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Smothered and Covered

 

 

 

The last person Nash Wiley expects to bump into over a two a.m. breakfast at Waffle House is her college crush, decked out in a curve-hugging law enforcement uniform. Nash can’t believe her luck when Ms. Crush asks to join her, explaining that she’s just getting off shift. But something seems a little off. It could be the glitter in her eye shadow, or the black lace bra peeking from her barely buttoned uniform shirt, or maybe the exotic dancers who stroll in from the local gentleman’s club and crash their private reunion. Nash isn’t sure she’s still hungry until the waitress takes her order. “How you want those hashbrowns, hon?” Ms. Crush pins Nash with a sultry gaze and answers for her. “Mmm. I’ve heard she likes hers smothered and covered.”


Smothered and Covered

Brought to you by

[image: logo]

eBooks from Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

http://www.boldstrokesbooks.com

 

 

[image: twitter_logo] [image: facebook_logo]

 

 

eBooks are not transferable. They cannot be sold, shared or
given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this work.

 

Please respect the rights of the author and do not file
share.


[image: Thank You]


[image: Thank You]


Smothered and Covered

© 2017 By Missouri Vaun. All Rights Reserved.

 

ISBN 13: 978-1-62639-704-0

 

This Electronic book is published by

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.,

P.O. Box 249

New York, USA

 

First Edition: January 2017

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

 

This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission.


 


Credits

Editor: Cindy Cresap

Production Design: Bold Strokes Graphics

Cover Art By Paige Braddock

Cover Design by Sheri (graphicartist2020@hotmail.com)


By the Author

 

 

 


All Things Rise


The Time Before Now


The Ground Beneath


Whiskey Sunrise


Valley of Fire


Death by Cocktail
Straw


One More Reason to
Leave Orlando


 


 


Writing as Paige
Braddock: 


Jane’s World the Case
of the Mail Order Bride


Acknowledgments

 

 

 


Special thanks to my wife, Evelyn, and my beta readers, D.
Jackson Leigh and Jenny Harmon. It would be impossible to do this without your
great feedback. And thank you to Radclyffe for taking a chance on this series
of novellas. Many thanks to my editor, Cindy, from whom I’ve learned so much.


 


This is the third 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 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.


 


Dedication

 

 

 


For the 2:00 a.m.
shift at the Waffle House. You were always there when I needed you.


 

 

 


Nash Wiley stood
in her tiny eat-in kitchen barefoot, feeling oddly alone. Despite living alone,
she’d never felt lonely. This was a new sensation. Nash was still in her
pajamas, which consisted of boxer shorts and a faded T-shirt. Her stomach
growled, and she realized she’d forgotten breakfast.


A warm breeze blew
through the open door of her apartment stirring her short, sleep-rumpled hair.
She took a sip of coffee. A wave of mild sadness ebbed through her system. The
apartment she’d been renting for two years in the back half of the old
Victorian had been perfect, but her libido had screwed up everything, and now she
had to move.


In Nash’s defense,
it had not been her idea to have a threesome with her sexy lesbian neighbors.
Not by a long shot. As a matter of fact, she’d considered turning down the
offer to have a sleepover with Lindsay and Shay, but they’d taken advantage of
her in a moment of vulnerability. Maybe weakness was a better word.
Either way, she’d given in. And for a brief glittering moment, being the middle
of a Lindsay and Shay sandwich had been a fantasy come true. Right up to the
point where it’d all gone to hell in a flaming fireball.


Lindsay was
everyone’s lesbian dream girl—a classic all-American beauty with sumptuous full
breasts, fair complexion, and long blond hair.


Nash had almost
driven her car into a tree one day after spotting Lindsay, wearing next to
nothing, ass in the air, washing her motorcycle.


More than once
when meeting Lindsay out for a neighborly drink, Lindsay would strategically
park her cycle in front of the bar, and she’d swing her blond hair out as she
pulled her helmet off like she was on a movie set. Any male pedestrians who
happened to witness this suggestive display stopped to stare.


So who could
really blame Nash for giving in to the temptation when the offer was whispered
in her ear?


Lindsay’s
girlfriend, Shay, also was very easy on the eyes—slender, with dark hair and
dark features. Lindsay was the first woman Shay had ever been with, so when
Shay said she wanted to have other experiences, Lindsay suggested she have
those experiences within the boundaries of their relationship. Nash had been
their first, and probably last, target for romantic expansion.


