“That was a long time ago,”
Jai smiled, thinking about how she was four years
ago. 

“It’ll all come back,” Joe
confirmed. Then, he set his mug on the table and turned on the
television, ready to watch the morning news.


Chapter Three

Jai flung back in her seat
and let the cool air run across her face. The country was beautiful
this time of year, and it wasn’t difficult to understand why so
many people decided to retire to its quiet and peaceful nature. The
flowers had just started to bloom, lining the roadways and making
for excellent scenery. Jai looked at the cows and horses that the
local ranchers kept, wondering what it would be like to have a life
like that. She assumed that it would be somewhat peaceful but being
that far away from the city and people for such an extended period
of time would definitely have some sort of impact on
her. 

Jai had grown-up in the country,
cleaning out the barn, mowing, and doing the needed tasks to help
her parents maintain their three acres. In between maintaining the
land, Jai had met Joe. Joe’s father was a farmer, and his
grandmother, who took over caring for Joe after his father passed
away, owned over 200 acres. Grandma Potter was a self-sufficient
woman, and she loved Jai like one of her own. Her and her partner,
Rita, hired workers to help them maintain their crops and keep up
with the land. Most of the time, Grandma Potter would be outside in
overalls and a t-shirt supervising her workers while Rita cooked
and kept up the house. They were a cute couple and completely
balanced each other out. Jai had always envied their relationship,
and she wanted badly to have someone that loved her the way that
they cared about each other.

Sometimes, when Grandma Potter had
a long day in the fields, Rita would make her a cup of tea, and the
two would just sit in their chairs, enjoying each other’s company.
They needed nothing more. This was one of the most beautiful things
that Jai had ever seen, and it gave her hope that someone would be
there for her like that one day.

 


“You doing alright there, Jai?” Joe
asked, eyeing her suspiciously. Joe was very attentive to her
behavior, and she was the same way to him. They had known each
other for so long that they were nearly family, and one always knew
when something wasn’t quite right with the other one.

“Yeah, I’m doing alright,” Jai
replied. “I was just thinking about how much I missed seeing
Grandma Potter and Rita.”

“I feel you,” Joe chuckled. “I
can’t wait to get my hands on a home-cooked meal. Rita is such a
good cook.”

Jai laughed. “I almost forgot about
how good of a cook she was.”

The two rode in silence for
the next few minutes, watching the gravel kick up off of the road
and the long grass sway in the breeze. The air even smelt cleaner
out here. It was almost like everything was the way it was supposed
to be, natural. Jai looked up to see the white-washed fence posts,
marking Grandma Potter’s property line. Her handcrafted mailbox sat
out front, and her Ford F150 was parked right next to the house.
Rita had been telling her for years not to park in the grass, but
Grandma Potter had always been rebellious by nature and still did
it. Joe parked his truck nicely in the driveway, obviously trying
to avoid the fuss that Rita would make if he didn’t cooperate with
her rules. 

Jai hopped out of the truck,
excited to get inside and see the people that meant so much to her.
She was really close to Grandma Potter and Rita, and since she
rarely got the chance to see her own parents, she considered them
family. Her parents had moved to Florida years ago, leaving her up
here on her own, and it was nice to be somewhere familiar. Jai
raced into the kitchen, excited to see what Rita had cooked up
today. The older woman turned away from the stove just as she came
into the kitchen.

 


“How are you, dear?” Rita
asked, a smile on her face. Rita had aged well, and the wrinkles
that she did have enhanced her signature features. The older woman
was about a foot shorter than Jai with short brown hair and dark,
green eyes. Rita was very compassionate and motherly and had always
been a good person to talk too when things didn’t go exactly as
planned. She was a good listener and seemed to always know the
right words to say to set a person back on
course. 

“I’m good,” Jai lied, forcing an
honest smile to her face.

“No, you’re not,” Rita said,
putting her hand on Jai’s shoulder. “I’ve known you since you were
little, and you have that look about you. What’s really going
on?”

