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My head spun and the cottonmouth was nearly unbearable as the early-morning sun breached the bedroom blinds. Since Jason had broken the news to me, I’d sat on the same stool in the same bar for three nights straight, the vodka gimlets taking a toll on my tortured mind and body—the alcohol eating a hole in my brain as the tart lime juice played havoc with my tummy. I had never been a real big drinker, but after my boyfriend of nearly two years had broken up with me, I’d made the unwise decision to drown my sorrow in spirits.

“I’m sorry, Lily,” he had said. “You’re great and everything, but it’s just not there—lately I feel like I’m kissing my sister.”

That was the bomb he’d dropped on me at dinner. I was caught totally off guard. In fact, I was in love and thought he was too, even fantasizing about an engagement ring at Christmas. At least he had told me to my face, despite his brutal honesty—I feel like I’m kissing my sister! I suppose he deserved some credit for that, but it didn’t soothe the crushing pain—it was beyond agonizing.

So here it was, Friday morning in mid-December, the end of the work week, my usual sanguine outlook for the weekend severely tarnished by my heartache. My entry-level job as a financial analyst with a large brokerage firm paid reasonably well—I wasn’t hurting for cash—but I only had a smattering of friends at my workplace. The few pals I’d made in the six months I’d been at the firm, rarely asked me to hang out anymore.

“Jason and I are going to Lookout Mountain for the weekend,” I’d say. Or, “My boyfriend is taking me to Chateau Elan on Saturday…maybe next time.”

I’d shunned the small group of friends I had for Jason, always making time spent with him a priority. It wasn’t any different with girlfriends I’d made at my previous job either—I’d been a bank teller my first two years out of college, and rarely saw those friends any longer. In fact, I wasn’t all that close to anyone who lived in town.

Growing up in the Midwest and attending college an hour from my childhood home, I’d had enough of the cold winters up North. When I saw some opportunities in Atlanta, I packed up and moved south. But I could certainly use the warmth of friends and family from back home now. But I wasn’t even going home for the holidays! As a rookie on the squad at work, I only had Christmas Day off. I felt so alone and isolated without Jason.

Jason. I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

“Is there someone else?” I’d asked after dinner, already in tears.

He shrugged. “Not really, Lily.”

I wasn’t buying it. In situations like this, there was always another girl. Having driven separate cars, he walked me to mine, giving me a parting hug and telling me to “take care.” I haven’t seen him since, nor have we talked on the phone or texted. I didn’t dare pull up Facebook or Twitter—I simply couldn’t bear it.

My aching head throbbed as I threw off the covers and slithered from my bed. Starting a pot of coffee before climbing into the shower, I let the warm water attempt to remedy my alcohol-riddled body. I downed a banana with my coffee and swallowed several caplets of Motrin before dressing for work. Thinking Atlanta winters would be mild, I was proven wrong once again when the cold air punched me in the face with an icy fist as I exited my apartment. The wind swirled, making me hug myself as I sprinted to my three-year-old Honda Civic parked in the underground lot. I glanced into the rearview mirror and my bloodshot eyes stared back at me. Despite the makeup, I looked worn and haggard and pale. I exhaled and shook my head before starting my car, cranking up the heat inside my chilly vehicle.

The workday was grueling. I lacked energy and motivation, simply going through the motions of my daily routine and trying to complete the day without any major screw-ups. I kept a low profile and managed to slip out a few minutes after the four o’clock close of the stock market. My car drove on auto-pilot to the bar I’d visited daily since Jason had dumped me. I knew it was a bad idea, but I lacked any other recourse, only wanting to anesthetize my pain.

The lot where I’d parked the previous days was full, the Friday afternoon revelers already in high gear. I had to circle the block and find an alternate lot several streets over, only giving a fleeting thought to navigating my way back to my car and not even considering the fact that the drunk driving I’d been doing—despite the short distance to my apartment—was completely irresponsible.

As I exited my car, the cold air blasted me again, causing my fingers to go numb and my ears to tingle. I hustled up the side street to the main thoroughfare, watching as a MARTA train whizzed by across the street. Shuffling along the sidewalk, it dawned on me that my actions were ill-advised. I was playing with the devil. A single, warm tear rolled down my cheek, reminding me once again of the devastation of my romantic life. I stopped, trying to gather myself, hardly noticing the passersby and feeling invisible to them. When I looked up, I saw a little neon sign I’d never noticed before. The yellow-green fluorescence was somehow calming and inviting, beckoning me with the three-letter word glowing in the gloomy twilight. “TEA,” it simply read. I stared at the sign for a moment before looking at the storefront. Dusty, red brick surrounded a glass door decorated with iron rails, giving the little shop a certain quaintness and likely providing much-needed security in the urban landscape. An appealing grittiness made the little establishment stand out among its several neighbors.

I turned my head slowly, gazing a block down the road where the tacky bar sign fronting the watering hole where I’d spent the last several evenings flashed with false cheer. Suddenly, I didn’t want to go there tonight. In fact, I didn’t want to be anywhere. I only wanted the piercing, stabbing pain in my heart to subside, but I knew I couldn’t go home. I couldn’t spend time in the place where Jason and I had christened the space with frenzied lovemaking, watched Netflix into the wee hours, or dined together in the cozy setting. Being there other than to sleep was simply too painful.

I took a tentative step toward the tearoom, and then another until I was perhaps five feet from the entrance. Initially, I was startled when the door swung open, and a handsome, middle-aged couple emerged from within. I hardly noticed the smile they gave me as they passed—something I was still getting used to in the South. Instead, my eyes surveyed the elegant atmosphere inside the tearoom as the door slowly closed. Taking two more steps, I grasped the door handle and pulled it open. I stepped inside and glanced around the interior, adjusting to the dim light and herbal aroma that greeted me. Warm comfort from a nearby fireplace to my right, crackling and popping with real firewood, shielded me from the dreary winter day outside. To the left, a sturdy mahogany bar ran almost the entire length of the room. Large tins of what were presumably various blends of tea filled two rows of shelves beyond the bar. Contraptions I didn’t recognize sat on the counter below the shelves along with teacups and saucers organized in neat stacks. A number of tables matching the dark wood of the bar littered the room, but only a few were occupied. A young couple held hands and gazed into each other’s eyes as they used their free hands to sip tea. A surge of jealousy swept through me as I surveyed the couple, reminding me yet again of my unfortunate predicament. I turned away and heard a small, sorrowful sigh breach my lips.

An opening in the far wall led to another room, so I took a step in that direction to see what was beyond. As I did, a dark-haired woman came strolling through the entryway, holding a tray with a few saucers and teacups on it. She glanced up at me, gracing me with what was perhaps the sweetest and kindest smile I had ever seen. A tingle shot down my spine, and my belly did a little flip-flop, my reaction to her simple smile catching me completely off guard.

I watched as she slid gracefully behind the bar before briefly disappearing into a little room off to the right. When she emerged, wiping her hands with a white towel, she showered me once again with her lovely smile.

“Hello,” she said, with an accent I couldn’t place. “Would you like a cup of tea?”

I could only nod. She pointed toward a seat at the bar, and I took a few more steps before hoisting myself up, and onto, the mahogany stool.

“What would you like?” she asked.