Nash had a crush
on Lindsay, and it hadn’t taken long for Shay to notice. Lesbian drama ensued.


Nash moved a few
more dishes into the box on the counter. Her pal Jan Webber was scheduled to
arrive at any minute to help load boxes into the U-Haul for the cross-town
move.


It wasn’t like
Nash had tons of stuff, just enough to make moving a hassle. She’d taken the
day off in the middle of the week so she could move out while Lindsay and Shay
were at work. The last thing she wanted was some awkward scene in the driveway
while they were loading the truck.


Someone tapped on
the open door. “Hey, Nash, it’s me.” Web stepped into the fray of piled boxes.


“Hey, man, thanks
for helping.”


“Nice shirt. Did
Lindsay give you that as a going away present?”


Nash looked down
and realized she was wearing a faded T-shirt featuring a cartoon dinosaur. The
word balloon pointing to the dinosaur read, All my friends are dead.


“Very funny.” Nash
threw a damp kitchen sponge at Web. She ducked and it stuck to the vintage
windmill patterned wallpaper for a few seconds before making a soggy squeegee
sound as it slowly slid down the wall behind her.


“Dude, is your
lower half naked behind all these boxes?” Web feigned a look of horror and
covered her eyes.


“You wish.” Nash
pulled a strip of tape across the box she’d just filled and added it to the
pile in the middle of the small space. “I’ll go throw some clothes on.”


Web put her Krispy
Kreme to-go cup on the only clear spot on the counter. “I’ll go open the back
of the truck. I can start taking some boxes out. You know, the small ones.”


“Easy there,
killer. Don’t hurt yourself.”


“Just put some
pants on.” Web waved Nash toward the bedroom.


Nash dug through a
pile of somewhat clean laundry in search of her favorite jeans. They had rips
at the knees and swatches of paint in a wide array of colors up both thighs.
Most times, it was easier to wipe a brush clean on the jeans you were wearing
than to reach for a towel. These jeans had witnessed the creation of abstract
landscapes on quite a few canvases over the past few years.


Working as a
graphic artist for the Orlando paper paid the bills, but Nash always had some
work-in-progress on the side. The singular purpose of these side art projects
was to feed her soul, not stock her fridge or pay her car insurance.


She grabbed a box
as she passed through the kitchen. Her stomach clenched as she heard voices
outside. She stepped through the door preparing for the worst. Her mood
lightened the moment she realized the second voice she’d heard belonged to Anna
Hayes. Anna’s shoulder length light brown hair practically glistened in the
early morning sun. She was wearing a snug T-shirt and shorts. She looked
adorably cute as usual.


Anna was holding a
small bag from Hot Buns, a local bakery. She smiled when she saw Nash, and that
smile made Nash’s empty stomach all fluttery.


“Hi. I knew you
were moving so I brought breakfast by for you.”


“My hero.” Nash
peeked into the bag and pulled out a warm pizza bagel.


“I thought I could
help out too.” Anna offered the bag to Web, but she was looking intently at
Nash. “It’s the least I can do since you helped me move last month.”


“Oh, don’t worry
about it. We’ve got this.” Nash savored the warm, doughy bagel.


“Hey, speak for
yourself there, Six-pack.” Web sputtered crumbs as she talked.


“Six-pack?” Anna
tweaked an eyebrow.


“Don’t—”


Web stepped
between Nash and Anna. “Oh, it’s not a reference to her abs, although she’d
like to think it is. It’s an old nickname from college. See, there was this
party—”


“La, la, la!” Nash
sang loudly in an attempt to drown Web’s voice.


Anna laughed.
“Okay, a story for another time.” She winked at Web. “I’ll remind you to tell
me later.”


“I like her.” Web
took another bite of bagel.


Nash blushed, for
the moment speechless.


Anna moved toward
the door and tugged at Nash’s arm as she passed. “Come on, show me how I can
help.”


Nash shot Web a keep
quiet look over her shoulder. She’d only known Anna for a few weeks. They’d
met the day she’d wrecked her car and then again later at the hospital where
Anna worked. They’d kissed that night. It was one of those lingering kisses,
the kind that stayed with you long after your heated lips cooled. The memory of
it still haunted Nash’s dreams. Nash had hoped for more kisses, but then a few
days later, Anna told her that she wasn’t ready to date. She’d just gotten out
of a relationship and was taking a break from dating. Anna wanted them to be
friends. Friends. The most disappointing word to hear from a woman you
couldn’t stop thinking about.


