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Synopsis

 

 

 

Nash Wiley, aka slow learner, discovers that hooking up with your sexy neighbor isn’t such a great idea, especially if you like your apartment and you’d like to keep living there. Having sex with both of your neighbors is an even worse idea, especially if those neighbors happen to be in a relationship…with each other. Threesomes always sounded so exotic and exciting in the abstract. As it turns out, the reality of sleeping with two women at the same time is a lot more complicated. But it wasn’t like it was Nash’s idea, and when the offer presented itself she found it impossible to say no.
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This is the second installment in a series of short stories
all set in Orlando, Florida. 


 


I wrote these stories about a year before the horrible
shooting there. I’ve really struggled with my feelings about what happened. The
whole event felt extra personal because I lived in Orlando during my twenties.
Pulse, and other gay clubs, were where I came out. My time in Orlando
represents my passage to adulthood in many ways.


 


I debated whether the timing was right to publish this series
because the stories are very humorous in tone. But maybe now is the best time
to publish them, because they celebrate LGBT life in Orlando, which still burns
bright, despite this terrible attack. 


 


This story is for you, Orlando.


 

 

 

Nash Wiley was up and out of the house before ten o’clock on
her day off, proof that miracles did exist. She parked a few blocks down the
street from the café. She looked back to check out her ride as she crossed the
street. Yep, it still sucked. 


A week had passed since an SUV five times its size totaled
her roadster. Since then she’d been relegated to driving around in a soulless,
champagne-colored rental car, and she didn’t want to be seen driving it.
Especially not by the beautiful Anna Hayes.


A first impression was a one-time thing. Nash wasn’t going to
waste it being seen in a crap car before their first date. Technically, she’d
already made a first impression the day of the wreck when Anna had stopped to
help on her way to the hospital where she worked as a nurse. And then there’d
been that amazing kiss later that night in the ER while her pal Jan Webber lay
bleeding in the next room.


It wasn’t as if Web was dying or anything. They’d been out at
a club and Web had taken her eyes off her cocktail to flirt with some hottie in
a green dress. Then Web had accidently shoved the straw up her nose when she
tried to take a sip. Nash had to laugh to herself as she remembered that
frantic drive to the ER. She actually owed Web big time. If Web hadn’t needed
to go to the hospital then Nash would never have gotten Anna’s number. Now here
she was, one week later, meeting Anna for coffee.


She was still checking the car when someone honked. Her heart
nearly jumped out of her chest. She’d been distracted by a momentary
visualization of Anna in her kitten-pattern scrubs and hadn’t noticed the
silver Prius until it was on top of her. Those damn cars were silent but
deadly. What self-respecting car doesn’t have engine noise? Someone should put
a bell on those things. Nash waved an apology at the driver and hustled out of
the street.


As the car passed she couldn’t help noticing the license
plate: ECODRVR. Prius drivers loved to gloat about their gas mileage. It might
be gloat-worthy, but it was still highly annoying.


Nash scanned the café and spotted Anna at a booth near the
back. Anna gave her a smile and a small wave as Nash crossed the crowded
restaurant. A couple of women looked Nash up and down as she passed. She acted
as if she didn’t notice, but she was flattered. She figured when she could get
straight women to check her out, then she’d chosen the right shirt and jeans.
It took skill to dress in men’s clothing without looking like a man. It was all
about the cut of the shirts. They needed to be broad through the shoulders but
tailored so they fit more closely at the waist.


Anna stood up as Nash approached.  She realized she’d only
seen Anna twice. Both times Anna had been wearing scrubs, but not today. She
was wearing a skirt, a sleeveless knit shirt that hugged every curve, and
casual sandals; her brown hair hung just past her shoulders. She tucked it
behind her ear as they took their seats.


“Hi. Is this okay?” Anna asked.


“Yeah, absolutely. I like sitting in a booth.” Nash glanced
around the trendy café. There was a huge pastry display case up front, small
tables in the center of the room, and cozy booths lining the walls. A
smattering of large colorful canvases hung around the interior. They looked as
if the pastry chef had painted them, or someone else who didn’t know how to
paint anything but large square shapes of color. Everyone thinks they’re an
artist. It was a curse sometimes to have a degree in art. Not that Nash didn’t
care for abstract art. She did. But there was good abstract art, and then there
was crap. It bothered her that lots of people couldn’t tell the difference. 


There were brightly colored throw pillows in the corner of
the booth’s bench seat. This looked like the sort of place Nash pictured that
Anna would frequent. Cute. Girlie. Which probably explained why Nash had never
been there. The overwhelming feminine vibe of the décor made her a bit
self-conscious. If she lingered here for very long she might feel the need to
paint her toenails or wear dangly earrings. 


Nash ran her fingers through her hair. “So, did you order
already?”


“No, I just got here. But I did grab us menus. We order at
the bar up front, but then they’ll bring it to us.” Anna handed her a menu.


Nash took a deep breath. Why was she so nervous? She made
sure to brace her arms on the edge of the table so that Anna wouldn’t be able
to see her hands shaking. “Have you been here before? What’s good?”


“Well, they have great salads, and their berry pies are
amazing. I’ll probably just have coffee though. Suddenly, I’m not very hungry.”