“Gina left,” Jai sighed. “But I’m
okay, Rita. I promise.”
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Chapter Four

Jai made her way out of the
house, making sure to close the screen door on her way out. The
soft creak of the door was a reminder that she was home, somewhere
where she belonged. Jai remembered playing on this farm was her and
Joe were kids. They used to play hide and seek in the cornfields,
and when they were older, they went skeet shooting and rode the
horses around every acre of Grandma Potter’s property. The memories
of happier times made Jai smile. She tilted her head back into the
sunlight and breathed in the beauty that surrounded her. The green
grass that encompassed the farm was freshly mowed, and the warm
breeze confirmed that this task had been accomplished recently.
Rita had planted a small garden in a flower box on the side of the
house, filled with daisies, tiger lilies, and hyacinths. It was a
great contrast of color and definitely gave a warmer feel to the
house. 

Jai walked down the slight
hill that led to the edge of the yard. Grandma Potter had carefully
sectioned the farm off so that she could use as much of it as
possible, so it was easy to navigate around the large area of land.
The wind whipped her hair as she trotted down the hill. Rita had
said that the new girl, Sam, had just began on the fence posts
right before Joe and she arrived. Apparently, Grandma Potter had,
had her cleaning out the barn for the last few days, and that had
worn Sam out. Rita had giggled when she told Jai that she had to
convince Grandma Potter to give Sam a break. She said that Sam had
come from the city, and this was the first time that she had ever
worked on a farm. Rita had sounded reasonably confused at this
transition, but she always let Grandma Potter manage the payroll,
so she had shrugged it off with a smile when Jai had snickered
about this information. 

Jai laughed at the thought of a
city girl cleaning out a barn. It was a little mean, but she
couldn’t imagine how difficult it would be for someone from that
background to get used to being barred from the luxuries that the
city offered. Most people that Jai had met in the last few years
couldn’t live without a manicure or the latest designer fashion,
and nature’s beauty was a foreign concept to most of these people.
Clearing the small hill, Jai looked at the gorgeous figure ahead of
her. Though she couldn’t see the woman’s face, the curves of her
body spoke for themselves. The woman was already bronzed from being
out in the sun, and Jai knew from experience that this woman wasn’t
used to being outdoors for as long as she had been during the last
week. The white portion of skin that peeked out of her sleeve every
time she raised her paintbrush made her look pure, like one of
those princesses that she had heard about when she was a child. Jai
felt an uneasy feeling in her stomach, and though she wasn’t
usually nervous around women, this woman had already gotten to her
before any introductions were made. Jai fidgeted with her white
T-shirt, pulling it so it looked neat and tidy. She pulled a couple
loose strands of hair behind her ears and steadied her mind before
the other woman noticed that she was even there. “Hello, there,”
Jai called in a deeper voice than she intended.

The other woman slowly turned
around, revealing a natural beauty that could only be described in
paintings. Her long, brown hair was wrapped tightly into a
ponytail, leaving a few free strands to dance in the wind. Jai
gazed into the woman’s dark, brown eyes, lost in a sea of
sensitivity and determination. Taken aback by how gorgeous this
woman was, Jai watched the other woman’s pink lips form words, but
she couldn’t hear anything above the recusant thumping in her
chest. The woman looked back at her, a confused expression
displayed across her face. Jai didn’t know what to do, so she
smiled, trying to protect herself from the magical sensation that
this foreign woman had over her body. 

“I’m sorry,” the brown-eyed beauty
said with an eyebrow raised. “Did you hear me?”

“Yeah…I’m mean, no…I’m mean,
sorry,” Jai sputtered, regaining control over her
vocabulary.

“I’m a little spacey today. I’m
sorry about that. What did you say?”

“I said, my name is Sam,” the woman
replied, standing up and extending her hand.

“I’m Jai.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Sam
replied, a small smile crossing her lips. “I’ve heard a lot about
you.”

“All good things I hope,” Jai
laughed, throwing the woman her best smile. 

Sam rolled her eyes teasingly.
“Yes, all good things,” she said, handing Jai a paintbrush. “Well I
guess we better get back at it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jai replied, falling
to her knees, probably not for the last time.


Chapter Five

Sam looked over at the muscular woman on her
right. They had been sitting in an awkward silence for the last ten
minutes, whitewashing the same post over and over again. It was a
symbolic gesture and reminded her of her life in a way. No matter
how many times she tried to get things to work out, she always
managed to have to do them over and over again. She had drifted
from one place to another for the last few years, beat down by an
abusive partner and the series of issues that came with her life.
Sam had been so grateful to get away from Lane. It was difficult at
first, because she had still loved her. Nevertheless, she was tired
of all of the bruises and alcoholic lies. Sam had been lucky to
escape, and fortunately, Lane hadn’t tracked her down at this
point. She would never have guessed that Sam went to the country,
and that is what made Sam feel secure when she went to sleep at
night. The Potters had gracefully accepted her into their lives,
and Ruth Potter had given her powerful words of advice in her
weakest moments. Now, Sam had a place to sleep and a place to work,
and this was what she needed right now. 

