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Worst Thanksgiving Ever

Chapter 1

Kathy Patterson sat at the stoplight, waiting for green while noting the light traffic. She looked at her dashboard clock. 11:15 am. Thanksgiving Day. She was already exhausted. It would make sense if the exhaustion was caused by efforts aimed at perfectly basting a turkey or baking multiple pies. No, it was from breaking up a fist fight between two 13-year-old girls. She had received the call around 4:10 a.m. She was the clinical director of Hope's Heart, a non-profit organization that served at-risk youth, and her job entailed attending to nearly every major crisis with the children who lived at the girl's group home. There were plenty of other staff members on the list who were supposed to be called before Kathy, but it was difficult to get someone to answer the phone at 4 a.m. on a holiday. With the exception of Kathy. She always answered. Always. 

Kathy realized she needed to set better boundaries. She was overworked because she had a soft spot in her heart for the girls and a lifelong inability to say no. Kathy knew she could walk into any hospital setting or contract herself out to several other big corporations for a lot fewer hours and a lot more money than she was making at Hope's Heart as a Masters level, licensed clinical social worker with 9 years of experience, but she really wanted to make a difference in the lives of the families they served. That was the kind of heart Kathy had. She'd had it her whole life. She couldn't help herself. If anyone was in need, she wanted to help them. The issue was that she frequently neglected herself in the process. 

Kathy lowered her visor and winced as she looked in the mirror. She looked terrible. She hadn't had time to properly get ready. She wore no make-up, had dark circles under her big, almond-shaped light brown eyes, and her hair looked like she had just broken up a fight between two adolescent girls. Her flawless chestnut brown skin, which was normally her best feature, appeared ashen. She rushed to get dressed after receiving the call and believing it was a true emergency, wearing a wrinkled blouse and the same skirt she had worn the day before. She threw her hair into a barely-there ponytail and scurried out the door. After breaking up the fight between Heather and Stephanie, Kathy spent another hour reassuring Heather about why she had chosen to fight in the first place: her mother had canceled her Thanksgiving visit. 

Kathy was supposed to be relieved at 6, giving her time to prepare the corn and potatoes for Christina's Thanksgiving meal, pick out something appropriate to wear, and, most importantly, get some sleep. But a staff member called in sick. Another staff member did come in at 8, but the kids wanted Kathy to stay for the Thanksgiving breakfast they had prepared. She couldn't say no to something like that. The arrival of Heather's parents triggered her tantrum all over again. Kathy stayed until Heather calmed down and started having fun with the other kids' families. 

Kathy was finally free to leave. She called Christina to let her know she was going to be late, but Christina told her to come right away. Kathy protested a little about not having anything cooked and what she was wearing, but she ended up skipping home and heading straight to Christina's. Kathy figured she should go to her best friend's house when she was 8 months pregnant and already had three other young children. Kathy guessed she'd need extra help with the kids and her family in the midst of all the cooking because Christina's husband had an emergency bypass that came up on the schedule yesterday evening. 

Kathy yawned as she felt the familiar exhaustion. This had been her experience for the past few months. I'm barely getting 5 hours of sleep per night. Three employees at Hope's Heart had left in the previous weeks, adding to her already heavy workload. She looked at the gas gauge and reminded herself that she needed to fill up soon. She turned up the thermostat on the heater. The temperature was in the low 30s, and she had rushed out the door that morning without putting on a proper coat. In this weather, the light, thin thing she was wearing wouldn't even pass for a coat. She raised her eyes to the sky. The forecast had predicted sleet later in the day, which would make the roads dangerously icy. She might have to spend the night at Christina's. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 2

Kathy passed the green light. Her depression was suffocating her like a wet blanket. It had been a year since she had ended her relationship with Logan. What she had discovered, or perhaps what she had known all along, was that it wasn't him she missed, but the potential of the relationship. He had been her only serious relationship in her entire 32 years. It lasted for 6. It was meant to be the one. To mend whatever she perceived to be broken within her, whatever caused her inability to truly feel loved or connected to a romantic partner. She was supposed to love him, but she never did. He was probably aware of it as well and was simply going through the motions like she was. Kathy was not surprised to learn that he was seeing his ex-girlfriend behind her back. Her only real pain came from the realization that her relationship with Logan was her one chance at happiness, and she blew it. Losing her Aunt Mattie 2 years ago, who raised her from age 4 on after her mother died, did not help matters. Her depression began then and worsened over the last year due to the breakup, work, and a lack of physical care. She had already lost 30 pounds without even trying this year. 

Kathy hoped to arrive at Christina's before the other guests arrived. Guests. The thought of the word tightened the knot in her stomach, and she knew it was the thought of one particular guest that made her feel that way. Kathy didn't think twice when Christina first mentioned having Thanksgiving at her house because she usually spent the holidays at Christina's. They were like her second family. Christina Johnson had been her best friend since they were freshmen roommates. 

Kathy was excited about the Thanksgiving meal. She was making a guest list for Christina when she came to a halt over one name in particular before Christina could finish her sentence. Conway, Kelly. Kathy despised that woman with a vengeance. Kelly had a powerful personality. She was 5'8 tall, with dark honey-colored skin and big hazel eyes. To be honest, she was stunningly beautiful. Absolutely stunning and always dressed to the nines. She had such a commanding presence. She walked into every room as if it were her own, whether it was a boardroom, a five-star restaurant, or a ladies' room. Kathy couldn't stand her because she embodied female poise, brilliance, confidence, and sexiness. 

She first met Kelly at Ron's birthday party. She was some high powered lawyer at the firm that Christina worked at. Kathy was initially taken aback by her beauty and eager to meet her. Then strange things began to happen during their time together. What struck Kathy the most about Kelly was how critical she was of Kathy. She was always criticizing what she wore, how she looked, where she lived, and her job in some way. It almost came to blows on that last issue. It was at a promotion celebration for Christina. Kathy arrived late and apologized profusely for not having anyone to cover her at work and for how tired she was. Kelly used the opportunity to express how inefficient it was to work at a job where she was overqualified and underpaid. Plus, if people were supposed to come in and cover her, then it was up to her to stand firm about them coming in. Kathy could have reached across the table and smacked her. Smacked her good. Kelly was saved that day by her desire to see Christina have a good time rather than being thrown out of the restaurant and labeled as a psychotic fool. 

Then there was the time Kelly showed up unexpectedly when Kathy was sick to lecture her about not seeing a doctor about her flu symptoms. Kathy had collapsed at work earlier that day and was rushed to the emergency room. She was released the same day, and when she got home, she called Christina, who insisted on bringing her some soup. When Kathy opened the ringing door, it was Kelly who stood on the steps, not Christina. It was bizarre. Kathy couldn't understand why this busy attorney, with whom she'd only had a few encounters, would take the time to come all the way to her house and point out how wrong she was again. Being overly medicated and half-asleep was the only thing that allowed Kelly to escape Kathy's burgeoning wrath yet again. But the day was coming. Kathy could feel it. 

Then there was everything else they disagreed about: politics, capital punishment, welfare, capitalism, and the wealth gap. Kathy on one side, Kelly on the other. Many a dinner engagement or club outing found all the other ladies eating or on the dance floor while Kathy and Kelly engaged in passionate debates and ignored everything around them. Kathy had to admit that, as much as she disliked arguing with Kelly, she had never felt more alive. Everything and everyone around her was routine and predictable. Despite the fact that she adored Christina like a sister, their conversations were frequently dry, predictable scripts about Christina's children, Ron's work, or what was on sale at the grocery store. Kelly brought something out of her that she couldn't quite place. She challenged her. Kelly knew her stuff. The woman was well read. Journal articles, books, the news, she did her research. Kathy often found that they had read many of the same things, just had different perceptions of them. Kelly knew so much more than just the law. And, while Kathy disagreed with about 90% of what she said, Kelly always made a compelling case for it, which Kathy had to respect. Christina mentioned Kelly's brilliance on several occasions, despite the fact that she was one of their firm's youngest Jr. partners. Kathy hated to admit it, but Kelly kept her on her toes. She awoke something within her. 

But there was a stumbling block. In Kelly's eyes, she felt she wasn't rich enough, fashionable enough, or good enough. And it appeared that this criticism was directed solely at Kathy. Everyone else found Kelly to be as sweet as sugar. While she was always a little bossy, she was always helpful, kind, and respectful. She had seen Kelly treat wait staff and housekeepers with the same respect she reserved for top executives in various encounters she had with Kelly at dinner parties with Christina, spa days, and going to the movies. Kelly was always friendly, courteous, and welcoming...except when it came to Kathy. Kathy couldn't figure out why Kelly disliked her so much. Kathy knew she wasn't the corporate America type and looked all the time like she had just finished shopping at the Bargain Bin while putting out a fire, but she was a nice person. At least, that's what everyone else thought. Kelly was such a snob when it came to her. And that smug smile. Kathy despised that smile, which was only reserved for her. It was a smile that said, "I know how to get to you, and I'll keep doing it as long as I can." 




◆◆◆

Chapter 3

Kathy's stomach tightened as she took the familiar right onto Sycamore Street. She could feel her breath quicken and couldn't believe she was so nervous in Kelly's presence. As Christina's newly purchased two-story house came into view, a wave of relief washed over her. Christina's station wagon, which was currently without heat, was the only other vehicle in the driveway. Kelly's fire-red Lexus, beige Land Rover, or whatever other luxury vehicles she drove were nowhere to be found. Kathy was overjoyed. Kelly was always on time. Always. Kathy could never get anywhere before Kelly, no matter how hard she tried. Like she set it up on purpose just to get Kathy nervous by watching her come in and judge what she wore, how she walked, whatever she could sneer at. So Kathy knew that if Kelly was not here by now, she was not going to make it. Probably had some client to meet and squeeze another dollar from, Kathy thought. She was surprised Kelly even celebrated Thanksgiving and it wasn't just another workday for her. 

Kathy exited her car and entered the driveway. She knew Christina would not be upset if she arrived empty-handed, and there was probably plenty of other food. She was surprised to be the first person there. She hoped she could get time to change into something of Christina's and become somewhat decent looking before the other guests arrived. Kathy rang the doorbell and began digging through her purse for her key when the door opened to reveal a large pair of soft brown eyes. "Auntie Kathy!" screamed Christina's 6-year-old daughter, Dasia, who jumped into Kathy's arms the next second. Kathy picked her up and shut the door behind her. "Hey, baby," she said as she kissed her and walked deeper into the house. Something wasn't quite right. Christina's 4-year-old son, RJ, dashed into the foyer. "Hello, Ms. Kathy!" Dasia sat down reluctantly as Kathy stood up after hugging RJ. Something was definitely wrong. With a deep sniff, she realized what it was. She detected no odor of food. "Mommy is getting ready, and then we'll be on our way," Dasia said, looking up at her. "Where are you going?" Kathy inquired as she grabbed both the kids' hands and made her way into the kitchen. Except for an open bag of Cheetos on the counter, it was spotless. "Where is all the food?" Kathy asked. 

Christina stormed in, carrying 1-year-old James, diapers, and nothing but a slip. Christina kissed Kathy on the cheek before handing her the baby. "Hey, girl. How was work? Will you change little James? I still need to put on my dress." She looked up and down at Kathy. "Oooh, you look tired." 

Kathy and the other kids followed her out of the kitchen. "Christina, what is going on and where are you all going?" Christina took her dress from the back of the couch and began to put it on while Kathy changed the baby. "We found out on Tuesday that Ron's sister couldn't make it, and, of course, Ron has to work today. And this morning, they grounded all flights out of Chicago because of the weather so my mom and brother can't make it." Christina put on her dress and attempted to grab her shoes from RJ and Dasia, who thought this was the ideal time to play keep away. "So with not everybody coming I got to thinking was it still worth it cooking such a large meal." Christina finally wrangled her shoes from the giggling kids as Kathy finished changing the baby's diaper. 

Kathy took a brush from her bag and began brushing Dasia's hair back into a ponytail. "Well, I was telling Kelly all of this." Kathy went cold at the mention of the name, and the knot in her stomach began to tighten. "Well," Christina went on, "She mentioned that her family was coming over so why don't we all go to her house. She said she didn't mind cooking and was looking forward to it." Kathy sat motionlessly, the brush still in Dasia's hair. "Aunt Kathy, you're pulling too hard," Dasia protested, her teeth clenched. Kathy regained consciousness. With shaky hands, she quickly finished with Dasia's hair at which Dasia made a quick escape. "Isn't that wonderful?" Christina chided. We will be spending Thanksgiving at Kelly's new house." Kathy knew that yelling the obscenities she was itching to yell might not be the best response, so she settled for a huge fake smile that kept her from having to say anything. Whether Christina was aware of Kathy's dislike for Kelly or not, she managed to keep it hidden on every occasion.

Christina smiled as she picked up the baby and led the other children to the coat rack. Kathy walked over to help the kids put their coats on, feeling numb and dazed. "Her house is absolutely stunning," Christina continued. "We've been there several times. It's simply incredible. She lives in Auburn Heights." Kathy just smiled as she re-applied her thin coat and ushered the kids out the front door. She was cursing in her head. Auburn Heights was one of the most affluent and wealthiest neighborhoods in the entire city. Of course, she would live there Kathy thought to herself. "Are you certain you don't need a warmer coat?" Christina inquired. The temperature is supposed to drop severely later this evening. We'll be at Kelly's for a while." Kathy almost tripped off the front step from that last statement. "Aunt Kathy, are you all right?" Dasia asked sweetly. "I'm fine, sweetie," Kathy said and helped the kids get into her car and buckled up. 

She retrieved the car seat from the station wagon and set it up in the back for James. "Thank you for driving," Christina said as she buckled him in and walked to the front. "We still need to have the wagon inspected." Kathy was just standing outside the car. Everyone else had gotten in, buckled up, and was ready to go. She wondered what would happen if she just decided not to get in the car and stand there all night, short of a psychiatric stay and frostbite. "Kathy, please stop standing there like that!" Christina called up at her. "It's cold outside, and we're already late. Come on." Kathy sighed silently and climbed into the car. 

Kathy's mind began to form a plan as she backed down the driveway. She didn't want to spend a single second, let alone Thanksgiving, at Kelly Conway's house. Seeing her at Christina's house was one thing, but seeing her on Kelly's turf was an entirely different story. This day had already been dreadful. It had been mentally and physically exhausting, and she didn't have it in her to face that woman's arrogance and ego today. She wasn't going to that woman's house to hear her criticize her job, clothes, car, and anything else Kelly could think of. Kathy looked to her side and back at her eager passengers, who were all smiles and ready for the journey. Kathy cast a glance over at Christina as she drove. Kathy despised doing it, but she was desperate. Perhaps now is a good time to remind Christina of their recent conversation about Christina wanting to host their first Thanksgiving dinner in their new home. Christina was ecstatic about it. It was still not too late. They could turn the car around and go back home and whip something together. 

Kathy's mouth opened. "Christina, I was just think-"  

You know, I am so grateful Kelly is doing this for us," Christina interjected. "At 8 months pregnant and with three other children to look after, I had no intention of standing on my feet all day cooking." Next year, I'll be able to host a large Thanksgiving dinner at my home. No big deal. I felt bad at first, but Ron and the kids don't mind. If he gets off early enough, he'll stop by Kelly's and have lunch with us." Kathy clenched her teeth. Damn, she grumbled to herself. It seemed cruel to bring it up right now. Kathy's breathing became more rapid as she approached the freeway on-ramp. Kelly's house was about 45 minutes away, and she needed another plan quickly. 

Kathy looked in the rearview mirror at the children's eager expressions. Even James, who had no idea what was going on, was beaming. Kathy was aware that it was low, but she remembered instances at other friends' houses where the children refused to eat other people's food. They could be very picky eaters at times. Perhaps Christina needed to be reminded of this to avoid embarrassment, and they could simply turn the car around and return home before it was too late. "You know Christina-" 

"I'm glad we'll be able to visit Ms. Kelly's house. We're getting macaroni!" Dasia piped up from the back seat. Kathy returned her surprised look. "You know it's the strangest thing," Christina said. "They are usually such picky eaters, but every time we go to Kelly's, they eat everything she puts in front of them." Kathy looked in the review mirror. The children looked back at her with smiles as to confer their mother's statement. Even James gurgled his approval. Kathy thought to herself, "Little traitors." She clutched the steering wheel firmly. This was clearly not working. 

She was racking her brain for another plan when she heard her cell phone's saving grace. The familiar ringtone of the Hope's Heart group's home number was a gift from above. Kathy smiled quietly to herself. After the many, many times those calls had interrupted dinner with friends, a movie, or some much-needed sleep with a request for her to come in and cover someone's shift, it was about to be a help to her for the first time ever. Of course, she didn't want to spend her holiday back at the group home since she had just been there half the morning, but anything was better than Kelly's. Anything. "Would you please grab that for me?" she politely asked Christina. Kathy began switching to the right lane so she could take the exit for a turnaround. When Ron got home from work, he could take them to Kelly's. She tried not to feel bad about it, but this was finally a valid reason to avoid Kelly's. 

The phone had gone to voice mail by the time Christina got it out. "Just put it on speaker," Kathy said. She wanted everyone to hear it so that it could be legit. Christina activated the speaker. "Hello, Kathy, this is Margo. I didn't want to interrupt your Thanksgiving, but I just wanted to let you know that you shouldn't be concerned about arriving later. Sandy's flight was canceled, and both volunteers agreed to be back-ups, so we're completely covered. We appreciate you a lot and wanted to make sure you had a break this Thanksgiving. Don't be concerned about coming in until Tuesday. Have a wonderful Thanksgiving. Bye." Kathy's heart sank as Christina hung up the phone. "Wow, that's amazing," Christina exclaimed. "You never seem to get a break. This is fantastic. Now you can have the whole Thanksgiving!" Of all the times, Kathy thought to herself. Of all the fucking times! She had NEVER had a holiday off in her five years as clinical director at Hope's Heart. What exactly was going on here? 

Kathy considered the social and legal ramifications of abandoning her 8-months pregnant best friend on the side of the freeway with her three children on Thanksgiving for a split second. Kathy sighed and tightened her grip on the steering wheel. Not only was she frustrated that her plans were failing, but guilt began to creep in. She returned her gaze to Christina and then to the children. What was she up to? She loved them all so much. She had no intention of lying or manipulating them, and she certainly didn't want to ruin their Thanksgiving. Plus, it wasn't even her character which was evident by her complete inability to pull it off. Christina cast a glance her way. "Are you okay?" 

"Fine." 

A few seconds went by. "You know I told Kelly you were coming and how much you love homemade Plum Pudding, even though no one else does." Kathy's head shook. She knew she shouldn't, but she couldn't help herself. "Well, what did she say?" Christina paused for a moment. "Um, well, it takes an incredibly long time to prepare and cook properly, it would be really expensive to get the right kind of cognac and find the necessary dried fruits at this time, and it really wasn't a Thanksgiving dish anyway, and she just couldn't understand why you would wait so late to make a request like that," she explained. Kathy felt her skin heat up. "Hey, I never even asked the bitc-" Kathy clamped her mouth shut as she looked in the mirror at the young eyes watching her. "Figures," she muttered quietly as she pushed the car back into the middle lane. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 4

They arrived in the Auburn Heights neighborhood 30 minutes later. Aside from the large, fancy Auburn Heights sign, the sprawling estates that lined the streets made it clear that they were in a posh neighborhood. Beautiful, massive brick homes in a variety of styles. Everything is beautiful and elegant. "I really enjoy coming here," Christina said. "These houses make ours look like a shack. Wait until you see Kelly's place. After the traffic light, her street is on the left." 

Kathy had to admit that the houses were incredible. She turned onto Kelly's street and was greeted by a new set of elegant homes that were even more beautiful than the previous street. A few people were out putting up their Christmas decorations. "There you have it," Christina said. Kathy drove into the circular driveway of a massive brick house. She rolled her eyes as she walked past a lovely keystone bronze mailbox that was only for show. Kathy wondered why she felt the need to flaunt everything. Even a damn mailbox? There were two luxury cars already there, Kelly's Land Rover and some sports car whose brand symbol Kathy couldn't even recognize. Kathy took a look around. The massive size of the home, the expansive yard, and a small fountain off to the side. "I thought Kelly was single," Kathy exclaimed a little too loudly. "She is," Christina stated as she unbuckled her seat belt. Kathy rolled her eyes inwardly. How the hell does one person need so much space?! 

Everyone jumped out of the car with glee. Everyone except Kathy. Christina was halfway unbuckling little James when she called out, "Kathy, would you get out of the damn car?! What is going on with you today?" Kathy reluctantly got out, grabbed the other two kids by the hand, and followed Christina to the front door. Kathy didn't recognize the man who opened it. "Hey, Derrick," Christina called out. "Welcome, Christina and company." He gave her a hug as they all went inside the house. "Kathy, this is Derrick. One of the firm's partners and his wife, Elizabeth." Everyone exchanged greetings. 

Kathy helped the two kids get their coats off. She didn't make a move for her own coat. She looked around the incredibly large foyer. It was breathtaking. The chandelier alone must have cost a fortune and been well worth it. The foyer was elegantly decorated with beautiful end tables, paintings, and pricey vases. "Wow, this house looks better every time I see it," Christina exclaimed. She handed James to Kathy and removed her coat. "Is there anyone else here?" Christina asked as she hung her coat, grabbed the baby, and directed the kids into the living room. "I think your friend Rose and her family will be coming and I believe that is it. Kelly's family was unable to attend "Derrick offered. Everyone, but Kathy, headed to the living room. She stood by the coat rack, still wearing her coat. She told herself, "Just say you're sick." With her newly throbbing headache and exhaustion, it couldn't be a lie. You fulfilled your responsibility by getting them there. Now just leave before you see her, Kathy reasoned. Christina returned, clutching James. 

"What are you doing, Kathy?" 

"Look, Christina," she began, "I-" 

Just then Kelly came in from the kitchen, and as mentioned before, the woman knew how to make an entrance. Especially in her own house. Kelly wore a stunning brown silk gown with an orange waist belt. It hugged her tall, curvy body perfectly. She adorned it with matching orange jewelry and high orange Manolo Blahnik heels. It was a lovely combination of harvest colors that went perfectly with the Thanksgiving holiday. Her short bob was combed into a sophisticated yet edgy faux hawk. Her beautiful smooth brown skin glistened, and her hazel eyes were bright and clear. Kathy thought to herself, "Damn she looks beautiful," as she admired how the dress hugged Kelly's gorgeously curvy body. Kathy thought to herself, "Whoa." Where did that thought come from? It was then she became aware again of her own haggard appearance. 

Kelly kissed Christina on the cheek and snatched James away from her. Kathy received the same smug smile from her. 

"Hello, Kathy." 

"Kelly." 

"Why are you still wearing your coat? Are you on your way somewhere?" 

There it was again. Underneath that smug smile is a dare, a challenge. Kathy realized she was daring her to leave the house like a chicken. Kathy refused to give her the satisfaction she desired. "Not at all." Kathy unbuttoned her coat and hung it on the opulent coat rack. She was aware that she was now exposing her outfit to Kelly's scrutiny. Kelly gave her a thorough examination. "Wow, you've lost even more weight?" That is not at all healthy." Kathy bit her tongue and opened and closed her shaking hands. Kelly's gaze was drawn to Kathy's pitifully thin coat on the rack. "That's a really thin coat for this weather." And it'll only get colder by this evening. You really need a proper winter coat." Kathy's entire being was on fire right now. "My coat is fine," she said flatly. "Could you please tell me where your bathroom is?" Another smug grin. Kelly knew she was getting to her. "Down the hall to the left," Kelly said. 

Christina began walking towards the living room, seemingly oblivious to the silent battle between the two women. "Kelly, this house looks different than when we were here in June." "Yes, I replaced the carpet in the living room and redid two other rooms. Would you like a tour?" "Oh, Yes. And so would Kathy. Wouldn't you agree, Kathy? Because this is your first visit, "Christina offered to help. No way was she going on a tour. "Of course. Please give me a minute "Kathy stated. Kelly smirked once more. Kathy dashed down the hall to use the restroom. 

Kathy shut the bathroom door and rested her throbbing head on the cool tiles. "Just get through this," she exclaimed. "Simply eat and keep your opinions to yourself. Give it two hours. That is more than courteous. Then you can leave. Simply eat while keeping your mouth shut." Kathy took a look around the bathroom. From the colored soaps on the sink to the plush towels, rugs, toilet cover, shower, tiles, and hanging pictures, it was decorated in a deep lavender and soft cream. It was stunning. She sprayed cool water on her face after turning on the fancy faucet. She almost jumped when she saw herself in the mirror. She should have changed at Christina's. Her hair had grown into a rat's nest, and she appeared exhausted. Christina could've told me something, she reasoned. Of all times, why did her first time at Kelly's house have to be with her looking this bad? "Why do I even care?" Kathy wondered aloud. Still, she grabbed a brush from her purse and did what she could to her hair. She cleansed her face with a rag and moisturized it. She was naturally pretty so it was passable. Kathy gazed at a lovely cream-colored clock hanging on the bathroom wall. 1:05 pm. It's still Thanksgiving. Kathy exhaled one final deep breath. "Eat and keep your mouth shut." 

She emerged from the restroom and joined the tour just as they were heading upstairs. Every room, every inch of the house had been meticulously planned and tastefully decorated. Kathy expected Kelly's house to be a cold, modern box that prioritized style over heart, but it wasn't. It was definitely pricey, huge, and modern, but it was also very warm and inviting. A truly elegant residence. Kathy couldn't take her gaze away from the bed in the few seconds they were in Kelly's massive bedroom. A colossal king-sized throne with brown silk sheets and lovely decorative pillows. Kathy's mind flashed back to Kelly making love in that bed for the briefest of moments. Forget love, actual fucking. Downright, animalistic fucking. She imagined only seeing her backside as she thrust and grinded the faceless figure beneath her. The thought sent an intense shiver straight to Kathy's pussy. She wondered where the hell that came from. Kathy noticed her face flushing and went to leave the room before anyone noticed. But when she looked up, Kelly was staring her down. Smirk firmly in place. She seemed to know exactly what Kathy was thinking. Kathy bolted from the room and down the stairs as quickly as she could. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 5

The rest of Kelly's guests arrived over the next half hour. Kelly went to finish putting the finishing touches on the dining table. While everyone else made small talk, Kathy looked at the family photos Kelly had displayed around her living room. The pictures of a younger Kelly were adorable, but you could see the arrogance on her face even then. Kathy moved closer to a photograph of Kelly on the mantel. She was with an older woman who resembled her, most likely her mother, and a young special needs child. Kelly was protecting the child while smiling at the camera. The arrogance had vanished for the first time. Kelly finally entered the room and announced that it was time to eat. "Finally," Derrick exclaimed. 

Everyone entered the large dining room and came to a halt. It was immaculate. "Wow, Kelly, you really outdid yourself," Christina exclaimed. The massive Donatella dining table appeared to have been set up for a royal banquet. The food was meticulously laid out in a rainbow of browns, yellows, reds, and oranges. The dishes were fine china, and the centerpiece was a beautiful, handcrafted cornucopia. Kathy couldn't believe Kelly did all of this on her own. "You cooked all of this?" Christina inquired as she assisted the children into their seats. "My mom came over yesterday with my niece to help with the cooking, but it was mostly up to me. Everyone should now take a seat." The visitors took their places. "This deserves a picture," Derrick said, pulling out his phone and photographing the table. "Everyone will know it was a good Thanksgiving." He laughed as he took his wife's chair and sat beside her. 

The table was covered with food. Two beautifully browned juicy big hens, ham, creamy mashed potatoes, collard and turnip greens, seasoned green beans, cabbage, macaroni with the melted cheese still simmering and little bits of meat, yams, dressing, buttered rolls that had been browned to perfection, and other things Kathy's mouth was watering because she hadn't eaten since 6 p.m. the day before. 

"Kelly, you went above and beyond. This is fantastic "Elizabeth stated Everyone began to agree at the same time. Everyone except Kathy. It was truly lavish, but she didn't want to give Kelly the satisfaction. Kelly's gaze was fixed on her. Looking at her with anticipation. Kathy was just looking for a compliment, she reasoned. She wants me to recognize yet another thing she does better than I do. Kathy said to herself as she walked past an empty seat next to Kelly and towards one at the far end of the table. If Kathy didn't know any better, she'd think Kelly had planned for her to sit next to her during the meal. Most likely to intimidate me. Kathy thought, "Make me feel uncomfortable the whole night." She refused to let her do it. Micah, Derrick and Elizabeth's son, was about to help himself into the seat Kathy was about to take. Kathy dashed for it, nearly knocking the small boy off his feet. "I'm sorry," she said as she rubbed his back and pushed him towards Kelly. "Don't you want to sit next to your Aunt Kelly," Kathy asked him sweetly. She knew it was childish and felt bad, but she was trying to survive at this point. "All right," Micah said, probably perplexed as to why he wouldn't be seated next to his own parents. He went to sit next to Kelly as she helped herself into the seat. Kelly was fixated on Kathy the entire time. Smugness in check. Kathy fumed. 