Nash glanced up. Anna’s cheeks were just the tiniest bit
pink. Maybe Anna was as nervous as she was. Somehow that thought helped Nash
relax a little. “Maybe I’ll just get coffee too. We can always get pie later if
we find our appetites.” Nash stood up. “Let me get the first round. What’s your
preference?”


“I’ll take a latte, thanks.”


“You got it.” Nash tried for nonchalance as she walked to the
counter, but she was hyper aware that Anna was probably watching her move
across the room. She was hoping the faded jeans she’d chosen hung below her
hips in just the right way to show off her ass. What little ass she had.


Nash returned after a few minutes carrying a small plate. “I
decided to bring a few cookies.”


“What did you get?”


“I basically tried to pick the ones that looked like they had
the most butter and sugar. I went for the ones with frosting.”


“Perfect.” Anna reached over and broke a small chunk off and
took a bite.


“So, do you have to work today?” asked Nash.


“Yeah, but not until later. I’m working nights this week.
What about you?”


“I’m off today and tomorrow, but I have to go in Sunday.”
There was no such thing as a weekend or a holiday when you worked for a daily
newspaper. Everyone wanted the news on his or her day off so someone was
working twenty-four/seven to get the paper out. Nash was actually feeling lucky
because she had a Saturday off for a change. She planned to make the most of
her two days off, starting now. 


“I just realized I don’t even know what you do for work.”


“I work for the Orlando paper.”


“So you’re a reporter?” asked Anna.


“No, staff artist. I do a little of everything. Maps, charts,
features illustration, you name it.”


“Wow, that sounds like a great job.”


“I like it. It’s perfect for those of us with short attention
spans because you end up doing something different every day.” Nash fidgeted
with the edge of the menu. “I’m sorry you have to work, I was hoping we could…
I dunno, maybe have dinner later.”


Nash had agreed to coffee, but that didn’t really feel like a
date. She was hopeful to finally get to spend an evening out with Anna.


“Yeah, listen, I need to be honest with you, Nash.”


Uh-oh, that didn’t sound promising. Nash leaned back against
the bench seat and tried not to give in to the sinking sensation in her
stomach.


“I’m just—”


The waitress delivering their coffee drinks interrupted Anna.
She waited for the young woman to leave before she continued.


“I wanted to meet you for coffee because I was worried that I
gave you the wrong impression the other night at the hospital.” Anna fidgeted
with the napkin under her coffee cup.


“You mean the kiss?”


“Yeah, the kiss.”


“The truth is, I just got out of a relationship, and I’m not
quite ready to be dating anyone. Regardless of how cute they are.” She smiled
at Nash.


Well, at least that was something. She’d implied that Nash
was cute, but what was this crap about not being ready to date? Nash’s optimism
was hanging on by a thread.


“Does this mean we can’t even have dinner together?” Nash
took a sip of her coffee and tried to sound casual. “I mean, friends can have
dinner, right?”


Anna leaned back with an expression on her face that Nash
couldn’t quite read. “We could have dinner…”


“But?”


“But dinner might not be a good idea.”


Now that did sound promising. If Anna was afraid to have
dinner with Nash then that had to mean she felt the same attraction Nash did.


“I want to take some time to make sure I’m ready before I
start dating. Okay?”


“Sure.” Nash wasn’t going to force anyone to go out with her.
She had plenty of other options if Anna wasn’t in the mood to get involved, and
anyway, Nash wasn’t looking for a relationship either; she was just talking
about one date. Or two dates. Or maybe three dates and a sleepover. But if Anna
was already pumping the brakes then she was probably the serious, monogamy type
and was simply being nice enough to throw Nash a red flag. So why did Nash feel
so disappointed? She took another swig of her coffee and then took a big piece
of one of the pink frosted cookies shaped like a heart. Might as well eat that
one first. It was mocking her from the floral printed dishware.


“Are you okay with just being friends?” Anna’s question
pulled her out of her mental spiral.


“Sure. Friends.” Could she really be Anna’s friend? She
wasn’t sure. She didn’t really need more friends, but when someone said they
just wanted to be friends Nash knew you sort of had to agree to play along or
you’d seem like an asshole. Nash was pretty sure she wasn’t an asshole. She was
just a crushed out lesbian who’d gotten shot down in a trendy coffee house.
“So, how recent was the breakup?” 


“Recent. As a matter of fact, I’m taking tomorrow off to move
some furniture to my new place.”


“Wow, that is recent. You’re still living together?”


“No, I moved out two weeks ago and took some necessities with
me, but I needed help to move a few of the larger items.” Anna sipped her
coffee. “A friend of mine from work was going to help, but he had to fly home
to Atlanta because his father had to have some surgical procedure. So now I
don’t know what I’m going to do. I was trying to avoid asking Brandi.”


“Is Brandi your ex?”


“Yeah.”


Who lets themselves be called Brandi? Didn’t she have any
friends to give her a nickname? Nash didn’t even know the woman and she already
didn’t like her. And then Nash had a thought. “I could help you move stuff.”


“Really?” Anna’s voice went up an octave with excitement.


“Yeah, why not. I’m off tomorrow, and I don’t have anywhere
to be until the afternoon.” Nash figured she’d regret making the offer, but she
wanted a chance to see Anna again, regardless of how much heavy lifting was
involved.