“This is a cute
place. Are you sure you want to move?” Anna peeked past a stack of boxes into
the living room.


No, Nash didn’t
want to move. “Um, it’s a long story, but I sort of have to move.”


“I love the
details of these older houses. So beautiful.” Anna ran her fingers along the
decorative edge of a built-in bookcase.


“Yeah, me too.”
Nash’s new apartment had been built in the 50s. It wasn’t as architecturally
interesting as this place, but it wasn’t altogether boring either. And her new
place had a courtyard surrounding a pool. That would be a welcomed addition in
the central Florida heat.


“It would have
been fun to spend time here.” Anna sounded almost wistful. Nash could have
sworn she blushed a little when she turned and saw Nash watching her.


Maybe Anna was
beginning to reconsider the whole friend thing. Nash hoped so, but she’d have
to play it cool. It would be a disaster if she misread the signs and attempted
to cross that line with Anna before Anna was truly ready.


Nash cleared her
throat. “My new place is nice, too. And there’s a pool.”


Anna smiled. She
picked up a box and headed out toward the truck. “I look forward to seeing it.”


 

*

 


A few hours later,
Web and Nash lounged on the front stoop of her new apartment, sweaty and tired.
Nash opened two beers and handed one to Web. She’d stocked the fridge just for
this occasion. She held the icy brown bottle to her forehead and then took a
long draw. She’d invited Anna to stay long enough to join them, but she had an
evening shift at the hospital so she’d had to leave before they were finished.


“I think Anna
likes you.” Web looked off into the distance as she spoke.


“I know she likes
me. We’re friends, remember?”


“Yeah, yeah, I
know all about the friend discussion. That’s not what I’m talking about. I
think she really likes you.” Web gave Nash a serious look. “I mean, likes
you likes you.”


Nash was quiet.
She took another sip of her beer.


“You’ve got no
response to that?” Web elbowed her in the arm.


“I just don’t want
to get my hopes up, you know? Besides, what makes you think she likes me in that
way?”


“Number one, she
helped you move. Two, she brought you food. And three, every time she didn’t
think you’d notice, she was totally checking you out.”


“Really?”


“Yeah, really.”
Web smiled. “I mean, I’m not sure why a woman would look at you when I’m
around, but…”


It was Nash’s turn
to elbow Web in the shoulder.


Nash sighed and
leaned back against the steps. “We’ll see. I think Anna’s just being nice.” But
deep down she hoped there was more to it than just niceness.


They finished
their beers, and Nash opened a second round. As they lounged on the shady
steps, a couple of women in bathing suits walked past them toward the pool.
Both of them smiled down at Nash as they passed. As she watched their
retreating figures, one of the women turned back and gave Nash a second look.


Web mimicked
Nash’s pose, leaning back against the step with her legs stretched out in front
of her. “Oh yeah, I think you’re gonna fit in just fine here.” Web reached into
her back pocket. “By the way, I got this for your new ride.” She held a rainbow
magnet out to Nash.


Nash was still
getting used to her new car. After she’d finally gotten the insurance payment
for her crumpled roadster, she’d decided to go for something a bit more
substantial. She knew it was probably one of the biggest lesbian clichés, but
she didn’t care. When she’d seen the bright red Jeep Wrangler on the lot, it
had been love at first sight.


“Seriously? Didn’t
you know that the Jeep Wrangler is the official car of the lesbian nation?”


“I thought that
was Subaru.” Web held the magnet out until Nash took it.


“In any event, a
rainbow flag on a Wrangler is redundant. But, thanks.”


 

*

 


Nash rolled over
in the dark room and checked the clock. The neon red numbers mocked her with
the time, two thirty. She rolled onto her back and rubbed her eyes.


She’d gotten in
bed around midnight, exhausted, but still couldn’t sleep. Maybe it was the new
apartment.


New sounds, weird
light patterns on the wall seeping in from the street, and she’d neglected to
get groceries. She’d remembered beer, but not food. Of course the beer had been
easy because she’d picked that up at the Grab ’n Go. Actual food required a
trip to a much larger market, which she hadn’t been in the mood for.


She decided she
was hungry. And there was only one place to go at two thirty in the morning,
the Waffle House. Nash reached for her jeans still in a pile near the foot of
the bed. She slipped on shoes, grabbed her keys, and was out the door. She sat
for a moment, enjoying the new car smell before she pulled away from the curb
and headed to the nearest Waffle House.