The food was served after Derrick said the blessing. Everyone immediately remarked on how delicious the food was. Kathy sighed and rolled her eyes inward. Did this woman need any more compliments on how lovely and perfect she was? "Why aren't you eating, Kathy?" Christina said loud enough for everyone to pause and look at Kathy's empty plate. "Try the macaroni. It's one of your favorites and Kelly's is one of the best I ever tasted." Kathy spooned the smallest amount of macaroni she could onto her plate. She bit off a small piece. It was fantastic. Possibly one of the best things she had ever eaten. She could test the blend of several different kinds of cheese. Every eye was on her. Kathy turned to face Kelly. She refused to give her satisfaction. "Meh, it's alright," Kathy answered. Everyone shrugged and went back to their plates. Kathy went through the rest of the meal like this. Taking small bites here and there as if the food was mediocre. The truth is that everything was delicious. She could have eaten the entire serving of the macaroni and greens by herself...straight from the serving dish if no one was looking...with her hands if it really came down to it. 

Kathy observed everyone having a good time and enjoying their Thanksgiving throughout the meal. She wanted to do the same and not let Kelly get to her. She was about to let down her guard and go for a big slice of hen when Kelly started. "How is work going, Kathy?" she asked. 

"Fine." 

Kathy felt a knot forming in her stomach. "I heard you were working early this morning. I'm not sure why you'd waste your time and energy on a group of misfits who won't pay you what you're worth. You should do a better job of advocating for yourself." That was the final straw. Kathy and Kelly spent the next hour arguing about public policy, government funding, welfare, and appropriate juvenile sanctions. They conversed across the table with everyone else who was talking about reality shows, Black Friday shopping, and football. 

By the time dessert arrived, Kathy was in full battle mode. Christina asked Elizabeth to help her and Kelly bring out all the traditions-cherry pie, apple pie, two sweet potato pies, peach cobbler, vanilla ice cream, and a chocolate cake. Derrick whistled. "You outdid yourself, Kelly," he exclaimed as he cut into the peach cobbler and topped it with ice cream. "This is good, Ms. Kelly," Dasia said as she bit into a cherry pie. "Oh, Kathy, there is one more just for you," Christina said. She went into the kitchen and returned with a lovely plum pudding. Kathy was speechless for a moment as she stared at it. She never got homemade plum pudding. Ever. Even though it was her favorite, it was so difficult to prepare. This one looked perfect. Kathy felt Kelly's eyes on her. Waiting for her to dip in her spoon for a taste. She probably poisoned it Kathy thought to herself. Kathy took a small portion of the cake and pudding onto her plate and tasted it. It was fantastic. The best she'd ever had. If she could have, she would have made love to that plum pudding right there on the table. She ate it quickly but refused to give Kelly the satisfaction of another helping, even though she could have eaten the entire dessert in one sitting. 

After a while, the guests began to take their second dessert serving into the media room to watch the football game. It was a massive media room, complete with comfortable leather seats, cup holders, and a massive theater screen. It was as if they were standing on the game's 50-yard line. Kathy's headache had progressed to a full-fledged migraine by this point. She still hadn't gotten enough sleep, and her immaturity at dinner prevented her from eating as much as she should have. She brought her purse into the media room to look for aspirin discreetly. She didn't want to ask for any because it would bring up more comments about how overworked she was and how she wasn't taking care of herself. Christina's husband, Ron, had finished his surgery and joined them at the house by this time. He was watching the game while eating his Thanksgiving dinner in the media room. 

After a few more hours, lots of laughter, and a majority of the food gone, the guests began to disperse. Kathy's car was blocking Derrick so she grabbed her keys and went to move it. When she got back inside, she noticed Dasia and RJ getting tired, and little James starting to cry. "I guess it's time for us to leave," Christina said. "Kelly is in the kitchen preparing plates to take home with us." Kathy's ears were filled with music. "I guess I'll go out as well," Kathy said. There it was. She made it through the meal and was able to leave without looking too bad. She placed her keys in her coat pocket and began assisting the children before retrieving her purse. "Would you mind doing me a favor?" Christina inquired as she gathered the baby bag and Ron helped the kids into their coats. "Sure," Kathy said, thinking it was about the kids. 

"Would you mind helping Kelly clean up?" Christina asked. 

"What?!" Kathy could not hide her annoyance. 

"I know it's a lot to ask, but since she did all this cooking." 

"She said she didn't need help." 

"I understand, but she put so much effort into everything. I'd stay, but the kids are getting antsy, and we need to get little James to bed. I can ride with Ron and you have your car." 

"But she said she didn't need help," Kathy grumbled once more. Normally, Kathy would have gladly volunteered on her own to assist the hostess with any necessary cleanup, but this was no ordinary situation. 

"Come on, Kathy, you know it's the right thing to do. What's the matter with you? I understand you're tired, but please. For me. I'd feel bad if all of us left without helping." 

"But she said she didn-" 

" Katherine Patterson!" 

Kathy reluctantly agreed, "OK, OK." Kelly entered the room with two bags full of plastic containers and handed them to Ron. As the family walked to the door, everyone said their goodbyes. Christina told Kelly, "Kathy agreed to help you stay and clean up." 

"But only if you need it," Kathy quickly added. 

"I know you said you didn't need help, so you probably don't, and I can leave." 

Kelly gave her a sidelong glance. "You know what, I think I'll take you up on your offer." 

Fuck. 

"It would make the clean-up go faster," Kelly said with that smug smile. Of course, Kathy was thinking to herself. Just wants to torture me. Christina hugged Kathy and kissed her on the cheek. "Thank you, Kathy. For anything. Don't leave too late now. It's going to rain, and there will be a lot of ice on the roads." 

Kathy hugged the rest of the family, kissed the baby, and watched them leave and get buckled up into the car. As the car backed down the driveway, she felt trapped, as if she were a prisoner. Completely on display for Kelly's scrutiny. She shut the door and turned around to see Kelly staring at her. Smug look in check. Kelly came in, set the alarm, and walked right past Kathy. "Come to the kitchen," she said as she walked out of the room. Kathy cringed. Just help her and leave Kathy told herself as she made her way to the kitchen. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 6

The next hour was spent with Kelly giving orders about dishes and covering up food and Kathy complying. It was taking far too long, and Kathy suspected Kelly was just trying to keep her there for whatever reason. Just trying to make me miserable, Kathy thought. Kathy was just grinning and bearing it while telling herself she could go home soon. That is until they got on the subject of work again and then Kelly made a comment about Kathy's car. "You know the roads are going to get bad, and you have those terrible tires on that small car of yours. Plus, your coat is not really for this kind of weather. I know you may not be able to afford such things with what you let them get away with paying you." 

That was the final straw. As much as she was trying to leave the evening cordial, it was not going to happen. Kathy blew a gasket. "That's it!" Kathy threw down the Tupperware bowl she was holding and stormed out of the kitchen into the living room. "You know what, I don't need your constant snide remarks about my coat, car, clothing, and job. We can't all be as perfect as you, Kelly!" Kathy was fuming. She ran to the coat rack and angrily grabbed her coat off the rack. Kelly stood in the doorway of the foyer. Not saying anything. She just had the same smug look on her face with her arms crossed. This made Kathy even madder. She was so angry she could not get her coat on properly. First, she tried putting it on, but the sleeves were in opposite directions. Then it was backwards. Next, she just got completely tangled up in it and couldn't find her way out. It was a scene straight out of a comedy and Kathy would have even found it funny had she not been the shining star. But Kelly found it funny. She let a few giggles slip out. Kathy became incensed. 

"Oh, this is funny to you?" Kathy finally relented wearing the coat inside out. She took the keys out of the pocket and stomped angrily to the front door. 

"The roads are getting really bad out there, Kathy. Your car is not-" 

"You know what, fuck you Kelly!" Kathy yelled angrily. No, my car is not as fancy as yours. Not everyone can be perfect like you with your big house, and pretty brown dress, and your hot body-" Shit, Kathy thought. Did she really just say that out loud? Kelly said nothing, just raised a perfectly arched eyebrow.

"I enjoy my job, and while it is demanding, it is necessary. And I don't have to have new things or make a lot of money to be happy. And you just can't get that, can you?! And you know why, Kelly? Because you have to have a heart to understand it! You know what a heart is, Kelly? It's supposed to go in the same spot as the lump of coal in your chest!" Kathy was so angry that she didn't realize she was saying half of what she was saying. "You're a heartless bitch, Kelly. A heartless, cold, money-obsessed, critical bitch!" 

Kathy then yanked open the front door. BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP. The front door alarm began to blare loudly. Kelly walked over to close the door and deactivate the code. It immediately fell silent. She shook her head and was beginning to arm it again when Kathy rushed past her, jerked open the front door again, and stomped outside. The weather had changed dramatically since the last time they looked outside. Light sleet was falling, making the road slick and dangerous. 

"Kathy-" 

"I don't want to hear anything from you ever again, Kathy yelled." Kathy then turned, stomped forward, and SLIPPED down the front steps. She had a hard fall and landed in a puddle of slush. "Damn." Kathy attempted to get up but kept falling back down. She slipped back down every time she got her footing. Up. Slip. Up. Slip. Again, something out of a slapstick comedy. Although, not funny to Kathy. She braced herself as she regained her footing and slid, half-walking, to her car. She was aware that she would be severely bruised in the morning. Before getting in she looked back at Kelly. It could have been concern or smugness on her face. Kathy took it as smugness. Kathy flipped her off, got in her car, and cranked up the engine, ready to drive out of there. The car refused to start. It sputtered a few times but wouldn't start. If her previous behavior wasn't an embarrassment, this was. Kathy peered through the window at Kelly. She was just standing in the same spot. Enjoying the show. Kathy thought to herself, "She just wants to see me act like a fool." "And you're making it easy for her," came the response from Kathy's conscience, which she ignored, and started pumping the gas pedal to get the car started. 

"Come on, come on," she said to the car as she turned the key again. It finally started. "Hah." Kathy flipped Kelly off again and pressed on the gas. It lurched forward, slid on some ice, and ran smack into Kelly's fancy Keystone mailbox. "Shit!" Kathy felt guilty for a brief moment. She was enraged, but she never wanted to cause harm to anyone's property. She had knocked the mailbox completely down. She could hear metal grinding under her car as she backed up. "I can't believe this!" She contemplated leaving. Kelly caught her gaze as she looked out the window. Still in the same spot with her arms folded. This got Kathy's anger riled up again. I will just mail her a check Kathy thought to herself. It might cost her a few months' pay, but it's worth it to never have to see or speak to that woman again. 

With that, Kathy threw manners and good sense to the side and peeled off onto the icy, slick streets. She flipped off the Auburn Heights sign she had seen on her way in. "Fuck you, Auburn Heights. You will never see me around your rich snobby asses again." Kathy had no idea where this was coming from. She never judged or classified people as poor, rich, or anything else. In fact, many of the holiday donations, adopt-a-family participants, and other community contributions for the Hope's Heart agency came from people with an Auburn Heights zip code. 

But Kathy was enraged. She was angrier than she had ever been. So with that anger, she drove onto the freeway on-ramp going much faster than she should have been with the slick, icy roads. There were no other cars on the road, which caused her to go faster. The more Kathy thought about Kelly and the evening, the angrier she got and the faster she drove. Suddenly, WHAM! Kathy's car hit an ice patch, causing her to skid erratically. Kathy panicked and overcorrected, causing the car to spin out of control all over the road. Kathy was terrified, feeling helpless and unable to regain control of the vehicle. The car spun a few more times before crashing into a deep snow bank, causing Kathy to hit her head hard against the steering wheel. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 7

She was dazed for a brief moment before awakening. When she pulled her hand away from her forehead, she noticed a spot of blood. Kathy cast a glance out the window. She was firmly embedded in the snow bank. At least the car is still running she thought to herself. She pressed the gas after a brief moment of reflection and heard the wheels spin. She pressed once more, but the wheels spun and the car did not move. "Shit." Kathy opened the door and hopped out. The cold air smacked her in the face like a right hook. She drew her pitiful coat on. As Kelly said, it was too thin. Kelly. Kathy's rage was reignited just thinking about the name. It was her rage that drove her to believe she could push the car out of the snow bank. She pushed from behind, grunting and straining her muscles. The car did not move. She tried driving it in drive, neutral, and reverse from the front and back, but it didn't move. Kathy moved her gaze up and down the desolate highway. No one would be coming by on Thanksgiving night, especially in the freezing cold and when others had the good sense to stay put when there was bad ice on the road. 

Kathy was walking to the back of the car, exhausted and depleted when she stepped into a large snow-covered hole. "Ahh!" Kathy tripped after twisting her ankle. She tumbled and rolled down the snowy hill, crashing into a massive, deep puddle of dirty, grimy water and ice. Kathy's body was shocked by the cold water. She eventually managed to climb out of the puddle and struggled her way back up the snowy hill. Her efforts were further hindered by her now heavy, sodden, freezing wet clothes and a right leg that was searing with pain around the knee area. 

Kathy got into her car, slammed the door, and turned up the heat to maximum. It didn't do much with her sitting in the heavy freezing clothes. Her right leg throbbed. She wanted to look at it, but it was too difficult and cold for her to move around in her freezing clothes. The last thing she needed while stuck on the highway was to be injured. She would have to call somebody. She did have AAA. She really hated to bring somebody else out in this bad weather because of her foolishness, but she had no choice. In her wet clothes, she felt like a block of ice. She reached behind her back to take her phone from her purse. Her purse. An image of her purse sitting on the floor of Allison's media room flashed through her mind as she looked at the empty backseat. 

"Shit, shit, shit!" Kathy yelled. Then the gas light came on. The heat was not going to last long. Kathy sat there with her freezing wet clothes, cut forehead, and whatever was going on with her leg and breathed heavily. Kathy Patterson then burst out laughing for the second time that night. She began pounding on the steering wheel with her hands and fists. It was hurting and would probably cause some bruising, but Kathy didn't care. She was in a rage. First, it was about Kelly and how hard she was on Kathy which landed her in this situation. Then it became less about Kelly and more about her life in general. She was 31 years old, single, and unhappy. She devoted so much of her time and energy to a job she adored, but it sapped everything from her. The failure of her relationships, the inability to connect. Being used by her family, all that time wasted with Logan. Always unhappy. It wasn't supposed to be like this. She did everything right. Everything. Gave her aunt no trouble, got good grades, went to college, and avoided the early pregnancy and criminal pitfalls that seemed beholden to the girls in her poverty stricken neighborhood. And it was all for nothing because here she was alone on the side of the road while everyone else was in their homes and enjoying the holiday with people who loved them. She felt completely alone. To truly feel loved by anyone was an aching desire for her and felt her only chance was gone when her Aunt died.

Kathy continuously hit the steering wheel, her body racked with uncontrollable sobs. She finally stopped when she lost all energy to keep hitting. She knew the car would run out of gas soon and didn't know if she could last until someone came by. She thought about walking back to a gas station but didn't remember seeing one open and couldn't chance it with her wet clothes and hurt leg. Completely exhausted and out of ideas, Kathy put her arms on the steering wheel and rested her throbbing head. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 8

Several moments later, Kathy awoke to a bright beam of light shining from outside directly into her face. She tried covering her eyes. She heard knocking at the window and could see the outline of a large man. Scared, Kathy looked around for a weapon, but couldn't locate one. The man knocked again. Kathy saw flashing blue and red lights behind her and looked in the rearview mirror to see a huge truck and a police car parked behind her. Kathy let the window down. "Good evening Ma'am. I'm Officer Ben Miller. You alright in there?" Kathy just nodded, still in a daze. "This is Tim," Officer Miller said pointing to a large man in a ball cap. "He's going to get you out." Tim backed up and looked at the car. "Wow, you're really stuck in there, huh? Your friend said you would be out here. Let's see what we can do." 

Close to an hour later Kathy found herself in the passenger seat of Tim's massive tow truck with her car on the back as they traveled at a snail's back down the icy freeway. As Kathy sat in her wet clothes, in pain, and enduring the smelly remnants of Tim's Thanksgiving meal coming out in gassy emissions from both ends, she wondered just how this day could possibly get any worse. She needed to learn to stop asking that question. Kathy had been in such a daze that it had not dawned on her before that they were going in the wrong direction. 

"Hey, I'm in Oakville," Kathy said. Tim looked down at his metal clipboard. "Well, it would be an added cost to go different from what is on the paper." Different from what was on the paper? That meant she was heading back to- 

"No!" Kathy yelled and gave Tim a scare. "Just please take me home. I will pay whatever-" Kathy began before remembering where her purse was. "Shit!" 

"What now, ma'am?!" 

"Nothing, sorry," Kathy replied as she sat back and endured the misery. She glanced at Tim's dashboard clock. 6:12pm. Still Thanksgiving Day. This day would not end. 

When they finally took the Auburn Heights exit, a knot formed in Kathy's stomach. When they came upon the familiar Auburn Heights sign that Kathy flipped off earlier and vowed never to see again, the knot grew tighter. Tim whistled. "Nice neighborhood." Kathy was beyond embarrassed as the big loud truck with her beat-up car on the back made its way up the street of the posh neighborhood. Some of the residents, who endured the weather to hang their Christmas lights outside, looked at the offending monstrosity as it made its way past them. A call came in on Tim's radio as they neared Kelly's street. 

Kathy barely registered the conversation as her panic grew when they got closer to Kelly's house. Once on her street, Kathy knew there were no words to describe how humiliated she felt coming back to Kelly's house with her car on a tow truck after she had behaved so badly before tearing out of there earlier. 

"2019," Tim said as he looked for Kelly's house. "The house is that one on the hill," Kathy pointed out begrudgingly. "Ohh, that is a nice one. The nicest one I've seen." Kathy cut her eyes at him. 

As they neared the house, Kathy got desperate. "Look, Tim. My purse is in that house. I can run in, grab it, and pay you to take me back home. Or even the nearest hotel. I will pay whatever." "Can't do it, ma'am," Tim replied. "Got another call. Besides, it's not good to run back and forth on the roads in this kind of weather. If you have got a safe place to stay, it's best to stay put." Kathy let out a long, nervous sigh. Fuck. 

As they got closer, Kathy was surprised to see Kelly standing on the front steps. She would have thought she had never gone inside from the time Kathy tore out of there earlier, but her clothes were different. Tim maneuvered the truck near Kelly's driveway and hopped out to unload the car. Kathy didn't move. She wasn't intending to get out if she could help it. She didn't want to, but she stole a peek at Kelly. Gone was the smirk smile and smugness. Kelly looked pissed. Real pissed. Kathy's knot tightened. How did she always seem to get herself into these experiences?




◆◆◆

Chapter 9

Tim finished unloading her car faster than any tow truck driver Kathy had ever known and came around to her door. He opened it and held his hand out. Reluctantly, Kathy climbed down. Tim gave her a smile as he headed up to Kelly and gave her a jolly greeting, completely unaware of the strong tension between the two women. He showed Kelly a screen on his card reader. "The car was stuck a lot deeper than we thought. Took additional time and so it will be an extra $155.00. Kelly handed him are card. Kathy's guilt and humiliation increased and kept her frozen in her spot instead of volunteering to get her purse and pay Tim. I will include it in the check for the mailbox Kathy said to herself. She glanced over at it. It still lay in a mangled heap on the ground. Kathy's heart sank. 

"Thanks and have a good night," she heard Tim say to Kelly. Heading back down the sidewalk, he looked at Kathy and then turned back to Kelly. "Keep an eye on this one. She was really trying to get away from here for some reason." Tim laughed at his joke as he nodded at Kathy. She could have beaten him over the head with the card reader right there on the driveway. "Have a good night ma'am and stay put." Tim got back into his truck and started the engine. With no other means of stalling, Kathy limped the long walk up the driveway to the front door. She felt like she was on her way to the electric chair. Kelly stared at her for a moment and then disappeared inside, leaving the front door open. Kathy carefully climbed up the same steps she fell down earlier, entered the house, and closed the door. As she stepped further into the foyer, the heat of the house enveloped her like a warm blanket. Damn, that feels so good Kathy thought to herself. She could smell the wonderful aroma from the Thanksgiving meal earlier. She was starving. 

She didn't know where Kelly went or what she should do. She wanted to get to a bathroom to get those wet clothes off quick. She began walking further into the house. "Stay where you are," she heard Kelly yell from somewhere in the house. "I don't want you to get my floors wetter than necessary." Kathy stopped in her tracks. She stood there with her head hung low, beyond embarrassed as she dripped dirty snow water, grime, and blood from her leg on Kelly's beautiful polished floors. She felt like squeezing her hands as a response to the familiar anxiety, but they hurt too much. Kathy looked at them. The knuckles were bruised and swollen from her attack on the steering wheel. Kathy could not feel any lower. Kelly reappeared with fluffy towels and a robe. Kathy stood up straight. "Um, maybe you can put something down so I can get to the bathroom without messing up your floors?" Kelly just stared at her. Kathy wanted to sink right into that well-polished floor. Kelly ignored her. She put the robe and towels on the table and came over to Kathy. She stood over her just looking her over. She gently touched Kathy's forehead where the cut was and shook her head. Then she went to work. 

Before Kathy knew it, Kelly started undressing her. "Your clothes are completely soaked," Kelly admonished. "I don't know what the hell you were thinking. You could have gotten pneumonia out there." Kathy was too stunned and embarrassed to say anything and Kelly was not waiting for permission. Kelly quickly removed the thin coat she found so offensive and tossed it on the floor with a flourish. Next, she went for Kathy's blouse. Kathy tried to assist, and keep herself covered at the same time, but her hands kept being pushed away. Suddenly her shirt was completely off and Kelly was pulling her skirt down. Shit, Kathy thought to herself. The situation was bad enough without her standing in her underclothes in front of Kelly. She hadn't even put on any nice lacey ones. Umm...not that that should matter she told herself. "Kelly, I can just go the bathroo-" 

"Step out," Kelly commanded with Kathy's skirt around her ankles. Like a child, Kathy stepped out. "Oh wow," Kathy heard Kelly exclaim. Afraid Kelly was in shock over her Granny panties, Kathy looked down to see Kelly staring at her leg. There was a deep nasty gash running from the middle of her knee down to the top of her leg. Kelly grabbed one of the towels and dabbed at it. "It doesn't need stitches, but it's pretty deep. Need to get it cleaned up." Kathy didn't realize until it was too late that her panties were being pulled down. Her hands quickly covered her pussy area. Kelly seemed not to notice. She stood up and expertly unclasped Kathy's bra with one hand and released Kathy's firm B-cups. There is no way that was her first time doing that Kathy thought as she worked to cover her vaginal area with one bruised hand and breasts with the other. It was comical and sad at the same time. Kathy tensed up as Kelly stood directly in front of her hand and reached for her chest. What the hell? Kelly gently lifted Kathy's hand from her breasts. "What happened to your hands?" she asked. Kelly looked genuinely worried. It threw Kathy for a loop and she momentarily forgot that her breasts were exposed. "Oh, I um... fell on them. Um...several times," Kathy lied as she covered her breasts again. Kelly just shook her head and then gave Kathy a towel and the robe. 

Kathy put them on while Kelly gathered her soiled clothing. "Follow me," she commanded. Kathy followed like a little child. Kathy thought she would be going to one of the guest bathrooms and was surprised when Kelly led her upstairs and down the hall to Kelly's bedroom that they were in earlier. Inside the expansive dark room, Kelly cut the bathroom light on and started the shower. Kathy came inside. "There is plenty of shampoo and body wash you can use and extra towels in the cabinet. I will try and wash whatever is salvageable from your clothing, but I am telling you now that this wannabe coat is going in the garbage. I will go find something for you to wear." Kelly gave her one last look before leaving and closing the door behind her. Kathy hung her head as she took off her robe. This would definitely go down as one of the worst nights of her life. She felt so humiliated. Just when she thought Kelly could not think any less of her. 

Kathy looked at herself in the mirror. She was bruised and scraped, her hair was all over her head, and her forehead was swollen with a small cut. What a day. And that was just the physical part. She saw the huge shower stall behind her in the mirror beckoning for her. It was one of those fancy ones with several strong jets spraying out all at once. Kathy hopped in and turned them on. As the warm water spread over her body, Kathy could not remember anything feeling so good. She poured out some body wash. It looked expensive, one of those custom-made kinds tailored for the holidays. Kathy took a whiff. It smelled divine, like a light pumpkin and vanilla mix. She spread it all over and then used the matching shampoo on her hair. Kathy did not know how long she was in the shower when she emerged, but she felt much better. 

Wiping the steam off the window she started at a face that always mesmerized her after getting out of the shower. Despite a horrible evening, she still had that freshly scrubbed look. She looked ten years younger than she was. Always had. She inspected the cut on her forehead. Her natural hair spread out in curly spirals all over her head. Those B-cup breasts with thick gumdrop nipples stood high and firm. Kathy looked at the rest of her body. She had lost weight everywhere but her ass which stood round and high. Gathering a towel around her, Kathy slowly opened the door and peered into the bedroom. She was still afraid of facing Kelly's impending wrath, but the bedroom was empty. Kathy looked around for the clothes Kelly was going to leave out. Not seeing anything at all she sat on the bed. She didn't want to go ask and certainly wasn't going through her drawers. The hot water from the shower reminded her of her exhaustion. I'm not going to sleep Kathy told herself. The last thing she wanted was for Kelly to see her sprawled out naked in a towel and snoring with her mouth open. I will just sit here and wait for the clothes Kathy thought. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 10

Two hours later, Kathy awoke in a panic. She was coming out of the throes of a nightmare. She was back on the highway. Her car careening widely on the icy road, but this time there was no snow bank to break her speed. The car tumbled over the side of the road and kept rolling and rolling. Kathy tried to shake off the dream. Her heart beat rapidly and she was sweating. She looked around the dark, unfamiliar room and for a moment, did not know where she was. She blinked a few times and it all came back to her. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand. 9:10pm. Still Thanksgiving Day. Damn, she thought. Then something occurred to her. She reached up and felt a small bandage on her forehead. Kathy looked down. She had been snugly tucked into the bed covers. Pulling them back, she saw a big white t-shirt on her with a Yale logo on it. Further down, she saw her right leg had been expertly adorned with a large gauze bandage. The familiar humiliation sank in. Now Kelly had seen all her goods on display with her completely unconscious. I wonder what she thought of my body Kathy asked herself before admonishing herself for the thought. 

She took a deep sniff and inhaled the lingering smell from the Thanksgiving dinner. Her mouth started watering. She was torn between going back to sleep and avoiding Kelly or going to get something to eat. Hunger won out and moments later, Kathy was limping down the stairs with a robe on. As she entered the foyer, she could see Kelly in the living room. She was standing behind the couch looking at a football game on her huge flat screen. She was speaking into an earpiece and holding a football in her hand. She had changed clothes again. This time she was standing barefoot in short denim shorts that accentuated her nice ass. Kathy admired the way the full firm globes settled nicely into the shorts. Damn, that is a nice ass, Kathy thought. Wait, why am I thinking this she said to herself. Kelly had on a white tank top covering parts of a large back tattoo peeking out of the sides. The tattoo was surprising but really hot. Damn, she looks sexy Kathy thought. Always does whether in a power suit, silk dress, or shorts and a tank top. Kelly was goading to whoever she was talking to on the phone. "Brown is the best receiver in the league right now and he hands it off to that other guy?! What the hell are they doing? Yeah, well I'm going to be pissed if my team loses on Thanksgiving and it costs me $500.00. Yeah, whatever." 

Kelly seemed to sense she was being watched and turned around to see Kathy standing there watching her like she had just escaped from lock-up. Kathy realized how weird she looked and started looking at pictures on the walls, which made her look even weirder. "Call you back, Tate." Kelly took the earpiece out and started toward the kitchen without looking at Kathy. "I will fix you a plate," she said. Kathy followed her into the kitchen. All the leftover food was out and Kelly busily made a plate and heated it up. Kathy got up to help, but Kelly waved her off. She brought the plate and a cool glass of the homemade punch she made earlier. Kathy dove in. She couldn't remember when food tasted so good. She was so embarrassed by the way she acted earlier. She looked over at Kelly who seemed to be preparing more punch. "Oh, you don't have to," Kathy said. Kelly ignored her and went about making the punch. Kathy ate and ate. Because of her behavior earlier and a lack of not eating much over the last few weeks, she was starving. She was halfway through her second plate before she started slowing down. 

During all of this, Kelly would come in and out from watching her football game. She never said anything to Kathy but made sure her plate and drink were constantly refilled. While in the living room, Kathy heard Kelly make a huge yelp and then came back smiling with the earpiece on. "See, that's how it goes Tate. Never call it until it's over. You owe me $500.00. Yeah, whatever, just pay up." Kelly took out the earpiece and then went to the fridge to take out what little was left of the cherry pie. She placed it on a plate and came and sat at the table with Kathy. Kathy took a deep breath. She had been avoiding this but knew it had to be said. She tried breaking the ice. "Glad your team won." Kelly just glanced at her, took a bite of her pie, and said nothing. Kathy took another deep breath. "Look, Kelly, I want to thank you for putting me up like this. I hope I'm not disturbing your evening. And I want to apologize for the way I acted earlier. I shouldn't have said those things. Not sure what came over me. I will pay you back for it all. The tow truck and the..um..mailbox." Kathy tried to gauge her reaction, but she was a mask like always. 

Kelly just looked at her then her plate. "Are you finished?" "Yes," Kathy said confused. "You want some of your plum pudding?" "Oh, yes. It was so good, but I can get it." Kathy limped her empty plate to the sink and then opened the fridge for the pudding. She saw the one from earlier with a small portion missing and then another one in a container untouched. Kathy grabbed the first bowl. "You made two plum puddings?" she asked. They are so hard to make. Why do you go through the trouble of making two if I am the only one who likes them? After spooning a huge helping, Kathy made her way back to the table. Kelly just shrugged and ignored the question. "How is your leg feeling?" "Oh, much better. Thank you," Kathy said as her face reddened at the thought of Kelly seeing her naked while asleep. "I guess I was pretty knocked out," Kathy said embarrassed. "Yes, you were." 