 


*


 


Nash finished more than her share of the cookies at the café,
and the sugar rush that followed quickly morphed into a sugar crash. She ended
up spending the better part of the afternoon sleeping it off in a hammock in
the backyard of her big old Victorian house. The house was split into two
apartments, and hers just happened to be the back half, which made the backyard
feel like it was her own private tropical sanctuary. 


Summer hadn’t quite arrived in Orlando, but it was plenty
warm. The humidity gave the air a certain weight and texture that felt soothing
against Nash’s skin. And there was just enough of a breeze to make lounging in
the shaded hammock downright pleasant. There were two large oaks perfectly
spaced just beyond her patio. It only took a few hours after taking up
residence in the place before she’d decided she had to hang a hammock between
them. 


Nash could give lessons on leisure. She was a pro lounger in
all its many forms.


“Hey, Nash.” 


Nash squinted into the sun. Strands of long blond hair wafted
in the breeze, the rest of the woman’s curvy figure was backlit, but she’d have
recognized the voice without even opening her eyes. “Hi, Lindsay.”


“You’re off work already?”


“I didn’t have to go in today.” Nash shifted sideways on the
hammock and offered a spot to Lindsay. “Do you want to sit?”


“No, I’ve gotta go pick up some food I just called in.”
Lindsay partially turned as if she were going to walk to her car but then
stopped. “Hey, why don’t you join us for Chinese food?”


“Really?”


“Yeah, why not? We’re neighbors and we barely see each other.
You should join us.”


“Okay, if you’re sure Shay won’t mind.” Nash wasn’t going to
turn down a free meal with her gorgeous next-door neighbor. Her long, tanned
legs seemed to go on forever beneath the frayed edge of her very short cut-off
denim shorts. Lindsay was wearing a simple, boys’ cut V-neck white T-shirt that
draped loosely around her waist but stretched more tightly across her breasts.
She made a simple white cotton T-shirt look incredibly sexy. 


“I’m sure Shay won’t mind. I’ll text you when I get back with
the food.”


“Great.”


 


*


 


A half hour later, Nash was eating Chinese food with Lindsay
and Shay, who were like a gorgeous yin and yang couple. Where Lindsay was blond
with blue eyes, Shay had short black hair and dark eyes. Shay’s short hair was
swept up in a feminine feathery cut; wisps of it framed the olive skin of her
high cheekbones. Lindsay had toned curves, while Shay’s slender body was
androgynous, yet feminine. Nash had seen them pressed together dancing at the
club a few times and it was—stimulating.


She hadn’t really talked to Lindsay since Lindsay had witnessed
the role-playing episode with the meat lovers pizza, and she hoped the topic
wouldn’t come up during dinner. 


Nash was struggling with her chopsticks and inadvertently
shot a slippery bit of cucumber across the coffee table. 


Lindsay laughed. “Do you want me to show you a trick?”


“Sure.” Nash slouched against the sofa and presented her
sticks to Lindsay.


“Here. Brace the top one between your thumb and forefinger.
Only move the top one and keep the other stick anchored to these fingers. See,
like this.” Lindsay held Nash’s hand in hers and showed her how to move only
the top stick. Her long hair lightly tickled Nash’s forearm, sending a tingle
up to her shoulder. She was leaning so far into Nash’s personal space that she
could smell her skin. It smelled like summertime.


“Oh, yeah, I get it. This is easier.” Nash tried to pick up
another cucumber slice, and this time she got it all the way to her mouth.
“Thanks.”


Chopsticks. Nash might need a bit more practice, and she
wouldn’t complain about a little more coaching on proper handling.


Shay was surfing Netflix as they ate. “Hey, do you guys feel
like watching a movie? I do.”


“Sure.” Lindsay looked over at Nash. “Want to stay for a
movie?”


Nash didn’t want to admit to Mrs. and Mrs. Beautiful Couple
that she had absolutely nothing planned for a Friday night, but it was the
truth. Anna had torpedoed Nash’s big date night, so now she’d been relegated to
third wheel status. Well, at least the scenery was good. “I can stay if you
guys don’t mind. I don’t want to keep you from having a romantic evening or
anything.”


“We’re happy you’re here. We’ve wanted to spend some time
with you. Please stay.” Lindsay smiled at Nash, and something about the tone of
her voice gave Nash pause. If Shay hadn’t been sitting right next to them, Nash
would have sworn that Lindsay was flirting with her. But that couldn’t be
possible, could it?


Shay finally settled on an action movie that Nash had already
seen, but she had no objections to watching a movie more than once if she’d
liked it and the company was good. In this case, both were true.


The three of them were seated comfortably on the deep
cushions of the sofa. Food cartons littered the coffee table, and they were
well into the second bottle of wine. Nash was feeling well fed and relaxed when
she realized that Shay had edged closer and rested her hand lightly on Nash’s
jeans-clad thigh.


Lindsay and Shay both laughed at something that had just
happened in the movie. Nash missed it because she was laser focused on Shay’s
hand and the long, tanned legs tucked up next to her on the couch.