It was a Thursday
night so the parking lot was sparsely populated. There probably wouldn’t be
much of a bar crowd trickling in since most people had to work on Friday,
including her. Nash took a seat at the counter. It seemed too depressing to sit
in a booth alone.


She ordered her
usual and sipped some orange juice while she watched the wiry guy at the grill
work his magic.


Someone stepped up
to the counter next to her and picked up a menu. Nash glanced over casually,
and then shock almost knocked her off her stool. The voluptuous woman was
wearing a skintight navy blue police uniform. The buttons strained to contain
her breasts, which looked as if they were trying to make a break for it. Her
long dark hair was full of thick waves, and it fell well past the shoulders of
her short-sleeved uniform shirt.


“Krista?” The name
escaped Nash’s lips before she could stop herself.


“Nash?”


“Wow, it is you.”
Krista had been one of Nash’s big, unrequited crushes from college. She had no
idea that Krista was in Orlando. And the last place she’d have expected to run
into her was a Waffle House at two in the morning.


“I just got off my
shift. Are you getting food?”


“Yeah, I just
ordered.”


“Do you mind if I
join you?”


“No… I mean, yes,
join me. I mean yes. Let’s eat.” Krista laughed at Nash’s babbling. “Sorry, I
think I’m a bit sleep deprived.”


“Want to move to a
booth?” Krista nodded her head in that direction. Nash gathered her utensils
and orange juice while Krista gave her order to the nearest waitress. They
settled into the last booth along the back wall.


Krista sat across
from her, and Nash made a Herculean effort not to stare at her cleavage. She
remembered that cleavage from college, vividly. And like weapons of mass
distraction, they now threatened Nash’s ability to focus on what Krista was
saying.


“Sorry, what?”


“I was just asking
what you were doing up so late.” Krista smiled, and Nash knew she’d been caught
looking, again.


“I just moved into
a new place today, and for some reason I couldn’t sleep. I decided breakfast
might help.” Nash took a sip of her juice. “You live in Orlando now?” The last
time Nash had seen Krista it had been at their college graduation several years
ago.


“I moved here
about three months ago… for a job.”


Krista was wearing
a cop uniform, but something about it wasn’t adding up. Maybe it was the
glitter in her eye shadow, or the black lace bra peeking from her barely
buttoned uniform shirt, or her long, hot pink nail polish. A pair of lavender
tinted handcuffs were clipped to her utility belt, and for a moment, Nash
considered breaking the law so that she could be cuffed and taken in for
questioning. “Do you really work in law enforcement?”


“Yeah, about
that…” Krista was distracted by something.


Nash turned to see
two other women in tight navy blue uniforms push through the door. They seemed
practically giddy about something, and the minute they saw Krista they squealed
and headed in her direction.


“Oh good! We found
you. Mind if we sit?” The buxom blonde started to sit down, but Krista stood
up.


“You guys sit on
that side.” Krista slid into the seat next to Nash, and the two other women
made a big show of sliding into the bench seat on the other side.


Nash was
speechless as Krista made the introductions. The blonde’s name was Mercedes,
and she kept calling Krista, Porsche. That was a bit odd. The other woman, who
had creamy brown skin but just as many curves as Mercedes, was Dizz.
Apparently, she wasn’t a car buff.


“Porsche, where
did you find this yummy morsel? You’ve been holding out on us.” Mercedes gave
Nash a once-over after the waitress had taken their orders.


“Nash and I know
each from Pensacola.” Krista obviously had a code name, Porsche, for some
reason. Nash didn’t acknowledge the dual moniker for the moment. Maybe they
were all three undercover cops, but Nash doubted it.


“How cute.” Dizz
had a brilliant smile. “You should invite Nash to watch us work sometime.”


“Yeah, maybe.”
Krista smiled at Nash. The look in her eye seemed to telegraph I’ll explain
later.


Nash was beginning
to formulate a hypothesis, and it did not involve Krista using her degree in
accounting or, as a more conservatively fitted uniform might imply, a career in
law enforcement. Her thoughts were interrupted by food delivery.


“Okay, ladies,
I’ve got one scattered, smothered, and covered.” The waitress studied the plate
as she described its contents.


“That’s mine.”
Seeing Krista had almost made Nash forget how hungry she was.


“And I’ve got one
chunked and one scattered.”