I stared at her for what seemed like minutes but was probably only a few seconds—albeit a few seconds too long. She was dressed in snug blue jeans and a denim shirt that was buttoned low enough to show ample cleavage. Her dark skin was smooth, and her figure curvy. She had perfect teeth and her lips were thick, painted red with a creamy lipstick. But it was her eyes that haunted me. They were both kind and gentle, bottomless chocolate rivers of deep melancholy that betrayed her smile—eyes that had seen injustice and pain, but had managed to salvage a steely, yet benevolent, resolve.

Her smile remained but she raised her eyebrows in an effort to coax my reply. I shook myself from my trance and made my best effort to return her smile.

“I really don’t know. I…uh…just walked in here out of curiosity. I hope that’s okay.”

She tilted her head, assessing me, still smiling that sweet, sad smile.

“Of course, dear. I’m glad you were curious. May I suggest something?”

I nodded, grateful to be relieved of having to decide between what must have been over a hundred different teas on display.

“Please do.”

“How about a nice Japanese green tea with a little honey and lemon?” she asked.

“That sounds delicious,” I said.

I watched her as she made the hot beverage for me. I estimated her to be in her late thirties, perhaps twelve to fifteen years my senior, but I couldn’t help but admire her shapely fanny as she busied herself with my tea. Any girl would die for a rump like hers. It was far from small, but perfectly heart-shaped and bulging from her jeans in all the right places. Feeling like a creepy voyeur, I glanced away, once again surveying my surroundings.

The tearoom was tastefully decorated and slightly cluttered in a cozy sort of way. Two bookshelves lined the far wall. They were stacked with both hardbacks and paperbacks, presumably fiction and likely geared toward the romantic genre, I guessed. Little tables occupied the corners and various bric-a-brac littered the surfaces.

A clink on the counter indicated my tea had been served, so I turned to see the woman once again standing in front of me.

“I’m Trina,” she said, extending a hand with beautifully manicured fingernails.

“Lily,” I said. “I’m pleased to make your acquaintance!”

Her hand was soft and warm, her grip firm without being overbearing.

“I’d give it at least two minutes to steep,” she said. “It’s worth the wait.”

“I’ve never noticed this place before,” I remarked, catching a whiff of the vapors rising from the steaming tea beneath my nose. “How long has it been here?”

“Seven years,” she stated.

“Oh, wow! How did I miss it?”

“Do you live near here?” she asked.

“Not too far…a few miles maybe,” I answered.

I glanced down at my tea, impatiently waiting to sample it. If it tasted as good as it smelled, it would be delightful.

Trina stepped away, wiping counters and organizing her tea-making utensils and such.

“How late are you open?” I asked.

“Until eight on weeknights. We close earlier on the weekends—six o’clock on Saturdays and Sundays.”

“Surely you don’t work here alone? Is it your shop?”

She smiled. “No and yes.”

I laughed, an absent sound over the past few days. It felt good.

“So you have help, but the tearoom belongs to you?”

“Correct,” she said softly. “I inherited it from the original owner. Sadly, she died from breast cancer two years ago.”

She sniffled and looked down for a moment before meeting my eyes again.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “Was she young?”

“Too young to die, yes. She was forty-six when she passed away.”

“That’s awful,” I said. “But how wonderful that you could continue with the shop.”

She nodded. “I bet your tea is ready.”

She plucked the strainer from the cup and I lifted the beverage to my lips. It was delicious, perhaps the best tea I had ever sipped. Trina had prepared it with a splash of honey, not over-sweetening it, and the lemon gave it a little flair.

“This is out of this world, Trina,” I said. “Simply wonderful!”

She beamed. “I’m glad you like it.”

She was silent after that, watching me as I enjoyed the tea while moving about behind the bar—wiping counters, stacking saucers, refilling condiments.

“So,” I finally asked. “Are you minding the shop all alone tonight?”

“Friday nights are usually slow, so I let my staff have the evening off. It’s not too difficult to manage it by myself when it’s quiet—like tonight.”

I continued to chat with her as she worked, losing track of time. When I glanced at my watch, it was quarter-past-seven. In that time, I had learned a fair amount about the history of the tearoom. The original owner, Kaitlin, had hired Trina when the business had first opened. The pair had worked well together and had become fast friends. Within a year, Trina was managing the other employees, helping with payroll, and ordering supplies. She had been a quick study, learning the business with ease.

“I loved to drink tea and knew a little bit about different selections and types, so I had a natural interest in the industry,” she told me. “And Kaitlin was kind and compassionate. It was a nice fit.”

She paused for a moment, seemingly choosing her words carefully.

“We became…uh…very close. She was ten years older and a mentor to me in many ways.” She paused again. “We cared deeply for one another.”

She looked toward the door and I followed her gaze. The last customer was departing, leaving only the two of us in the quiet shop.

“Wow,” I said, looking at my watch again. “Time has flown this evening. I should let you finish up.”

“I’m in no hurry,” she said softly. “I’ve really enjoyed your company tonight, Lily. I feel like I’ve made a friend.”

My lips quivered. I had been an emotional mess all week and the kindness Trina had showered upon me had made me almost want to cry. I bit my bottom lip before offering her a sincere smile.

“Thank you,” I said.

“How about I fix another cup of tea for you…and one for myself? We can sit at my favorite table and chat some more.”

I beamed. “I’d love that!”

We drank tea and talked for another hour, and it was nearly nine when I stood to depart.

“Before you leave, I have something for you,” she said.

She moved behind the bar, shuffling around for thirty seconds or so and returning with a little bag.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I have some chamomile tea for you to take home. It will help you sleep.”

She looked at me kindly, compassionately.

“You can tell I’ve had trouble sleeping?” I asked, nearly dumbfounded.

I had told her about my family back home, my college life, and my job. I had mentioned nothing about Jason.

“You have heartache, dear. I can see it in your face. You’re hurting.”

I was speechless, but suddenly it dawned on me that I had gone several hours without even thinking of Jason and my failed love life. My hurt had been postponed for a few hours, and I had Trina to thank for that. She grasped my arm, rubbing it gently as she worked down my wrist to my hand. She turned my palm up and set the package in my hand.

“I put some honey and a lemon wedge in there too. Drink a cup before you climb in bed. Sweet dreams, Lily.”

She unhanded me and stepped back. I smiled.

“Would it be okay if I came for breakfast?” I asked. “I enjoyed your company so much.”

“I would love that, dear. We open at seven-thirty…so any time after that.”

I exited the tearoom with a little skip in my step, found my car, and drove home, stark-raving sober.
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I slept six hours straight on Friday night, got up to pee, and then logged another hour before jumping into the shower at seven. It was just past eight on Saturday morning when I stepped through the door at Trina’s tearoom. The place was bustling; nearly every table was taken. The first thing I noticed was that the bar stools had been removed except for two at the far end of the bar. The mahogany surface was covered with various breakfast dishes. Five pans of different types of quiche looked absolutely yummy, and a big bowl of fruit appeared as fresh as a bright, blue morning. But it was a large tray of hash browns that made my stomach grumble.

People lined up and made their way down the bar, plucking the scrumptious culinary treats and placing them on clear, plastic dishes. Carafes of coffee, orange juice, and an assortment of teas filled the space at the end of the bar.