Nash resolved to interpret the contact with Shay as
friendliness and nothing more, but then she became hyper aware of Lindsay’s
shoulder leaning against hers. What the hell? She’d witnessed straight, femme
women get all cozy together and there was no sexual intention behind it. Was
this that sort of thing? Nash wasn’t sure.


Then Shay slid her palm slowly down and up her thigh, and
Nash almost shot across the coffee table like the errant cucumber slice. Be
cool. Stay cool. She’s just one of those touchy-feely types.


And then something even more unexpected happened.


Lindsay began to trace the outside edge of Nash’s ear with
her tongue. Holy shit. Nash wasn’t sure how she should react. Casual? It
might be too late for that because her heart rate had spiked, and she was sure
her cheeks were probably as hot and red as her ear felt. 


Slowly, she turned to face Lindsay who smiled and kissed Nash
lightly on the lips. She was just getting over the shock of the kiss when she
realized that Shay’s lips were on her neck and that Shay’s hand was sliding
across her stomach. Her fingertips brushed exposed skin as she pushed the edge
of Nash’s T-shirt up.


Lindsay kissed her again. This time she explored Nash’s mouth
with her tongue. “Is this okay?” she whispered against Nash’s lips.


Nash nodded. “Yeah. I mean, if it’s okay with you guys, it’s
okay with me.” She wasn’t sure what to say. She was kind of in shock. This was
the last thing she expected when she accepted the dinner invitation. And at the
moment she was wishing she had had one less glass of wine. She was worried her
defensive thinking was weak.


Shay stood up and with a slow smile, took Nash’s hand. “Let’s
move somewhere more comfortable.”


Nash allowed herself to be led to the bedroom. She was
sandwiched between Lindsay and Shay as they began to undress her. With breasts
as small as hers, Nash figured wearing a bra was optional, so tonight she
wasn’t. Lindsay lifted her shirt over her head, then moved closer to kiss her
just under her collarbone. Shay feathered kisses across her shoulders as she
reached around to unfasten Nash’s jeans.


If Nash didn’t take some action, she was going to be standing
in her birthday suit while Lindsay and Shay were still fully clothed. But she’d
never slept with two women at once, except in her dreams, and she was feeling a
bit outnumbered. There were four hands working to undress her while she only
had two. 


She helped Lindsay out of her shirt and then spun around to
see that Shay’s was already gone. Shay’s dark eyes glittered with invitation,
and as Nash tasted her warm mouth, she felt the soft crush of Lindsay’s breasts
against her back. Lindsay’s hands encircled her waist. Her fingers slipped just
inside the waist of Nash’s boys’ style briefs. She covered Lindsay’s hand with
hers, then covered Shay’s breast with her other hand. Shay’s dark nipple was a
firm point against her palm.


When the last of their clothing had dropped away, Lindsay
settled on the bed and tugged Nash along behind her. They kept Nash between
them as they continued to explore her body. The tactile sensations were
overwhelming. A hand was on her breast, fingers trailed across her stomach,
more fingers caressed between her legs. She explored Lindsay’s mouth with her
tongue. Nash moaned as Shay sucked her nipple. 


Lost in a luxurious kiss with Lindsay, Nash hadn’t realized
Shay had moved, until she felt the kiss between her thighs and the caress of
her tongue. She moaned again and rose to meet Shay’s mouth. Nash filled her
fingers with Shay’s hair.


Lindsay’s kiss deepened, demanding attention, and Nash
drifted her free hand down Lindsay’s stomach while Shay’s tongue continued to
drive her higher. Lindsay was so wet. She whimpered against Nash’s mouth as
Nash slipped two fingers inside and began to slowly thrust. The sensation of
Shay’s mouth on her while her fingers were inside Lindsay was unbearably
erotic. Nash felt her orgasm building and pumped inside Lindsay with urgency.
She gasped, breaking her kiss with Lindsay, as the climax gripped her body too
soon. She clenched her fingers in Shay’s hair as the orgasm pulsed through her.



Lindsay was close too, and she shifted so that she was
centered over Nash’s thigh as she rode Nash’s hand. Nash struggled to focus on
fucking Lindsay, as Shay rose up to engage Lindsay in the sexiest kiss Nash had
ever witnessed. 


Lindsay’s movements became more fevered. She broke the kiss
with Shay and threw her head back, riding Nash hard. Shay sucked Lindsay’s
nipples, pinching them in her teeth. Lindsay’s entire body tensed. She held
Shay against her breast, then she grabbed Nash’s forearm tightly and cried out.
Lindsay shuddered for a moment and then collapsed onto the bed beside Nash.
Shay lay on the other side.


Nash rolled over, hovering over Shay, braced on her elbows.
She began to slowly kiss her way down Shay’s slender frame until she could
settle herself between Shay’s legs. She slid her shoulders under Shay’s thighs
and began to stroke with her tongue. Shay groaned and rocked against her mouth.


Lindsay slid behind Shay, so that Shay’s back rested against
her breasts and her thighs cradled Shay’s hips. She began to kiss Shay’s neck
and rolled her nipples between her fingers.


Lindsay’s gaze found Nash’s. The message: This is what I’d
like to do to you. Nash tongued Shay without breaking eye contact with
Lindsay. This might have been the single most erotic thing Nash had ever either
witnessed or done. She was wet and extremely aroused. Her sex ached for
attention. 