Sam had been with Lane for three years, and the two of them did
everything together. Sam’s parents had died when she was younger,
and her foster parents were long gone by this point. Lane was all
she had at the time, and they had learned how to survive together.
It seemed like paradise at first, but then, it got really bad. Lane
insisted on going out separately on the weekends, saying that she
needed her own space. However, when she got home and accidentally
dropped a random woman’s number out of her pocket after another
drunken night, Sam started to catch on. Sam confronted Lane about
this issue, and Lane began to manipulate her words against her.
Then, when Sam stood resilient against this type of abuse, Lane
began to beat on her. It was terrifying, and Sam still had dreams
about it. After the first time that Lane hit her, the violence
progressed. The night that Sam left her, she had woken up in a
ditch four blocks from their apartment, covered in
blood. 

Sam had fast-tracked it to the apartment that
night, knowing that she only had a couple of hours until Lane got
back from the bar and away from her latest fling. She grabbed her
purse, a couple of shirts, underwear and socks, and her biological
father’s pocket watch. She had taken a cab to a women’s shelter and
stayed there a couple of nights until her bumps and bruises looked
suitable enough to get a job. 

She had met Ruth Potter by accident. It turned
out that Rita and Ruth had spent many years donating their extra
items to the same shelter that she was staying at. The day that Sam
was going to leave, she was stopped in her tracks by the older
lesbian’s electric, green eyes. It was like something was calling
her to stay there for a moment. She remembered peaking up at the
front desk and listening as the silky voice shared in conversation
with the receptionist, and then, she heard it. Job. Needed help.
Sam had unconcealed herself and walked right up to the older woman,
able to see her more prominent features. Ruth had a strong jaw line
and her build overpowered the influence of age. Beauty was evident
in this woman, and there was something that attracted her to her.
It was like she was meeting a person that she already knew, and her
trust for this woman was almost innate. 

Ruth had looked at Sam curiously at first, but
as she approached her, Sam could see the sensitivity in her
nonverbal behavior. Sam asked her about the position, and Ruth
openly gave out the information. The fact that the job was far away
from her ex-girlfriend was one of the first things that caught her
eye, and the encouragement from the receptionist helped Sam make
her decision. That day, Ruth helped Sam pack up the few positions
that she did have, and they headed towards the country. Meeting
Ruth’s partner, Rita, confirmed that this was what Sam was supposed
to be doing with her life at that time. Rita was sweet, and gave
Sam one of the extra bedrooms, equipped with everything that a
woman would need to be comfortable.

“So, how do you like the farm,” a smooth voice
questioned, waking Sam from her thoughts.

“It’s nice,” Sam smiled back at the handsome
woman next to her. “Are you related to the Potters?”

“No,” Jai chuckled. “I grew up around here,
and the Potters were like a second family to me when I was a
kid.”

“I understand that,” Sam replied, thinking
about how comfortable the Potters had made her in the last week. “I
don’t know any better place to call home.”

“Do you have family around here?” Jai
questioned, obviously trying to make conversation. She had painted
the same spot on the fence post about ten times, and Sam was
debating whether to say something or to wait and see how long it
took the other woman to regain her conversation. 

“No,” Sam replied, deciding to save Jai from
her own nerves. “What about you?”

 


“My family moved to Florida, but like I said,
the Potters have always been a second family to me, so I always
have some kind of support,” Jai said with a shrug.

Sam looked at the muscular woman, inspecting
each curve of her body. Jai was a beautiful woman accentuated by a
masculine air. She had a gorgeous smile and the whitest teeth that
Sam had ever seen on a person, and her blue eyes were full of
memory, regret, and wisdom. Sam could see that Jai had an old soul,
and even though she hadn’t known the woman very long, it was
evident that the source of Jai’s nervous behavior stemmed from her
attempt to be polite. “Are you ready to go to the next post?” Sam
questioned, breaking Jai’s repetitive pattern of brushing.