A gentle touch from behind broke the mesmerizing spell the delicious-looking breakfast had cast upon me.

“Good morning, Lily,” Trina said. “Help yourself to whatever you like.”

“Where do I pay?” I asked.

She simply shook her head and scurried around the bar to retrieve more dishes. I frowned and then shrugged. I decided I could eat now and settle up with her later; I had no intentions of taking advantage of her generosity.

I filled my plate with two small slices of quiche, one a vegetarian and the other loaded with grilled chicken and sun-dried tomatoes. After pouring a glass of orange juice, I turned 180 degrees in search of a vacant table. There weren’t any. Again, a gentle hand caressed my arm.

“Take one of these seats at the bar, Lily. I’ll join you in just a few minutes.”

It wasn’t long before she slid onto the stool next to me, a plate of food in one hand and a cup of coffee in the other.

“Busy morning,” I said. “Is it always this crowded?”

She nodded as she took her first bite of the vegetarian quiche. After she swallowed and took a sip of coffee, she spoke.

“This is about normal for Saturday. Sometimes Sunday is even busier.”

“Do you have a cook that prepares all of this?” I asked.

“My friend, Jeremy. He’s a cook at the Peachtree Grill down the road. He prepares all the food for the weekend on Saturday morning, and we simply heat it up both mornings.”

“It’s amazing, Trina. This chicken and sun-dried tomato is to-die-for! I may have to go back for seconds.”

I was hungry. I had eaten little all week, and I was beginning to realize how famished I was.

She smiled at me. “I’m thrilled that you like it.”

After we had polished off our food, I sipped a Tuscany tea that was both floral and minty—not as good as the green tea from the previous night but still very tasty. Trina stuck with coffee. Her staff occasionally interrupted her, but for the most part, she was able to sit at the bar with me and talk. Time flew by, and soon, only two tables were occupied.

“So,” I said. “I never paid.”

She waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it, Lily. You’re my guest.”

Then she briefly brushed my leg with her hand, causing a response from me similar to the night before when I’d realized I’d been admiring her ass. I shivered and tingled before shaking myself free of the absurdity of her effect on me. Having never experienced these strange feelings before, I dismissed the response to her touch as hypersensitivity due to my unstable emotional condition.

I collected myself and spoke.

“I insist, Trina. You’re running a business and you should be compensated.”

She shook her head. “It’s okay. Really!”

“No. It’s really not okay. I insist on paying. If you won’t take my money, I’ll help clean up.”

Before she could respond, I slid off the stool and began collecting used plastic plates and paper napkins from the tables. Her staff seemed grateful, but Trina surveyed me with a bemused countenance as I roamed the tearoom. It was approaching noon when her staff and I had gotten everything tidied up. Trina had busied herself behind the bar, wrapping the food and wiping counters. She dismissed her staff shortly after twelve, leaving only the two of us in the shop.

We sat at the bar, both of us sipping the green tea she’d made for me the night before. Occasionally, a customer would stroll in for a tea to go, but mostly our chat was undisturbed.

“Thank you for being so kind to me the past two days, Trina. You’ve taken my mind off my recent troubles…at least while I’ve visited the tearoom.”

She smiled her kind smile.

“You are too young and pretty to have such troubles,” she said, gently brushing my cheek with a soft hand.

I blushed at her generous comment. I wasn’t unattractive, but rarely had I considered myself all that pretty. I remembered once in college when I’d been at a frat party, and I had overheard two guys discussing me. They hadn’t realized I was near, within earshot around a corner, when they had scrutinized my looks. Looking back, I realized that their comments weren’t meant to be unkind, despite being a little insensitive and sophomoric.

“Lily? She’d be a good rainy-day girl, I suppose, but she’s not as hot as Carla.”

Carla had been my college roommate and a real head-turner.

“Yeah,” the other guy had said in response. “Lily isn’t hard to look at, but she’s not the knockout Carla is. If I were trying for Carla and she turned me down, I’d let Lily have a shot.”

They had laughed and I’d walked away, not wanting to hear any more of their banter. But I think that had been my assessment of myself from that point on—a rainy-day girl! Those boys had thought it an apt description and I had reluctantly agreed.

I had a pleasant enough face with good teeth, and my nose was not big or bulbous, but my mousy, brown hair wasn’t exactly eye catching, and my breasts were only average-sized—albeit quite perky and well formed with pinkish-brown areolas. But unless I flashed my tits—which I didn’t do—no one would have known how nice they really were. I never tanned all that well, my pale skin reddening in the sun unless I used a potent sunscreen. Reasonably fit with a cute backside, I was not otherwise terribly curvaceous. Sparkling blue eyes were perhaps my best feature. In fact, Jason had always commented on how pretty my eyes were. But in the end, he had likely thought me a rainy-day girl as well—I feel like I’m kissing my sister!

But Trina had just referred to me as young and pretty; I could see in her eyes that she meant it. I glowed under her surveillance.

“That’s kind of you to say, Trina, but I realize I’m a bit nondescript.”

“Nonsense, Lily. You’re most lovely.”

I blushed again. “I guess Jason didn’t think so.”

She was silent for a brief moment, squinting, contemplating, carefully choosing her next words.

“Do you want to tell me about it, honey?”

There was little hesitation; I spilled my guts to her. By the time I’d finished telling her about my agonizing week, I was in tears. Fortunately, the tearoom was vacant except for the two of us.

“Oh, Lily,” she said. “Come here, dear.”

She took me in her arms and I cried like a baby. I must have wept on her shoulder for minutes, shaking and sniffling, feeling like a fool for accepting consolation from a woman I’d met only the night before. She pulled me closer. Her body was both soft and firm, her breasts like pillows but her arms and shoulders taut, sinewy. The heat emanating from her was comforting, and I gave in completely to her embrace. Again, I felt the dizzying sensation from her touch, along with the now familiar tingling in my tummy and spine whenever her skin commingled with mine.

Trina gently pushed back from me, clasping my cheeks in her soft hands. She leaned forward and kissed my forehead, before using a hand to push a few wet strands of hair from my face, her warm, herbal breath on my skin making me shiver.

I couldn’t believe my next move. It wasn’t calculated or contrived by any stretch of the imagination. I simply reacted to my animal instinct, my base need. I tilted my head up, brushing her lips with mine. A warm glow rushed through my core and my pussy moistened. I was thrilled and frightened and gloriously confused. We stayed in this position for what seemed an eternity, neither of us certain of the next step—but for entirely different reasons, I would later learn. And then it happened. Trina’s full, thick lips pressed into mine, soft, smooth, and hungry. I kissed her back and caressed her thigh. I felt her hands on my hips, exploring my fanny as her mouth explored mine.

I had never kissed another woman before, had never even considered it. My aforementioned roommate, Carla, had enjoyed a little girl play during college—but I had only been interested in guys. Yet here I was, less than a week from being jilted by the man of my dreams, kissing a woman in a quaint and obscure tearoom and completely lost in the moment.

Trina’s lips pressed harder into mine, and then her tongue slipped past my lips, invading me. I loved it. Using my own tongue to spar with hers, I met her aggression as we pressed our bodies closer. Hands roamed and tongues tangled, both of us consumed by our passion. I melted from her touch, a burning flame soaring through me from head to toe. I could have remained in her arms for eternity, but it wasn’t to be. A rattling from the entryway pulled us back to reality.