Kathy took a bite of pudding. Damn it was good. "Was that your mother and niece in the photo on the mantle?" Kathy asked. "Yes," came the curt reply. "My mom, Terri, and my niece, Jasmine. They were supposed to come for Thanksgiving, but Jasmine wasn't feeling too well." 

"Your mom takes care of her?" Kathy asked. 

"Yes, she gave up her job to care for her full time. I take care of their medical expenses and rent them a home in Willow. They were supposed to move in here when I first bought the house. That's why I bought one so big. I wanted there to be plenty of room for Jasmine's therapy and medical equipment. And I wanted my mom to be comfortable." Kelly finished the last of her pie. "But they decided to stay in Willow to be close to Jasmine's doctors." 

"And her mother?" Kathy asked. She knew was prying, but wanted to know. 

Kelly took a deep breath. She obviously didn't want to talk about it. "When my older sister was pregnant, she was attacked by a group of teenagers walking to her apartment one night. They planned on just robbing her, but she fought back because that's who she was. It got them angry. They beat her with metal bats right there on the street. She was on life support for three days before she died. Jasmine was lucky to survive at all. She was born three months early with severe brain damage." 

"How horrible. I am so sorry," Kathy said. Her eyes tearing up. 

"Well, it made us a stronger family. We really had to come together. Because they were juveniles they only got sentenced to juvenile detention and released when they were 18. It didn't really feel like justice. That's what drove me so hard. To go to college, finish law school, and work hard. Make something of myself in Robin's name." 

Kathy had never seen Kelly this vulnerable. "Wow," Kathy said. "Explains a lot. Why you give me such a hard time about working with the kids." Kelly raised an eyebrow at her. She grabbed both of their plates and took them to the sink. "I never put you down for working with children or anything about what you do at your job. I admire what you do and your passion for it. You're the type that is the beating heart of the world. Reminds us of our humanity." Kelly came and sat back down. "But you can't let them walk all over you because you have a giving heart. You have to take care of yourself as well." Kathy sat there stunned. She had never heard Kelly speak this kindly to her or be this soft. As if she was aware of it, Kelly quickly stood up and went into bossy mode again. "Come into the living room. There is probably a movie on." 

Kathy followed her into the living room and they sat and watched a holiday movie. Kathy kept stealing glances at Kelly. So poised, calm, and cool. Kathy could not figure this woman out for the life of her. She was this enigma of different personalities. Hard, but soft. Cool, but very caring underneath. Totally focused on you one minute, but you didn't exist in the next. Or at least that was how she portrayed it. 

Stuffed full of food, coupled with still feeling exhausted, and the warmth of the house, Kathy began nodding off. "You should go back to bed," Kelly said. Kathy didn't think she was even paying attention to her. 

"I'm ok." 

You're tired and still need some rest. Go back to bed." 

The boss is back Kathy thought. Kathy reluctantly got up and limped back up the stairs to the bedroom. She knew the two reasons why she was reluctant. First, she didn't want to leave Kelly. Just like always, even though they were always conflicting, Kathy was somehow always drawn to her. Even more so after their conversation and seeing Kelly's vulnerable side. The other reason she didn't want to go back to sleep was the fear of having another nightmare. It was awful, and Kathy did not want to experience it again. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 11

Once she made her way back into the big room she felt isolated and the familiar loneliness settled in again. For some reason, her mind went back to Kelly like it always did. Kathy didn't know what was happening. 

Suddenly, a distant memory came into her mind. One she had buried far away a long time ago. She was in her senior year and had become close friends with Sierra Winston after they started teaching the children's Sunday school together. They started hanging out all the time, babysat, shopped, did homework together, and teased boys. One day in Sierra's room, Kathy innocently shared never really liked kissing boys. Sierra said maybe she would like kissing girls better and landed a soft, delicate peck right on Kathy's lips. Kathy was in absolute shock, but something happened at that moment. Very briefly, it all came clear. What happiness could look like, what real desire was, what actually felt normal. From then on, she and Sierra would steal kisses from each other from time to time when they were alone together and no one could see. It never went beyond that, but the kisses were so soft and sweet and awoke something in Kathy she did not know existed. 

One day she tried to broach the subject with her Aunt Mattie. It was quickly stopped by a lecture on just being confused and resisting the temptation of sin. Not wanting to disappoint the only person in her life who took real care of her, Kathy never brought it up again. It was the only thing she could never talk about with her Aunt. Word got back to Sierra's mother and they were restricted from seeing each other alone. The friendship eventually just fell apart with Sierra graduating and moving out of the city. Last Kathy heard she was married to her husband of 10 years and had four kids. Kathy had pushed the memories from those events far back into her mind and they had not come out again. Until she met Kelly. Even though most of their time together was spent arguing, her time with Kelly awakened the same desire, need, and search for happiness all those years ago. 

That is it, Kathy told herself as tears began to flow down her face. That is why you fight with her all the time. Why do you claim to dislike her so much? You want her and can't have her. There is no way she would ever want you and you're too much of a coward about who you really are even if she did want you. The tears flowed even harder. Like before, it became less about Kelly and more about how she was screwing up her life not being who she really was. Kathy was deep in sobs and with a runny nose when Kelly suddenly came into the room. Kathy quickly tried to hide her face and ran into the bathroom for tissues. She closed the door. Shit, shit, shit, she said to herself. The last thing she ever wanted was for Kelly Conway to see her crying. Probably saw it as a sign of weakness, Kathy thought. Kelly knocked on the door. "Are you alright, Kathy?" she asked. 

"Just fine. Be out in a minute." Kathy wiped her tears and stood looking in the mirror. Her eyes were red and puffy. Kelly probably thought she was a complete idiot. Kathy knew she couldn't stay in the bathroom the entire night. Maybe she left she thought to herself. Who wants to be around some grown woman sniveling like a baby? Kathy put her ear to the door. While encouraged she didn't hear anything, she knew how pathetic it looked. She opened the door and slowly walked back into the bedroom. Kelly was sitting right on the bed looking at her. "Are you sure you're alright, Kathy?" Kelly maintained that cool, calm, posture but sounded concerned. 

"I'm fine," Kathy said as she went and sat on the bed. 

"Why do I have the feeling that even if you were not fine, you would never say it to anyone? Just keep it all inside." Kathy looked at her in shock. Always amazed at her ability to instantly cut right to the quick of her. 

"What the hell is wrong with you?" Kelly demanded. 

Kathy decided to tell half of the truth. "I was just remembering a nightmare I had when I was sleeping before. It was about the car accident. Kind of afraid of going back to sleep. I know it sounds stupid, but this whole day has been stupid. I am an idiot with the way I left your house earlier, and then I could have died out there. And it was so cold. And I was so terrified. And I didn't want to show up my first time at your house looking like this." Kathy knew she was blabbing, but couldn't stop. She was becoming short of breath and tears flowed non-stop. She finally stopped talking and just sat there sniveling. She wanted to crawl under the bed. Or better yet, jump out the window. 

Kelly just looked at her for a good while. She didn't say anything. She finally got up and walked to her dresser. "Did you use the holiday shampoo for your shower?" 

What the hell? Kathy was thrown by the off the wall question. "Um...yes, it was nice." 

"What about the oil?" Kelly held up an expensive looking bottle of oil." If you heat it up and put it on your body, it feels amazing. Very calming." Kelly brought it over and put it under Kathy's nose. 

"Mmmm" Kathy said. It had a spicy pumpkin and vanilla smell. It was heavenly. "I will have to try it sometime." 

"Why not now?" Kelly went to her dresser and poured some of the oil into a little burner. Quickly getting it heated. She poured some into a small jar and walked over to Kathy. 

"Lie down." 

"Um...what?" Kathy asked surprised. 

Just lie down," Kelly said softly. 

While a little scared about what was coming next, Kathy sat down on the bed and laid down. 

"On, your stomach," Kelly said in that firm voice of hers. Kathy complied and rolled onto her stomach. 

Nervous, Kathy kept shifting around until she felt the bed sink down from Kelly sitting next to her. She watched as Kelly dipped her long brown fingers one by one into the warm oil. It smelled incredible. Next, she rubbed it firmly between her hands and stared at Kathy. "Are you ready?" 

"Sssure," Kathy said without being exactly sure what she was agreeing to do. 

What she felt next was divine. Kelly started with her neck. Using both hands, she delicately placed her fingers on the sides of Kathy's neck and began messaging the oil into them. Then she started rubbing the back of her neck. It felt heavenly. Next, she lightly traced a finger from Kathy's neck to her collar bone. 

"We need to get this off," was all Kathy heard before she felt her T-shirt being lifted off her body. With no inhibitions left, she quickly assisted Kelly and yanked it completely off in one move. She hurriedly laid back down. Kelly put more oil onto her fingers and massaged her way down Kathy's back. Deep, yet soft strokes all down her back. Kathy's eyes rolled back in pleasure. Kelly kept rubbing her way down until her thumbs reached the soft part where the split in Kathy's ass began. Kathy stiffened. Was this really happening? It was. Kelly got more oil and then rubbed her way down Kathy's ass cheeks. She rubbed deep, yet gently all the way down Kathy's firm ass. She did it in such a way that her hands massaged Kathy's butt cheeks while her thumbs slid up and down the crack of Kathy's ass. Kathy moaned in pleasure. Nothing had ever felt that physically good. No one had ever touched her like that. 

"Just relax," Kelly said. "You're safe now. I won't let anything happen to you." While her heart was still beating a mile a minute, the rest of Kathy was instantly soothed. Kelly massaged her ass deeply, applying pressure to both cheeks. Next, she moved her way down to the back of Kathy's thighs, her calves, and then her feet. She made sure to give all ten toes their due attention. Kathy thought nothing could ever feel this good until she heard Kelly say, "Now turn over." Delirious with pleasure, Kathy slowly rolled onto her back. Kelly put more oil on her hands and softly massaged both of Kathy's shoulders. Next, she made her way to her breasts at which a sharp intake of breath from Kathy could be heard. Kelly made sure to massage each breast. Next, she got more oil and slathered it on each dark nipple, making them hard and stand at attention. She just sat there playing with Kathy's nipples, rolling them around her fingers with the oil. Her eyes never left Kathy's. 

After a while, she made her way to Kathy's stomach and then her thighs. Next, Kelly grabbed each of Kathy's legs and put them spread eagle. Kathy gasped in shock and complete horniness. There she was with her goods on display. She knew her pussy was glistening wet. Kelly just stared down at Kathy's pussy for a long time. That alone was turning Kathy on. There she was completely naked and Kelly was still fully clothed. "Mmm, someone really likes this," Kelly said as she took a long finger and rubbed it in between Kathy's slick folds. She brought it back up wet and held it up to Kathy. "See what I mean." Kathy could not talk. Kelly put the finger in her mouth and sucked the juice off of it. Kathy almost came right then and there. "I guess I don't need the oil anymore." Kelly dipped a finger into Kathy's leaking vaginal opening. She spread the juice between her fingers and then massaged in between her folds. 

Next, she dipped her thumb in the juices and placed it on Kathy's clit while sliding the middle finger of her other hand into Kathy's vagina. She rubbed the clit with her thumb as she fucked with the finger at the same time. Kathy started moaning uncontrollably. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She tried to hang on, but the orgasm hit her hard. Her body shook and she clinched down on Kelly's finger. "Aaahhhhh"! She felt the cum run down her thigh and knew it was getting on those expensive silk sheets. Kelly didn't waver. She kept her hands in place right through Kathy's orgasm. Kathy thought she was going to go insane. She finally stopped shaking. She was reduced down to a few aftershocks and soft whimpers as Kelly continued to softly rub her clit. Finally, Kelly relented. 

She pierced Kathy with those deep, intense brown eyes. "You have made a real mess here. But don't worry. I will clean it for you." Kelly moved her position until her face was down between Kathy's legs. Kathy could not believe it. Kelly looked at her one last time before bending her head down and going to work. Kathy yelped the moment she felt the wet tongue hit her already dripping pussy. Kelly had a tongue like a hurricane. It was strong, firm, and experienced. She licked up every drop of the leftover juices from Kathy and then ended with sucking on Kathy's clit. Kathy came in an instant. Her orgasm lasting wave after wave as she thought about her juices spilling into Kelly's mouth. Kelly held her mouth onto Kathy's clit until every last spasm was gone. Kathy laid there whimpering for a few minutes and then fell asleep. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 12

Kathy awoke and slowly sat up. She looked around the dark room and blinked. The smell of the burned oil came floating up to her nostrils. She looked down at her naked, glistening body. The stickiness between her legs was undeniable. She flipped on the lamp and looked down at Kelly's expensive, brown bed sheets. There were several wet spots all around and Kathy tried to pick out which of them were from the oil and which were hers. Did that really just fucking happen, she thought to herself. It was like a wet dream...literally. She looked over at the nightstand. 11:01 pm. Still Thanksgiving Day. Her purse was next to the clock with a handwritten note on it: Call Christina. Christina! With everything that had transpired in the last few hours, Kathy had forgotten to check in with Christina. She dug her phone out of her purse and saw that she had several missed calls from her. Kathy dialed and Christina picked up on the second ring. "Dammit, Kathy. Do you know how worried you had all of us?" 

"I know. I'm sorry I didn't call, but thanks for sending the police. How did you know? 

"Oh, it wasn't us. It was Kelly. She called right after you left. She said you stormed out of her house and left your phone." Kathy felt the familiar guilt creep in. 

"Well anyway, I waited until it was time for you to be home when I started calling your house. Kelly kept checking in to see if we had heard anything. After a while, she called the highway patrol and insisted that an officer on duty drive down that part of the freeway. She was about to jump in the car and look for you herself, but we all talked her out of it. Including the police." 

Kathy took all of this in. "Well thank you, and sorry. Didn't want to cause trouble on your Thanksgiving." 

"We're just glad you're alright." A pause. "How is it going at Kelly's?" 

An image of the previous event flashed into Kathy's mind. She felt her face flush. "Just fine. Why do you ask," she said quickly. 

"Oh, just wondering. Glad you're in a safe place." Another pause. "You really had Kelly worried, Kathy. She worries about you all of the time. She's always asking about you, how the job is treating you if you're taking care of yourself, why you've lost so much weight." 

Kathy started thinking about her past interactions with Kelly. What she saw as criticism and judgment, could it really have been concern? She thought back to the time Alison had come over when she had the flu. Although she was fussing at Kathy, the entire time she was making her soup, checking the medications, and even cleaning the kitchen a little. She kept saying "Kathy, you need to take better care of yourself. Passing out is really serious." Kathy waved her off at the time, but now noticed actual concern in her voice. Kelly ended up staying over two hours and only left when Kathy fell asleep. 

She thought about the conversation they had just had in the kitchen. Kelly had never specifically put down her job or clothes. It was always in the context of the job is taking advantage of her or her coat is not warm enough. Yes, meddling, but also concern. And the many times they had gone out. This beautiful attorney could have been throwing back drinks with the other women, getting down on the dance floor. But no, there she was, spending the night going back and forth with Kathy. Always. 

"We all love you, Kathy." Don't ever forget that. And I know Kelly can come on a little strong sometimes, but she means well. Especially with you." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Oh, I don't know. Just saying. I will let you get some rest. Call tomorrow. Bye girl." 

"Bye, Christina." 

Kathy sat with the phone still in her hands and took a deep breath. 

She wanted to go find Kelly. Her body and mind were reeling from pleasure and confusion. They needed to talk...and do some other things. But she needed a shower first. She was really sticky.




◆◆◆

Chapter 13

Freshly showered and wearing just the robe this time, Kathy crept down the stairs to find Kelly. She was in the living room, lying on the couch watching a movie. She didn't even look Kathy's way as she entered the room. Strange, Kathy thought. She sat down as close as she could get to Kelly on the couch. Kelly said nothing. Maybe I dreamed last night, Kathy thought. She wanted to touch Kelly so badly, cuddle up next to her, repay the favor. Whatever it took. She just wanted her, but Kelly was not giving any signs that she wanted Kathy. "What are you watching?" Kathy asked. "Just a movie. About to go off." 

"Oh, well thank you, for, you know..um..calming me down earlier." 

Crickets. 

"So what comes on after this?" 

"After this is time for sleep." Kathy gave a nervous giggle. "I just got back up. I wanted to talk-" 

" No, we are going to bed." With that, Kelly grabbed the remote, cut the TV off, and stood up. "Bedroom. Now." Kathy felt her familiar nervousness. What the hell is going on, she thought. 

She meekly limped back to the bedroom behind Kelly. When she came in she saw her staring at the soiled sheets. "Um, sorry about." 

Kelly ignored her. She walked to the other side of the bed. "Are you feeling better now?" 

"Oh, yes. Thank you. That was...um.. I never-" 

"Well now that you're feeling better, there is another matter to discuss," Kelly said as she began to pull her shirt over her head. 

"Oh, there is? What is it?" 

"Well, there is the matter of you cussing me out in my own house earlier." 

Kathy gulped. This was not what she was expecting. This was so different than the previous encounter just hours ago. 

"Heartless bitch, I believe is how you referred to me." 

"I apologized for that," Kathy said meekly. "I really-" 

"Oh, yes you apologized with your words. But I am a hands on person and need a hands on apology," With that, Kelly completely removed her tank top and freed her perfect, firm, round D-cup breasts crowned with hard dark brown nipples. Despite her confusion, Kathy felt a strong sensation in her pussy. 

"Get your robe off," Kelly commanded as she removed her shorts and thong. She was completely naked and Kathy was staring at the firmest, sexiest body she had ever seen up close. Kelly's abs were ripped, her things muscular, and her butt firm and round. "Didn't I just tell you to take that robe off?!" Kelly yelled. "That's part of your problem. You don't listen." 

Kathy quickly dropped the robe. Fuck she was turned on. 

Kelly walked over and gently, but firmly, pushed Kathy down on the bed. Next, Kelly flipped Kathy over so that she was on her stomach and facing the foot of the bed. Kathy looked up at her. Nervous and excited. "This is what you have to know about me, Kathy. If someone is my enemy, oh they will know it. But I love even harder. When I love I love very deeply," she said and pierced Kathy with those intense bedroom eyes again. "You understand what I am saying?" She had no clue what Kelly was talking about. Kathy nodded yes. "You need to learn how to let people care for you, Kathy. Let them take care of you. Not fight with them all the time." Kelly moved some of the pillows around so that she could sit against the massive headboard with the pillows giving her support. Her long legs were stretched out in front of her. "But you are going to learn tonight." 

Next, she reached and grabbed Kathy gently by the legs. She was careful to make sure Kathy's injured knee was not disturbed. Pulling on both Kathy's legs, she carefully placed her over her right leg. Kathy was now face down, straddling Kelly's right leg with her soaking wet pussy mashed tightly against Kelly's thigh. Her butt was on complete display and easily accessible for whatever Kelly wanted to do with it. Kathy breathed heavily. She could feel her pussy twitching violently against Kelly's thigh. Kathy had an insatiable desire to grind against it. No longer able to resist, she started to grind before a hard whack came across her left butt cheek. "Did I give you fucking permission to grind against me? This is what I mean. You need a lesson in listening and I am about to give you one." Kelly then landed another smack against Kathy's right butt cheek. Kathy jerked and yelped from surprise, but got quiet. Kelly smacked her again and again. It was like playing with a set of bongos in front of her. Kathy noticed that each time she jerked from the smack, her pussy would automatically grind against Kelly's thigh. Smack. Grind. Smack. Grind. 

The stinging sensations from the smacks on her ass, combined with the pure pleasure of her pussy rubbing hard against Kelly's thigh, was about to send Kathy over the edge. Only after a few moments did she realize that the smacks had stopped and she was grinding on her own. Suddenly, Kelly slipped a moist middle finger inside Kathy's asshole. For the briefest moment, Kathy tensed up from surprise. Smack! Kelly hit her left cheek. "I didn't tell you to stop." Kathy started grinding again even harder. The grinding, the smacks Kelly was continuously giving her, and the finger up her ass was about to send Kathy deep over the edge. Low, shorted grunts barely passing as human erupted from her throat as she grind like her life depended on it. Kathy felt her orgasm build with a force she had never experienced in her life. It pulled on her insides so hard she thought her clit would cave in. Kelly gave her ass another hard smack and that did it. Kathy came hard. Real hard. She buried her face in the bed and cried like a feral animal as her body jerked in violent, pleasurable spasms. Kelly kept smacking her during the orgasm which only exacerbated the pleasure. After what seemed like hours, Kathy's body stopped jerking and she whimpered from the pleasure. Kelly smacked her again. "I didn't give you permission to come that hard. Now you have gotten my thigh all wet. Cum dripping all down the sides. " 

Kelly rolled Kathy off of her onto her back. Kathy saw her look down at her thigh. "You made another mess, Kathy. This time, you're cleaning it up." Delirious from pleasure, Kathy crawled over to Kelly and began to greedily lick her own cum off of Kelly's thigh. She had never done anything like this but was loving every second of it. After she licked it clean, Kelly pushed her off. "Time for lesson number two." Next, she threw all of the pillows and covers off the bed, pulled Kathy into the middle, and spread Kathy's legs as wide as they would go. Still panting and in a daze, Kathy looked up at Kelly, barely aware of what was going on. 

She soon found out as Kelly lowered herself onto Kathy's pussy and engaged them in the tightest scissor position possible. Kelly lifted Kathy's right leg a little higher which allowed her to lock their pussies together even tighter. She pinned Kathy's wrist hard to the bed and started grinding slowly. "See Kathy cussing me out in my own house. Acting like a fool. You came at me like a grown woman tonight and you will have to answer for it." Kelly increased the speed of the grinding. Kathy moaned. She watched Kelly's breasts swaying wildly with every thrust. The long hard nipples at full attention. Kathy stuck out her tongue, lifted her head, and tried to catch one in her mouth, but Kelly had her body completely pinned to the bed. The bed squeaked loudly along with the wet sopping noises of Kelly and Kathy's pussies grinding together. "You have a lot of mouth, Kathy. Not just tonight but fighting with me all the time. Giving me attitude." Kathy could barely focus. Her mind was completely filled with pleasure. Kelly rubbed harder. She thrust and fucked Kathy's pussy intensely. Sweat was pouring down her body. Her breast swayed harder. "But you don't have all that mouth now, do you? Kathy's eyes rolled back in her head and she knew she could not hold on much longer. Kathy felt the familiar pleasure waves again and the feeling increased, but this was going to be far stronger than even the last orgasm. She thought she was going to be pulled inside of herself. Kelly grabbed Kathy's face and made her look in her eyes. "You need to learn how to let love in Kathy. Especially when it is staring you right in the face." 

Without warning, Kathy's orgasm hit hard. Kathy's whole body began to shake like she was having a seizure. And Kelly was showing no mercy. She fucked Kathy relentlessly through the orgasm, making it even stronger. Kathy's body convulsed violently as wave after wave coursed through her pussy. Her head thrashed around violently and her throat was horse from screaming. She started seeing colors, then stars, and knew she could not hold on much longer. Right before she lost it, the nightstand clock came into view. 11:58pm. Still Thanksgiving Day. Then Kathy blacked out. 




◆◆◆

Chapter 14

The very next morning found Kathy still asleep at 10:25am. She was sprawled out in the center of the bed deep under the covers. A ringing phone woke her up. By the time she dug herself out from under the covers, the ringing had stopped. She felt like she had been in an ultimate fighting championship battle. She looked around the empty room. No Kelly. She would have thought she dreamed the entire night if it wasn't for the soreness in her body. She got out of the bed with just the sheet draped around her and walked down the stairs. The house still had the lingering smell of delicious food. Kathy wondered into the kitchen to see a breakfast of bacon, eggs, toast, and a small bowl of her plum pudding had been prepared for her. 

A nicely handwritten note said Kelly went out to do some shopping but didn't want to wake her. Kathy gobbled her breakfast. Why she was still hungry after stuffing herself with Thanksgiving food yesterday was beyond her. It probably had something to do with all of the energy she spent last night she said to herself. After breakfast, Kathy showered. Memories of last night floated through her mind in warm phases. Next, she took another tour of Kelly's house. On this tour, she took time to really appreciate the effort, the beautiful paintings, the color scheme, beautiful lighting. Kelly had a wonderful taste. She looked at the pictures on the mantle again, having a new appreciation for them. By noon, Kelly had not made it back home yet. Kathy was feeling tired again and did what she seemed to be doing a lot of lately, she laid on the couch and fell asleep. 

She awoke to the sound of Kelly coming into the living room with a ton of shopping bags. Kathy couldn't help herself. She ran to her and jumped in her arms, almost knocking her over. She gave her a big kiss and then stopped herself. What if last night was just a fluke she thought to herself. What if she is not feeling me like that? To Kathy's relief, Kelly put down the bags and kissed her right back on the lips as if she did it every day. "I was out all morning fighting those Black Friday shoppers." Kathy grabbed the bags and took them to the living room. "I will go heat up some food for you. You must be hungry." 

"Hold on a minute." Kelly started looking through one of the bags from Niemen James. She pulled out a beautiful cream colored cashmere coat. "Not that I want to get cussed out about a coat again and I know you can buy your own and everything, but I just wanted to do this for you. It makes me feel good." She looked over shyly at Kathy. Kathy had never seen her like that. Kathy gave her a big grin, kissed her, and put the coat on. It felt amazing with silk lining, deep pockets, and very soft. Walking to a hallway mirror, Kathy whistled when she saw herself. "I look good. Thank you, baby." 

She hung the coat up carefully in the closet and came back to the living room and poked through the other bags. "What else you got in there?" Kelly quickly grabbed up the other bags. "For the rest, you will have to wait for Christmas and I need to wrap them. We should get started on the tree." "The tree?" Kathy said excitedly. "Yes, not too early to put it up." Kathy smiled and started tearing up. "I need you to get you something." "Oh, you will in just a few minutes," Kelly said mischievously." Kathy giggled, feeling the happiest she had in a long time. 




◆◆◆

Epilogue: One Year Later 

Kathy wiped the sleep from her eyes as she finished setting the dining room table. It looked amazing. Fine china, a mixture of orange and brown napkins, and the Cornucopia in the center. Their guests would be here in several hours, and by the smell of things, they were in for another treat. Kathy went to the kitchen to see Kelly busily putting the hens into the oven. Kathy had asked several times if she could help with any food preparations. She had been given strict instructions to just set the table and she did just that. She walked behind Kelly, grabbed her waist, and tiptoed to give her a kiss. Kelly kissed her back and pointed to the table. Her plum pudding was cooling on it. Kathy went to sneak a scoop. Ever since she had moved in 7 months ago, things had been wonderful. She had been completed spoiled with meals, massages, and the best sex she or probably anyone has ever had. The best thing was to feel loved. She felt truly valued and loved. She and Kelly were still on opposite ends on just about every sensitive topic one could think of, but they had true passion and love for one another. Kelly's Mom and niece would also be able to join them this year and they had been visiting a lot more often lately. 

And Kathy had put in her boundaries at work. No more working all the evening shifts, and she stopped being the only one stepping in when staff members called in sick. She got more rest and had more energy for grant writing and community funding campaigns. The results had been fantastic. More staff had been hired, increased food and clothing donations, and improvements in both the girls and boys residential homes. Kathy ate a scoop of pudding as Kelly set her breakfast of pancakes, eggs, and bacon down with juice and a kiss on the cheek. Kathy smiled watching her tight figure under the apron she wore. Kathy took a bite of her pancakes and glanced at the clock. 8:00am Thanksgiving Day. It was going to be the best one yet.



A Banging New Year

Chapter 1

Alison Stone leaned against the back window of the car as she watched the rain come down in torrents. She was driving through some rural town looking for a bad motel around 6 p.m. on New Year's Eve in a terrible thunderstorm. Her head throbbed and her back ached as she angrily thought about how a day that had carried so much promise had now devolved into an all-out shitfest. Ali cast a sour look at the individual seated next to her, who was tapping furiously on a tablet. Ali blamed this woman for the entire day's demise. The very LAST person she would want to be near on New Year's Eve. Bennett, Nicole. Ali gave her the best stink eye she could muster. Ali said to herself, "Damn bitch." 

It had all began about a week before. Everyone at her workplace was gathered in the conference room for their semi-weekly meeting. In just a few days, they'd all be off on their final assignment of the year. Ali and the rest of her team were headed to Miami. Ali worked at Dytech International, where she trained medical professionals (doctors, nurses, and hospital administrators) on how to utilize the company's new medical equipment. Ali was passionate about her work. She had intended to pursue a career in medicine after receiving her biology degree, but she stumbled across this position and has never looked back. 

At the age of 26, she was already earning $45,000 in base pay plus monthly incentives of at least $800.00. She was unmarried, had no children, and had no debt. She had even considered saving for a house recently. The bonuses were determined based on assessments from training participants after each workshop, as well as post-training score results from trainees after a month of working on the new equipment. Every time, she and her training partner, Jose, achieved the best results. Ali was a natural when it came to training. She was knowledgeable, interesting, and inventive. 

Ali didn't mind the considerable travel all over the state, often up to three or four times a month. They were frequently given the opportunity to train in exciting cities such as New York, Los Angeles, or Honolulu. The corporation paid for everything—food, lodging, airfare, and so on. They got hefty stipends issued on business credit cards that were well over what was required, with the excess available for use as they saw fit. Ali might occasionally land in one of those amazing cities on a weekend or during a holiday when they didn't have to rush off to another training. These were the perfect duties for a party girl like Ali. She finished her duties and then spent the rest of the day partying her ass off on the company's pay. 