Did Lindsay have any idea how sensual she was? It wasn’t as
if Shay wasn’t gorgeous too, but Lindsay was seriously Nash’s type. She worried
that at any moment Shay would realize that this threesome was a bit uneven,
because even though she was happy to have her mouth on Shay, she imagined it
was Lindsay. She wondered if Lindsay was thinking the same thing as her
piercing eyes watched Nash’s every stroke.


Shay climaxed in Lindsay’s arms, then she turned her head and
pulled Lindsay into a searing kiss. Nash felt winded and dazed. She rolled onto
her back, wiping her face with the sheet that they’d never bothered to get
under.


Nash was still on her back, breathing hard, and Lindsay’s
face appeared above her. She gave Nash an upside-down kiss. “Hey, why are you
way down here? We’re not finished with you yet.”


“Lucky me.” Nash smiled and slid back up the bed until she
was lying between them. She wasn’t sure how much more ecstasy she could handle,
but she was willing to find out.


 


*


 


Light streamed in through the blinds Nash had forgotten to
close the previous night. She rolled over and looked at the clock. It was well
past ten. Shit! She’d told Anna she’d meet her at eleven thirty to move
furniture. She lay on her back and looked up at the yellowing stucco of the
century-old ceiling. For a moment, the circulating shadow of the ceiling fan
mesmerized her. A sensory flashback from the previous night ebbed through her
body, and her stomach tightened.


The realization that she’d had sex with Lindsay and Shay,
together, at the same time seemed like some dreamscape. That couldn’t possibly
have happened. Still, her sore body was proof it had. Nash rubbed her eyes and
eased off the bed. She needed a shower, food, and possibly large doses of
ibuprofen to make the promised appearance at Anna’s apartment a reality.


Almost an hour later, Nash wound through an older downtown
neighborhood dotted with tiny lakes populated by blue herons. She spotted the
small U-Haul truck from a couple blocks away. She parked and headed in that
direction. There were a few boxes on the sidewalk, and the back of the truck
was open. So was a door on the second floor of the two-story brick apartment building,
and Nash heard two women talking.


She eased up the stairs along the front of the building to
the landing outside the door and peeked inside.


“You said you wouldn’t be here.” Anna seemed agitated. “I
specifically took today off so that I could do this when you weren’t around.”


“Well, excuse me for being at home, in my own apartment.”
Deductive reasoning lead Nash to believe the second woman was Brandi. She
decided she should probably announce herself from the doorway.


“Hi.” Nash waved sheepishly. “Um, if this is a bad time I can
come back later.”


“Hi, Nash. Please come in.” Anna walked toward her. “This is
a great time. Brandi was just leaving.” Brandi didn’t look so sure about that.
She walked over and glared at Nash. She seemed to be pulling herself up so that
she could gain an extra half inch in height. It didn’t matter. Nash still had a
good six inches on her.


“Nash, this is Brandi. Brandi, Nash.” Anna politely made
introductions.


Nash stuck out her hand. “Nice to meet you.”


Brandi shook her hand quickly, all the while with a scowl on
her face. Nash’s first opinion of Brandi had been accurate. She was a butch
wannabe. A fashion butch. And she sort of seemed like an asshole. The
name Brandi fit her well.


“I’ll be back by four.” Brandi spoke to Anna.


“We’ll be gone by then. Don’t worry.” Anna followed Brandi to
the door and waited until she was gone before she returned to Nash. “I’m so
sorry about that. I really didn’t think she’d be here. She wasn’t supposed to
be.”


“I guess she had other ideas.”


“It seems so.”


“I’m sure if I were her, I wouldn’t want to let you go
either.” Damn. She hadn’t meant to flirt with Anna, but Nash couldn’t help
herself. She hoped the comment didn’t upset Anna or seem disrespectful.


“You’re sweet.” Anna smiled and touched Nash’s arm. “I hope
you haven’t eaten. I picked up some food for us.”


“Oh, you didn’t have to do that.”


“Well, I figured if I was going to make you move furniture
then the least I could do was feed you. I have sandwiches. Roast beef or
veggie?” Anna held up two wrapped sandwiches.


“How about half of each?”


“Perfect.” Anna divided the sandwiches and fished sodas out
of the fridge. As she popped them open she smiled at Nash. “The least she can
do is offer us drinks.”


Nash accepted one of the drinks. “So, you and Brandi. How did
that happen exactly?”


“We were acquaintances in college. We both graduated from the
University of West Florida in Pensacola.”


“Ah, L.A.”


“What?”


“The panhandle, also known as Lower Alabama.”


“Oh, yeah, right.” Anna laughed. “Anyway, Brandi graduated a
year ahead of me and moved here. She was looking for a roommate at the same
time that I got a job here in Orlando and was looking for a place to rent. So
we just decided to be roommates. And then, well, the lines kind of blurred and
we started dating.”


“I get it. A relationship of convenience. I’ve been guilty of
that before myself.” Nash took another bite of roast beef on rye.