Trina was up and greeting a thirtyish couple, entering our sanctum and breaching our lustful encounter. My head spun, but Trina was in full hostess mode as if a switch had been flicked. She spoke to the couple, but I’m not certain what she said. I was dazed, reeling from excitement, yet also apprehensive about the near discovery of our Sapphic entanglement.

The couple sat a few stools over at the bar, briefly making eye contact with me and nodding, acknowledging my presence with gentle smiles. I felt naked, as if they could see my emotions and innermost secrets. Quickly turning to face forward, I picked up my cooling tea and took a few sips. Trina busied herself with the pair, making suggestions and explaining various selections of her product. Suddenly, a wave of emotions swept over me. Everything had happened so quickly. Had I just kissed another woman? It seemed so unreal. I was both confused and aroused, excited and embarrassed—a conflict of feelings warring with one another.

A bead of sweat broke out on my forehead, oddly making me long for the blast of winter the outdoors would provide. Standing and gathering my things, I unobtrusively headed for the exit, turning when I reached the door. My eyes met Trina’s briefly, a look of concern covering her face. But I didn’t wait for more. I turned and dashed through the door, the cold and bitter December air cooling my heated passion.
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I didn’t immediately go home. Instead, I walked around the block, attempting to sort through the ebbing tide of emotions clouding my heart and mind. Initially, the winter air simmering my heated passion was a welcome salve to my overcharged libido. But as I walked and calmed, the cold air became cumbersome—especially between my legs where my fiery hotness had turned uncomfortably cool.

I scurried back to my car, the tearoom in sight once more, and quickly climbed inside. I needed to meditate on my feelings and emotions thoroughly. Driving home, I considered my actions. Was I suddenly a lesbian? Was Trina? Or had this been just an awkward and odd encounter that neither of us saw coming? Had I just longed for human touch and leaned on a woman who had shown me kindness and compassion during my time of pain?

I had no answers. By the time I had arrived home, I was shivering. Stripping off my clothes in the bathroom, I took note of my soggy panties. There was no denying that Trina had ignited me sexually. This astounded me. While I’d felt a deep connection with her in the short time I’d known her, my reaction to her touch was certainly a surprise.

Hugging myself while the water in the shower warmed, I thought back to when I’d first entered the tearoom the previous day. When Trina had turned to fix my tea, I had admired her ass. This in itself wasn’t uncommon. I had often noticed other women and wished I had larger tits like theirs, or silky, tanned legs instead of the pale, lightly freckled ones the good Lord had seen fit to give me. But I had to admit that my reaction to Trina had been different. I considered the tingling and the dampness between my legs I had experienced at the sight of her—and later from her touch. She had affected me deeply and profoundly in a sexual sense. It had caught me completely off guard. Had she intended to affect me in such a manner?

I stepped into the steamy shower and let the hot water cascade over my body, warming me, thawing my frosty skin. As the heat from the shower relaxed me, my mind drifted back to the shared kiss with Trina. Truthfully, I had never experienced such a marvelous kiss before. Replaying the moments leading up to it, I began to feel familiar stirrings in my loins. A warm stickiness built once again in my sex, and I inadvertently reached between my legs. My pussy was hot once more, slick with desire. Running two fingers between my pink petals, I moaned audibly when my digits flicked my clit. Trina’s curvy hips and luscious bosom appeared in my mind’s eye, and I cried out as a little bolt of pleasure raced through me. I imagined the kiss again, her thick, full lips ensnaring mine. I ran two fingers inside of my feverish quim and groaned with lust. My palm connected with my clit as my fingers explored my canal, toying with the corrugated patch of nerves inside. Using my other hand to steady myself, I reached for the tiled wall, stabilizing my body as the orgasm raced through me. I came hard and brought myself off again only moments later, a glorious aftershock of the initial wave. Whimpering, I pulled my gooey fingers from my pussy, sated for the moment physically, but I couldn’t take my mind off the dusky tearoom proprietor who’d stirred new passions within me.

I finished my shower, toweled off, and dressed warmly in jeans and a sweatshirt. I allowed my hair to partially dry before combing it out in the bathroom mirror. My thoughts returned to Trina and the events of the morning. I began to wonder what she was experiencing. I felt bad for abandoning her, but I had needed time alone to think. I realized that Trina had no recourse, no way of finding me. She had inquired about where I lived, but I’d been vague, telling her I lived fairly close by. My heart began to hurt for her. Was she reeling in the aftermath of our romantic encounter? Was she wondering if I’d run off for good? My conscience began to bother me. This woman was helping me through a difficult time, and I’d left her hanging from a limb.

I busied myself with a few household chores and later soothed my grumbling stomach with a softening banana from a fruit bowl I kept on my kitchen counter. I tried to watch some mindless television, but my thoughts kept returning to Trina.

Then something dawned on me. Jason had been the furthest thing from my mind during the day—I had new emotions to deal with. Trina had done that for me. I laughed, the sound echoing off the walls. Laughing harder, I felt like a loon, but the relief from my heartache was palpable.

Gathering my coat and purse, I marched out the door. I glanced at my watch, noting that it was a little past five. The tearoom was empty when I entered. I could hear bustling in the back room, chairs scooting, a broom swishing, and table condiments being moved about. I sat on my stool, giggling that I’d come to think of it as mine. I listened as Trina finished with the back room, and when the noises stopped, I braced myself for her entry into the front section of the shop. When I heard her steps shuffling nearby, I turned.

Trina froze when she saw me, but her surprised look turned to cautious optimism at my presence.

“Hi,” I said.

“Lily.”

“I thought we should talk, Trina. Is this a bad time?”

Her smile was infectious. “I’m so glad you came back, Lily. I’ve been thinking about you, dear.”

“Yes,” I said. “I’ve been thinking of you too.”

“Let me close up the shop. Would you consider joining me at my home? Or we can find a bistro nearby and chat? Whichever you want.”

I considered the options.

“I would like to avoid interruption. Maybe we can go someplace private where we can talk,” I answered.

She graced me with a sweet and hopeful smile, but her eyes were less cheerful. I once again noticed the deep pain in her bottomless brown orbs.

“I only live a few miles from here. I have a condo on the boulevard. Would you like to join me there?”

I nodded. “Yes. That would be nice.”

Trina finished her routine and turned off the lights. She led me outside into the cold, dark evening, locking the door behind us. I followed her in my car to a gated complex that appeared to be a new property. We parked in an underground lot, and she led me up three flights of stairs to her unit.

Her place was fashionable. The inviting living room was tastefully furnished with a cream-colored sectional with a large, matching ottoman in the middle. A cherry wood dining set marked a spacious eating area, leading to a balcony that provided spectacular views of the city lights.

“Can I offer you a glass of wine, Lily?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yes, please. That would be nice.”

Trina moved around a long counter separating the living room from the kitchen and removed two long-stemmed wine glasses from a cabinet. I watched as she poured from a bottle of Chablis, filling the glasses about three-quarters full. Meeting her halfway, I relieved her of one of the glasses and took a tentative sip.

“You have a gorgeous place,” I said. “It’s every bit as nice as the tearoom!”