This journey to Miami was one of those occasions. Ali couldn't wait any longer. In Miami, it's New Year's Eve. She and Jose had an assignment in Manhattan in July. Later that evening, they met Cuban billionaire Alejandro Solares at a club. At barely 29, he was a self-made multi-millionaire who was not only filthy rich but also stunning. Golden brown complexion, thick black hair, and a well-dressed, lean muscular frame, all wrapped up in a seductive Cuban accent. Ali stayed by his side throughout the night. He was also quite kind and treated them to a night on the town, paying for all of their beverages, cover charges, and ending at his stunning penthouse with a spectacular view. Ali had a night of drinking everything from Bacardi to Cristal. Ali was heavily making out with Alejandro on his enormous bed in one of the most beautiful bedrooms she had ever seen as Jose was busy in another room with a girl. The next thing she recalled was waking up in his bed, fully dressed and suffering from a severe headache. He brought her coffee and two aspirin and said that they did not have sex because he wanted her to be totally present for and remember it. "Believe me, you'll want to remember it," he continued. Cuban charm at its finest. He issued an open invitation to his Miami penthouse whenever they were in town. 

Ali had ended her relationship with Matt eight months prior. Ali's longest romance had lasted a solid four months. What could she possibly say? She despised commitment and being tethered. She had to agree that Matt was a great person who had been extremely kind to her. He was kind, helpful, and had a terrific engineering job that he was working hard to create. Ali was the one who caused the breakup. He handed her an ultimatum after becoming tired of her weekend partying and refusing to make a real commitment to the relationship. Ali chose to be free. So far, she had been happily single. There were no restrictions, but she did miss Matt's care and support after a long training session or when she just needed a listening ear and to be hugged. 

Ali was raised by a single mother after her father abandoned her before she was born. Ali never met him, but that didn't stop her relatives from stepping in and assisting with her upbringing. She was cherished by two aunts and two sets of grandparents. Everybody did. Her Aunt Alice had three boys, whereas her Aunt Shannon had none. Ali was the only daughter in the family and was pampered. And she was aware of it. Her relatives were always willing to help her with things like learning to ride a bike and selecting her first automobile. Her uncles and grandparents assisted her mother with childcare, school supplies, birthdays, and other expenses. Ali and her mother had a tight bond that typified single parents with only children. They looked and acted more like sisters than mother and daughter most of the time. 

Ali, on the other hand, was an unashamed party girl. She had a laid-back, easygoing demeanor and was always up for a good time. She was also a natural beauty. People, both men, and women were inherently drawn to her. She stood 5'4 and had long, reddish-brown hair and deep blue eyes. She was naturally thin and diminutive, with firm B-cups and a tiny waist. Other women and men envied her for being able to eat pizza, ice cream, chocolate, and wine by the truckload and not gain a pound over the course of a weekend. Things came naturally to her. She was the sort of person who could have a fun weekend and then produce a fantastic research paper in one night and receive an A. She didn't prepare for her SATs at all, was late the morning of the test, and yet received a full academic scholarship. 

Ali always got her things done, even when she partied hard. Always. She and Jose have been the top generating duo every month for the whole year. Ali was chosen top trainer overall for the month earlier in the team meeting. The winner received a gift card and a nice paper certificate as well as a bonus. Ali had the certificate pinned to the front of her blouse in a humorous manner. She enjoyed being silly. Louis, Ali's team manager, rapidly sought to calm everyone down as he began making further statements. Ali's department was divided into eight teams of at least two persons each. Although working on holidays like New Year's Eve was difficult, the holiday compensation was excellent, and they typically got to spend the next several days visiting the city if they didn't have another assignment. She had more freedom as a top trainer to choose her assignments than the newer teams, and she had purposefully chosen to work this New Year's Eve in Miami.  

Some of the newer teams with less experience will go to smaller places outside of Miami. "You guys are incredibly fortunate," Allen said to Ali and Jose. Allen and his teammate, Katie, had just recently been employed. "We have to go to Amherst, and the weather forecast is dreadful. It rained heavily and was icy. We're hoping to make it back to Miami in time." Ali just shook her head and patted him on the shoulder. She remembers being a beginner and having to accept whatever backwoods assignment was assigned to her. 

"OK, I know you're all pumped about Miami," Louis added. "Well, in order to adhere to flight schedules and as a thank you for all your hard work this year, you all have till the 3rd to travel back." Ali and Jose exchanged a silent fist bump beneath the table. This day was becoming increasingly enjoyable. Ali nodded to Crystal and Beth, their two accomplices in crime, and said, "It's on." It was wild whenever the four of them were in a city together. In San Diego, both Jose and Ali ended up on a beach, fully intoxicated, and wearing the other's bathing suit—Ali in only Jose's swim trunks and he in her tight red bikini. They'd found a dog and were singing rap songs in front of a bond fire with an equally intoxicated friend. Beth and Crystal were laughing and taking pictures. Please do not inquire. And then there was that incredible moment in New Orleans during Mardi Gras. Ali could only recall bits and pieces of that night, which seemed to include handcuffs, a horse, and lots and lots and lots of flashing of every body part she had. Some of the internal ones as well. Please do not ask. 

And they had all taken the same oath. Whatever happens, wherever they go, it will always remain between them. Ali texted Alejandro as soon as they heard out about Miami. She was concerned that he had forgotten about her, but he quickly responded that he would send a car to Aling them up that evening when their job was over. They could spend New Year's Eve night in his downtown penthouse and then fly down to Key West on his private plane the next day. It was going to be big, and Ali was eager to start up where she left off with him. 

Everyone was having a good time at the meeting, laughing with Louis and each other, when someone entered the room and completely transformed the mood. Bennett, Nicole She was the department's budget coordinator, and everyone despised her. She was stiff, frigid, and uncompromising, and she took her work extremely seriously. Ali believes that people take themselves far too seriously. She never laughed, smiled, or joined them at social functions. 

Beth once told Ali that it was a pity that girls like Nicole existed. They were born with fantastic beauty and an amazing figure, but they didn't know how to flaunt or exploit them. Ali evaluated this and had to admit that, despite her lack of social skills, Nicole was visually lovely. She had the most beautiful hazel eyes, naturally wavy brunet hair that she usually wore in a ponytail and a slim 5'8 frame. She had a full C-cup, a round butt, a flat stomach, and long legs. 

She did, however, keep that physique imprisoned in some of the most horrible clothing Ali has ever seen worn to work. Nicole usually wore traditional long skirts or dress trousers and shirts that she buttoned to her chin and looked like they belonged on a woman in her eighties, not a woman in her twenties. Ali first realized how toned her figure was after seeing her sprinting down the street outside their office building in shorts and a tank top one morning. Ali needed to obtain some documents from the office before her 7 a.m. departure. Someone told her that Nicole ran roughly 5 miles every morning before going to work. Ali's favorite aspect of Nicole's ensembles was her scarves. She wore a brilliantly colored silk scarf with every outfit. It was sometimes around her neck, over her shoulder, or in her hair. Ali believed that was the only thing she wore that resembled taste. 

Ali, on the other hand, just could not comprehend Nicole. Ali had a natural rapport with people, and her charm and flirtatious demeanor made her a favorite of all. She could converse with the top executives with the same ease she did with the mailroom workers. She knew the cleaning crew's names, and they knew hers. Ali was adored by everybody. Everyone except Nicole. 

Nicole was a rule follower, and since joining the department, she had maintained a close check on the teams' expenditures. She destroyed many additional night's stays in a city or planned company parties since it was not in accordance with the budget. Previously, their boss, Chuck, would utilize additional monies to close the office early and treat everyone to Mexican food, sponsor a bowling night, or allow the teams to stay an extra work-free night in a city. They were also permitted to submit their receipts on a monthly basis.  

When Nicole boarded, all of this vanished. Every penny has to be tracked and used for its intended purpose. Receipts were required within two business days, and employees were penalized if they were late, which may jeopardize their incentives. Ali had three occurrences before she ultimately met the deadlines. The free additional nights were no longer available. Many teams returned to find that the extra night had been charged to them and deducted from their bonuses or actual salary if they had none. Ali and Jose discovered that their $1,000 bonus had been totally removed from their wages to meet expenditures after that crazy night in San Diego. 

Nicole was organized, rigid, and serious. She frequently stepped in to deliver Alief announcements at the opening of meetings. Always be straight, Alief, and to the point. Little jokes aimed at her would be murmured or scrawled on a notepad and circulated about. She never acknowledged catching any of the jokes or seeing the paper.

Ali first tried to use her charm on her to learn more about who she was and what her fun side was like. However, it was like attempting to break through a steel wall. Ali even attempted to invite her out for drinks on Friday evenings after work. Nicole always rejected and returned to her computer, suggesting that she would be staying late. Ali threw in the towel after losing her $1,000 bonus. She began to join the others in their converted jokes and aggressions directed toward Nicole.

Nicole had said one day that the financial reports she had asked teams to compile for over two months were due by the end of the week and that no one may travel until they were completed. Ali and Jose pushed it off for so long that it took them a whole week to finish and they missed out on training in Canada. Another team took over the position. Ali was enraged. She tiredly glanced at a list hanging on a cabinet door that highlighted everyone's birthday in the department as she stood making copies for the report for the tenth time that day. She noticed Nicole had one coming up the following Wednesday. Ali said, "Mmmm."

◆◆◆

Chapter 2

Ali stood with Crystal and Beth in front of Passions Sex Shop later that night, fatigued from work and buzzed from cocktails. Jose, the ever-so-gentle soul, chose to sit this one out. "Are you sure about this?" Beth mumbled. "Why not, she screwed with us, let's fuck with her," Ali muttered, charging into the shop with the others. They enjoyed looking at the many toys, films, and activities. They ultimately decided on an 8-inch thick, meaty, detachable dildo with harness and lube.

Beth laughed through her hiccups as Ali paid and they all exited the store. "I'm not sure," Crystal said. "I do," Ali said. The materials and a written note were placed in enormous bolded characters that read "This might be a better match than that stick in your ass. Loosen up, babe! "Nicole's filing cabinet drawer was slipped into a colorful birthday box. "This is so strange," Ali said as she shut the drawer and looked around Nicole's desk. "No pictures of family members, pets, or anything."

"I think she is a vampire," Beth said laughing.

On the following Wednesday, coworkers wandered about, making half-hearted birthday greetings to Nicole. She'd give a strained grin before returning to work. Ali and her pals attempted to remain calm, but they didn't want to miss Nicole opening her drawer. She eventually did it about lunchtime. She took the package and placed it on her desk. Ali swears she saw a small smile, like an expression of joy and astonishment, for a split second. Ali was overcome with guilt. Nicole raised the box's lid and glanced down. Her cheeks flushed five colors of red as she slammed the lid shut and glanced around to check if anybody was watching. She looked up to see Ali gazing at her just as Beth dragged Ali inside a cubicle and raced out to the lady's room with her. Beth burst up laughing on the floor. "Did you see her face?" Ali began to chuckle as well, but her emotions were jumbled, and she was certain Nicole would say something. She waited for Chuck's reprimand and prayed she wouldn't be fired. But it never came.

"Bitch, you should not have thrown that away," Beth exclaimed during lunch the next week. That shit was expensive and high quality. If she doesn't want it, I'll take it." Ali laughed and threw an olive at her, but she secretly wondered why Nicole remained silent. She was too humiliated, she thought.

Everyone squirmed in the meeting room as Nicole finished her typical strict, dull remarks about receipts, maintaining within the budget, and making correct reports. Ali had to admit that even though no one loved her, she was pretty good at her job. She came up with the concept of giving everyone corporate cards and allowing them to check their balances online. The travel funds moved much more smoothly and were much easier to utilize.

Chuck had arrived at the meeting while Nicole was speaking. He approached her once she finished. "There's more news," he remarked. "You might not know, but we have an opening in our administrative office downtown, and Nicole is going to apply for it." Ali smiled. This day was only going better. If Nicole was working out of the executive offices, she wouldn't be able to bug them. Maybe they can finally find a quality budget person without a permanent stick up their ass. Chuck went on. "We're really hoping she gets it. She'll be fantastic at it. It will be released in March. However, having training expertise is one of the criteria, as many of the executives do training evaluations and meet with medical administrators concerning equipment. We expected her to need a few runs with a team to obtain more practice."

Chuck gazed at his young department's glazed over eyes. They couldn't care less about Nicole Bennett's needs, and Miami was still on their minds. That is, until he threw the bomb. "Well, we believed the sooner she got started, the better, and we wanted her to join one of the teams heading to Miami." The room came to a halt. The pupils dilated. Breaths become stuck in their throats. Nobody wanted Nicole Bennett on their team, let alone ruining their trip to Miami.

"Are there any volunteers?" Chuck asked, excitedly. To avoid eye contact, everyone began staring at their watches, cell phones, photos on the wall, dust on the conference table, and anything else besides Chuck and Nicole. Ali lowered her head. Chuck had a broad grin on his face. Nicole stood stoic and mute. She was well aware that she was despised.

Chuck tried once more. "Anyone?"

Crickets.

Louis swallowed and cleared his throat. "Well, we were thinking that it could be better if she joined one of the higher-producing teams to learn how to deal with more difficult clients."

Ali thought to herself, "Shit." She sat there, that gigantic, idiotic "Top Trainer" certificate strapped to her chest.

Her heart began to pound. Nicole was not going to ruin her trip. Ali was a strategist who understood the importance of thinking quickly. She gazed around the conference room at her once-loyal companions who have now focused their attention on her. So it's come to this, she reasoned. She was in a dire situation and was about to fight fire with fire. She was about to throw some folks under the bus, and it was going to be unpleasant.

"You know, I honestly believe Nicole would benefit from training with one of the newer teams," Ali said to Allen and Katie. Allen made the stink eye at her. Ali couldn't care less.

"Oh, you think so, Ali? Why?" Louis was curious.

"Starting with a smaller audience will allow Nicole to ease in and become more hands-on, which is what the executive role entails. Furthermore, because Allen and Katie are so new, they could benefit from Nicole's previous corporate expertise. It will help them advance professionally, and Nicole will gain valuable experience."

"Good points," Louis remarked.

Jose scribbled "NICE!" on the legal pad sitting between them, never taking his gaze away from the front. Ali noticed Katie slyly touching her cheek with her middle finger.

Ali knew what she was doing was wrong, but she didn't want to work with Nicole. Nicole's uptight, nitpicking drill sergeant ass would make training uncomfortable and throw her off her game, she knew. She was determined to earn the bonus and finish the year as the top earner. She reclined back and smiled contentedly. However, as a newcomer, she misjudged Allen's sharpness and the lengths people would go to avoid working with Nicole. "Well, I believe the opposite is true," Allen stated.

"Do you?" Louis asked.

"Yes, I believe she will gain from hands-on experience, but with a difficult audience like Miami, as you indicated. As an executive, those are the people she will be interacting with the most. Not the ones in smaller towns. Furthermore, the best way to learn is from the finest, and we all know who that is." Allen sat back in his chair and pointed to the sign on Ali's chest. Checkmate. Ali was two seconds from cramming the certificate down his throat.

"Both good points," Chuck agreed. He turned to face Nicole. "That is entirely your decision. Whatever you believe is best."

"Give me a minute," Nicole said.

Ali was holding her breath. Don't be a bitch. Don't be a bitch. Don't be a bitch. Don't be a bitch. She reflected on herself. After what seemed like an eternity, Nicole finally pierced Ali's hazel gaze and sealed her fate. "I'm going with Ali," she said.

Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!  Ali yelled within her head. Everyone else was surprised and relieved to be out of harm's way. Allen laughed. "Chuck replied, "OK, that will work." "And I appreciate the concept of you actually participating in the training rather than just shadowing. So you and Ali take on St. Luke's, and Jose, you join Beth and Crystal at Hillside Medical for training. Jose simply nodded at Chuck and drew a sad face on his legal pad. Ali's heart dropped.

Ali passed Chuck on her way back to her cubicle, exhausted. "Hey, thanks for training with Nicole," he said.

Ali said solemnly, "Yeah." "I'll do anything I can to assist."

"You know that won't be the only opportunity we have," he smiled."

"I know I know," Ali replied.

"Just consider it." Chuck winked at her and walked towards his office.

Ali took a seat in her cubicle. The company had been hounding her for a year to apply for one of the team lead roles that were constantly available. She had been with them for four years and they had invested heavily in her. Ali was always one of the select few who were sent to a special conference, despite her many years of training and workshop experience. The corporation expected her to step up and take on additional leadership responsibilities. She was already in the capacity in that she served as an unofficial mentor to the incoming trainees, teaching them appropriate training tactics, the best ways to prepare, and how to write up reports.

Ali knew it was time to step up, but she was afraid of the cost. As a team leader, she couldn't just stay around with her buddies after a training session. Team leads attended 10 trainings per year, with the remainder spent on administrative tasks such as meeting with executives, drafting reports, and ensuring the team was on track and producing quality presentations. She'd have to clean up her act and become more serious. Ali despised responsibility.

However, the position did come with additional benefits. She didn't have to go through any actual trainings, and the bonuses were much larger and depended on the overall performance of the team.

In addition, she was passing up other opportunities. Dytech was a fledgling company that wanted its employees to be as competitive and skilled as those from more established media organizations. Dytech had a tuition reimbursement program in which they would pay for an employee's Master's or Ph.D. degree in full if they committed to working with them for a specified number of years after graduation. Ali knew she should take advantage of it, but drafting a graduate school application was frequently tossed to the side while she was deciding which pubs and clubs she wanted to visit in the next city.

The four of them were drinking at Mackenzie's the night before they were leaving for Miami. Ali is the one that throws them back the hardest. "This fucking sucks!" she exclaimed as she sucked down her Jell-O shot. She raised her hand to request another drink from the bartender, but Jose grabbed it.

"All right, you've had enough," he said. "We still have a flight to catch tomorrow."

"I refuse to attend this seminar with her!" Ali screamed. She was completely inebriated.

"Calm down, Ali, it's not that bad," Jose reassured her. Always the peacemaker.

"That's easy for you to say," she responded. She went for Jose's drink because he had taken away her Jell-O shot.

"Listen to him, Ali," Beth interjected.

Jose attempted to reclaim his beer. "Look, it's just a four-hour seminar," he explained. "You complete the task as a group. You don't even have to accompany her back to the hotel. We can all get together after the training and have a fantastic New Year's Eve. We're flying to Key West the next day, after all. Consider that for a moment."

Ali began to think about it.

Crystal chimed in with her two cents. "Ali, you're right. Don't give her what she wants. Four hours and you're done with her ass. Plus, if you pull this off, you'll look fantastic. All the while training a future executive."

"Sure does," Beth said.

Ali took it all in and paused for a second. "I suppose you're correct. All I had to do was get through those few hours. Not too shabby."

"Damn right," Beth concurred. "Now let's plan for what's really important. Baby, it's New Year's Eve night!"

Ali was feeling a little better about the training by the time she drunkenly staggered into her apartment at about 1am. Everything appeared to be going swimmingly. She had an 11 a.m. trip to Miami. Fortunately, it was a late training, so she had time to travel to the hotel, change, and ride over to the hospital with Nicole. After the training, she was dropping Nicole like a hot potato. She intended to take a different cab back to the hotel, where she would have time to recover before Alejandro's car arrived to pick them up and take them downtown to his apartment. Ali made no excuses for what she did that night and was open to anything. She was going to need it after working with Nicole for so long.

◆◆◆

Chapter 3

Alejandro's private plane would transport them to Key West for two days on New Year's Day, then Aling them back to fly out on the third. Ali couldn't wait any longer. Still inebriated, she began to pack half-heartedly before giving up and crawling into bed. She had enough time before the flight to finish packing, get her training materials organized, and work off the hangover she knew she would have when she woke up. She set her alarm for 8 a.m. and crawled under the covers, feeling better about the training and looking forward to the New Year's Eve party.

She received the call at 4:08 a.m. Ali jumped up in bed, her heart thumping, when a sharp ring from her house phone pierced the silent apartment. She didn't realize what the sound was until she stared at her nightstand in a fog. Panic gripped her as she realized that the only people who had phoned her on that phone were her family, and that if they had called at this hour, it was an emergency. Ali dashed to the phone. "Mom?!"

"Good morning, Ali; let's get started." Ali hadn't heard the voice before. "Who the hell is this?"

"This is Nicole Bennett." I didn't have your cell number and had to look it up in the office directory. Look, we have a 6:30 a.m. flight, and I'll be there in a taxi in about 30 minutes."

Ali was still half sleeping and dazed, trying to make sense of it all. "Who? Nicole? What are you on about? The flight leaves at 11 a.m. Why are you calling me m-"

"A change of plans has occurred. I was talking with Louis and Chuck late last night while we were preparing budgets for the teams, and we discussed your notion of being hands-on but with a smaller audience. So I proposed that we take Allen and Katie's assignment and have them perform St. Luke's with Jose. They can grow, as you said, and I can gain experience. Ali was perplexed. "But their assignment is in Amherst. That is four hours from Miami!"

"That's why we have to take an earlier trip into Miami and then another one into Amherst."

"This is nonsense," Ali objected. "You can't just up and change your plans like that. And why didn't anyone tell me earlier."

"We left a few messages. Examine your phone."

Ali checked her phone base and had four voice messages. In her drunken stupor, she had not even checked when she got home.

Nicole went on. "Furthermore, as the employers, we have the authority to alter any plans, which we did. Ali, this is about work. The job for which you are being compensated. Not which city you prefer to party in. Be prepared when I arrive." Nicole then disconnected the line.

Ali was wide awake and enraged at this point. She wanted to hurl the phone against the wall. So she did, and then she saw it bounce and crack on the floor. It landed close to her open suitcase, which needed to be packed. "Shit!" Ali yelled as she leapt out of bed.

The next half hour saw her scurrying around like a wild woman, trying to get everything ready. Ali was still racing about trying to get things done when Nicole came with the taxi. She had to make five visits to the taxi and came out with clothes, toiletries, and training supplies in luggage, shopping bags, and her arms. Nicole just stood beside the taxi, staring at her and muttering something about the meter, the budget, and being properly planned. Ali couldn't smack her because her arms were too full. Nicole rode up front as the cab eventually got off for the airport, while Ali used the entire backseat to unsuccessfully complete packing.

The airport devolved into an even larger disaster. It was nearing boarding time for the plane by the time they arrived. Ali's previous bag wouldn't close, and she still had items in shopping bags. As other airport passengers bustled around them, everything was laid out on a bench and on the floor. It was a humiliating mess. Ali turned to face Nicole. She stood there red-faced and impatiently waiting for Ali, clutching her boarding pass and neatly packed bags. Ali took a look at her carry-on bag.

"How much space do you have in your suitcase?" Ali asked. Ali assumed she had expertly packed light. Nicole lowered her gaze to the bag. "Why do you ask?"

"Come on just help me out. Ali hurried over to Nicole's bag, opened it, and looked inside without asking for permission. "Exactly what I was thinking," Ali responded. The bag was neatly stuffed with a specific amount of clothes, two slim shoe boxes, and books.

"Do you mind if I put something in here?"

"No way, it'll be too heavy for a carry-on."

"Then we'll just double-check it."

"I never check my luggage." I pack smartly enough that I only need one suitcase and this shoulder bag to fly."

"We can't all be as flawless as you. Secondly, I'm in this situation because you didn't allow me enough time to pack."

"You knew you were leaving today. You should have packed by now. So, why did you Aling so much stuff?"

"Oh, Nicole, get off it and just help me." Ali began stuffing her belongings into Nicole's bag, but many of her clothes and shoes remained. Ali began removing shoeboxes and books from Nicole's suitcase. "What are you up to?" Nicole protested. Ali tossed the goods in her direction. Simply place these in your other bag and carry on. Nicole grabbed them from her grudgingly and tucked them into her other purse. Ali was eventually able to fit everything in, but the bag, like the previous two, appeared severely overstuffed. Nicole unwillingly assisted her in getting them all to the desk, where Ali was charged additional fees for each bag due to their weight. Nicole frowned at the sum.

"Hey, don't you travel with SamrtTags," Nicole asked as she watched the bags ride to the back on the conveyor belt. "Never," Ali replied. "Waste of money and time." As they ran towards security, Nicole rolled her eyes.

Ali's training materials were still in shopping bags, causing a big hold-up and much snickering at the security checkpoint. Security called ahead to the ticket counter to hold the plane. Ali and Nicole were greeted by a full plane of people who gave them the stink eye for delaying the plane's departure. When they eventually took their seats, both women were humiliated and enraged at each other. Ali was stuck in the middle seat between an irate Nicole and a massive man on the window seat.

Ali grumbled as the plane took off into the sky. Her last-minute, fly-by-the-seat-of-her-pants high jinxes always worked out without embarrassment or setbacks. Nicole was already sabotaging her good mood. She decided to use the time on the plane to rest because her hangover was still aching and the lack of sleep was catching up with her. She closed her eyes and leaned back in her seat.

Nicole, on the other hand, had a different plan. Ali noticed Nicole lowering her meal tray. Ali blinked open one eye just in time to see Nicole lowering Ali's tray as well. She took out her laptop and slid some papers onto Ali's tray.

"All right, let's go over the training agenda and then see how the day will be laid out."

"I've been doing this training for years, Nicole. I don't need to go over anything, and I'd want to get some sleep after you woke me up at the crack of dawn without warning." Ali reclined her seat.

"I'd like to go over this with you. You may be aware of it, but I am not, and we have never collaborated in this way before." With those hazel eyes, Nicole looked down at her. Ali noticed a change in her demeanor and put her seat back up. Was Nicole's anxiousness visible in her eyes? Ali took a closer look. Ali thought to herself, "Wow, she's afraid." Ali sighed and reached for one of the papers. She decided to go over the schedule with Nicole so they wouldn't absolutely embarrass themselves again, as she wanted to conclude the year as the top ranking trainer.

They had gone over the entire schedule by the time they arrived in Miami, and Ali was feeling much better. She had a habit of being like that. She may be enraged over something and then suddenly forget about it. Ali told herself, "Just go into Amherst, knock out this training, and then fly back to Miami." Ali's rage returned as they were the final ones standing at baggage claim, waiting for the three luggage pieces. "What the hell happened to it?" Ali demanded fiercely.

"It's time for us to start going." "The plane to Amherst is leaving soon," Nicole expressed her concern.

Ali stomped over to the attendant in their airline's little office area, cutting her eyes at Nicole. Nicole trailed behind.

"Hey, our luggage hasn't arrived yet." "Could you please look into it for us?" Ali had enquired of the attendant.

"Could you tell me your name?"

"Alianne Stone," says the narrator.

The phone was picked up by the attendant. "Did you label your luggage?" says the narrator. It's easier to keep track of."

"Um...no."

Ali could hear Nicole growling and stewing behind her. The attendant spoke for a few seconds before hanging up. "I'm sorry, Ms. Stone, but it appears that the luggage has gone missing." Ali received a piece of paper and a clipboard from her. "Go ahead and fill out this claim form, and we'll start looking into it right now."

"You lost our luggage?! What about all of our clothes?" Ali let out a scream.

"I apologize profusely, ma'am. We'll find it as soon as possible."

Nicole was enraged. "It's fantastic. Great. All of our belongings have vanished. There are no clothes or anything. All you had to do was borrow my suitcase. Who in their right mind would pack that much? So, we're meant to put on our training gear now?!"

Ali said, "Well, it would surely be an improvement over what you typically wear."

The attendant began to shift a little uncomfortably.

"Just fill out the damn form. Our plane is about to take off. Again." Nicole remarked.

Ali filled out the paperwork angrily and handed it to the attendant. The two of them then ran to the other side of the vast airport to catch the plane once more. They arrived just on time. Ali and Nicole sat in the back of the plane, which was small and dinky, and they could feel every bump.

"This is fantastic," Ali grumbled. She lowered her gaze to her sweater and faded jeans. "Where in the hell am I going?"

Nicole sighed and rolled her eyes. "We'll just have to find something for you when we arrive. We may have some time, but it will be limited."

Ali took a glance at her. Ms. Perfect, of course, had the foresight to wear a top and dress slacks on the plane. It was acceptable for a training session, despite being out of style. She was also wearing one of her scarves, of course.

Ali snipped, "Just had to say we'd do the Amherst presentation."

"Please don't hold it against me. You should prepare yourself better."

"I've been doing these speeches without a hitch for years. My entire day goes to hell the one moment I'm with you." Ali shifted her weight and tried to rest her head for the remainder of the turbulent ride.

Once they and the few other passengers arrived at what barely could be called an airport, they found a driver to take them to the only local clothing store open on New Year's Eve. Ali was appalled by the little town's limited selection and settled on a modest top and vintage skirt. To finish the look, she grabbed a pair of rugged black shoes. They lacked coats, and the weather in Amherst was considerably colder than in Miami. It was also expected to become worse, with rain on the way.

Ali examined herself in the mirror. She looked awful. Nicole was even fashionable compared to her and actually smirked once she saw Ali emerge from the dressing room. Nicole was on the verge of being slapped without even realizing it.

They had stopped speaking to one another by the time they got to St. Luke's. Ali ducked into a washroom and splashed cool water on her face. She told herself, "Just get through this training." "It's New Year's Eve. You've got this."