“Yeah, exactly. I should have never let it happen in the
first place. I knew from the very beginning that we weren’t a good fit.
Unfortunately, most of the friends I’ve made here in the past six months are
all Brandi’s friends. So that’s not so great either.” That explained why Anna
didn’t have other friends to help her move.


“There’s a party later this afternoon where you could meet
some new people.” Nash blurted out the invite before she’d really thought about
it. But that’s what friends did, right? They invited you to pool parties.


“Laura’s party?”


“You’re going?” Nash got a little tingle of excitement
thinking of seeing Anna later, possibly in a bathing suit.


“Yes, Laura and I are in the same yoga class. She’s one of
the few people I met on my own. And if you’re going then that means I’ll know
at least two people at the party.” Anna smiled and visibly seemed to relax as
she sipped her soda.


They finished lunch, and Anna gave Nash the rundown of the
things that needed to make it down one flight of stairs to the truck. The sofa
was the largest piece of furniture Anna was taking, so they decided to put that
in the truck first. It took them less than an hour to get everything loaded,
and then Nash followed Anna in the truck over to her new apartment. Luckily, it
was on the ground floor of an older, art deco style small complex built around
a tiled, landscaped courtyard. 


There were quite a few boxes still stacked inside the new
apartment. Obviously, Anna had made several trips with smaller items in her
car. They hauled the sofa in last and dropped onto it breathing hard. As a
general rule, Nash didn’t participate in physical labor. That’s why she’d
majored in art. The heaviest thing she normally lifted was a pencil.


Their shoulders touched, and it was as if an electric charge
pulsed through her system. She closed her eyes and tried to ignore it. She
liked Anna. If Anna only wanted to be friends then she’d try her best to
oblige, but it was hard not to flash back to the kiss they’d shared that night
at the hospital. It was hard not to want more. 


She opened her eyes and realized Anna had been studying her.
She felt Anna’s direct gaze in the pit of her stomach and then in parts farther
south. After another moment, Anna averted her eyes.


“Nash, thank you for helping me today. It really means a
lot.”


“That’s what friends are for.”


 


*


 


It was almost five o’clock when Nash parked her rental down
the street from Laura’s place. As she walked toward the house, she spotted
Lindsay’s car. Nash stopped and stared for a moment, waiting for her heart rate
to slow. Of course they were here. Your fortieth birthday was a big deal. Laura
had probably invited everyone in her contacts list. Okay, be cool, just be
cool. 


Nash wasn’t sure how she should act when she saw Lindsay and
Shay in the light of day. Probably best to act as if nothing had happened, if
that was possible. 


In all her fantasies about having a threesome, Nash had never
anticipated how she’d feel afterward. Maybe it would have been different if the
event had happened with two other people who were single, but being the third
member of a threesome with an already established couple wasn’t as awesome as
she’d thought it would be.


Nash would have liked to stay and hold Lindsay after they
made love, but there wasn’t even a remote chance for that. Shay was the one
who’d gotten the option to hold Lindsay after they’d ushered Nash to the door
and she’d gone home to her silent dark apartment alone. If asked, Nash would
have had to honestly admit that threesomes weren’t so terrific. Well, that
wasn’t entirely true. During sex, it was great, but afterward, when the
cuddling was supposed to happen, not so great. Especially if you’d recently
discovered you were crushed out on one half of the couple you’d just slept
with.


The door of the single-level brick house was open, and
eighties music blared through the central part of the open floor plan from the
pool. 


There were a few women lounging on sofas in the sunken living
room near the sliding glass doors that opened onto the patio. Nash smiled at
them as she headed out to put the six-pack she’d brought into a cooler full of
ice. She pulled a Corona free for herself and was busy looking for a bottle
opener when she heard Web’s voice behind her.


“It’s about time you got here, dude. I’ve been all alone
without my wingman.” Web leaned against the outdoor Tiki bar near the coolers
of ice and drinks.


“Sorry. I had a late night, and I was helping a friend move.”


“What friend?”


“Anna.” Nash knew a sarcastic retort was immanent.


“Dude, you’re whipped already and you aren’t even dating
her.” Nash had filled Web in on the whole can we just be friends
conversation.


“Shut up.” Nash continued her search for a bottle opener. She
needed a cold brew, stat.


“You look like shit. Here. Give me that.”


Web took Nash’s beer and opened it with her belt buckle,
which Nash now noticed was made from a bottle opener. Classy and practical.
Nash decided she might need to get one of those.


“Thanks.” Nash accepted the beer and took a long draw. She
mirrored Web’s stance. They leaned against the shaded bar side-by-side and
surveyed the array of women in front of them. Some were already swimming. Nash
made a mental note that bathing suits seemed to be optional.


“Where’s Laura?” asked Nash.


“Giving a tour of the house I guess. She was here a minute
ago.” Faint bruising was still visible at the crown of Web’s nose that extended
below her eyes on either side. She looked like she was one week past getting
punched in the face. Who knew a misdirected cocktail straw could do so much
damage?


“How’s your nose?”


“Sore, smartass.”


“Where’s Ms. Green Dress?” Nash was surprised not to see her.
After she’d gone to all the trouble to get her number for Web as she was rushed
to the hospital, she thought at least Web would bring her to the party.


“Tanya? I didn’t bring her.”


“I see that. Why? You haven’t seen her since last weekend?”