“Thank you! How’s the wine?”

I took another sip. “Just right.”

We sampled our wine in silence for several minutes before I spoke.

“I owe you an apology for running out on you, Trina. I also feel as if I owe you an explanation. You’ve been wonderful to me, and you deserved better than that.”

Her lips pursed and her sad eyes grew even sadder.

“It’s okay, dear. You’ve been through so much. I should have been more thoughtful.”

“I’ve never done anything like that before, Trina. It frightened me.”

She gave me a grave look.

“It excited me too. I have to be honest about that. It was…very nice,” I added.

“I thought it was nice too, but I still feel like I should have been more sensitive to your situation.”

“Trina,” I said. “I think what we did was mutual. I didn’t discourage it.”

She looked down at her hands as she wrung them—a nervous tic I’m sure was abnormal for her. She looked up, finally. I could tell she wanted to tell me things—to explain. I helped her.

“Are you a lesbian, Trina?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yes. I guess that’s obvious now. I hope we can still be friends.”

I reached over and took her hand.

“You’ve been fabulous to me…the best friend I’ve had during the time I’ve been in Atlanta. I know it sounds silly because we’ve only known each other for a day, but you have helped me from going completely crazy.”

“Thank you,” she said, nearly whispering.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Tell you?” she asked, a bemused look on her face.

“Tell me what happened to you. Tell me why your eyes are so sad. Tell me about your life.”

She nodded and sniffled before mustering a healthy dose of courage and looking directly at me.

“I came from Romania,” she started. “My father was a doctor and my family was fairly well-to-do. We had to keep up appearances. When I was sixteen, I decided to follow my heart. There was a girl in my town…she was…uh…like me. She liked women. We began seeing each other, having sex. It was beautiful, Lily, and I was in love. We were caught together at her house a year later. Her father told mine and I was forbidden to see her. My family is devout Eastern Orthodox Christian and I was a sinner.”

I gave her hand a squeeze, encouraging her to continue.

“My father said I had shamed the family and that I was going to hell. I know he loved me, but his eccentric religious beliefs overpowered his better judgment. He gave me ten thousand American dollars and sent me here. I never saw my lover again. I cried myself to sleep every night; the pain was immeasurable. I had never felt so alone, so hollow, and so sad before. I was just a girl…a child really.”

“That’s terrible, Trina. I can’t imagine your pain.”

“Oh, Lily,” she said. “You can. I saw it in your face, in your eyes, in your soul.”

I shook my head.

“I’m not a child, nor was I shipped off to a foreign country and banished from my family. I don’t know how you endured it.”

“I had no choice, Lily. I had to carry on.”

I squeezed her hand again and she continued.

“I spoke English well enough, and I read and wrote it even better. I used a little of the money my father gave to me and stayed in a cheap hotel for a month. As long as I paid cash, no one questioned me and I was left alone. I got a job as a waitress and learned to budget my income so that I used little of my father’s money. Then I saw an ad in the local paper. A divorced woman in her early thirties had received the home she’d shared with her husband in the settlement. She wanted to rent a room to a young woman to help supplement the mortgage. It was a little pricier than the cheap hotel, but it was a nice home with a yard and a pool.”

“Wow!” I said. “That sounds like you struck gold.”

“Yes and no,” she replied.

“What happened?”

“Her name was Amanda and she was a bit wild.”

“Wild?” I asked.

“Yes. She drank and did drugs, but mostly she held it together. She was attractive and I found myself having a crush on her. Looking back, it was just foolishness of a young girl. By then, I was eighteen, but hardly a grown up. She liked sex—men, women, both at the same time. It didn’t matter.”

I raised my eyebrows and she nodded.

“Yes. It was great for a while, and I learned a lot from her, but I longed for my lover back home. I knew I was just a plaything for Amanda, but…yes…it was fun.”

Trina looked up at me, perhaps thinking I might disapprove of her behavior.

“You were young, Trina. You had needs. Any reasonable person would understand.”

Relief washed over her face, and this time she squeezed my hand.

“I moved out at twenty-one, renting a studio apartment for a decent price. I worked a number of jobs, eventually landing a manager’s spot in a popular coffee shop. I spent years working there until I met Kaitlin.”

“Kaitlin was more than a friend?” I prodded.

Trina nodded. “Yes. I loved her, Lily. And then I lost her.”

I braced myself for tears, but Trina didn’t cry. Maybe she had cried out all of her tears. But I pulled her into me and held her, feeling her heartbeat against my chest. We stayed locked together for quite some time, consoling each other, trying to lessen our mutual pain.

When we separated, she picked up her wine glass and drained it.

“How about some more?” she asked.

“Bring the bottle,” I said, and she laughed.
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We ended up going easy on the wine. I don’t think either of us felt like being more than a little tipsy was a good idea. Besides, I’d had enough over-indulgence during the past week; I wanted to be relatively sober for whatever happened over the course of the evening.

I had kicked off my shoes while listening to Trina talk about Kaitlin. I remained silent, other than a slight gasp that escaped my lips when she began rubbing my feet. I had propped them on the ottoman after removing my shoes, and Trina had been sitting on the edge of the sectional while she spoke. My feet were within easy reach, and she simply stretched out and began rubbing them. It was heavenly!

She paused and gave me a long look.

“I have to confess, Lily, when you walked through the door yesterday, it was surreal. I hope this doesn’t frighten you—what I’m about to say—but I feel compelled to say it.”

We both took a sip of wine before she resumed.

“Please, Trina,” I said. “Go ahead. I want to hear it. I’m not afraid.”

“First, I was struck by your beauty. You are angelic.”

My breath hitched. I’d been called cute a few times, decent-looking more often, but never had anyone confessed to being struck by my beauty—and I’d certainly never been called angelic. I blushed and could feel my pale skin reddening. I may have giggled.

“Go on…please,” I said.

“Then I saw your pain, Lily. It radiated off you in waves. You reminded me of myself when I was a little younger. I was immediately drawn to you. I…I…uh…feel a special connection to you.”

She paused. All I could do was beam at her. The kind words and her hands kneading my arches were making me darn near giddy.

“I know,” she added hastily. “It sounds so crazy. We hardly know one another, but in a way, I feel like I’ve always known you. Does that sound weird?”

I laughed. “Yeah. It sounds pretty weird, but I like it, Trina. I like you!”

I took a small sip of my wine, the pleasant glow from the alcohol along with Trina’s wonderful touch making me swoon.

“I worked in a foot massage parlor before managing the coffee shop, Lily. I’m pretty good. Would you like to experience the full treatment?”

I nodded eagerly and wiggled my toes, causing us both to laugh.

“Go down the hall,” she said. “The first room on the left has a few silk kimonos hanging in the closet. Change into one and I’ll grab my things.”

The void as her hands ceased caressing my feet was palpable, but I figured the full treatment would be worth the temporary pause. She scurried down the hall, leaving me reclining on the sectional. I sighed and hefted myself from my repose. Marching down the hall, I located the bedroom she’d directed me to and strolled over to the closet. I found the garments hanging among other articles of women’s clothing, and I briefly wondered to whom they belonged. Were they Trina’s and she simply used the closet for overflow? Or had they belonged to Kaitlin?