◆◆◆

Chapter 4

Ali took a deep breath and walked over to the training room. Nicole had begun to set up, and the training attendees were beginning to come into the room and take their seats. "Let's just put everything aside for the next several hours," they both said, looking at each other. Both women were determined to get their work done.

When the training began, the old Ali resurfaced. Her instincts had returned, and despite a bad morning and unflattering clothing, she was back to her charming, easygoing self. She had calmed down substantially by the time their last break arrived.

Ali spent the rest of the break texting with Jose and the girls. Even with the setback, it appeared that everything would work out. They would catch a ride back to the airport and wait for the plane to take them back to Miami once the training was completed in an hour. Because they started so early, Ali had plenty of time to recover and go shopping if they still hadn't found her luggage. She could get some rest and prepare for the parties tonight and tomorrow in Key West. She was starting to feel better.

She didn't like to accept it, but there was another bright light. Despite everything, she and Nicole got along swimmingly. Who would have guessed? Throughout the session, they were complimentary, gave each other space, and encouraged one another. Ali was expecting Nicole to be bossy and take command, but she got the exact opposite. Ali's leadership role was entirely respected by her. She did, however, help in her own way by supporting Ali and sharing her extensive knowledge of Dytech's history as well as every item of medical equipment they produced and supplied. Throughout the course, the participants appeared to be engaged and satisfied. Ali was confident that the evaluations would place her in the running for trainer of the year. That bonus was going to be fantastic.

Ali's spirits were slightly dampened when she looked out the window. The sky had darkened significantly. Ali knew they needed to get out of town as quickly as possible because the horrible storm she had been hearing about was approaching. She couldn't take any more disappointments.

◆◆◆

Chapter 5 

Ali and Nicole were packing their equipment as the participants filled out evaluation questionnaires an hour later.

"It's really getting nasty out there," Nicole said, looking out the window. Ali returned her gaze to the sky.

"I know, that's why we need to hurry back to Miami."

Ali continued to stare at the sky as Nicole went around collecting the evaluation sheets. It didn't look nice at all.

Ali was becoming increasingly concerned as they traveled to the airport. Hearing the driver, John, speak was not helping. "Wow, it looks terrible," he exclaimed. "And they're not sure if they'll be able to fly off with that small plane. It's looking like a terrible storm, and given the temperature, everything will turn to ice."

"They'll fly out," Ali was certain.

"Nicole, we need to think about safety here, Ali," she suggested.

"Not right now, Nicole. It's your fault we're out here in the middle of nowhere in the first place, "Ali broke.

At the airport, the airline was debating whether or not to depart. Along with Nicole and Ali, several other passengers were attempting to return to Miami.

They eventually decided to fly out. Ali sighed as she slid into her window seat and buckled her seat belt, casting a haughty glance at Nicole sitting beside her. "I warned you," Ali said.

"Nicole, we need to think about safety here, Ali," she suggested.

The victory was fleeting. The pilot's voice came over the intercom after a 30-minute delay. "Ladies and gentlemen, this is Dave, your captain, speaking. We don't appear to be cleared for takeoff due to the current weather. This Miami flight has been canceled until further notice. We sincerely apologize for any inconvenience."

Several groans could be heard throughout the small cabin, the loudest of which came from Ali. "I can't even believe it!"

Ali continued to complain as she exited the plane and returned to the airport lobby. "There has to be a way to get to Miami."

"Ali, the weather is terrible. It's best to remain put "Nicole stated.

"This from a woman who has no plans for New Year's Eve or any other night of the week. Ever." Nicole appeared distressed. Ali was in full rage mode and didn't give a damn.

Outside, she noticed John, their driver. "I've got an idea."

Ali dashed outside, and Nicole followed. "Hello, John. Do you know where we can rent a car in this area?"

"You've got to be kidding," Nicole exclaimed.

Ali retorted, "Miami is only four hours away by car."

John's head shook. "There aren't any car rental places around here, ma'am."

"Are you kidding me?"

"No ma'am. Sorry."

Ali chided, "Small, hick ass town."

"The closest we have is Mike," John said.

"Mike?"

"Yes, Mike bought a brand new Mercury after his aunt died and left him some money. Mike enjoys driving that thing, and for $100 plus gas, he will take you almost anywhere you want to go."

"Excellent, but where is he?"

"On Maple Oak. If you want, I can take you there."

"You've got to be kidding me," Nicole exclaimed. "Would he drive with this kind of weather?"

"Mike doesn't care," John explained. He tapped his brow. "He's a little soft up there if you know what I mean. But he's pleasant enough, and the kid can drive."

"All right, let's go." John walked over to the car door.

"Are you serious, Ali?" Nicole couldn't believe her eyes. "You'd get into a car with a strange man who's insane enough to drive in this weather? Are you that desperate for a stupid party?"

"I don't expect you to understand. Let's get started, John." John reached for the car door once more.

"Well, the company isn't paying for it," Nicole explained while folding her arms.

"Why not, right? It is a transportation cost."

"It's not work-related at this point, and it's definitely a liability in this weather. I'm not going to approve the funds for it."

Ali hissed, "Fine." "I'll simply pay for it myself. Let's get started, John." John reached for the car door once more.

"Excellent," he said. "You have cash now, don't you? Mike only accepts cash."

Ali reached into her purse. "I only have cards. Is there a bank nearby?"

"Yes, we've got the one."

"All right, let's go."

"However, it is closed on New Year's Eve."

"Dammit!"

"I'm sorry, ma'am."

"This is ridiculous," Nicole said.

Ali yelled, "Stay out of it!" "How about an ATM?"

"Oh, one of those money machines? We do have one. Right outside the bank."

"Great. All I need, "Ali was overjoyed.

As the other airline passengers began to file out of the airport, John looked around. "Well, I'd better get these other people to a hotel somewhere." I can take you to the bank later."

"How far is it from here?"

"20 minutes walking." John raised his gaze to the sky. "But it's getting cold out here, and the rain is going to start falling."

"Just let it go, Ali," Nicole advised.

Ali ignored her and returned her attention to John. "I'll walk to the bank, meet you here, and you can drive me to Mike's."

Nicole threw her hands up.

Ali gave her a look. "Look, you can do whatever you want because you've already cost me enough."

Ali began walking in the direction of the bank after John pointed her in that direction. It only took her four minutes to realize what a bad idea this was. Ali's thin sweater couldn't keep up with the biting cold and the harsh wind. She was freezing by the time she arrived at the bank. The only heat came from her blowing her top when she saw the ATM was out of order.

The rain finally made an appearance on her way back. It started pouring like buckets right away. Ali walked faster before breaking into a run. She tripped twice, the second time landing painfully on her back. Ali stumbled into the airport lobby, drenched and freezing. She was surprised to see Nicole sitting on one of the benches when she looked around.

Nicole stood up when she saw Ali. "Oh, wow, are you all right?" "Please take my jacket."

"Don't bother," Ali yelled. "And what are you doing still here?" I assumed you were checking into a hotel."

Nicole ignored the question and returned to her seat. "So did you get your money?"

"It was out of order. She looked at Nicole. "Could you please just give me the money?" Ali enquired, then sneezed and shivered.

"You've got to be kidding me right now. Take a look at yourself. Ali, no way. Too dangerous and against the rules."

"Thanks for nothing," Ali said as she stormed off to the opposite side of the airport lobby to wait for John to arrive and pick them up.

So there she was. In the back of John's van, watching the rain beat against the window and completely ruin her New Year's Eve.

"Ladies, here we are. Finally, "John stated. They had already gone to the only other hotel in town, which was completely booked due to stranded passengers and New Year's Eve festivities. Nicole walked away without saying anything. Granted, she had also been the one to get out and check the other place, but Ali didn't care. She was drenched, cold, pissed, and her head throbbed. Nicole returned to her car and gave a thumbs up. She gave a tip to John. "Happy New Year, ladies," he wished them.

"Thank you," Nicole replied. Ali could only manage a shaky smile.

Ali rubbed her eyes as she shuffled into the lobby. Ali thought to herself, "I just want to find some alcohol, go to my room, and not be bothered." Ali intended to not see Nicole again until it was time to board the plane.

Ali trailed Nicole and Lori, the overly cheerful hotel clerk, up the stairs and down a corridor of rooms. Lori handed a key to Nicole. "Ladies, have a good night and a Happy New Year. If you get hungry, we have sandwiches for sale downstairs." Lori turned to face Ali. "Well, Sugar, you're completely soaked," she admitted. "If you need it, I can get those washed for you."

"Can you tell me where my room is?" Ali asked.

"Oh, this is all we've got," Lori exclaimed. You two were extremely fortunate. A man had the room before you, but he decided to go to the next town. "Thank you," Nicole said. Ali looked like she was just given a death sentence.

Ali stalked in behind Nicole as she opened the door to the room. The ONE queen-sized bed was the first thing she noticed. That's fantastic, she thought to herself. Nicole shut the door and placed her shoulder bag on the desk. Then it struck Ali. Again. "Shit, we don't have anywhere to sleep," she lamented.

"Uh..no, you lost our luggage," Nicole said without looking at her.

Ali reached into her purse for her phone. She might as well inform everyone that she wouldn't be able to make it.

"Damn," she exclaimed as she realized it was completely dead.

Nicole raised her head. "What happens now?"

"My phone is dead, and the charger is-"

"In the lost luggage," Nicole finished for her.

Ali glared daggers at her.

Nicole pulled out her laptop. "Should I shower first, or should you?"

Ali ignored her and looked around at the small room, the ONE bed, and then down at her drenched clothes. She shook her head. She wondered how this could have happened. She then sneezed.

"I hope you don't get sick," Nicole said.

Ali said nothing and proceeded to the restroom.

"Hey, I am going to ask Lori about something to eat," Nicole stated. What do you want?"

"I don't want anything to eat. Just check to see if she has any alcohol. "Anything will work just fine."

"Well, you haven't eaten since lunch, so I figured you'd be hungry."

"I don't want you to think about or for me. No food. Just look into getting some alcohol. It's not that difficult!" Ali then went into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.

She turned on the shower and started taking off her heavy, soaked clothes. "What a fucking piss of shit day," she said out loud. It's all Nicole's fault. Ali stood naked in front of the mirror. She had a terrible appearance. Her normally beautiful hair was windblown, her skin was red from the cold, her eyes were watery, and she had a large bruise on her lower back from slipping and falling. A knock on the door startled her.

"I can take your clothes down to Lori for you if you give me your clothes," Nicole said through the door.

"Go away!" Ali responded with a yell. She couldn't recall ever being so enraged or being such a bitch to anyone. Ever. She took another look in the mirror. She was becoming a completely different person. She was in desperate need of a drink.

Ali entered the shower and immediately began to unwind in the warm water. "Damn, this feels great," she exclaimed aloud. She reflected on the day as she washed the grime from her hair and body with the raspberry-scented complimentary soaps and shampoo. She'd given up hope of salvaging any of her New Year's Eve plans. She wanted a drink. Bad. She could only hope that the weather would clear tomorrow and she'd be able to get out of town and away from Nicole.

Chapter 6 

Ali rubbed some raspberry and vanilla lotion on her body after her shower, and it smelled amazing. She then wrapped herself in a fluffy towel and inhaled deeply. No pajamas, so I spent the night in a room with Nicole, naked. Just great, she thought.

Ali returned to the room to see Nicole placing sandwiches on the table. Ali's stomach grumbled at the sight of them. "They didn't have any alcohol, unfortunately. Just these." Nicole placed two small bottles of apple juice on the table.

Ali growled, "Figures." She walked up to the table and looked over the sandwiches as Nicole unwrapped one. "What sort are they?" Ali asked. "Well this one is roast beef and that is tuna."

"I don't want tuna. I want the roast beef," Ali protested.

"You said you didn't want anything. I only got that just in case and didn't want to not Aling you anything to eat."

"Why the hell didn't you get two roast beef?"

"It was the last one. Once again, YOU said you were not hungry and I don't like tuna."

"Well, I certainly don't want it. I want the roast beef."

"Are you serious right now? You should have gone and gotten your own food then."

"It's your stupidity that got us here in the first place. Give me the roast beef."

A stare down. Neither woman relenting until, finally, Nicole sighed and slid the roast beef sandwich over to Ali. Ali snatched it up, grabbed one of the juices, and went to sit on the bed.

"You're welcome," Nicole said as she began to pick through the tuna sandwich reluctantly.

Ali offered nothing. Just took a huge bite of the roast beef. It was either the best roast beef she'd ever had or she was starving. Most likely the latter. She took the remote from the nightstand and began flipping through the channels. They were your typical, limited motel channels. She did manage to find a New Year's Eve countdown special that had already started. There are only a few hours left in the year.

She took in the shabby hotel room, her towel-wrapped figure, and Nicole's clear dislike for the tuna sandwich. Ali thought, what a way to close the year. She returned her gaze to Nicole. And what a partner to share it with. Ali completed her sandwich and drank the remaining juice. She then settled on top of the covers to watch the special and distract herself.

◆◆◆

Chapter 7

Four hours later, Ali awoke with a start. The room was dark, and all she could hear was the television at a low volume. It only took her a split second to regain her bearings and realize where she was. She did note her headache had subsided, for which she was grateful. She looked over to see Nicole sitting in a bath towel, hair damp, smelling fresh, and staring at the television with tears in her eyes. Ali took a look at the screen. It appeared to be a family holiday movie.

Nicole turned to face Ali and instantly began wiping away her tears. She clearly didn't want to be seen crying. "I hope the volume didn't wake you. I was trying to keep it low."

Ali looked at the time. 10:58pm. "Hey, switch to the other channel." I want to watch the ball drop and see what celebrities show up."

"Oh, this is a really good movie. One of my favorites that I haven't seen in a long time. It goes off at midnight, but we can swap over when it comes close."

"No, I'd like to watch it right now." Listen to some music. "I don't want to watch this mushy crap."

Nicole exhaled a sigh. They were back at it again. "It is not crap and I said we could turn over close to the time. I have been more than accommodating, Ali, and I really want to finish the movie."

"Accommodating? Seriously? Fuck what you want. You're the one who got us into this mess. Change the damn channel" Ali knew she was being a brat and was surprised she was still acting like this. Her easygoing demeanor had long since vanished.

Nicole set the remote on her nightstand and walked away. "Ali, your temper tantrums are driving me insane. You keep blaming me for having us do the jobs we are paid to do. This is completely absurd. On New Year's Eve, you don't get to party and drink your heart out. Boo fucking hoo. It's not the end of the world, and it's not worth you acting like a damn bitch the entire time."

Ali was seething now. "Nicole, don't you fucking dare question my work ethic! Any day of the week, I work just as hard as your rigid, uptight ass. I can prove it with evaluations and commission checks. If I want to kick back and celebrate at the end of the year, I can do that." Ali was now yelling. "At the very least, I know how to have a good time. And you're one to call someone a bitch. No one can stand you because you're always such a dried-up, uptight prune!"

Ali quickly reached over to Nicole and took the remote, changing the channel to the New Year's Eve special. "Hey, Nicole, maybe your number one New Year's resolution should be to get that stick out of your ass." Ali placed the remote on her bedside table. Minutes passed with Nicole saying nothing. Ali kept staring at the television but remained very aware of Nicole. Ali wondered if she had gone too far. Her suspicions were soon proven correct.

"Stick in my ass," she heard Nicole quietly say before Nicole got up and walked over to her carry-on bag.

Ali pretended to be unconcerned, but she kept one eye on Nicole as she watched TV.

Nicole rummaged through the bag for a while before returning with one of the shoe boxes and two of her scarves.

She tossed her belongings on the bed and fiddled with her towel. With the New Year's Eve program all but forgotten, she now had Ali's full attention.

"You know, Alianne, you're absolutely right," Nicole said as she removed her towel and let it fall to the floor.

Ali's eyes grew as large as saucers as her heart began to race. As she stared at Nicole's completely naked body, she had two quick thoughts. (1). What in the world was she up to? and (2). Damn, what a fucking body it was. The rumor that she ran miles every morning before going to work was clearly true. She had well-defined muscular legs as well as actual abs. With her height and face, Ali swore she must have modeled once. And those breasts. Ali couldn't take her gaze away from the large, teardrop-shaped globes with thick pink nipples that were hardening quickly. Ali could feel the hardening of her own nipples.

"Wwwhat the hell are you doing?" Ali stammered.

Nicole replied, "Oh, just giving you what you want." She then reached for Ali's towel and yanked it from her in one swift motion. Ali then felt herself being jerked around until she was flat on her stomach.

"What the hell is going on?" she exclaimed. She saw Nicole grab one of the scarves and felt her straddle her backside. She could feel the soft wetness of Nicole's pussy on her bare ass. Nicole had her by 4 inches in height, at least 25 pounds in weight, and those strong muscular legs, and she tried with all her might to squirm free. Next, Ali then felt her arms being very tightly tied behind her back with the scarf. "What the fuck are you doing, bitch?!"

"Uh, that filthy mouth," Nicole said calmly. With that, she grabbed the other scarf, forced Ali to bite down on it, and tied it over her mouth. Ali screamed with the tie in her mouth.

As she climbed off of Ali and stood up, Nicole said, "See, Alianne, you've been bitching and whining all day." She looked down at Ali. Ali didn't move a muscle as she said, "Don't you fucking move." She couldn't. She was terrified to death. How could things have changed so drastically in such a short period of time? 

She then noticed Nicole picking up the remote. Instead of changing the channel, she increased the volume of Ali's New Year's Eve show. Ali was beyond confused.

She stood there watching Nicole set down the remote and begin opening the shoe box. "Now everyone understands that, while it's not a good idea, giving a whiner EXACTLY what they want is the greatest way to silence them." Ali was utterly mesmerized by Nicole's movements and remained motionless.

"You've been telling me all day that you want a wild, crazy, insane New Year's Eve. And silly me didn't even realize you had already given me the tools to give you just that." Nicole reached into her shoe box and pulled out the same long, fleshy dildo Ali and her pals had given her for her birthday. Although it didn't seem possible, Ali's eyes widened even more.

Nicole began securing the dildo to the harness and retrieved a large bottle of lubrication from her bag.

Ali couldn't believe what she was seeing. She started screaming through the scarf tie. She could feel herself becoming really turned on, despite the fact that she was terrified.

Nicole, now wearing the dildo, climbed back on the bed with the lubricant. Ali felt Nicole separate her legs very far apart. Ali's legs were kept apart by Nicole's strong hold on her thighs. Ali knew she was staring hard at her now dripping wet pussy.

"Well damn, Ali. There is no need for the lubricant," Nicole said.

Nicole gently rubbed her moist folds with her finger. Ali sighed and groaned softly.

"Fuck you're leaking like a faucet. I can't even see where to put the damn dick." Ali heard Nicole move around and the next thing she felt was Nicole's tongue intensely licking her dripping pussy.

Ali started moaning and screaming through the tie. She quickly felt a hard slap on her right ass cheek, which made her moan even more. Everyone has that one spot that drives them insane, and Ali's was her ass. She loved having her butt played with, whether it was tickling, rubbing, a soft bite, or spanks which Nicole just gave to her left cheek. Ali let out a yelp.

"Oh, you like that, huh?" Nicole slapped both cheeks, and then went about licking Ali again. Ali thought she was going to lose her mind. Nicole's tongue was absurdly expert. She gave her deep, long strokes down her labia and then pushed her tongue into her vaginal opening.

Nicole came to a halt. "Dammit, would you quit leaking? I'm trying to clean this mess up and you keep running like a faucet. Nicole returned her tongue back to Ali's soggy wet pussy. This time, she started making loud slurping noises as she incessantly lapped up Ali's cum.

That did it. Between the loud slurping and Nicole's tongue, Ali's orgasm hit like a typhoon. She felt her body tense up before violently spasming and letting out a long scream through her tie. Nicole kept licking throughout the orgasm, causing Ali's intense orgasm to last even longer. Ali lay on the bed, face down, with her hands tied, whimpering like a wounded animal when her climax passed. Nicole continually licked up the cum as Ali's body moved in post-orgasmic jerks.

Nicole finally stopped and lifted her head. "Although, I didn't give you permission to come, you're going to be glad you took that edge off," she said.

She reached up and moved Ali's head towards the television. Ali had entirely forgotten about the New Year's Eve program or televisions in general.

"Now, since you demanded that we watch your precious New Year's Eve countdown, that is exactly what we will do," Nicole said. "Countdown."

Ali felt her thighs being pulled apart once more. Nicole then slid the long, thick dildo right into her without warning.

"Now make sure you pay attention to that countdown clock," Nicole said.

Ali's brain had been completely consumed by a pleasurable fog, and she could barely register anything on the TV screen. Nicole jolted her back into reality. She grabbed Ali's hair firmly. "It's at 15:24. That is all that's left in the New Year." Nicole began slowly thrusting the dildo into Ali. "You better not even think about cumming before that fucking clock reaches zero."

Nicole took the remote and increased the volume on the tv.

She then began pushing the dildo further into Ali. Ali had no idea what she was going to do. The first orgasm had taken some of the sting out of it, but she wasn't sure how long she could keep going. Ali looked at the time. 10:02. She could see the smiling host and celebrities on the screen, but everything else was a blur. Even with how loud the TV was, her mind was completely consumed by Nicole fucking her.

Nicole made expert, powerful thrusts. Slowing down, picking up speed, and slowing down again. Nicole then put her hands between Ali and the bed, grabbing her breasts as she pounded her from behind. Ali moaned with pleasure. Who the hell is this chick, Ali thought as she struggled to keep her orgasm at bay. Ali really didn't know what exactly Nicole would do if she did come too early, but she was turned on by the excitement and unpredictability of it all.

And unpredictability kept coming. Nicole stopped for a few seconds and removed her hands. Ali heard the lubricant bottle being opened. Ali then felt Nicole's long and well-lubricated finger glide directly into her asshole.

Ali started screaming through the scarf tie. Nicole put her finger in deeper and started thrusting with the dildo. Ali took a look at the countdown clock. 7:02. She wasn't going to last. Between Nicole's vigorous thrusting and the finger in her ass, she was going to fly to the ceiling. The only thing that helped was Nicole stopping at different points and sitting still.

Ali could tell Nicole was struggling to suppress her own orgasm by her tight breaths. "Don't fucking move a muscle," she said to Ali. Ali would lay completely frozen, feeling the unmoving dildo stuffed up her pussy and the finger still in her ass. It sometimes took a few moments, but then Nicole started back thrusting again.

She fucked Ali nonstop. By the time the five minute mark came along, all of Ali's senses had dulled except for the feeling of her body being fucked. She could scarcely hear the laughing and melody of whatever was on TV. She recognized the face but couldn't recall the name. Except for her pleasure center, which was on full blast, her entire brain had shut down.

It was finally at the one minute mark. Nicole was able to push the dildo even deeper into Ali, something Ali didn't think was possible. Nicole then removed her finger from Ali's ass, pulled her up, and reached around to place two different fingers on Ali's clit. Ali yelled.

Nicole rode Ali like an animal in heat with the dildo and rubbed Ali's clit with her fingers just as fiercely. All Ali could do was scream through the scarf tie and struggle to hold on. She could hear the host start the 10-second countdown.

"10."

The pleasure was unbearable. She was crying and moaning out of control.

"7."

Ali heard Nicole's insistent grunts as she continued to fuck Ali and rub firmly on her clit.

"4."

Ali felt herself almost become numb, and she was terrified of the climax that was rising inside of her. She had never felt anything this intense in her life. 

Ali noticed the countdown clock reaching 0:00. Ali began to see her own colors in her brain as the screen exploded into numerous confetti colors. Nicole gave one last hard thrust just before Ali's body went rigid and then shook violently. Her eyes rolled deep in the back of her head, and she let out a savage scream as she bucked, spasmed, creamed, and came hard into the New Year.

◆◆◆

Chapter 8

Ali woke up around 3 a.m. and sat up in bed. She looked down and noticed she was nestled under the covers. The scarf ties had been taken off. The light in the room was still on, and the TV was set to mute. Ali looked over at Nicole and saw that she had fallen asleep.

On shaky legs and a well fucked pussy, Ali quietly made her way into the bathroom. As soon as she closed the door, she looked into the mirror and mouth "WHAT THE FUCK?!"

Ali could not believe what had happened. Nicole Bennett had just fucked the living shit out of her. Uptight, cold, stick up her ass Nicole Fucking Bennett. Ali had bought her a dildo as a prank, no less! What the hell just happened? Only a few hours into the New Year and she had already had a night so wild it would be enough for the entire year.

Ali entered the shower and turned on the water. Two things crossed her mind as she rinsed the remaining sweat and massive amount of dried cum off her body. While she was still perplexed as to how and why this all happened, she was quite aware that (1) she was not going to let Nicole get the best of her, and (2) she badly wanted to have sex with her again. She had just had by far the most intense orgasm of her life. Ali had a lot of sex, so this was saying a lot. A lot. But nothing had ever happened like this before. She had hooked up with girls before in the sense of kissing them while she was drunk for the amusement of some guy. She did participate in a threesome once. But of course, it was while drunk once again, and only amounted to kissing and feeling the girl up while she and the guy got it on. Nothing like what she just experienced with Nicole. Intense and totally sober.

Ali came out of the shower and dried off with a towel. The benefit of not having luggage was that there were no clothes to worry about. Ali took a deep breath and pushed open the door. Ready or not, Nicole was about to get what was coming to her.

When Ali entered the bedroom she saw Nicole wide awake, still naked, and drinking another apple juice as if nothing had ever happened. Nicole pointed to a juice on the table. "Got one for you, too."

"What the hell happened earlier?" Ali spat as she reached for the juice. She was thirsty as hell and her throat was raw from all the screaming.

"I just gave you what you deserved. You were being such a bitch, "Nicole replied.

"Well you messed with the wrong bitch," Ali said. She slammed the bottle of apple juice on the table and stomped over to Nicole. Nicole appeared amused. Ali realized she had not really thought this out. Nicole was still bigger than her. "Where is it?" Ali asked looking around for the dildo.

"Like you'd know what to do with that," Nicole remarked.

That was the final straw. Fuck the dildo. Ali surprised Nicole by pushing her onto the bed. Ali was completely turned on. She climbed onto Nicole's back and began kissing her. Nicole returned the kiss, which became incredibly gentle and loving. Ali then attempted to pin Nicole's arms to the bed. Nicole fought back, resulting in yet another power struggle. The girls wrestled on the bed, completely naked until they ended up in a crude scissors position that also resembled a pretzel.

With her face pressed against a pillow and the rest of her body entangled with Nicole, Ali had no idea what her clit was smashed up against but it felt divine. Somewhere on Nicole's hip or thigh. Whatever it was, Nicole began to rub it hard and fast against Ali's clit. Ali made every effort not to let Nicole win again. She felt Nicole's pussy somewhere on her leg and tried to wiggle it to no avail. Her legs were somehow pinned between her and Nicole. Nicole continued to hump against Ali until Ali felt another powerful orgasm grow inside of her.

Right before she came, Ali felt Nicole untangle their bodies. Nicole snatched Ali's legs and dragged her to the center of the bed. She lifted Ali's right leg up high and then lowered her pussy directly onto Ali's. Nicole began grinding her hard. Ali's eyes rolled back in her head. With the position she was in and Nicole's weight and strength, Ali could only lay there and take it. Ali would have sworn Nicole had suction cups in her pussy with the lock she had on Ali's. Nicole mashed their pussies even tighter and began to grind faster. Little grunts could be heard over the wet, sloshing sound their pussies made as they grinded together.

Ali began to pant. Nicole smiled. "Look at you about to come again. Your pussy is so dripping wet that mine keeps sliding off." As if to make the point, Nicole readjusted herself on top of Ali and mashed her pussy harder against Ali's. Ali could see how red Nicole's skin had turned and how dark those hazel eyes had become as she humped against Ali.

Nicole adjusted and pushed their pussies even closer together. Nicole seemed to want to force her pussy directly into Ali's if it was physically possible. Ali felt the familiar shaking in her body as wetness dribbled down her leg.

"Damn, Ali. You've got a tidal wave in your pussy. Aren't you a real cum happy bitch?"

Ali was pushed over the edge by Nicole's dirty talk. In response, she had no choice but to give Nicole what she wanted. Ali grasped Nicole's arms, flung back her head, and let the climax wash over her. Nicole's face twisted into something resembling pain, and her body began to shake. "OH MY GOD. SHIT!" Ali heard Nicole yell as her body shook as though she was shocked. It didn't, however, slow Nicole down. Nicole continued to grind through her climax as those hazel locked on Ali's, sending Ali into a second orgasm as she wailed Nicole's name.

They were still tangled up in bed a few minutes later.

"Are you gay?" Ali asked after a moment. A few seconds went by.

"Yes," Nicole responded gently. "Wow. That is the first time I have said it aloud."

"Sorry about giving you that dildo on your birthday," Ali said quietly. "It was tasteless and childish. Although that certainly worked in my favor."

Nicole burst out laughing.

"You had no idea we'd end up here together. Why did you bring that with you?" Ali asked.

"As you have mentioned several times, I had planned to spend New Year's Eve alone. I figured it would keep me company. I hadn't taken it out of the container before, so I just brought the whole thing with me."

"I'm also sorry for the roast beef versus tuna sandwich fiasco."

"Yeah, you are a real brat sometimes."

"Well, I admit, you certainly taught me a lesson. Where the hell did you learn to fuck like that?"