Mercedes made tiny
excited claps with her bedazzled fingers. “The scattered one is mine.”


The waitress slid
the plate across to Mercedes, and Dizz took the second plate. In a hot minute
the waitress was back with a plate of hash browns swimming in country gravy.


“I wouldn’t have
figured you for gravy.” Nash raised an eyebrow at Krista’s steaming plate.


“You can hide a
multitude of sins with gravy… or frosting, depending on the situation.” Krista
used a spoon to get the most gravy per bite.


“Noted.” Nash
laughed.


 

*

 


Nash followed
Krista to the parking lot. Apparently, they preferred Denny’s, which explained
why Nash hadn’t run into them at this Waffle House before. From what Nash could
glean from the discussion over hash browns and eggs, some guy that none of them
wanted to run into was eating at Denny’s tonight so they’d come here. The
playful banter between the three women in police garb had been enormously
entertaining, enough to lift her from her restless funk. In fact, by the end of
the meal, her mind was decidedly moving in a different direction.


Halfway through
Nash’s entrée, she’d become acutely aware of Krista’s hand on her thigh.
Krista’s hand seemed to innocently drift up toward Nash’s crotch as she laughed
with her friends. Nash had tried to stay calm and not read into things, but her
face had heated, along with other parts of her body farther south.


She was still hot and
hard when Krista waved to Dizz and Mercedes as they pulled away from the
parking lot and disappeared into the inky night.


“Is that yours?”
Krista pointed at the Jeep.


“Yeah, I know.
It’s kind of a cliché, but I like it.”


“This is me.”
Krista stopped beside a conservative looking silver Lexus. She fished in her
purse for her keys. She unlocked the door but then turned to Nash. “Listen, we
didn’t really get a chance to talk and catch up. Would you like to have a
drink? I know it’s late, but now that I’m well fed I’m wide-awake.”


“Yeah, me too.”
Nash shoved her hands into her pockets. She should probably go home before she
ended up in another situation her libido would be unable to refuse. But how
could she not accept Krista’s offer? They hadn’t seen each other in years, and
Krista was still gorgeous. What did Nash have at home except a cool pillow to
snuggle up to? “Sure, I’d like a drink. I’m not sure what’s still open.”


“I was thinking we
could go to my place.” Krista’s words were neutral, but her eyes held an
invitation of something more.


Nash’s heart sped
up just a little. “Okay, I’ll follow you.”


It was like
watching yourself in slow motion make one small decision after another that you
knew put you on a trajectory for something bigger to happen—something that
could end up being a bad idea. But Nash couldn’t stop herself. She had to play
this out.


Twenty minutes
later, she parked behind Krista’s Lexus in the driveway of a one-story
conservative fifties-style brick home. They were quiet as Nash waited for
Krista to unlock the door.


“I’m going to
change if you don’t mind. Just make yourself at home.” Krista tossed her purse
and keys on the counter in the kitchen and disappeared into the back of the
house.


Nash wandered
around the comfortably appointed living room with her hands deep in her
pockets. There wasn’t anything that gave her further clues about Krista’s life
except a few family photos on a small table near one end of the sofa. She was
bent over to study what looked like a photo of Krista and her parents when she
heard noise behind her in the kitchen.


“I have wine or
beer or soda. What sounds good?”


“I’ll take a beer,
thanks.” Nash tried not to stare. Krista had changed out of her uniform into a
dressing gown that was tied loosely at her waist and only hung to mid thigh.
Krista’s cleavage still begged for attention, and Nash struggled to look
anywhere but at Krista’s breasts as she took a long swig of her beer.


“So, I assume you
know I’m not a police officer.”


Nash nodded. “I’m
thinking you’re not an accountant either.” Even though that had been what
Krista’s degree had been in.


“I was working as
an accountant until a few months ago. One of my friends talked me into working
part-time at a strip club near my house in Jacksonville.”


Nash sputtered and
choked on her beer. She tried to regroup. “Sorry.”


“That’s okay.
Sometimes I don’t believe it either. But the cash was addictive. I ended up
making more money dancing two nights a week than I did all week at my
accounting job.” Krista sipped her wine. “So I quit and moved down here where
no one knows me to work at a club full-time.”


“Wow.”


“Surprised?”


“Yes and no. I
mean, I’m not surprised you can make more money. And I guess I’m not surprised
you’re dancing. Krista, you’re gorgeous. I’m sure you’re amazing on stage.”