I didn’t trouble myself with it. Instead, I chose an off-white kimono with a few floral patterns and butterflies on it. I chewed my lip, assuming she wanted me to change into the silk robe while in the spare bedroom. After closing the door, I disrobed down to my thong and slipped into the kimono. The luxuriant silk kissed my skin delightfully, causing my nipples to stiffen and poke against the material. Suddenly, I felt sexier than I ever had.

I stepped into the hall and met Trina in the living room. She was placing a basin filled with water on the floor. A box of what looked like bath salts sat on a towel on top of the ottoman. Oils and some kind of wooden implement with a hard, rubber triangle at the end—a mallet of sorts—lay next to the salts. She smiled and picked up the box, shaking a healthy dusting into the little tub.

“You look lovely in that kimono, dear,” she said, waving a hand toward the sectional. “Here, Lily, sit and place your feet in the water. Soak for about five minutes, and then we’ll begin.”

I followed her instructions. The water was very warm, on the margin of being too hot, but as I settled in, it cooled to a comfortable temperature. Trina refilled my wine glass, and I took a small sip. When the five minutes expired, she carefully lifted my feet from the basin and set them gently on the towel-covered ottoman.

Trina was still in her jeans but had discarded the denim shirt in favor of a white tank top. The shirt was snug, showing off the fine muscle tone of her brown arms. Kneeling on the other side of the ottoman, she oiled her hands with a scented concoction, the fragrance of which I couldn’t quite place. Beginning with the ball of my foot and my toes, she went to work. Her touch was amazing and I sighed, making her grin with delight.

“It feels good?” she asked.

“It feels wonderful,” I said.

I considered closing my eyes, but I was mesmerized by her. She was a beautiful woman. Watching the tendons in her forearms bulge and flex as she rubbed my feet had me feeling more than a little aroused. Her large tits strained against the white material, her cleavage a dark canyon of mystery. I don’t think my reaction was unnoticed either; Trina seemed to be aware of the effect her massage was having on me. Nevertheless, she concentrated on the task at hand. Working down to my arches before rubbing my heels, she ended the kneading of my right foot by wiping it down with a warm towel before wrapping it and starting with the other. She repeated the process with my left foot, and by now, I was putty in her hands. I think I may have whimpered several times during the phenomenal rubdown. When she finished the massage, she lifted the little mallet, pounding my feet with gentle force. I was in heaven.

“How was that, Lily?” she asked softly. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, God, yes,” I moaned.

“It doesn’t have to end there. I have some other skills,” she said softly.

Her dark eyes were boring a hole into mine.

“Whatever you want to do is fine, Trina,” I breathed. “This is out of this world.”

“I think the best is yet to come, Lily.”

She lifted my right foot, pampered and cleaned, and placed my toes in her mouth. I bit my lip to keep from screaming, but the uneven, raspy groans I released were audible.

“OH! MY! GOD!” I cried, when I caught my breath.

Her long tongue worked between my toes, and her mouth devoured me, licking, sucking, nibbling.

She gave both feet equal treatment before licking my ankles. Her mouth owned me; I could hardly speak.

“Is this okay, Lily? Shall I continue?” she asked, a hint of playfulness in her voice.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please don’t stop.”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing—where this was obviously leading —but there was no question that I wanted it…that I wanted her.

She smiled, the tenderness gone from her eyes, replaced by a white-hot lustful gaze. I shivered and she chuckled, knowing exactly the effect she was having on me.

Slowly, she ran her hands up my legs, tickling the flesh just above my knees. The kimono fell open at the slit, exposing what certainly was my soaked-through thong. I saw her eyes focus between my legs and I shivered again.

“You are very wet, Lily. May I help you with that?” she teased.

“Y…y…yes,” I stammered.

She didn’t waste any time. In the blink of an eye, she had my thong removed, running the garment under her nose and inhaling deeply. Her eyes became half-lidded, expressing the approval of my lusty scent. The silk robe was now open, exposing my perky, pale breasts.

“You are a thing of beauty, Lily. I want to make you feel beautiful.”

“Yes, please,” I begged. “Anything!”

Trina used a foot to push the ottoman aside and knelt between my legs. She ran two smooth hands up my inner thighs to where they met at my soaked cunt. I could feel my desire leaking from my vagina, coating my petals with frothy feminine lust.

“You are like most young girls these days, Lily. You wax completely. It suits you, dear. Your sex is beautiful.”

I whimpered again as she ran her tongue up one inner thigh and down the other, deftly avoiding my throbbing quim. Then she sent me to the moon when she blew a hot stream of breath over my clit.

“Would you like for me to lick your sweet, little pussy, Lily? To taste you? To devour you?”

“God, yes! Please! Please!”

Her tongue connected with the bottom of my slit and slowly moved upward. She zigzagged through my intricate folds, puffy and pink, dewy with anticipation.

“Aaahhh,” I moaned. “Oh, Trina! Lick my pussy!”

The tip of her tongue flicked my clit, sending an electrical current of pleasure from my head to my toes. I was a quivering mess of female flesh, begging for her to take me to The Promised Land. When she pressed the flat of her tongue on my bud and lashed me with a firm, slow stroke, I gave in. I stiffened and shook, cumming with an insane intensity—an intensity I had never experienced before at the hands of my male lovers. Trina attacked my pussy, licking, probing, fucking me with her tongue. My cunt was on fire, and I bit my fist to keep from screaming like a banshee. The entire universe centered on my feverish sex. I lost total control of my limbs, bucking and grinding, flailing and rocking. Before nearly slipping from the sectional, I vaguely sensed Trina wrapping her arms under my legs and over my hips, using her hands to restrain me, to stabilize me. I was out of control with bliss.

She raised her drenched face and looked at me.

“I’ve only just begun, Lily. You’ll cum so much you’ll beg me to stop.”

With that proclamation, she dove back in, sending me into orbit once again. I lost count of my orgasms until they simply ran into one long wave of pleasure. Trina used her hands and fingers, her mouth and tongue. She battered my tortured chasm with an arsenal of oral artillery until reality began to fade and a soothing darkness encompassed me. And then mercifully, the world went completely black.
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Stretching and yawning, I awoke confused and disoriented. Where was I? Attempting to get my eyes to focus, I blinked several times in the dim lighting. A pillow was under my head and a cozy blanket covered my body. I slowly sat upright and took in my surroundings. A warm glow washed over me as I began to recollect the events leading up to my hazy slumber. It all came rushing back to me, making me smile briefly before an unsettling cloud invaded my thoughts. Where was Trina? What time of night—or morning—was it?

Shrugging off the blanket, I guided my feet to the floor and slowly stood. Wobbling a little, I held out both hands to steady myself. When I got my bearings, I moved into the kitchen, still naked, and helped myself to a glass of water. The clock on the microwave indicated the night was still relatively young—just past ten o’clock. After hydrating myself, I walked slowly down the hall, holding my hands in front of me as I navigated the near darkness. A light shone through the little crack of a closed door at the end of the hallway. I tapped gently before entering, gasping at what appeared in front of me.