“Oh, yeah, I just needed to finish that spot right there,” Jai
responded, covering up the miniscule area that had been left
out. 

Sam went to grab the paint bucket, but Jai
grabbed that, and the painting supplies before she could react. Sam
had gone by the motto that chivalry was dead for a long time, so it
was quite impressive to see another person step up to the plate. It
was also a little unsettling. Sam had been used to doing things
independently for a long time. Lane never stepped up to the plate,
and she had to learn the basic survival skills without her help.
Therefore, the ability to defend her independence was highly
important to her. For some reason, it gave Sam a sense of self, the
feeling that she could do anything that she needed to do without
having to rely on someone else to help her out. 

“You alright?” Jai called, looking back at
her.

“Yeah,” Sam said, shaking herself out of her
own self-reflection. It was time for her to regain her focus, and
she didn’t have time to be developing crushes on any of the locals.
It was time for her to take care of herself and have her own
life.
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Chapter Six

Jai sat down at the dinner table,
enjoying the instant surrender of her muscles. She had worked
pretty hard today. After painting about 200 fence posts, Grandma
Potter had asked her and Sam to prepare the equipment for the next
day. Jai had felt much better about that job as it seemed less like
busy work and allowed her to get her hands dirty. Sam had worked
just as hard, barely talking the entire time.

Jai had yet to figure this
new woman out. Every time she had tried to start a conversation
with her, she was allotted one-word responses. Earlier that day, it
had seemed like everything was going smoothly, and they were
getting to know each other. Then, after referencing their families,
Sam began to avoid eye contact and settle quietly into her own
peaceful state of mind. Jai thought about asking the other woman if
she had offended her in anyway, but she didn’t know her well enough
to just the behavior change that way. Also, it kind of seemed like
Sam just didn’t want to talk about anything to anyone. She didn’t
come off as rude or even shy, but it seemed like she liked to avoid
the details of her life. 

“How’d you do today, Jai?” Joe
grinned from across the table. “Did you get all of those fence
posts painted?”

Jai smiled at his banter, knowing
from their youth that painting fence posts was usually given to the
person with the least amount of skill. “I got most of them,” she
replied, enjoying the friendly comradery. “What did you do
today?”

“Well, I milked about 400 cows,”
Joe replied with a cocky look on his face. “Then, since I am the
strongest one out of the bunch, I spent the rest of the day moving
hay bails out into the field and unloading feed.”

 


“First of all, what do you
think makes you the strongest one out of all of us?” Sam
questioned, walking into the kitchen. Jai had never seen Sam look
so menacing. Her hands were perched on her hips, and her eyes burnt
straight through Joe’s exterior. Sam looked more muscular than Jai
had remembered, showing off every crevice and curve in her tensed
stance. 

Joe, on the other hand, didn’t look
phased by this show of feminine aggression. In fact, he began
laughing and got up from his seat. “I’m the strongest one in here,
Miss Sam, because I wear the black cowboy boots,” Joe replied, a
twinkle in his eye as he waited for her response.

Sam looked at him strangely, taking in the odd response that he had
offered her. Her stance suddenly relaxed, and a small smile made
its way across her face. Jai looked at the beautiful sight in front
of her, taking in her addictive laughter. This was the first time
that she had seen a glint of happiness in Sam’s eye, and it made
her wonder why this woman didn’t laugh more. Sam’s hand slowly went
across her face, stroking the stray pieces of hair that threatened
to cover up the woman’s gorgeous features.

“Well, Sam, don’t you look
beautiful?” Rita commented, waltzing into the kitchen with the
salad bowl. “I don’t think I’ve seen you laugh like that since
you’ve been here.”

Sam looked at Rita nervously, her
smile changing to one derived from politeness. “Thank you,
ma’am.”

“Oh, there’s nobody to thank for
that except for God, honey,” Rita replied. “And you have been so
helpful to Ruth lately. That’s really made it easier on me. I worry
about that woman all of the time. She doesn’t realize that she
can’t do the same things that she did when she was younger, but
with Ruth, age is just an expression, and for some reason, she
doesn’t mind your company, so I appreciate all of the help you give
to my wife. It helps me tone down the worrying a little bit.” With
that, Rita turned around and headed back into the
kitchen.
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