“Oh, I’ve seen her… three times.” Web took a long swig of her
beer and smiled slyly.


“But you didn’t bring her to the party?”


“I’m not sure if I like her yet.”


“You’ve seen her three times and you haven’t had sex yet?”
Nash knew that was a long shot, but she had to ask.


“Oh, yeah, we’ve had sex, but that doesn’t mean I like her.”
Web reached for another beer and skillfully opened it using her belt buckle.
“You know the drill; once you introduce a woman to all your lesbian friends
then you might as well be married. Three dates constitutes like three months in
lesbian time.”


“I suppose you’re right, but I’m a little disappointed. I
wanted to get to know her a little better. To see if she was worth all the
trouble you went through, you know, nearly bleeding out on the bar floor and
all.”


“Oh, trust me, she’s worth it. But I’m not sure I’ll ever get
the blood out of that shirt.” Web gave her a sideways look. “So, why did you
have a late night last night? Don’t think I’ve forgotten you said that just ’cause
you tried to distract me.”


“I’ll have to fill you in later. The late night is headed
this way.” Lindsay and Shay were strolling along the edge of the pool heading
right for Nash. She felt her stomach clench, in a good way, at the sight of
them.


Web sputtered and almost choked on her beer. “No fucking
way.”


“Believe it.” Nash patted Web’s back. “Are you okay? Did that
beer go down the wrong pipe?”


“Fuck you,” Web said through a fit of coughing.


 Lindsay waved at Nash as they walked toward them. She and
Shay seemed happy and rested, unlike Nash who felt sort of hung over. Maybe it
was the age difference. You could get away with things at twenty-four that
apparently kicked your ass at twenty-nine. Lindsay was wearing a skimpy
two-piece bathing suit with a sheer, loose linen shirt, unbuttoned at the
front. Her tanned legs seemed longer than Nash remembered. Beside her, Shay was
wearing bikini bottoms and a fitted T-shirt with nothing underneath. Shay’s
body was obviously damp because the wet cotton of the shirt clung to her
breasts and revealed every detail. Nash took a long pull on her beer. Christ,
she had nowhere to go. 


As they continued their approach from across the pool area,
Shay peeled off to sit at the end of a lounger where a few other women were
seated, but Lindsay kept walking in Nash’s direction.


“This is all you, dude. Good luck. I’ll catch you later.”


“Web, don’t leave. What was all that crap about having a
wingman?” Nash urgently whispered.


“You’ve got this.” Web spoke to Lindsay as she walked away.
“Hi, Lindsay, nice to see you.”


Nash felt her stomach rise and then plummet as Lindsay edged
into the shade of the palm frond covered Tiki bar next to her.


“Hey.” Lindsay was sipping what looked like a frozen
margarita.


“Hey.” Nash was at a loss. What sort of appropriate small
talk do you make with a woman who’s in a relationship that you just had wild
sex with the night before?


“How are you feeling today?”


“Good. And you?” And then, just when Nash thought things
couldn’t get more awkward, she saw Anna out of the corner of her eye. Don’t
walk over, don’t walk over. But of course she did. And she looked even
cuter than she had yesterday at the café. 


Anna was wearing a two-piece bathing suit with a flowing
sarong wrapped around her waist. She had a great tan, and as Nash let her eyes
drift down the slight curve of her stomach to where the brightly colored cloth
was snugly tucked around her hips, she couldn’t help but notice the small
tattoo of a sparrow near her hipbone, flying south. Anna looked sexy as hell.


“Hi, Nash. Thanks again for your help today.” Anna turned in
Lindsay’s direction and stuck out her hand. “Hi, I’m Anna.”


“Lindsay.” She quirked an eyebrow in Nash’s direction.


“Lindsay and I are neighbors.” Nash wasn’t sure why she’d
blurted that out. Probably nerves. Lindsay was standing there giving her a
questioning look. Probably wondering what she’d helped Anna with. And
Anna was standing too close wearing almost nothing. She took another sip of her
beer.


“Laura has a lot of friends. There are so many women at this
party.” 


“So, Anna, how do you know Laura?” asked Lindsay.


“We’re in a yoga class together.”


Nash had a flash image of Anna from behind wearing snug yoga
pants, her ass raised in the downward dog position. She closed her eyes tightly
for a couple of seconds and waited for the image to pass. “Yoga is cool.” That
was so lame. Just stop talking.


It was a good thing that Anna had already given Nash the
“friend” talk because if she’d hoped to date her she was quickly killing any
chance of that. She wasn’t sure who was making her more nervous, Anna or
Lindsay. Or maybe it was the fear that it would be obvious to Anna that she and
Lindsay had slept together. Clearly, Nash wasn’t the player that she envisioned
herself to be.


“Well, I need to go find my girlfriend. I’ll see you later,
Nash. Nice to meet you, Anna.” Lindsay must have sensed Nash’s discomfort,
which had settled around her like a low-hanging fog. 


“You seem… nervous.” Anna sounded tentative. “I hope it’s not
because of anything that happened earlier today with Brandi, or because I said
I wanted to be friends.”


“Oh, no, I’m fine. Sorry. I didn’t mean to seem weird. It’s
not you.”