Trina reclined on a stack of pillows leaning against the headboard of her bed. Her bedside lamp illuminated her exquisite body, a swarthy goddess, naked and desirable. I stood in the doorway gazing at her voluptuous figure, absorbing her breathtaking beauty. She smiled at me with lust-filled eyes and shifted on the bed, spreading her legs, allowing me an even better view of her splendid body. Her bare breasts were sturdy and proud, areolas dark and smooth, anchoring turgid nipples begging to be suckled. I shivered and panned down her body. A full bush of black pubic hair, lush as a summer garden, mesmerized me momentarily. Glistening, dark labia, inviting as a ripe plum, caused my mouth to run dry.

“Please join me on the bed, Lily,” she cooed.

I moved to the edge of her king-sized bed and slid onto the surface. As I did, she plucked a thick, pink dildo from beneath her leg and placed it in her mouth.

“I’ve been thinking about you while you rested, Lily. Licking your delicious pussy made me very horny. Would you like to watch me masturbate?”

I couldn’t find my voice; all I could do was nod.

“Good, my love. Maybe you’d like to help. Would you enjoy that?”

“God, yes!” I croaked, finally able to make a sound.

She spread her legs even wider, opening her gorgeous pussy for full inspection. Her cunt was a marvel, the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

“I’ve gotten so wet thinking about you, Lily. Will you fuck me with my dildo?”

A raspy, uneven breath escaped my mouth, but I managed to move between her spread legs. When my shoulder brushed the smooth skin of her leg, I nearly creamed myself. She spread wider, accommodating my position between her thick and powerful thighs. I could smell her now, the aroused scent of a horny woman, musky, earthy, hypnotizing. Trina gently, but firmly, pressed my shoulders so that I was prone between her legs. My face was only six to eight inches from her dark treasure. She brought the dildo down her tummy and over her pussy, spreading her petals and moaning from the touch of the large phallus.

“Take it, Lily. Fuck my pussy. Love me!”

With a shaky hand, I took the dildo. It slid easily into her slit, the sight of it entering her, breaching her sex, the most singularly erotic sight I’d ever witnessed.

“OH! FUCK!” she bellowed. “YES! Shove it in me.”

I worked the fake cock in and out of her slippery quim, pushing and pulling, twisting and rocking, trying to read what pleasured her the most. But every maneuver seemed to affect her similarly; she simply loved it all.

“I’m gonna cum, Lily. Make me cum, baby. FUCK ME!”

I sensed she was on the precipice of orgasm. I didn’t think; I only acted. I shoved the dildo deep inside of her before pulling it almost completely out—the sloshing wetness from my thrusts audible over her roaring cries. Her clit was engorged, and I knew it was time for me to take the leap. I didn’t dangle my toes in the water like a timid child considering the cool swimming pool. Instead, I pulled the glistening toy from her cunt and dove in, face first, taking the Sapphic plunge. My senses were fired. Hot, wet lust greeted my mouth. Her flavor was both salty and sweet, a hint of something so earthy and forbidden I could scarcely describe it. I was instantly addicted. The aroma was divine, her scent so exquisite, just like her taste, that it defied description. Her curly pubic hair gently caressed my nose as I found her throbbing bud. The instant my tongue connected with her clit, she howled and bucked. Her already soaked pussy became considerably wetter, drenching my face with her cum. Trina’s feral screams bounced off the walls as her climax consumed her. Grabbing my head firmly, she humped my face, her cunt and my mouth becoming one entity, glued together in need and desire.

I took a trick out of her book and tortured her wet pussy consistently. She wiggled and giggled and shivered, but I kept my face planted on her sex. I couldn’t get enough of her. I was a quick study, learning what she seemed to enjoy the most, figuring many of the things she’d done to me would please her as well. Lapping at her steaming box, I probed her canal, nibbled her labia, and swirled her clit. She came countless times, moaning and thrashing, until she gently pushed my head from between her thighs.

Her breathing was labored, but she managed to pull me up for a sensual kiss. We lay together for some time, touching, fondling, exploring each other, mutual squeaks of contentment and love filling the room. When she’d recovered, she touched my cheek.

“You are a wonderful lover, Lily. You made my body sing. You rocked me to my core. It was beyond amazing.”

“The night is young,” I teased.

“Yes. It is, dear. But I believe it’s your turn again.”

With that, she rolled over on top of me and ground her furry pussy against my hairless slit. I gasped, feeling her moist petals rubbing against my slickness. Her lips found mine and her tongue probed my mouth. I began grinding back, meeting her thrusts, developing a rhythm as my heart raced and my spine tingled.

I was briefly disappointed when she rose up, but what happened next, rocked me senseless. Trina raised my left leg so that my toes pointed toward the ceiling. Then she placed her left knee over my right hip, straddling me. Her fleshy sex, hot and gooey, met mine in a glorious union. Her fur and petals were rubbing over my clit, instantly causing my frame to buck in paroxysms of devilish desire, sending me to the moon. Trina worked her hips like she was twirling a hula-hoop, the vision of her erotic movements a sight to behold. But when she once again placed my toes in her mouth, I fell from the cliff, cumming and screaming and flailing in her bed.

I felt light as a feather. The sensation was like an out-of-body experience. The only part of my anatomy I could feel was my fiery quim, pulsing, throbbing, soaking my lover’s hot box with my copious cream.

Trina pushed my leg back a little farther so that my inflamed pussy was prominently exposed. She adjusted forward and continued sucking my toes as she pounded me, fucking my cunt with hers. One orgasm segued to the next as I floated in heavenly, Sapphic bliss. When Trina finally slowed, I was relieved, for I could hardly breathe. My heart raced and wet strands of my hair stuck to my cheek. Gazing up at my dusky lover, I noticed that she was equally, and beautifully, disheveled.

Trina smiled down at me, a mischievous grin covering her face. Lowering my leg, she positioned herself so that she was straddling my tummy. I reached up with both hands and caressed her luscious mounds, tweaking her nipples, bringing them to full attention. I pulled her down and got a mouthful of one of her huge tits, sucking her areola into my mouth. She gasped and stroked my head, running her hands through my damp hair. I released her and sampled her other monstrous boob, giving it equal attention before grasping her hips and pulling her forward.

As her body moved up my frame, I could feel the trail of hot, wet lust leaving its mark along the way. Her thick forest of pubic hair brushed my chin, and then her gooey slit was on my mouth. I devoured her, fucking her canal with my tongue, nibbling her clit, licking her delicious labia. Trina grabbed fistfuls of my hair and rode my face, rotating her hips in unison to my tongue-lashings. Her hot, sticky nectar coated my face, and the heady aroma of her steaming cunt, sweeter than honeysuckle, filled me with passion.

Trina rode my face with alacrity, and her cries of passion began filling the room.

“I’m going to cum, Lily! Fuck me! FUCK ME!” she bellowed.

And fuck her I did! I drove my tongue inside her with a stabbing fierceness. Her whole body began to shake and quiver above me. She gripped my hair harder, almost painfully, but in the heat of the moment, the sensation was surprisingly erotic. I felt her body stiffen all of a sudden, and then she pulsed violently, erratically, as she submitted to the orgasm racing through her body.

Her moans of passion were similar to that of a wounded animal’s, and I considered how similar sounds of pain and pleasure really were. Trina panted above me for a few seconds before collapsing to my side.