Nicole inhaled deeply. "I met this 38-year-old woman when I was 18, starting college, and really just coming to terms with who I was...am. To help pay for school, I tutored on the side. Once a week, I tutored her son in math. It began innocently between her and I and then became sexual. Of course, it was my first time with anyone, and I thought I was in love with her and that she was going to leave her husband and run away with me. Of course, she was just using me. I was just a 3 month escape slash experiment while she figured her life out. She never left him. I was left with a broken heart and feelings of guilt for starting the relationship in the first place. She was a freak, though. I knew that even without ever having been with anyone. The woman had no limits. Taught me a lot."

"No shit."

"I kept it to myself from then on." I've had a few casual trysts here and there, but nothing serious."

"What about your family? Are you out to them?"

"When I was 7, my mom married a guy 10 years older than her and who already had two of the most vile, rude, horrible sons imaginable. Everything with my mom became about pleasing him and those two animals and not upsetting them. The females had to take a back seat. They said any filthy, horrible thing they wanted to me and I was left on my own to protect myself. So displaying vulnerability was not something I felt comfortable doing."

"I was having such anxiety about leaving, my sexuality, and other things right before I left for school that I tried to confide in my mother in a weak moment. I began to tell her that I didn't think I felt the way I should about boys. She stopped it right there and told me to finish folding the clothes. She did, however, tell my stepfather, who declared at dinner that night that all I needed was some decent dick. His sons then proceeded to set me up, sometimes forcefully, with all of their similarly awful friends during the last months I lived at home. It was horrifying, but it only reaffirmed what I already suspected."

"Wow," Ali exclaimed. That explains why you don't have any photos of your family at work."

"We were never close. They only call when they need money. My mother and I were once very close. Like I remember we used to watch holiday movies together all the time. That is why I wanted to see that movie earlier. We used to watch it all the time together."

Ali felt a stab of shame as she reflected on her actions. "I'm sorry," she apologized.

Nicole went on. "But I believe mom felt more alone as I got older, and everything became about placing a man's needs ahead of mine." Before her own."

"I'm sorry to hear that happened with your family," Ali said. "I can't even imagine. My family can be pretty behind the times at moments, but if I told them something big like that, they would support me. My mom had me when she was 17, and they all just pitched in and helped. They have always helped her and supported me. They accept me for me, no matter what."

"I can tell," Nicole smiled. "You could probably poop right in the driveway and they'd turn it into a national shrine."

Ali burst out laughing and punched her in the shoulder.

"I'm only kidding," Nicole said. "It must be lovely to be so loved and supported."

"Yes, it is," Ali replied. "I forget that sometimes."

After a few moments of silence, Ali inquired, "Earlier, back at the airport, why did you wait for me?" When I walked like an idiot to that ATM. You could have joined John and the other passengers and had a room to yourself."

Nicole turned to face her. "Even though you were clearly acting stupid, I wasn't going to leave without knowing you were safe."

Ali paused for a bit before leaning over and kissing Nicole's lips. "I appreciate it," Ali responded.

They spent the rest of the night curled up in bed, watching movies. Nicole got to see the entire holiday movie she had wanted to see earlier on repeat. Ali had to admit that it was both humorous and heartwarming.

The first days of the New Year were spent in much the same way within the room. Competitiveness, raw sexuality, and complete emotional openness. Nothing was forbidden. No pretentiousness. They had seen each other at their emotional worst and sexual best.

The rain continued to fall outside, turning everything into a slick, frozen mess. Trapped inside with Ali's dead phone, spotty Internet reception, and limited hotel channels, they had to make their own fun, all while naked. They watched movies, had crazy pillow fights, a rap battle, and choreographed dances to tunes on the radio ranging from polka to country. Plus there was the sex. Lots and lots of sex. With each time both were determined to make the other come first. Ali was losing big time.

They had made a make-shift basket hoop and ball with computer paper, pipe cleaners, and tape they had gotten from Lori. Ali grabbed Nicole by the waist and dragged her to the bed as she attempted a 3-pointer or a shot by the window. "Foul!" Nicole yelled as she struggled to free herself from Ali. "There isn't anything like that in this game," Ali declared. "Nothing is off limits."

Another wrestling match broke out. Ali was able to finally pin Nicole to the bed. She took a deep breath and made her way down to those lovely round, full breasts. She placed both her hands on them and gave a firm squeeze before replacing her hands with her mouth. Ali started with the left one. She delicately rimmed the puffy, deep pink areola with her tongue before sucking deeply on the nipple. Nicole began moaning as Ali moved to the right breast.

After feasting on Nicole's breasts, Ali kept her tongue on Nicole's body as she make soft licks towards her southern destination. Ali was determined to make Nicole come first. Nicole, on the other hand, had different plans. Ali's tongue had just reached the top of Nicole's mound when she sat up swiftly. Startled, Ali felt her body lifted and turned around so that now her pussy was pressed against Nicole's face and her face against Nicole's pussy. Ali complained as she began licking Nicole, "You did not just 69 me bitch."

"Just try to concentrate on lasting this time, Nicole teased. "You can't hold your cum for the life of you."

That did it. Ali attacked Nicole's pussy with abandon.

Being on top, Ali thought she was at an advantage as she had more headroom to lick and play with Nicole's pussy. Nicole, on the other hand, had more room for Ali's weakness, her ass.

Ali was still convinced she had her. She stuck her tongue deep within Nicole's slick folds. She put her finger on Nicole's clit and rubbed it vigorously. Next, she placed her mouth over the finger and began sucking on Nicole's clit while still rubbing it with her finger. Nicole groaned loudly. Ali sucked even harder. She could feel the wetness of Nicole's pussy drenching her chin. Nicole's body began to shake. 

Nicole pulled another unexpected move. She slipped one, then two fingers into Ali's clit while continuing to dish out firm licks against her clit. Ali couldn't hold on much longer. She let out a loud grunt and began shaking uncontrollably as she came. She had almost completely forgotten about licking Nicole's pussy. Nicole had not forgotten. After Ali had come down from her orgasm, Nicole locked her long legs around Ali's head and began humping hard against her face. Ali could only lie there in her post-orgasmic haze as Nicole humped her face. Panting and grunting it didn't take long for Nicole to arch her body, shake, and let out a howl as she came hard.

Later, they were lying side by side, one of Ali's legs draped loosely across Nicole. They had spent the last hour going back and forth sharing secrets, acknowledging fears, and discussing dreams for the future.

Ali asked, "Name something you'd be afraid to admit to anyone."

Nicole gave her a look.

"We can just state it. No judgment. There is no need for feedback or an opinion. Just listen."

Nicole thought for a moment. "I'm so damn lonely. I learned at an early age to shut people out to protect myself, but it keeps me so isolated. It's as though I'm in desperate need of friendship, yet I have this quality about myself that turns people off. It keeps them at bay. What about you?"

A few seconds went by.

"I drink a lot," Ali admitted. Like this is the longest I have ever been sober without having to work the next day. It's almost as if I don't know how to have fun without it. It began in eighth grade. Occasionally sneaking beers with my boy cousins during the holidays and summers. Then things became even worse. I probably spent as much time in undergrad intoxicated as I did sober. I'm not sure who I am without it."

Nicole wrapped her arm around her. "You know I'm a list maker and always have a list of new year's resolutions like "work out more, get promoted, add this amount to my investing portfolio." But I never go any further. Or been too terrified to. I need to start letting people in and letting them get to know me. I was just afraid of being hurt or rejected again like I had been so many times before. Like if they did know me, they would see how damaged I am. Better to keep them away with my hard exterior."

Ali kissed Nicole on the arm. "I really need to grow up," Ali said. "That would be on my list of New Year's resolutions. I'm terrified of responsibility and commitment. I just don't want my freedom to be taken away. But I'm spending so much of my so-called freedom in a drunken haze of stupid embarrassing things that I can't recall what happened the next day. It feels like a waste of my life."

Nicole remained silent. She carefully caressed Ali's back bruise and then felt her forehead. "I'm glad you're not sick. You were sneezing earlier and coughing a little in your sleep."

"I am much better now," Ali whispered, snuggling up against her.

Later that night found Ali and Nicole in the bathtub together. They had made a beautiful warm bubble bath with the raspberry shampoo, which smelled amazing. Ali sat on Nicole's lap, facing her, and wiped a towel over Nicole's shoulders gently but diligently. Nicole giggled at Ali's fierce determination to make sure every single part of her body was squeaky clean. 

"Close your eyes," Ali urged as she scooped up the warm sudsy water with both hands and gently poured it over Nicole's head. Ali gazed at Nicole's beauty as she opened her eyes and blinked the drops away. The sparkling water on her face made her hazel eyes even brighter and larger. Her wet brunette hair was slicked back, exposing her skin. "Damn, you're stunning," Ali exclaimed. Nicole laughed nervously, turned her head, and glanced down. "Whatever."

"What are you on about?" Ali was perplexed. She clasped her hand in hers and returned Nicole's gaze to her. "You must know you're a knockout." 

Ali suddenly realized she could see tears welling up in Nicole's eyes. "Wow, you have no idea, do you?"

"Well, when you're continuously told how unattractive you are as a child, you learn to believe it." Always too tall, too skinny, eyes too big." I grew up with a group of guys who only knew how to insult or fuck women. Since I was somewhat related to them, that left the insults."

"Well they are idiots and I am telling you you're beautiful and I am not the only one who thinks that."

Nicole bowed her head once again. Ali re-raised Nicole's chin and kissed her lips just as tears began to fall from Nicole's eyes.

After an hour in the tub, Nicole laid against Ali in the bed as Ali applied lotion to her body. Nicole dialed her phone to listen to a voice mail message she had missed while they were in the bathroom. "The airport called," she added as she set the phone down. "The weather is improving, and the plane is scheduled to depart tomorrow at 10:15 a.m."

Ali suppressed her disappointment and focused her attention on getting the lotion on Nicole's body.

Later that night, Ali straddled Nicole's lap facing her. They made slow, sensual, and passionate love. There was no competition this time, no rush to get the other off first. It was just a deep, beautiful connection that they tried to make last as long as possible. Ali rode Nicole fiercely, her pussy grinding against Nicole's while the chair creaked loudly. As Ali felt Nicole get close to orgasm, she held Nicole's head firmly in her hands. Ali was determined to see, one last time, that look of pure ecstasy, the widening of those brown eyes, and the O her mouth formed as that pretty face contorted and Nicole let out a scream.

They awoke the next morning in one other's arms. Neither said much as they moved about the room getting things ready to leave. Nicole had received another call that morning informing her that the lost luggage would be waiting for them in Miami. 

Before leaving, Ali was sure to adjust her previous attitude and show kindness and appreciation to John, Lori and the others who had been helpful to them.

However, things between her and Nicole appeared to have returned to normal. Ali gazed out the window as Nicole typed on her tablet in the rear of John's van. It was exactly like their first night there. They were even wearing the same clothes. They didn't say anything to each other on the plane as they traveled back to Miami.

They claimed their missing bags at the airport. Ali charged her phone and saw several missed calls and texts about New Year's from friends and family. She rapidly performed damage control to inform everyone that she was still alive. There was a text from Jose saying they all wanted to take a later flight back so they could spend the afternoon in Miami.

Ali helped Nicole in sorting through their possessions after she made her calls. Both their faces turned Alight shades of red as Nicole placed the shoe boxes in her suitcase. It was finally time to go. Nicole to her flight home, and Ali to a taxi cab to meet the gang for lunch.

"Well take care," Ali said to Nicole. "I, um, we...Just take care." She wanted to say so much more, but couldn't form the words. 

"You, too," Nicole replied, reverting to her icy, detached attitude. They then parted ways in opposite directions. There was no hug, no future arrangements to meet, and no acknowledgment of what they had both shared over the previous three days.

Hours later, Ali walked through downtown Miami as she surveyed the beaches, and shops, and listened to endless tales of the gang's New Year's Eve and a trip to Key West. It sounded like Ali missed out on a wild couple of days and Alejandro had left numerous text messages about how much he missed not seeing her. But Ali felt her mind was elsewhere. "Poor you," Beth finally said. Stuck in a hotel room with Nicole Bennett for three days. What the hell did you do and how did you keep from killing her?"

Ali just said, "Oh, she did her thing, and I did mine." Always uphold the oath. Ali could feel herself drifting further apart from the group on the return flight. As they recounted all of the sorted details of their trip for the umpteenth time, she was consumed with her own thoughts. It was a brand new year and she wanted, no, needed to do things differently. She thought hard about Nicole and what the last few days meant. She had never been on that type of emotional or sexual level with anyone. She wasn't gay, but she didn't know what she felt about Nicole. 

She leaned against the plane's window, gazing out at the endless night sky, wondering what the future held for her.

◆◆◆

Epilogue: About 4 Months Later

Ali looked carefully over the budget reports splayed around her desk in her new office. She had already gone over them twice, but she wanted to double-check that everything was in order. As a new team lead, she wanted to make sure her team's work was good before turning it over to Louis, one of the new managers, and Chuck. Things had changed dramatically for her in the New Year. In late February, a team lead position became available. Ali applied for the job and was hired. It was a lot different now. She needed to mature. She didn't give training presentations but attended those of her team to evaluate their performance.

She had to attend 10 trainings a year. Her first one was back in March in Seattle. Being on the other end was a very different experience. There will be no more staying up late and partying. She had a dinner discussion with her staff to review their performance, followed by a lunch meeting with medical executives the next day. She was responsible for documenting and turning in all budgets, reports, and receipts on time.

Her new job did come with a nice raise, and she had already met with a financial planner to talk about wise investments and saving for a house. He said that at her age and with no family, she was in great financial shape to get a nice house at a reasonable price.

She was also preparing her graduate school application. Admission to an MBA program for the fall semester had a June deadline. She had so much on her plate right now that she didn't have time to party. Ali was okay with it. It was forcing her to mature. She hadn't had more than a glass of wine with dinner since the beginning of the year, and it felt great. She felt better, more focused, and her thoughts were clearer.

Ali had only seen glimpses of Nicole since they returned from Florida until Nicole finally left the office. Nicole was hired in late January because the executive position needed to be filled sooner than expected. During that entire time in the hotel together, neither got the other's cell number. Ali knew she could look up her home phone number and address in the company directory, but she didn't. While those three days undoubtedly changed her life, she wasn't sure how to proceed. She wasn't sure how Nicole felt, and she'd never made a long-term commitment to anything.

Ali decided to take a break from the financial reports and leaned back in her chair, grabbing her coffee. She looked at the calendar on her wall. Over the Memorial Day weekend, a training workshop in Honolulu was requested. That would be in a week. It also happened to fall on Ali's birthday. Here she was again with an epic opportunity. It would be a holiday weekend in a wonderful city, and it would be her 27th birthday. As team leader, she received a larger stipend and was not subject to the same budget constraints as the others. Jose, who was now with Allen, was going along with Beth and Crystal. Essentially, she could throw the ultimate birthday bash and party like no other. She couldn't get excited about it for some reason.

Ali had an early lunch and ended up on the freeway onramp without even realizing it. Before she knew it, she was driving down downtown Walnut Street and into the parking lot of their massive corporate headquarters.

Ali found herself in the elevator on her way to the fourth floor after getting information from the front lobby assistant. She had no idea what she was going to say or do. Her stomach was in knots and her palms were sweaty as she stepped out of the elevator. She rounded a corner and came to the doorway of a large office with a great view.

Ali's heart skipped a beat as she saw her for the first time in months. Nicole was on the phone, but when she saw Ali, she smiled and waved her inside. Ali sat down and closed the door, relaxing. Nicole finished her call and, much to Ali's surprise, got up from her desk and went to hug and kiss her on the cheek.

"How are you doing?" Nicole asked excitedly. Ali noticed a noticeable difference. Nicole was friendlier and less guarded. Ali could see tears welling up in her eyes. Her own eyes were starting to well up. It felt so good to be back with her. "I'm good. How is the job going? "This office is fantastic," Ali said, smiling as she walked in.

"I love it," Nicole said looking around and directing Ali to a large couch where they both sat down. Ali noticed Nicole's clothing change. A sheik blouse that was both office appropriate and sexy. The outfit was completed by silky brown slacks and cute heels. She still wore a scarf around her neck, which added a nice touch to her outfit. Ali's mouth dried up. Damn, she looks hot, she thought.

"Congratulations on your promotion," Nicole said.

"I appreciate your recommendation," Ali answered.

"I'm glad to see you keeping your resolutions."

"And how about you?"

"It's been great. I've been going out more. Much more. Meeting new people. I'm just becoming more at ease with myself. "I'm owning it." Nicole smiled shyly at her.

"I see what you mean," Ali said. "You look stunning."

"You, too. "As usual."

Ali frowned. "You've been meeting people." "Is there anyone special?" Ali was holding her breath. She hadn't realized how much Nicole meant to her until now.

"There are a lot of very attractive, smart, career-driven women who are gay." I had no idea it was possible."

Ali frowned once more.

Nicole leaned in and winked at her. "But no one as special as you," she added.

"Perfect answer."

Ali slid into Nicole's lap, grabbed her face, and boldly kissed her on the lips.

"Sounds like a banging time," Nicole said, kissing Ali back.

"Oh, believe me, it will," Ali replied. "This time, I'll Aling the shoe box."

Ali felt truly free when they both burst out laughing. Yes, it was turning out to be a wonderful, banging new year after all.


Worth Falling For

Chapter 1

"Hello, Anne!" I said excitedly as she pulled up in her Jeep Wrangler to my driveway. It was a perfect summer morning for a cruise with the top down. I watched her get out of her Jeep and couldn't help but notice how her dark brown hair always seemed to stay in perfect beach wave curl condition regardless of the weather. I realized I had been staring for a few seconds too long. "Thank you so much for coming to meet me here! I've been behind schedule the entire day. I had forgotten how much planning goes into packing for a camping trip." 




"Hey Tori, no problem!" she said as she approached me, "Need a hand? Looks like you've packed enough stuff for a week or two! You know we're only going for two nights right?" she joked as I set down another duffel bag. 

"Yes, I know, but I like to be prepared for anything, and besides, when have you not seen me overpack for something in the last 6 years we've known each other?" I said as I piled another tote box on the garage floor. 

Anne and I first met at work. I was a nurse on a patient care floor, and she was a physician's assistant. Our paths crossed a few times while we were both caring for patients, and we always had easy conversations. We met at a couple of after-work happy hours and have been hanging out ever since. She has quickly become my most trusted and closest friend. She has been there for me during some of my most difficult times. Whether it was a stressful day at work, the death of a patient, or another failed relationship, she was always the first person I called. We were both able to get a few days off work at the same time and decided to go camping together. 

I tucked my long blonde hair into a ponytail to keep it out of my way as I got to work packing everything into the back of her Jeep. This was not an easy task because I definitely overpacked this time. I finally got everything squared away and secure, and we were off. We were going to a small state park that neither of us had visited before, and I couldn't wait for our mini-vacation to begin. I had always looked forward to our time together, but I was especially excited to spend two nights with just her. 




"So, do you have any hot dates planned for this month?" Anne questioned as we sped down the interstate. 

"Um, I think I've dated all the eligible bachelors in town and am done for a while." I repositioned myself in the front seat a little more comfortably and removed my sandals before continuing. "How come all the good guys are already taken?" I mean, I'm already 29 and I haven't been in a long-term relationship that lasted more than a couple months in over 5 years. Most of my friends are already married with children. Maybe I'm just destined to be single for the rest of my life. Will you still come to see me when I'm 50 and have 9 cats? I'll knit you a sweater!" 

Anne erupted in laughter. "Tori, get a grip! There's no way you'll end up looking like a little old spinster with a zillion cats! But, of course, I would visit you whenever and wherever! But seriously, you're a hottie, and anyone would be lucky to have you. Aside from being stunning, you are the sweetest, most genuine person I have ever met. Most guys, I believe, are simply too shy to ask you out. You've probably got more abs than most of them! And the people you do go out with are probably aware that they don't deserve you in the first place. Also, you act as if 29 is an old age! What are you saying about me when I'm 31 and still single? Is it just that I'm old and decrepit to you?" 

"At least someone believes in my dating prospects! And, despite your age, I'm sure you could give me a run for my money in any sport." teasingly, I said. That, however, was correct. At 5' 8 "Anne was built to run. She ran track in college and was a standout in the 800 meter sprint and the one mile. She had the toned and tanned body to prove it as well. She was simply stunning. Everywhere we went, I saw guys practically drooling as she walked by. I've only seen a few of the guys she's dated in the past. They were always attractive, but she never seemed to keep them around for long. 

"You're right!" She burst out laughing at my remark. "I might be able to beat you in a sprint or a short distance race, but you're the only one crazy enough to run marathons!" We both laughed slightly. We've always been competitive with each other, especially in sports. When she loses, she will sometimes blame it on the fact that I am a couple inches taller than her. But it's all in good fun. 

◆◆◆

Chapter 2

We arrived at the Park Office, checked in, and went to our campsite. "Let's get everything unpacked and then go for a nice hike to enjoy the beautiful sunny day!" I said. We quickly set up the tent and went in search of a map of the hiking trails. Because it was the middle of the week, there were only a few other campers around, and they were all fairly spread out. I loved it when you had the entire place to yourself. Nothing like how it was back in the city. 

We found a nice 5-mile loop trail and set off. Anne took the lead at first, and I had to fight myself not to stare at her legs the entire time. She was dressed in a tight black tank top and short white athletic shorts, and her legs seemed to go on forever. We stopped a couple of times to take pictures along the way, and then I took the lead for the second half. Anne stumbled behind me with about a half mile to go. I turned around to see her struggling to get up and wincing in pain as she examined the bleeding gash just above her right ankle. 

I dashed over to her and examined it for myself. Fortunately, it didn't appear to be too deep, but I needed to stop the bleeding quickly. Without hesitation, I removed my tank top and tightened it around her ankle. That should keep us going until we get back to camp. 

"Are you all right?" I asked, "What happened?" 

She sighed deeply and attempted to stand again, this time applying pressure to her leg. She winced in pain once more and then said, "That was stupid. I was distracted by, uh, something and wasn't paying attention to my feet. I then tripped on a rock and stumbled into a nearby branch that appeared to be on my tail. I believe I rolled my ankle as well." 

I took another look at her ankle before making a decision. "So, climb on my back and I'll carry you the rest of the way back to camp. One of my bags contains a first-aid kit. See, my overpacking is already paying off!" She laughed a little before carefully climbing onto my back as I squatted down. That's when I realized I was only wearing a sports bra. At the very least, I was wearing a cute one. 

This felt good. The closeness to her. Her strong arms wrapped tightly around my bare shoulders, and I could feel her breath on the back of my ear. We didn't say much on the way back, which was ideal because I wanted to save my breath. Even though she was in good shape, carrying the extra weight up some of the trail's steeper hills was a challenge. I spotted our folding chairs by the fire ring and set her down right next to it. 

"Sit down, I'll be right back!" I dug through my luggage and discovered my first aid kit. I threw on a new t-shirt as I came back out to her. I moved my chair in front of hers, took off her bloody shirt, and began cleaning out her wound. After that, I placed her leg in my lap, grabbed my sterile bandages, and began dressing her ankle, wrapping it with an ACE wrap for added pressure. "There! It's as good as new!" I said. 

She looked at my handiwork. "Tori, thank you so much! And I'm so sorry about ruining your shirt though." 

"Don't be concerned about the shirt; I'm just glad your ankle didn't get any worse. So, how about I make some dinner and we spend the rest of the evening relaxing by the fire? I want you to sit there with your leg raised. If you need something, holler. Otherwise, I'm not going to see you trying to stand and help. Nurses orders." As I slid one of my tote boxes over and propped her leg up on it, I said. 

She smirked as she looked at me. "Wow, I suppose you do have a bossy side after all. I kinda like it. Okay, fine, but I get to cook dinner for you tomorrow night!" 

I grilled some cheddar bratwurst and corn on the cob for us. I also happened to pack her favorite chips and dip too so she was thrilled to snack on that while I finished grilling. Once we were all done eating, I cleaned up and then grabbed both of us a drink and joined Anne again next to the fire. 

"Here," I said as I handed her the drink, "let me check your ankle to see if the bleeding has stopped." I carefully unwrapped the ACE wrap as she propped her leg up in my lap once more. Fortunately, the bleeding had stopped, and it appeared that the wound would heal fairly well. I looked up as I rewrapped her ankle and noticed her staring at me. I locked my gaze on her for a few more seconds. Her dark green eyes were always mesmerizing, and I could easily get lost in them. "Well, hopefully, your ankle will feel better in the morning, but please rest tonight." 

"Thanks again for looking after me. I truly appreciate it. I can deal with all the blood and guts at work, but when it comes to my own blood, I get a little queasy." 

I returned her smile before realizing I was still holding her leg in my lap. More than that, my thumb was absent-mindingly caressing her calf. I quickly shifted positions and cleared my throat. "I suppose you'd like your leg back now." As I gently placed it back down, I said. She chuckled slightly at my obvious embarrassment. 

"You know" she said "I do feel bad about you having to carry me back to camp. You made it look easy but I know it wasn't. You are probably going to wake up with a sore back tomorrow. To repay you, how about I give you a back massage?" 

I raised an eyebrow at her and cocked it slightly. "Hmm, that actually sounds quite nice. Okay, I'll take you up on that!" 

We decided that the picnic table would be the most convenient location. We both sat on the bench seat, and she went to work behind me. She was really good at this. I'm so glad I said yes. She began by massaging my upper back and worked her way down to my lower back. 

"Anne, you are amazing! Why haven't we done this before?" 

"I'm glad you enjoy it. I'd be delighted to do more in the future; just let me know when and I'll be there!" 

She then slowly made her way back up my back and began rubbing my shoulders. She moved in closer, and now I could feel her breasts lightly touching my back. She moved her hands slowly down the length of my arms. I could feel her hot breath on the back of my ear once she got to my wrists. It gave me a tingling sensation all over my body. I moaned quietly. Crap. What was I thinking? How could such a simple thing turn my body on? She's my friend. Nothing else. It's time for my mind to communicate with my body. 

"Umm, thanks for the massage, that was great!" I said this as I quickly stood up and returned to the fire. "Are you ready to roast some marshmallows?" 

She looked at me, puzzled by my sudden change in proximity. "Umm, sure, if that's what you want." That stupid moan. I can't risk scaring her away or weirding her out by making mistakes like that again.

◆◆◆

Chapter 3

We finally got the perfectly roasted marshmallows ready for our s'mores. She took a big bite out of hers, and some melted chocolate landed on her upper lip. Without thinking, I reached over and swiped it away with my finger before popping it into my mouth. Oh my God! What was I thinking? What's the matter with me tonight? 

"Sorry, I don't know why I did that. I guess I don't like it when chocolate goes to waste." 

She just looked at me for a moment before shaking her head slightly. "Hey, I get it; I love chocolate as well, and I would have done the same if it had happened to me instead of you. Although I would have probably used my tongue instead of my finger." She gave me a wink as she said this. I couldn't help but blush, and she was well aware of it. She's always enjoyed teasing me and observing my reactions. Her favorite thing, I swear, is seeing how many different ways she can make me blush. But it seemed a little more flirtatious than usual this time. It must just be the alcohol though. 

We were both silent for a few moments as we sank deeper into our chairs and listened to the crickets and frogs at a nearby pond. "So," I said, "you've heard all about my dating life, or lack thereof, so how about you?" Have you been on any dates recently?" 

She paused for a moment. "Not at all. I've been on a couple of blind first dates in the last few months, and I kept wishing they were over before we even got our food. Nothing against the guys; I just wasn't that interested and became bored. I really only went out with them because a friend insisted on introducing me to some of her husband's friends. And before that, I dated a guy for a few weeks, but he was only interested in sex, and I wasn't ready for that with him. I was content to just stay in the makeout zone for a while, but he didn't appear to be interested. Who knows, maybe he thought I was a bad kisser and he couldn't handle it anymore if it didn't lead to sex. Anyway, he was a jerk, and when he realized I wasn't going to sleep with him that night, he stormed out, and I never heard from him again." 

I laughed out loud at that last part. "Yeah right, I don't think you're a bad kisser!" That guy was just an asshole." 

She looked at me with piqued interest. "He was a total jerk. But I've always wondered about the kissing thing. I just don't seem to feel anything when I kiss these guys, so I'm wondering if I'm doing something wrong. I feel like men won't ever tell you the truth because they don't want to ruin their chances of having sex. But...as my friend, you might be able to give me an honest answer. What do you think? Would you really help me out?" 

Was she really implying what I think she was? She wants to kiss me. Just as friends, but still, that's crossing a line we've never crossed before in our friendship. Of course, I've imagined what it would be like to kiss her before, but I've always tried to quickly dismiss the thought. I'm straight, and she is as well. But, no matter how many times I told myself that, I was always curious. It looks like I might actually get a chance now to satisfy my curiosity. "That's what a good friend would do, I suppose. Okay, let's give it a shot and see what happens." I replied, trying not to sound too enthusiastic. 

Her face lit up with a huge grin and her eyes lit up. "Really? Are you sure you don't mind if I kiss you? And please give me your honest opinion, don't worry about hurting my feelings!" 

"I'm certain." I responded. But I was nervous. My stomach felt like it was flipping. 