“Good, because when I said I wanted to be friends I really
meant it. And I can’t thank you enough for helping me move today.”


Nash felt her system settle down a little. She relaxed
against the bar. “Yeah, I meant it too. I want to be your friend, Anna.” Although
the disappointment of getting shot down was still there, like an emotional rug
burn, at least the night she’d spent in bed with Shay and Lindsay had taken the
sting out of it a little.


“Do you want to join me in the pool?”


“Sure.” Nash had worn board shorts and a sports bra under her
T-shirt. She pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it onto a chair as they
walked toward the pool. She wasn’t at all sure that floating in the water next
to Anna in a bikini was going to do anything to lessen the attraction she was
feeling, but Nash was willing to play things out and see where they ended up.


Just as Nash was about to dip a toe in to gauge the water
temperature, Web walked by and shoved her in. She sloshed into the pool ear
first, flailing legs and elbows as she went. Nice way to lose any cool points
she might have still been holding on to in front of Anna. She resurfaced and
swept her hair back off her forehead with both hands. She scanned the pool deck
for Web, but she’d already disappeared. She better run.


The water actually felt great on Nash’s heated skin. She
paddled back toward where Anna was lounging along the edge, gently kicking her
feet. She hadn’t even gotten her hair wet yet.


“Was that a friend of yours?” Anna asked in a teasing voice.


“She used to be.” Nash mimicked Anna. She draped her elbows
over the edge so that her shoulders were out of the water while the rest of her
body was submerged.


“So, Nash Wiley, do you know a lot of these women?”


“I know most of them. I can introduce you around if you
like.” As Nash glanced around at the small clusters of women both in the pool
and out of the pool, she realized that she’d seen almost the exact same guest
list at a party the previous year, only many of the women had now swapped
partners. 


That observation reminded her of a cartoon she’d submitted a
while back to Orlando’s alternative weekly. She’d titled it “The Lesbian Dating
Pyramid.” The basic idea was that the pyramid was divided into three sections.
The largest section at the bottom was all lesbians. The middle section was
lesbians who were single. The smallest section, at the very top, was all the
lesbians that you’d actually consider date worthy. That group was pretty small,
which meant if you stayed in one town long enough all the lesbians in that zone
of the pyramid ended up dating each other.


 Nash thought, and not for the first time, that the dating
pool in Orlando was way too small. She’d had high hopes when she’d met Anna who
was relatively new to the city and had obviously not yet been inducted into the
group at the top of the lesbian dating pyramid. Otherwise, they’d have already
met. But Anna only wanted to be friends. That was such a disappointment.
Nash dropped down into the water to cool her steaming head. She remained
underwater for a moment holding her breath and tried to stop thinking about
what might have been.


 


*


 


It was late by the time Nash returned home, tired, sunburned,
and starving. She was leaning into her fridge looking for edibles when she
heard a knock at the door.


“Hi.” Lindsay was still in her bathing suit. 


“Hi.” Nash motioned for Lindsay to come in.


“Hey, I wanted to see you and make sure everything was okay…
you know about last night. You seemed a little uneasy at the party earlier, and
I just didn’t want things to get weird between us.”


“Thanks for checking in, but I’m fine.” Nash wasn’t fine, but
what was she going to say to Lindsay? She could tell Lindsay that she had a
crush on her. She could tell Lindsay that she was even more crushed out on
Anna. Nash had a slight buzz but not so much of a buzz as to think that was a
good idea. “Really, I’m fine. I mean, if you’re fine, I’m fine. And you know,
Shay too, of course.” Nash realized she was babbling and closed her mouth
tightly.


“Good, I’m glad.” Lindsay moved into Nash’s personal space.
She smelled like an intoxicating mix of vanilla and Coppertone. “We were
wondering if you’d like to come over again tonight.”


“Really?” Nash’s voice broke, and she cleared her throat.


“Yeah, Shay is in the shower, but she’ll be out shortly. Or
you could come shower with us.” Lindsay trailed her fingertips down Nash’s
exposed forearm.


Nash was unsure of what to do. It was tempting to say yes,
but she feared that sleeping with Lindsay and Shay would just make her feel
lonelier.


“Well?”


“I don’t know, I mean, I had a great time with you guys, but
maybe it’s not such a good idea—”


Lindsay kissed Nash, gently at first, but then slowly,
deeply, pressing her barely clad body against Nash’s.


“Your kiss is telling me something different.” Lindsay
searched Nash’s face.


“Yeah, well, my lips have been known to make bad choices.”


Lindsay laughed. “Come on.” She entwined her fingers with
Nash’s and pulled her toward the door.


For a fleeting moment, Nash considered making the
responsible, grown-up choice and saying no. She knew if she stepped through
that door with Lindsay she might regret it later. She should be a grown-up for
once and not let her libido run her life. 


Lindsay smiled over her shoulder at Nash. Her brilliantly
white teeth contrasted against her tanned face. Damn, she was so sexy.


Nash decided maybe tomorrow she’d be responsible. Tomorrow
she’d be a grown-up. Tomorrow she’d give up carbs, cut down on sugar, and eat
kale salads for lunch. Tomorrow she’d think about being a grown-up and making
responsible decisions. 


Tomorrow, but not tonight.
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