Sleep consumed us both. I stirred when sunlight crept through the drapes covering the windows. I reached for Trina, but she wasn’t in bed. Sitting up, I looked around, shaking myself from the dizzying events of the previous evening. And then Trina walked through the door, showered and dressed in black slacks and a white blouse.

“I need to get to the tearoom, Lily. Coffee is made in the kitchen, and I laid out some pastries for you. There is plenty of fruit too, my darling. Help yourself.”

She showered me with the sweetest smile with which anyone had ever blessed me. I wondered if she was falling for me the same way I was falling for her.

“Wait,” I said, scrambling from the bed. “I’ll come with you and help.”

She met me halfway across the room and touched my cheek with a tenderness I had never known.

“No, my love,” she said. “I need to go now. Take a shower, have some breakfast.”

I nodded. I definitely could use a shower.

“Can I meet you there later?” I asked.

Her face lit up.

“I would like that, Lily. But are you sure you want to spend your Sunday watching me work?”

I stepped into her embrace and kissed her. When I broke the kiss, I spoke.

“I want to be with you, Trina. I’m falling for you. You are an amazing woman in so many ways.”

A tear leaked from her eye.

“Lily,” she said. “Your words warm my heart. This silly old girl is falling for you too.”

We kissed again, before she gently pushed me back.

“I must go, Lily. I look forward to seeing you soon.”

I nodded, tears of joy streaming down both my cheeks. She turned and left me then. I stood in the room for a moment, listening as she moved quickly through the apartment. Keys jangled and the door opened and closed. I listened as her footfalls faded, and then I pulled myself together and headed for the shower.
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It was nearly noon when I arrived at the tearoom. Most of the brunch crowd had departed, and the place was a bit messy in the wake of hungry diners. I didn’t see Trina right away, so I figured she was in the backroom or busy in the area off the bar. I slipped out of my jacket and donned an apron I found behind the bar. I busied myself collecting the plastic plates, teacups, and saucers from the tables, whistling a little happy tune as I worked. When I finished cleaning the tables, I started on the floor. Using a broom, I swept up the debris and food particles strewn on the hardwood and tidied up the front room as best I could. Standing in front of the bar, I looked around, satisfied with my housekeeping skills. A gentle arm stroked me from behind, pulling me from my trance. Trina looked gorgeous. But what was even better was that she gazed at me with the same look in her eyes. I loved her! I knew it then, and I could only hope she felt the same. I should have felt ridiculous, falling for someone—a woman, in fact—in the course of two days. But I knew it happened, and it probably happened more than I realized. And now it had happened to me.

“You look lovely, darling,” she said. “I haven’t been able to think straight this morning. I’ve only thought of you.”

“Oh, Trina,” I said. “I can’t begin to explain what you mean to me. You are amazing.”

“You are amazing, Lily. You are brave and strong and beautiful.”

Her gentle countenance turned a bit seductive.

“And you’re deliciously sexy.”

She quickly glanced around before giving my rump a little swat. I giggled, relieved that the heavy moment had passed, despite reveling in it. A girl could only take so much.

The front door opened and Trina moved to greet the entering customers. I paid them no notice and moved behind the bar, removing my apron as I went. I got the garment stowed where it belonged and tinkered with a few teacups and saucers, straightening and organizing them the way I’d seen my lover do. When I glanced up, I nearly fainted. Trina was seating a couple at a table in the far corner of the room. A handsome young man accompanied a pretty blonde. They both smiled at Trina as she handed them menus. I stared at the couple for a long moment before a voice caused me to jump.

“Lily, dear,” Trina said. “Are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Huh? Oh, yes. I’m fine.”

She looked at me uncertainly.

“I love you, Trina. I need to tell you that. I love you so much.”

Her eyes lit up. There was little trace of the sadness I’d seen in them previously.

“I love you too, Lily. From the moment I laid eyes on you.”

I gave her a quick embrace and kissed her on the cheek.

“Will you let me do something?” I asked.

She grinned. “I bet I will.”

I laughed. “Well that, of course…but later. I wonder if you’ll let me serve that couple over there. The one you just greeted.

Trina shrugged. “Why not?”

I pecked her cheek again.

“I’m going to show you how much I love you a little later,” I said with a devious smirk.

“I’ll hold you to it,” she countered.

I picked up a pad I’d seen Trina use when she had taken orders for tea and sashayed toward the couple.

“Good afternoon,” I chirped. “Are you two lovebirds ready to order?”

The girl looked at me strangely, but it was Jason’s face that was classic.

“Uh…oh…uh, Lily,” he stammered.

I smiled from ear to ear, as the blonde glanced back and forth between my former boyfriend and me.

“Jason!” I screeched. “What a pleasant surprise.”

“You know each other?” the blonde inquired.

I waved a hand at her. “Oh! We go way back.”

“Uh, yes. Bailey, say hello to Lily.”

“Hi,” she said, uncertainty clouding her face.

“It’s so nice to see you, Jason. Wow! Just wow!”

His face went a little pale, and his lips moved but no sounds escaped his mouth.

“Is this your new girlfriend?”

Bailey looked at Jason, joining me in waiting for an answer.

“Uh, yeah. We’ve been dating,” he managed.

“Well, isn’t that nice!” I said in a super-sugary voice. “Well, I know you came in for tea, not to chat with little, ole me! What can I bring you?”

Bailey looked at the menu and started to speak, but Jason cut her off, causing a snarky look from the sultry blonde.

“Can you give us a few minutes? I’m having trouble deciding.”

I laughed. “Isn’t that just like you, Jason…having trouble deciding?”

They both looked at me, Bailey with a bemused expression and Jason with the face of a naughty toddler who’d just been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

I gave Jason one last look before tossing my hair, turning, and marching away from their table. By the time I moved behind the bar, I heard the front door swinging open as Jason and Bailey hastily withdrew from the tearoom. Trina watched them depart before glancing at me in confusion.

“I think I just lost a couple of customers for you, Trina. But I’m not really sorry.”

“You seemed to know them,” she said, a concerned look covering her face.

I chewed my lip before I broke out in laughter.

“That was Jason and his new flame.”

Trina gave me an anguished look before she spoke.

“Oh, Lily! How awful! Are you okay?”

My laughter intensified in volume as I doubled over. Tears leaked from my eyes but they weren’t unhappy tears. They were tears of relief and joy! When I collected myself, I took Trina’s hands and smiled.

“I’m fine, Trina. I truly am. And that was the most fun I’ve ever had with Jason. And I have you to thank for that. Are you going to fire me?”

It was her turn to laugh.

The last of the customers were making their way out, giving us an uncertain glance as they moseyed toward the door. We didn’t care; we were lost in our love for each other.

“How about a nice cup of tea, Lily. I’ll make us both one.”

“That would be perfect!” I exclaimed.

I left Trina, allowing her to make the tea, and took my seat at the end of the bar. I watched the woman I loved skillfully prepare our hot beverages, and once more I marveled at her exquisite beauty. When the aromatic, herbal concoctions had finished steeping, Trina set them on the bar in front of me. She made her way to where I was seated and pulled out the mahogany stool next to mine. We kissed and touched for a few moments while our hot beverages cooled. And then, I lifted the steaming cup to my lips and thoroughly enjoyed a spot of afternoon Tea with Trina.
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