She swiveled her chair around to face me. She was stunning in the glow of the fire. She smiled at me, then leaned in closer, placed her hands on my thighs, and just hovered there for a moment, only an inch or two away from my face. Her closeness was enticing. She leaned in closer and brushed my lips with hers. Even though they barely touched, my lips craved more contact with hers. She cradled my face with her hands, drawing my mouth closer to hers. I was lost in the warmth of her soft lips as she deepened our kiss. We stayed like that for a few more moments, just kissing gently. I moved my hands to her waist and gently caressed her with my thumbs there. She then began to lick my lower lip with her tongue. I opened my mouth slightly, and that was all the invitation she needed. She slipped her tongue into my mouth and started to massage my tongue with her very skilled tongue. She tasted like chocolate with a hint of booze. I could feel my entire body reacting to her kiss. I could already tell a wet spot was appearing in my thong. I'd never been so seduced by a kiss before. This was without a doubt the best kiss I'd ever had. Her tongue retracted all too quickly, but not before licking my lower lip one last time before breaking our kiss. She let go of my head, and I reluctantly let go of her waist. We gathered ourselves and sat back farther in our chairs. 

"Well, what did you think?" she asked. 

It took me a moment to collect my thoughts. To get my head out of the haze it was in. I was currently having difficulty putting together any coherent thoughts. My body was still buzzing and hankering for more. I exhaled deeply and cleared my throat. 

"Well, you were right. You're a terrible kisser, "I said "When you kiss men like that, I can see why they run for the hills. That was just horrible. I'd hate to have to go through it again. Everything makes perfect sense now." By the end of my blatant lie, I could barely keep a straight face. 

She realized I was teasing her and began tickling me. She knew I was very ticklish and I immediately tried to retract my earlier statement in an attempt to spare being tickle tortured. 

"All right, all right!" As she finally stopped tickling me, I gasped for air. "That was an incredible kiss, and if any of my ex-boyfriends had kissed me like that, I'm sure I would have kept them around a lot longer. When it comes to kissing, you have nothing to be concerned about. I give you an A+." 

She gave me a big cheesy smile, and I felt my insides tingle once more. It was going to be difficult to think of anything other than how amazing that kiss was. 

"Well thanks for helping me out!" Anne stated. "For once, it's nice to have a trusted and honest opinion. And, to be honest, I enjoyed it quite a bit as well. It was unlike any of the other guys I'd kissed before." 

My cheeks are glowing bright red once more. She noticed it, too, and gave me a crooked smile. I rose to my feet, embarrassed. "Well, it's getting late, so how about we get ready for bed?" 

We took our toiletry bags and went to the restrooms. I arrived at the tent before she did and quickly changed into an old race t-shirt and my favorite gym shorts. Anne then crawled her way into the tent and started to change as well. I tried to turn around to give her some space, but I couldn't help but steal a few glances. We'd never changed our clothes in front of each other before. We'd seen each other in bikinis before, but this felt different. More intimate. I caught sight of her back muscles flexing as she drew her t-shirt over her head and down past her tight abdomen. She was wearing the same t-shirt as I was. It's from a 5k run we did together a few years ago. She noticed my shirt when she turned around. 

"Do great minds think alike?" She laughed. "It's one of my favorite shirts; it was a great race, and it always reminds me of you." 

"I had a great time racing with you. Most nights, I wear it to bed. It makes me think of you too." I didn't want to risk further embarrassing myself tonight, so I quickly changed the subject. "So, let's get some sleep so your ankle can rest and hopefully go on another hike tomorrow. Goodnight!" 

She crawled into her sleeping bag and faced me. "Hey, Tori? Aside from the whole injury thing, today was a lot of fun. But I'm glad we were able to go camping together. Good night!" And with that, she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. She had rolled over to the other side and turned off the lantern before I realized what had happened. I knew exactly what I'd be dreaming about tonight. 

◆◆◆

Chapter 4

"Good morning Sunshine!" When Anne saw me emerge from the tent the next morning, she yelled at me from the fire pit. She had already gotten up and was preparing scrambled eggs and hash browns for us. 

"Someone is definitely a morning person. How long have you been up?" 

She leaned back in her chair, stirring the contents of the pan on the grate over the fire. "Long enough to know you were having a pleasant dream and not to bother you." She winked at me once more. 

Crap. I remembered dreaming of her but I was seriously hoping beyond hope that my sleep talking didn't get the best of me last night. 

We decided on one of the longer hiking trails after finishing breakfast because her ankle was feeling fine. This one would take most of the day, but the views of the bluffs and river would be well worth it. 

The long hike allowed me to reflect on my relationship with Anne. I needed to figure out what was going on between us and my recent actions. I've always been drawn to men. But I remember feeling the same way about Anne the first time I saw her. She was stunning, and she exuded an air of confidence that was enticing. At the time, she was dating a 3rd year Resident from work. I remember being a little jealous of him, but that thought had taken me by surprise because I had never felt attracted to a woman before. After we became friends, I realized that the attraction I felt was more of a 'I want to be her' feeling than a 'I want to be on her' feeling. 

I would occasionally feel an intense desire to be closer to Anne or to kiss her, but I quickly buried those feelings. No way could I be a lesbian. It would have complicated far too many aspects of my life. I had always imagined myself married to a handsome man, having children, and living happily ever after in the suburbs in my dream house. But, whether I liked it or not, this trip with Anne had started to resurface some of those strange feelings. 

I reflected on the kiss we shared and the spark I felt right away. Even thinking about it now makes me feel tingly. I think it's finally time I admitted to myself that I do like her as more than just being my best friend. I'm not sure what that meant for us or if she felt the same way. But I needed to stop lying to myself about my feelings. After all, they hadn't disappeared in five years and weren't going away anytime soon. Maybe it's finally time to take action, one way or another. 

On the hike, we both seemed to be lost in our own thoughts and didn't engage in many conversations. Fortunately, no one was hurt on this hike, and we arrived back at camp in time for dinner. True to her word, Anne made us dinner tonight. After that, we decided to take showers and clean up before returning to the fire with our drinks. My drink had given me quite a buzz by this point. We'd been sitting in silence for a while, just watching the fire flicker. 

"Can I tell you a secret, Tori? It's a little embarrassing, so don't make fun of me." Anne inquired, her voice trembling. 

"Of course, you know you can tell me anything." 

"Remember how I said I was distracted when I tripped on our hike yesterday?" I wasn't paying attention to the trail because I couldn't take my eyes off your perfect ass. That's when I stumbled and embarrassed myself. And I'm probably making a huge fool of myself right now, but I'm afraid if I don't tell you now, I'll never have the courage. And I'm sick of being too afraid to confront all the thoughts of you that have haunted my dreams for the past few years. I had no idea if you had any feelings for me, which is why I always buried my feelings. Until you caught me staring at you while you checked on my ankle yesterday. I've always admired the light blue of your eyes, but they were different that night, darker in some ways, and it was entrancing. I liked how you seemed to be caressing my leg without even realizing it. Then there was the time you moaned during my massage. By the way, I was on the verge of losing control and kissing the back of your neck before you abruptly moved away. Then, when we kissed, I felt an instant spark. You had to have felt it as well! I was so intensely turned on by you that it took everything I had to pull away. But I was afraid that if I pushed you too hard and too fast, I'd scare you away and lose you forever. Then I heard you talking in your sleep last night. You were clearly dreaming of me because you kept moaning my name. And if that isn't the best sound I've ever heard, I don't know what is..." 

She paused for a moment to catch her breath before gathering her thoughts and proceeding. "The truth is, I really like you. I always have. I've always compared the guys I've dated to you since I met you. And not one of them even came close. It was so confusing at first, but knowing you were straight, I knew nothing would come of it anyways. But you made it difficult for me to forget my attraction to you. I've never seen a more beautiful soul than yours. I never told you, but years ago at work, I was making my final rounds on my patients one night when I noticed you in a room with one of our hospice patients. I knew they hadn't been awake or alert in days because their family members had stopped visiting them. Your shift was over, but there you were, fast asleep, curled up under a blanket on a chair next to the bed. You could have stayed at home, comfortable in your own bed, but I know you couldn't bear the thought of someone dying alone. That was the night I fell madly in love with you. And I've been in love with you ever since. Figuratively, and yesterday, literally. I'm sorry for my rant. Okay, please say something now. Anything." 

With everything she had just told me, my mind was racing. How is it that my deepest secret desire is now within my grasp? Have I really been that blind to the fact that she has liked me all this time as well? Am I ready for all the life changes that being with her could entail? I could see the panic in her eyes as she continued to stare at me, desperate for my response. When I saw her like that, so open and vulnerable, all my fears vanished in the face of my desire. Some people are worth falling in love with. Not some people, but only Anne. To me, she will always be worth the risk. 

"Anne, actions sometimes speak louder than words." 

And with that, I stood up and approached her chair. I grabbed her hands and pulled her up to stand in front of me. I pushed a stray strand of hair out of her face, then reached one hand behind the small of her back and drew her in closer to me, holding her there. I looked into her eyes and saw the same lust-filled desire in them. I was powerless to resist what my body was desperately craving right now. I leaned in, and the moment my lips met hers, I felt that spark once more. That tingly sensation ran through my body, and I wanted more of her. I intensified our kiss and licked her lips, seeking permission. She let me in, and I entered graciously and found her tongue. This felt so natural. I drew my arms behind her back and hugged her closer to me. I could feel her moaning into my mouth. That glorious sound did me in. 

"Tent. Now." As I broke our kiss, I said. 

"Mmm, yes, I really like your bossy side." She winked at me and took my hand in hers as she led me into the tent. 

◆◆◆

Chapter 5

She laid down first on our plethora of blankets and sleeping bags. I straddled her waist and began kissing her neck right away. She had a wonderful scent. Whatever body wash she was using had quickly become my new favorite. As she ran her hands up and down my back, I continued to kiss and lick her neck. She slid her hands down to my butt and squeezed. "Oh yes," she said into my ear, "you have no idea how long I've been wanting to do that!" 

I couldn't stop myself from laughing. "You'd better make up for lost time!" 

With that, she gave my butt another good squeeze. Yes, I could get used to her touching me like this. I continued to play around with kissing her neck and ear. I licked her ear and gently bit the lobe of her ear between my teeth. 

"Mmmm, I love that!" Anne said in hushed tones. 

I moaned into her ear as I licked it further, eliciting even more pleasure moans from her. I cupped her breast with my hand, and it seemed to fit perfectly into my palm. I needed to see more of her because it was so full and firm. I had to stop licking her ear. She gave a frustrated groan at that as she wanted me to continue. Instead, I pulled her shirt and sports bra up and over her head. Her breasts were stunning. I brushed my hands across them, gently exploring. 

I couldn't wait any longer, so I leaned down and kissed and sucked on her left nipple. It was already swollen and her back arched at the contact. 

"Mmmm, okay, this is even better than the ear thing, you can continue!" Anne exclaimed with pleasure. 

"These are incredible. I believe I am now officially a boob person." 

I continued to massage her left nipple while sucking on her right nipple for a while. She ran her fingers through my hair and massaged my head, making sure I didn't stop sucking gently. 

After awhile, I needed more of her. My clit was starting to ache. I sat up, still straddling her waist, and started rolling my hips against her torso, fondling her perfect breast. This felt wonderful. So sensual and slow. Anne sat up abruptly. She yanked my shirt and sports bra off my chest. She took a second to look at my chest before diving in and sucking on my nipples. She was intense as if she couldn't get enough of it. I let out several moans as I felt her tongue swirl around my swollen nipples. She was so good at this. 

"Oh Anne..." I moaned. 

She kept licking and kissing my nipples, sending a tingle through my body and straight to my clit. She slid one of her hands down my torso and started rubbing me through my shorts. I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her to the ground. I grabbed her shorts and tugged them off her waist and down her legs. She had a black lacy thong on underneath. I lowered my head and kissed her just above her thong. 

"This is so pretty. But it needs to come off, right now." And with that, I slid it off her waist and tossed it in our growing pile of clothes. I turned to face her, who was completely naked in front of me. In my line of work, I've seen a lot of naked women, but Anne was by far the most beautiful. She was breathtaking. Her tanned skin was incredibly soft and smooth. Her muscle tone was amazing; she worked out hard and it showed. My gaze then shifted lower, to her sex. I felt a sudden surge of anxiety and froze, unable to do anything else. What if I didn't like the taste or the smell? What if I'm not good at it? What if I couldn't provide her with what she needed? She looked at me as if she sensed my hesitation. 

"We don't have to do anything else if this is too much too soon. I'm more than happy to just kiss you all night long!" Anne said this as she sat up and rested her elbows. 

"It's not that I don't want to do it; more than anything, I want to be the one who makes you happy. But I was just nervous and wondering if I was any good at this. It's all so new to me, and I haven't had time to process everything that's happened. I'm so sorry!" 

"Don't be sorry. I never want you to do anything you aren't ready for. What's a little more after I've waited this long? And I'm nervous as well, I've never done this either. But can I still kiss you for the time being?" 

I cracked a smile. "Thanks for being so understanding. And, yes, I would like that!" I had my mouth back on hers almost immediately. I enjoyed kissing her and feeling her arms around me. The only way to put it was that it felt like I was finally home. Warm, cozy, and joyful. We changed back into our pajamas and kissed for a while longer before falling asleep. I'm not usually one for nighttime cuddling, but with Anne, I wanted to feel her close by. She wrapped her arms around me and I was fast asleep. 

◆◆◆

Chapter 6

That night, I dreamed of being with her. Of kissing her tender lips. I was running my hands over her body. Of kissing my way down her torso. Then I got my first taste of her. And it was delicious... 

"Good day, sleepyhead!" Anne said as she jolted me awake from my deliciously good dream. "You must have been exhausted because you slept in this morning. We need to pack up and leave soon." She kissed my cheek before standing up and leaving the tent. 

I forced myself to awaken from my trance and get dressed to go outside. "Sorry for oversleeping. But I was having a pretty good dream about you." I smirked at her. 

"Oh yeah? So, let's get packing so you can tell me all about it on the way home!" She kissed me on the cheek again and walked away to begin clearing out our tent. My cheeks turned bright red once more. I wished for more of her, but that would have to wait. 

We packed everything back into her Jeep and began our journey back home. 

"So I'm interested to hear about your dream. What happened there?" 

"Well let's just say, I don't think I'm as nervous anymore as I was before. Everything was hot and sexy in my dream. And I was just about to get to the good stuff when you jolted me awake." 

"Mmmm, I'm sorry I had to wake you up! Maybe I can make it up to you later." She said with a smirk. 

"That would be great! What about I make you dinner and you stay at my house tonight?" 

"Tori, I would love that, but I have to leave shortly after we get back. I promised my brother months ago that I would watch my nephews so he and his wife could spend their anniversary night away. They are two hours away. But I'll be back in the evening tomorrow! How about we pick up where we left off then?" 

I was disappointed that I wouldn't be seeing her more tonight. But now that she's mentioned it, I recall her telling me about it a while ago and how she had to be back from camping by noon. 

"All right, then, tomorrow night it is!" 

Once we got back, she dropped me off at my house. She wrapped me in a tight hug after we finished bringing the last of my bags inside my house. 

"Tori, I'm so happy with how things have gone the last couple days. I'll be thinking of you tonight and looking forward to spending more time with you tomorrow night..." She then kissed me softly on the lips. 

I never wanted this kiss to end. I didn't want her to leave. I felt that tingle all over again. I tried to deepen the kiss and ask for more, but she resisted. 

"I'm truly sorry. But I have to go or I'll be late! I'll text you when I arrive!" She kissed me on the lips once more before hurrying out the door. It was going to be difficult to wait until tomorrow. I've never felt such a strong attraction to someone before. I was still concerned about how this would affect so many things. But at this point, I couldn't deny my feelings. I was a lesbian, for Anne at least. 

{Anne} Hi, I just wanted to let you know that I made it to my brother's house. I'll text you again when things calm down, but for the time being, my two nephews are using me as their personal jungle gym. It gets crazy around here, but I sure miss them! Okay, I'll talk to you later; I miss you and your lips.... 

{Tori} I'm glad you got there safely. Have fun; I miss you terribly. 

Despite the constant checking of my phone, Anne had not responded after a few hours. After about 9 p.m., I heard my phone beep with a new text message. 

{Anne} I finally got the little rascals to sleep, but I have to be quiet because I don't want to wake them up and have to read the same book for the sixth time. How was your evening? 

{Tori} I'm glad you got them to sleep. My evening was good. I went for a long run before coming home and showering. I was thinking about you a lot in there... Then I cooked some dinner. I'm trying to figure out what to make for dinner tomorrow night. Any suggestions? 

{Anne} Hmm, I don't have much preference for dinner, but I do know what I want for dessert... 

{Tori} Ooh, I like the sound of that! It's strange how turned on I've become just thinking about seeing you naked again. 

{Anne} Oh, I was going to say I wanted apple pie for dessert. But Tori, get your mind out of the gutter. Haha, only kidding! I've definitely been craving you... And no fair, I still have yet to see you completely naked! Guess I'll be left to my imagination for tonight babe. 

She called me babe! I've been called that many times before in previous relationships, but I never liked it. But after hearing her say it, I suddenly wanted her to call me that all the time. We continued to flirt for a while longer before calling it a night. Tomorrow can't come fast enough. 

{Anne} Hello, babe! I'm about to leave, and I'll see you in a few hours! I can hardly wait! 

{Tori} Sounds great, I can't wait either! 

◆◆◆

Chapter 7

There are only two hours left. I took my time getting ready and hopped in the shower. I was surprised to hear a knock on my door. I almost jumped out of my skin as I went to open it. I flung open the door and encircled Anne with my arms. I then took her hand in mine and led her inside. I pushed her back against the closed door and kissed her hungrily. We both had to come up for air after about a minute. 

"Wow, that was a big hello!" Anne said, winking at me. 

"I missed you terribly, in case you couldn't tell. But I'm glad you are here now. How was the rest of your time with your nephews?" 

She went on to tell me about how much fun they had playing together and how she hoped to see them again soon. We entered the kitchen, and she rummaged around for a snack. 

"Are you ready for dinner? If you'd like, I can start it a little earlier." I asked her. 

"Hmmm, I'm actually quite hungry. But I think I'm in the mood for dessert right now..." Anne said as she walked over to me. She pushed me back towards the counter, then grabbed my waist and hoisted me onto the counter. She was standing between my legs, her arms wrapped around my thighs and buttocks. I looked down into her forest green eyes and saw the desire in them as she returned my gaze. I leaned down to kiss her, slightly tilting her chin up towards me. It was gentle at first, but our desire for each other overcame us once more. I shoved her aside and jumped off the counter. I took her hand in mine and led her to my bedroom. 

"I need you, Anne. All of you." 

Anne then pushed me back onto my king bed, straddling my waist. She undid her bra and removed her shirt. Her bare chest was once again in front of me. I cupped her breast in my hands, and yes, I am a boob person. She paused for a moment before grabbing my hands and interlacing her fingers with mine. My arms were pushed up over my head and down onto the pillow by her. Her mouth was so close to mine and I felt intoxicated by her nearness. She leaned down and kissed my forehead, then my cheeks, then brushed her nose and lips lightly against my neck. I squirmed beneath her as it tickled me lightly. 

"I love how ticklish you are. It's so cute!" She then kissed me passionately on the lips, and I was completely engrossed in her. She came to a halt, removed my shirt and bra, and began kissing a trail down my body. I enjoyed the sensation of her mouth on my breasts, but she only stayed for a brief moment. She continued down to my belly button, and I squirmed beneath her once more. She laughed briefly before continuing lower. She unbuttoned my jeans and yanked them off my legs. She gently slid her hands up my legs and slid her fingers inside the waistband of my thong, pulling it off as well. 

"Mmm, you look amazing! And I really like your landing strip. Again, great minds think alike, eh?" She smiled and then started to kiss my inner thigh and I could feel my wetness increasing. I needed her mouth on me. 

"Please Anne, I need you. Please." 

"I'm all yours Tori. I always will be." 

She then licked my sex, sending shivers through my entire body. My clit wanted more. She kept licking me and gradually began to lick and suck on my clit. She was amazing considering she had never done anything like this before. Far superior to any of my ex's. It also didn't hurt that she turned me on more than anyone else before. 

"Oh, right there, Anne!" Yesss! Oh my god, yes! I'm almost there; don't stop!" She sent me up and over the edge with a few more perfectly placed licks. I threw my head farther back into my pillow and arched my back from the intensity of this toe curling orgasm. She slowed her licking and kissed me a few more times gently. I grabbed her face and drew her close to my lips. I kissed her passionately, enjoying the taste of myself on her lips. It suddenly made me want to taste her as well. 

"That was so hot! I loved hearing you climax and knowing I could make you feel that good. You are so incredibly sexy. Let's do it again!" 

"That was incredible, babe! But now it's my turn. Last night, I couldn't stop thinking about you and how badly I want to do this with you. I just hope I can make you as happy as you just made me." I said as I grabbed her and rolled her onto her back. I knew exactly what I wanted and couldn't wait any longer. I removed her pants and thong, and this time I wasn't nervous. I began kissing her mound and felt her react beneath me. She was dripping wet and surprisingly tasty. I inhaled her scent. I never pictured myself enjoying going down on a woman before, but I simply couldn't get enough of her. I licked her sex some more and knew I found her clit when she moaned my name very loudly. Jackpot. I knew what felt good to me and tried to do the same for her. 

"Tori, yes, yes, yes! Mmmm, that feels amazing! Please keep licking me, babe!" 

I gave her what she needed, and she was soon writhing uncontrollably beneath me. I could feel her climax and orgasm tremble. Damn. That was the hottest thing I had ever seen. As she regained her breath, I slowly kissed my way back up her body. 

"Whew, okay, I think we definitely need to do lots more of this to make up for years of missing out!" Anne said this while her chest was still heaving from her orgasm. 

"So, I take it that I was okay then?" 

"More than okay! That felt amazing. But, as they say, practice makes perfect, and I am all about getting lots and lots of practice!" 

We both laughed and snuggled into each other's arms. I kissed her on the cheek. 

"Anne, I'm still worried about what will happen next for us. But I know I've never been happier than I am right now, with you." 

"I feel the same way. But I also believe that as long as we have each other, we can get through anything. I love you, Tori. And I have for a long time; it feels great not to have to hide it anymore!" 

"I love you too Anne! I think a part of me always knew there was a reason why my previous relationships didn't last. It was always meant to be you... Now, how about we practice some more before dinner?" I winked at her and drew her in closer. 

"It's like you read my mind Tori!" She kissed my hand, rolled me on my back, and straddled my waist again, kissing me deeply. Somehow, my gut was telling me, that she would be my last, first kiss. And I couldn't be more pleased.


Worth Falling For Again

Chapter 1

I could definitely get used to this view. Yep, definitely one of my favorite views. I sat up in Tori's bed, looking down at her sleeping form. The sheet had fallen down to her waist, exposing her bare back. Her tanned skin glowed in the early morning light, and she looked stunning. I was mesmerized by the subtle rise and fall of her breathing. I wished I could kiss her all over her back until she woke up. But I also knew it had been a late night, and Tori was not an early riser like me. So I snuck out of bed instead and went to her patio for some coffee.

She was still sleeping a half hour later. I decided to make her some breakfast. Rummaging through her kitchen, I found what I needed to make some cherry and white chocolate chip pancakes, scrambled eggs, and hash browns. I was almost done with the last of the pancakes when I heard Tori coming up from behind me. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her back against mine.

"Good morning, gorgeous!" She said. "I was disappointed that you weren't still in bed with me, but this is a nice surprise!"

She'd started kissing my neck and trailing her way up. "I don't know which smells better, you or the pancakes."

"I guess you will have to do a taste test tie breaker then." I returned her wink.

She didn't need any more of an invite. She swung me around and kissed my lips. She licked my lower lip as she drew away, gently at first. Then she bit into one of the pancakes.

"Mmm, okay, the pancake wins hands down." As she finished chewing, she moaned.

"Haha, I demand a rematch! I will not be defeated by a pancake!" I said insistently.

With that, I grabbed her face again and gave her a deep, hungry kiss. The taste of the pancake was still in her mouth and actually, it was quite good. But I had been waiting all morning to kiss her and I was not going to hold back now. She started to lick my lips slowly and then pulled back.

"Alright, I think we have a new winner! Just barely though." She said teasingly. I pretended to be hurt and swatted her shoulder lightly.

Tori grabbed her arm feigning pain. "Ha, you know I'm just kidding Anne! I just had to give you some payback after you left me momentarily panicked this morning that you had left after our first night together. Our first, incredible night."

"Eh, it was okay. I give you a B+ for effort." I said nonchalantly.

"Oh really? Is that all? I seem to recall you moaning my name throughout the night as I rocked your world, what, 5 times?" Tori smirked back at me while she started to tickle me.

"Okay, okay! I take it back! You were a solid A. But, being the nice person that I am, I'm willing to let you try again all morning long for some extra credit points!" I raised an eyebrow at her hoping that she would take the bait. For being our first time last night, it really was the best sex I've ever had. And I was certainly craving more of her body and her amazing mouth.

"Nice try!" She said. "But, I believe our breakfast is getting cold. And after last night, I could certainly use some more energy. You know how to wear a girl out!"

"Alright, breakfast first, but then you are all mine!"

After we finished eating, we cleared our plates. Tori started loading the dishwasher. How is it possible to be that sexy while loading dirty dishes? She was wearing short black spandex shorts, and the kind of tank top that has extra low side slits, so I could easily see her toned abs and her black sports bra. Not being able to resist the temptation anymore, I came up behind her and slid my arms through the side slits. I started out feeling her abs flex and move as she shifted positions to be able to lean back into me. Then I made my way up to her bra and started to gently massage her breasts through the material.

"Mmm. That feels good Anne. You know what? I'm pretty sure the dishwasher can wait. I'm suddenly very ready for some mid morning dessert!"

Tori squatted down and grabbed my legs and pulled me up for a piggyback ride. She then raced towards her bedroom with me squealing and giggling like a little schoolgirl the whole way. She tossed me onto my back on the mattress and then climbed up on top of me and straddled my waist. Wasting no time, she began to kiss me all the way from my forehead down to my belly button. She pushed my t-shirt up and unclasped my bra. She started to pinch my nipples lightly between her fingers. Then she started to kiss and lick all over my breasts. I know she's only had a little bit of practice, but she was a natural at it. She seemed to know exactly what I wanted or needed before I could even say anything.

Just as things were getting really good, the doorbell rang. I started to sit up in the bed but she pushed me back down.

"Oh no you don't. I finally get to taste these amazing boobs again and I don't care who is at the door right now." Tori continued her kissing much to my delight.

But then the doorbell rang again. And again, and again. Then came the knocking and someone calling her name.

Tori grunted in frustration. "Sorry Anne, stay here, I'll be right back!"

I could hear parts of a conversation and then a little dog barking. About five minutes later, Tori walked back into her bedroom.

"Well, I have good news and bad news. The bad news is that I completely forgot I told my sister I would watch her dog for her while she's out of town. The good news is that Lucky is pretty darn cute and super cuddly." She rubbed the little Golden Retrievers' head. "He's still pretty young but luckily he is potty trained so that's one less thing to worry about."

"Aww, he is so cute! I just want to snuggle with him all day!" I reached over to pet him and he immediately started licking me and rubbing up against my hand. "Yep, I'm in love with him already!"

"Haha, wow, that was quick! Well, he will be here for the next few days so you should get in lots of snuggles. Should I be jealous?" She quirked up an eyebrow as she asked.

"Oh most definitely. You have some major competition now for my affection. Actually, you might just want to give up now and save your dignity." I said teasingly at her.

"Hmm, see, I'm actually pretty sure you can't resist my charm! In fact, that gives me an idea. We are both competitive people, so let's make a bet out of it. If you can resist me and not sleep with me for the next 3 days, I'll do whatever you want. But, if you can't resist me, you have to train for and run a marathon with me! It's the local one I've been wanting to do and it's in 3 months and I could really use a running buddy. What do you say?" Tori asked a little hesitantly.

I took a few moments to think about it. "Pretty cocky there thinking I can't resist your touch huh? Okay, but if I win, you have to go bungee jumping with me! You will have to face your fear of heights and take a leap of faith with me. Deal?"

"Ooh, the stakes are high now. Okay, but only because I know I'm not going to lose this bet. Deal." She shook my hand with a smirk. "Starting now until Lucky gets picked up to go back to my sister's house, the bet is on!"

"Well, what should we do now?" I asked.

"I could definitely use a shower. Care to join?" She asked seductively. Then she started taking her tank top and shorts off, followed by her sports bra and thong. She was standing completely naked in front of me. I felt my jaw drop as I stared at her beautiful body. She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek and then whispered in my ear. "We could have lots of fun in the shower. Think about it." Then she sauntered away and I was left staring at her ass swaying side to side on the way to the bathroom. I was in trouble. This was going to be much harder than I thought. But it was just three days, I had waited years before our camping trip, I could definitely wait a few more days.

◆◆◆

Chapter 2

Tori stepped out of the bathroom with her body wrapped up in a towel and headed to her bedroom to get dressed. She came back out and found me on the couch. She leaned down and kissed my cheek again. "Shame you decided not to join. I could have used some help lathering the soap all over my body. And I would have loved to have done the same and more to you."

Oh she's good at this. She knows the effect she has on me. And she smells so good. Like vanilla and coconut. But I'm not going to give in this quick and easy. "Hold that thought for another three days. Then I'll make it worth the wait. But in the meantime, I think I'll just cuddle up with Lucky here and start researching where we can go bungee jumping!"

"Someone's pretty sure they are going to win. But if I were you, I would start stretching and find a good pair of running shoes, because you are going to need them for all the running we will do for the marathon!" Tori stated as she sat down on the couch next to me. She began to gently run her finger up and down my forearm. It sent a shiver down my spine.

"So, just to be clear, what would constitute a loss of the bet on my end?" I asked her.

"Hmm, tell you what. I'll make this even harder for me to win just so you have no reason to complain about it being unfair during the marathon. You won't lose unless you actually beg me to have sex with you. Deal?" She stuck out her hand again for me to shake.

"Ha, deal! I think you are overestimating your sexual prowess! There is no way I will lose this now." I shook her hand. Then she kissed the back of my hand. And started kissing her way up my arm.

"We will see about that. I plan to bring my A game. But, until I wear you down, no sense in not having a little fun right?"

As if Lucky could sense what was about to happen, he hopped off my lap. Tori then straddled my waist again and was kissing and licking my neck. She grabbed my ponytail and pulled my head back with it to give her more access to my neck. Eventually, she made her way up my neck and to my ear. She started licking my ear and sucking on my earlobe in between blowing warm breaths of air in my ear. Then she whispered to me "You are so sexy, Anne. I want to kiss every inch of you!" I could feel her hips start to grind against me as she looked for more contact. My whole body was starting to come alive and tingle at her advances. My eyelids were getting heavy and I could feel my body relaxing and I wanted to feel her touch everywhere.

I slid my fingers through her hair. I moaned her name again as she continued to lick my ear. I moved my hands to her butt and felt the muscles flex and relax as she rocked back and forth subtlety on me. I was getting so turned on and wet. I needed her lips on mine. I turned my head towards her and she got the hint. She put her index finger under my chin and slightly tilted my chin up towards her. She paused for a moment and just stared at me and smiled.

"I love you, Anne. I really, really love you." Then her lips pressed hard into mine. It was like she was trying to convey the strength of her feelings for me through that kiss. And I sure felt it. Our tongues found each other and we started what turned out to be a rather long make out session. I was on cloud nine. I loved being able to take our time and really explore one another. We eventually both needed to stop for more air and to cool off a bit. But I held onto her head long enough to give her a kiss on the cheek and whispered back in her ear. "I love you too Tori. So freaking much that it scares me."

"Aww, come here you!" She said as she hopped off me and laid on her back on the couch with her arms extended out for a hug. I smiled and took her invite for a nice cuddle. My head rested on her chest and I could hear the rapid heartbeat beneath my ear. She gently wrapped her arms around me and held me tight. Her breathing was so comforting and I closed my eyes as she started to rub my back soothingly. It didn't take long before I drifted off in her arms.

I woke up a little while later to the sound of Lucky softly barking at the door. I felt Tori stir underneath me as she woke up as well. "Hi beautiful!" She said. "I think we better take Lucky outside. I could use a nice walk as well if you are up for one?"

I nodded yes at her but I still begrudgingly got up and off of her. She was so warm and comforting and I could have stayed in her arms all day. We got ready and headed outside. It was a beautiful day out and I was grateful for the warm sun on my skin. This was the first time we had been out in public however since we took our friendship to the next level. Neither one of us was very sure of what to do. I wanted to hold her hand as we walked, but I was also still nervous about what any other onlookers would think. It was silly really, here was my best friend that I had loved for so long. And now my love for her had grown so much deeper over the past few days, and I was still scared to show it to anybody else.

I could sense some uneasiness from Tori as well. I had always been able to talk to Tori about anything before and I didn't want to stop that now. "Maybe we should talk a little about our relationship and what we want." I said as we continued walking down a sidewalk with no one else around.

"Okay." Tori said. "Well, I guess I'm still not sure how to act around other people. It's still pretty new to me and I guess I haven't really thought it through all that much yet. I'm not sure what or when we tell our family and friends. But I do know that I only want to be with you. I want you to be my girlfriend. I want to fall asleep and wake up next to you. I honestly can't imagine my life without you in it."

"I feel the same way! I think maybe we just tell people whenever we are ready and just enjoy being with each other in the meantime. I've honestly never been happier in my life than I have been the last few days with you. So yes, I would love to be your girlfriend!" I beamed back at her. She pulled me in for a tight hug and I squeezed her back. Lucky started pulling on the leash again wanting to continue the walk so we had to let go of each other. We spent the rest of the day talking and just enjoying each other's company.

"Are you sure you can't spend the night here again?" Tori asked.

"I wish I could. But we both have to be at work early tomorrow and all my work stuff is still at my place. But, I'll see you tomorrow! Try not to stare at my butt too much at work or people will get suspicious." I smirked at her.

I said goodnight to Lucky and Tori walked me to the door. She pulled me in for a hug. We lingered by the door for awhile, neither one of us wanting to separate. She kissed me gently and we continued to kiss and caress each other for a few more minutes. She stopped kissing me and just rested her cheek next to mine. I could feel her warm breath in my ear and the sensation sent a shiver through me. If I didn't leave soon, I'd lose the bet before the first day was over.

"I'm going to miss you tonight babe. Sweet dreams!" I said as I backed away and squeezed her hand before leaving her place.

◆◆◆

Chapter 3

I usually enjoyed the nice quiet drive back to my place, but I couldn't shake the feeling that I felt like a piece of me was missing. Shortly after arriving home, I got a text from Tori.

Tori: Hey beautiful, I just wanted to make sure you got home safe. Lucky keeps looking at the door expecting you to walk back in. I think you made quite the impression on him. But honestly, I kept looking at the door right along with him. Silly I know. But it feels so empty without you here. I miss you already and it's only been 20 minutes!

Me: Aww, thanks for checking in. Yes, I walked in the door a few minutes ago. I feel the same way, I miss you...a lot. I think if I had stayed another five minutes with you though, I would have lost our little bet.

Tori: Haha, well I was about 3 minutes away from begging you to let me take you back to my bed. You have no idea the effect you have on me. I was thinking though. Remember on our camping trip when you told me you thought you were a bad kisser? Did you actually think that or was that just a way to get me to kiss you?

Me: Umm, a little of both actually. I had desperately wanted to kiss you for quite some time at that point but I didn't know how to do it in a way that wouldn't scare you off if you didn't share the same feelings. But then our conversation that night kinda opened up an opportunity and I took it. I had never felt that spark when I kissed someone else though. So I kinda assumed that it was something I was doing wrong. I didn't know until I kissed you, that I had just always been kissing the wrong people.

Tori: Ha, okay. Because I was thinking about that today and I was baffled as to how you ever thought you were a bad kisser. One kiss from you and my heart starts racing and I can't put together a coherent thought. Don't even get me started on seeing you naked and what that does to my brain!

Me: Haha! Trust me, you do that to my brain too! I've kind of been wondering something too though. Before our camping trip, did you ever think about me in a non-friend way? I know that I thought about you a lot before that. I tried not to. But I couldn't help it that my mind always seemed to wander to thoughts of you...naked. Or how I would see you all sweaty at the end of a run, and I would have the strangest desire to lick your neck and taste you. And then to help you get clean in the shower and run my hands ALL over your body. As long as I'm being really honest, you were the one and only star of my fantasies for quite some time. And we had some really fun times in those fantasies!

Tori: Ooh, like what?

Me: Well one of my favorite ones was about us baking together. We would be making chocolate pudding for a dessert recipe, and you would come up behind me and help me stir. You would dip your finger in the mixture and then bring it up to my mouth for me to lick clean. But you would purposely wipe some on my cheek and then lick it off of me. You would keep doing that to my lips, my neck, my breasts. Anywhere you put the pudding, you would thoroughly lick it clean. Then you would get more pudding on your finger and stick your hand into my pants and rub it on my clit. Then you would turn me around, pull my pants and thong down, and you would lick me until my legs started buckling from my orgasm. All right there in the kitchen. So actually, when we were camping and eating s'mores, and you wiped the chocolate off my face with your finger and then licked it, I just about had an orgasm right then and there.

Me: Tori?

Me: Hey, did you fall asleep on me?

Tori: One minute...

Tori: Sorry, just had to add 20 boxes of chocolate pudding to my shopping list! Oh, and I couldn't help myself, you got me so horny with that fantasy that I had to take care of it. And it was honestly probably the best orgasm I've ever had by myself. Thanks to your fantasy. Which by the way, we fully need to make a reality, many, many times. Hence, the 20 boxes of pudding!

Me: Well I'm glad you like my fantasy! I only wish I was there to have seen you enjoying it so much.

Tori: Mmm, you can watch any time! And to answer your question from before, yes, I had thought about you sexually before the camping trip. I wasn't sure exactly why those feelings were there when I had never been attracted to another girl before. So I was pretty confused when I had these urges to kiss you. And I didn't think you would ever feel the same way so I tried to bury those thoughts as much as I could. But I couldn't control that you had taken over my dreams. I didn't expect anything to happen on the camping trip, but then you seemed so much more flirty than usual. And I couldn't help that my body seemed to have a mind of its own and was craving your proximity. But the kiss is really where it all changed for me. That was, and always will be, the best kiss of my life. Not only because it was so freaking hot that I drenched my thong, but because for the first time, things started to make sense. I knew that was a pivotal part of my life changing for the better. Of me being happier than I've ever thought possible.

Me: I'm really hating the distance between us right now. I want to snuggle up to you and kiss your face all over. You are the sweetest girlfriend ever! I love you!

Tori: I love you too! Well we better head to bed soon, it's getting pretty late. Will you stay at my place tomorrow night though? Pretty please!

Me: Yes, I'm actually packing an overnight bag so I can head over after my shift! See you at work tomorrow! Sweet dreams!

Tori: Sweet dreams indeed. I believe I'll be dreaming of chocolate pudding and you all night long...

It was a couple hours into my shift before I caught a break and was able to text Tori asking if we could meet up for lunch. We were able to take our lunch break at the same time and headed down to the cafeteria at the hospital. When we were done eating, I walked her back up to her unit floor and we chatted a bit more there. The unit was fairly slow today so there weren't many other nurses buzzing around. Tori told me she needed to show me something in the PAR stock room.

Once we were inside the room, she pulled me behind a couple of shelves. She grabbed my face and kissed me hungrily on the lips.

"I missed... waking up to you this morning. All I wanted to do was... kiss your beautiful face... and... waiting til now has been torture." She panted through shallow breaths in between kisses.

She reached around and grabbed my ass cheeks and lifted me up as I wrapped my legs around her. She hoisted me on top of a nearby counter as we continued to make out.

We heard the door beep indicating someone using their badge to enter. I quickly hopped off the counter and we straightened ourselves up. "And so this is where you can find the ACE wraps for next time." Tori pointed to where they were as a fellow nurse entered the room. Luckily, it was Samantha that walked in. She was fairly new to the unit but a real sweetheart that everyone knew and enjoyed working with.

"Oh hey guys!" Samantha said. "Don't mind me, just grabbing some extra saline flushes. See you later!"

Samantha left the room and Tori and I both looked at each other and giggled at how close we were to being caught. Sadly though, our lunch break was over and it was time to get back to work.

"Will you still come over after work today? We can take Lucky on a walk." Tori asked.

"Of course! I've been missing his slobbery wet kisses too! He reminds me of your kisses." I said teasingly.

With that, Tori stuck out her tongue at me and then quickly licked my cheek. "Haha, very funny. But who's the one who can't get enough of it?" She winked back at me.

We made our way out of the PAR stock room and went our separate ways to head back to work. It was crazy how much I missed her as soon as I left the unit. But I just had to get through the rest of this shift before I could head over to her place for the evening.

◆◆◆

Chapter 4

After work, I headed straight to Tori's place. I knocked on her door and within 30 seconds she had swung the door open and pulled me inside again for a deep kiss pinning me against the back of the door.

"Mmm, I needed that! How are you? How was the rest of your shift? Also, you are just in time. Lucky just started begging to go outside. Do you mind if we head out for our walk right now?" Tori asked.

"I'll take a welcome like that any day! And yes, let's go for a walk!" I bent down to pet Lucky and we put his leash on and went out the door. We each talked about work and how our day went.

Back at Tori's place, I told her I needed a shower since I had come straight from work.

"Sure thing, you know where the towels are. And if you need any help in the shower, with anything, you know who to ask." She said suggestively.

"How kind of you! Haha, I'll keep that in mind for when this bet is over!" I said as I headed towards the shower. When I was all done showering, I decided to put on some lotion. "Hey babe, can you come here for a minute?" I shouted out from the bathroom to Tori. I swear she was at the doorway within seconds.

"What can I help you with?" She asked hopefully as she stared at me standing in the bathroom in just a towel.

"Can you just rub some lotion on my back please?" I asked her as I handed her the bottle of lotion.

She took a few squirts and warmed it up in her hands and then started rubbing some on my shoulders first. Next, she started rubbing lower on my back. She leaned in close to my ear and said "I think this towel is going to be in the way." As she said it, her arms came around to my front and untucked the towel, and let it fall from my body. "Ah, much better."

I gulped hard as I realized I was now standing there naked in front of her. It was going to be very difficult to resist the temptation now. But I had put myself in this situation. She put a few more squirts of lotion in her palm and then she continued to rub lotion all over my back. She did it so slow and smooth that I was practically a puddle when she was done. I was anticipating her moving her hands down lower and was a little disappointed when she stepped back.

"There, all done. Now get dressed and be ready for dinner in 15 minutes. I've got dinner almost ready!" Tori said as she backed out of the bathroom.

After getting dressed and ready I headed out to find her. She was just finishing up preparing our salads. She had made my favorite dish, lasagna with garlic bread.

"Hey beautiful. Want any wine? I still have some of your favorite." She asked me.

"Wow, what's the occasion for all this? You don't usually cook much! And yes, I'd love a glass of wine." I replied as I watched her light a candle on her table.

"What? A girl can't wine and dine her new girlfriend? I just wanted to do something special for you." She said as she pulled out my chair and had me sit down. She even placed a napkin on my lap.

"Haha, wow, you really are pulling out all the stops tonight! If I didn't know better, I'd say you were trying to get into my pants." I smirked at her.

"Is it working?" She winked back at me. "Just kidding. Of course, I wouldn't say no to sex with you. But that actually isn't why I'm doing this. I really just wanted to show you how special I think you are."

She grabbed our plates and brought them to the table and then took her own seat. She grabbed my hand and held it in hers for a moment. "You have been the most important person in my life for quite a few years now. I had never met someone like you before. Someone that could so easily light up any room you walked into. That could strike up a conversation with a stranger and make them feel like you were old friends. You have such a huge heart, and it's evident in everything you do and the way you care for and talk to other people. I was honestly so thrilled that you even wanted to be my friend all those years ago. I still don't know what I ever did to deserve your friendship but I was so grateful to have you in my life. And then everything changed with that one kiss by the campfire. I was excited but also scared that you would realize you made a mistake in being with me and you wouldn't want to be around me anymore. I mean, here's this drop dead gorgeous woman in front of me who just kissed me and turned my world upside down. You could have anyone you wanted and they would be counting their lucky stars to be with you. Why would you choose me? I don't know why you did, but I'm so happy that you did anyways. And I want to show you how much you mean to me and how much I love you. I want to show you that for as long as I live."

I had to wipe a tear away that was rolling down my face. "Oh Tori, I wish you could see yourself the way I do. You are hands down, the most amazing person I have and will ever meet in my life. From the first moment I met you, I felt this magnetic draw to you. I always had this intense urge to spend time with you and was always looking for ways to be around you. I had this inner war within myself of wanting to remain friends and not risk losing you, and of wanting to kiss you and touch you and be with you. I was so conflicted because I didn't know how you would react. But, I'm so glad my heart finally won and I risked it all to be closer to you. Even from that first day, I saw you, I immediately thought you were the most beautiful woman I had ever seen before. But as I got to know you, I saw that the only thing more beautiful than your looks was your soul. You were the constant force in my life that made me want to be a better person every day. That made me want to be worthy of your love and friendship. I fell in love with you long before the camping trip. And I have never wanted anyone else to stay in my life as badly as I want you. You are the only one I want. And as long as I have you, I will be eternally happy."

Now Tori had tears running down her cheeks. I leaned over the table and wiped them away and held her face in my hand. She held my hand in place with hers and we just stayed like that for a moment. Then she stood up, leaned over, and kissed me. It wasn't a hungry kiss, but a tender one. One that conveyed the love we shared. It was as if I could feel her soul reaching for mine. When we broke the kiss apart, she just leaned her forehead against mine for another moment. We didn't say anything. We didn't need to. The love we felt was palpable. It was beyond lust, it was just real.

We both finally separated and sat back into our chairs. We enjoyed the meal and had a nice easy conversation. I shooed her out of the kitchen so I could do the dishes since she cooked. When I was done, I found her on the floor playing with Lucky. She was so attentive to him and playful. I loved just watching her.

"You are going to be a great mom someday." I said to her.

"Yeah, you think so? I've always wanted kids. But it just seemed like it maybe wasn't in the cards for me. And with every year that went by where I still wasn't in a relationship, I felt my hopes diminish a little more. I tried to adjust my outlook on my future to one without kids, and it's alright now. I think I could still have a really great life even if it's not what I had always pictured when I was younger." She said trying to sound happy but I could see the sadness behind her eyes.

"Well, I have definitely thought about this before. And I think we would both make excellent parents. I have always wanted to adopt. I know it's not for everyone. But I've always wanted to be able to change a kid's life for the better. To show them what unconditional love is. To be there for them through thick and thin. It doesn't matter to me one bit if we are blood related or not. Is that... something you could see in the future, adopting kids? With me?" I asked Tori while I anxiously waited for her answer.

Her expression changed from one of sadness to one of joy. "Umm, let me see... one thousand percent yes! Nothing would make me happier than to raise a family with you! Our own family. You, me, and the kids. I love the sound of that!" She squealed a bit with excitement.

We embraced in a long hug. Both of us were so happy about our future family together. It wouldn't be an easy road getting there, but it would sure be worth it.

◆◆◆

Chapter 5

We decided to relax and cuddle up on the couch to a movie. Our favorites were Rom-Coms so we eventually settled on one neither of us had watched yet. Tori slipped her arm around my shoulders and I snuggled in close to her chest and rested my hand on her lap. We stayed like that for most of the movie. Neither of us wanted to move. Eventually, once the credits were rolling we decided we better get to bed as it was getting late. We got ready for bed and climbed under her bed sheets. We shared a nice kiss goodnight. One that lasted for awhile to each of our likings. But Tori didn't push it any further. I almost wished she did. I probably would have given in. This was starting to seem like a silly bet with no winners at this point. But we did both work the next morning so we did need to get some sleep anyways. Tori turned on her side and wrapped me up in her arms. I could feel her breathing slowing down and her body relaxing. It was so soothing and calming. The last thing I remember before I drifted off to sleep was her whispering in my ear "I love you, Anne. I'm yours, forever."

Work the next day seemed to fly by in a hurry. We were steadily busy and unfortunately, it didn't work out to meet up with Tori for lunch. I was very much looking forward to another evening with her again though.

We drove separately to work because Tori said she needed to run an errand afterward. I got back to her place and let Lucky outside to run around and then I took him on a walk. I heard my phone buzz from my pocket.

Tori: About to head home now. Had to pick up some groceries and something special for you...

Me: Oh really? I like surprises. Can't wait to see you soon. I'm just out on a walk with Lucky.

About 20 minutes later I was helping Tori carry in some groceries.

"So when do I get to see my surprise?" I asked.

"After my sister comes to get Lucky at 7pm. It's in the bag over there so no peeking!" She said as she pointed to a tied grocery bag on the dining room table.

"Mmm, well I'm excited for whatever it is!" I said as I took her hand and pulled her into me. I kissed her and reveled in the feel of her body against mine. She kissed my cheek and then told me she needed to take a quick shower and then she would start making us dinner. I felt her absence as soon as she left.

I was busy checking my emails on my phone when I heard something fall on the floor. I went to check it out and saw Lucky jumping off the dining room chair. He had knocked over the bag Tori had placed on the table. The bag had opened up and spilled its contents. The first thing I saw was one squeaky dog toy. He must have heard it in the process of bringing everything inside. He grabbed his toy and trotted off happy as could be about his victory over saving the toy that was trapped. I went to scoop the rest of the contents back into the bag while trying not to peek.

Just then Tori came out of the bathroom to find me hunched over on the floor with the bag in my hands.

"I'm so sorry!" I said in a panic. "I wasn't trying to look on purpose or spoil your surprise. Lucky had other plans though. He must have heard the squeaky toy earlier and was bound and determined to get it."

"Hey it's okay." She said calmly. "I probably should have just given Lucky his present right away anyways. I wanted to get him a little parting gift. Did you see what else was in the bag?"

"I tried not to look. All I saw was the bag of chocolate chips." I said as I grabbed the grocery bag and stood back up. I placed the bag on the table.

"Ha, well why don't you go ahead and look in the bag." She said through a chuckle.

I searched the bag and saw quite a few ingredients. She was going to bake me something from the looks of it. Not sure what though. But as I rummaged to the back of the bag, I noticed a few boxes of chocolate pudding. Oh! I hoped I knew what that meant.

She saw my expression as I turned back to look at her. "I wanted to make you a chocolate brownie pie for dessert tonight. And I thought, maybe we could have a little fun with some chocolate pudding in the meantime." She said as she winked at me.

Here was my dream girl, wanting to play out one of my favorite fantasies. My whole body started to tingle at that thought.

"Oh, I like the sound of that very much! But why wait?" I said as I grabbed her hands in mine. "We have some time still before your sister comes to pick up Lucky."

"Haha, I know. But our bet doesn't end until after she leaves." She replied.

"And... you don't want to win? You know I wouldn't be able to resist you this time."

"Nope. I've been thinking, and I realized I don't need to win. I don't want to feel like I tricked you into sleeping with me. I want you to do it when and because you want to."

"Okay, you are the most competitive person I know. You are about 50 meters away from winning the race, and you are just going to stop and let me win instead?" I asked with a raised eyebrow questioningly at her.

"Yes." That was all she said.

"But, what changed? You know this means you have to go bungee jumping with me then and you hate heights."

"I know. But you are worth falling for. However many terrifying meters that might be. I love you Anne, so freaking much. And I will do whatever it takes to show you that. Even if it means going out of my comfort zone. I know you will be there to help me through it. Don't get me wrong, I'm still a competitive person. But seeing you happy is what makes me happiest. And that sure seems like a win to me."

I stared at her for awhile longer. Trying to process everything she just said. The look on her face showed me how sincerely she really felt about it all. I've never felt love like this before. But what an incredible feeling it was. To not only love her so deeply, but to be loved like that in return.

◆◆◆

Chapter 6

"So," Tori said matter of factly, "why don't you go relax and watch a TV show or something while I cook us some dinner! I'll have it ready in a half hour or so."

"Tori, it means so much to me that you are willing to do that for me! But I love you too much to let you go through with it. If you want to face your fear of heights another way and time, I will be there every step of the way to support you through it. But, I don't want you to feel pressured into doing it if you aren't ready."

I walked in closer to her and kissed her. Then I turned around in her arms so my back was against her chest. I took her arms and held them tight against me. Then I moved her right arm down into the waistband of my pants and under my thong. "I need you to know what you do to me. And honestly, I think the fact that you are willing to wait turns me on even more and makes me want you like crazy." I started breathing heavier as I could feel her fingertips sliding down towards my mound. When she reached my slit, I let out a moan. Her fingers continued to slide and dance their way around my center and I could feel how wet I was between my legs. "You may be okay waiting til later, but I'm not. I need you now, please!"

I pulled her arm back out and lifted her finger to my mouth. I sucked on it lightly. "Mmmm, I think the only thing missing now is some chocolate pudding. What do you think?" I said as I turned back around to face her and stuck her slick finger in front of her face. She didn't hesitate to suck on it. "Mmm, Anne, I love how you taste. But are you sure?"

"Tori Michelle! I feel like my body might implode from built up sexual tension if I don't have a release very soon. Now please, get over here and have your way with me already!"

"Haha, alright alright, as you wish!" Tori said as she followed me into the kitchen. I got out a bowl and started making the chocolate pudding. Tori came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist again. She started kissing my neck as her hands wandered all over my body. My breathing became even heavier with desire. She moved her hands under my shirt and was now fondling my breasts. I was finding it increasingly difficult to concentrate on the task at hand. "Mmm, that looks yummy!" Tori said. "But I bet it would taste even better on you!"

She stuck her finger into the bowl and scooped up some chocolate pudding. Then she brought it up to my mouth and I happily took it in. I sucked on her finger for a few more moments and then she took it out to return to the bowl. Next, she placed some on my neck and proceeded to slowly lick it all up. She planted more kisses on my neck while her hand went back to the bowl. She came around to face me.

She smeared some more next to the corner of my mouth. "This is what I should have done at the campfire before with the s'more." She said as she licked it off my face agonizingly slow. She was so close to my mouth and I wanted her so badly. I couldn't resist anymore and I grabbed her face and pulled her in for a deep kiss. That kiss lit a fire in me and I deepened our kiss even more. I had to have her. It was like my body had been deprived of food for the last few days and now my favorite dessert was right in front of me for the taking. I simply had to indulge.

I started to lift up her shirt but Tori stopped me. "Not yet babe. It's my turn first! You did say I could have my way with you if I recall. So now you have to be patient and do things my way."

I whimpered a little at my disappointment of not getting to touch her. Tori just chuckled at my frustration and continued on with her plan. She knelt down so her face was level with my navel. Then she lifted up my shirt and put some pudding on my belly button. What a wonderful torture that was trying to stand still as she licked me clean. She stood up and proceeded to remove my shirt and undid my bra. She traced pudding in circles around my breasts starting from the outsides and ending at my nipples.

"Please Tori, I don't know how much longer I can wait!

She looked at me with a devious smile and said "Good things come to those who wait."

She then started to lick and kiss my breasts but made sure not to touch my nipples yet. After what felt like minutes of sweet torture, she finally stuck her mouth on my nipple and sucked while her fingers found my other one and rolled it in between them. "Yes!!" I shouted, as I grabbed her head and held her in place there. I was so turned on that I knew I was moments away from an orgasm. "Just like that, that feels so good!"

"I bet it does." She said. "But I don't want you to cum just yet!" Then she pulled completely away from my breasts and I couldn't help but let out a frustrated groan.

"Haha, I promise you, it will all be worth it in the end!" Tori said as she saw my frown. "Now, do you want to keep pouting or do you want to help me take your pants off?"

With that, I lit up and eagerly removed my pants in record time. She knelt down again and hooked her fingers around my thong and she planted kisses along my leg as she slid the thong down and off. "I love your legs. They are so incredibly sexy and strong." She rubbed her hands softly up and down my legs. "I could stare at them for hours, but perhaps another time. I know of something else that needs my attention right now."

She kissed my inner thigh and worked her way up slowly to my mound. I was tingling with anticipation. Finally, she moved her mouth to my core and began to lick my slit. "Mmm, I just had to get another taste of you after you teased me with one earlier."

She again found the pudding bowl and scooped out some more and rubbed it on my outer lips. She was very thorough in making sure she licked up every last bit of it and it was driving me wild. My clit felt like it was pulsing just waiting for her touch. "Please Tori, please! Fuck me already, I need you!"

She stopped briefly and looked up at me. "As you wish!" Then she dove in and started sucking on my clit with tenacity. She stuck one, then two fingers inside of me and started pumping. My legs started to feel weak and shaky and I had to grab onto the counter for balance. I grabbed her ponytail with my other hand and held her head in place.

"Oh fuck yes! Right there Tori, I'm so close!"

I was seconds away from my orgasm when Tori stopped and retreated slightly. "No, why did you stop?!" I groaned frustratedly at her.

"Just trust me!" She said and then went back to kissing my outer lips. Her fingers began pumping in and out of me again and she slowly made her way back to sucking on my clit once more. She held me on the edge of my orgasm like this for what felt like an eternity. When I didn't think I could wait any more, she doubled down her efforts and finally gave me what I so desired. She flicked and licked and sucked on my clit until I could feel the pressure rise up within me. My whole body went tingly and began to shake uncontrollably as my orgasm erupted from inside me. It took my breath away. I have never had an orgasm rip through me like that before. Tori held me up and kept me from toppling over as my legs seemed to have gone numb and lifeless. Slowly, I regained my balance and caught my breath. "Oh fuck Tori! That was incredible! I mean, it was torture waiting but well worth it in the end. I love you! And I love your hands and that wonderful talented mouth of yours too!"

"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I love doing that to you! And I'd gladly do it more but we are going to have to wait until later. My sister will be here soon to get Lucky."

"Okay, but later, it's my turn to have my way with you! But until then, I think I might need a little taste to get me by." I said as I pulled her close to me. I wrapped my arms around her and slid my hand down into her pants. She was so wet down there already. I slipped my finger through her folds and inside her. She let out a little moan at the sensation. Then I pulled my finger back out and brought it up to my mouth and sucked it clean. "Mmm, yes, I definitely will need a lot more of that later!"

"That was so hot and it makes it even harder to stop now. But, I have a feeling we will be making up for lost time tonight!" She said as she kissed me.

"I can't wait! And Tori, thank you for making my dream come true."

"Sure, anytime! That was so hot!"

"No, I'm not just talking about my fantasy. I'm talking about my dream of being really happy in life. Actually, I never even thought this level of happiness was possible. It's like I was living in black and white, and then you showed me how to open my eyes and see the rainbow. It's beautiful and I can't imagine ever going back."

"You don't ever have to. I'm yours, Anne, for as long as you'll have me. For whatever life throws our way. For wherever we end up. My home is wherever I'm with you. I love you and I want to be with you, always."

"You really mean that?" I asked.

"I do." She said smiling back at me.

I leaned in and kissed her cheek and then whispered softly in her ear. "I do too. I'm yours, Tori, forever and always."
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