Krista smiled.
“You should come to one of our shows. Half the girls that dance at my club are
lesbians. They’d show you a good time.”


“I suppose I
should ask for Porsche?”


“Yeah, I don’t use
my real name at the club.” Krista smiled and moved into Nash’s personal space.
“I’m glad I ran into you.” She rested her hand at Nash’s waist for a moment
before she let it drift down to her ass. “I was thinking of taking a shower. I
wouldn’t mind some company. Do you feel like staying for a little while?”


Nash swallowed.
“Uh, yeah.” Clearly, her sex drive had shorted out her language circuits.


Krista pulled Nash
toward the bathroom. The overhead lights had a dimmer switch. Nice touch. They
stood facing each other a few feet apart as Krista pulled the tie loose on her
light robe and it fell open. She let the silk slip from her shoulders and
turned to adjust the water temperature in the shower. Nash hurriedly fumbled to
get out of her own clothes, her eyes never leaving Krista’s incredible body.
The curve of her back, the tattoo of a butterfly on her shoulder, and her firm
ass were so distracting that Nash almost got tangled in her shoelace as she
tried to slip free of her sneakers.


Krista leaned
under the shower. She swept her hair back and closed her eyes under the
steaming water. After a minute, she shifted and pushed Nash under the
showerhead. Krista worked shampoo into Nash’s hair and then hers. Suds ran over
and in between her breasts. Nash took soap and lathered Krista’s body and then
hers. Her motions were slow and fluid as she traced the wet curves of Krista’s
body. And then they kissed as the hot water washed away the soap, shampoo, and
the remnants of the day.


Nash pulled Krista
tightly against her body; the slippery soft crush of Krista’s breasts pressed
against hers encouraged her to deepen the kiss. Krista reached around Nash to
turn the water off, then pulled a towel around them. In another minute they
were mostly dry and under the covers in Krista’s bed. Krista’s long damp hair
smelled faintly of vanilla.


Krista pulled Nash
on top and opened her legs so that Nash could settle her hips there. “Did you
know I had a huge crush on you in college?” Krista asked softly. Her lips were
almost touching Nash’s.


“Was it as big as
the crush I had on you?” Nash kissed Krista lightly.


“So we both felt
the same way and we never acted on it?”


“Until now.”


“Until now,” Krista
echoed.


“Well, you did
have a girlfriend, remember?” Had Krista been single, Nash would definitely
have asked her out.


Krista moved
beneath her. “I guess better late than never.”


Nash hovered above
Krista. She took turns caressing each of Krista’s nipples with her tongue.
Krista moaned and raised her hips to meet Nash’s movements.


Krista pulled
Nash’s face close to hers. She nipped Nash’s earlobe. “Fuck me, please.”


The request was
breathy, and the utterance of it against Nash’s ear sent chills down both her
arms. She eased her full weight onto Krista, slipped her hand between Krista’s
legs, and began to explore and caress. Slowly at first, but Krista rose to meet
each stroke, so Nash eased inside.


“Harder.” Krista
gripped her ass with one hand and put her other hand on Nash’s shoulder. “Yes,
like that.”


Nash rode Krista’s
firm thigh as she thrust. She was getting close and worked hard to focus on bringing
Krista to climax with her. Just as she was at the edge, Krista tightened around
her fingers and her body arched upward.


“Oh, yes, yes.”
Her body spasmed once, twice, then she gripped Nash’s arm signaling for her to
stop but stay inside. “Oh, God…”


Nash tried not to
move too much as Krista shuddered beneath her. Krista pulled Nash’s face to
hers with both hands and kissed her deeply. Her arm now released, Nash slowly
slipped her fingers out of Krista. She closed her legs around Nash tightly as
they kissed.


“Did you…?”


Nash shook her
head. “Almost.”


“Roll over.”
Krista pushed against Nash’s shoulder so that she was on her back. She began to
kiss her way down Nash’s torso until she felt Krista’s mouth between her legs.
She was so close that it only took a few moments of Krista’s attentive tongue
to send her blissfully over the edge to a shuddering climax.


 

*

 


After pulling
practically an all-nighter with Krista, Nash was barely functioning at work on
Friday. She’d crawled into her own bed just before dawn after a sleepy good-bye
to Krista and a plan to come see her dance at the club.


Nash mainlined
coffee as she responded to email and sat through two news meetings. Thank
goodness it was a slow news day, so after one bar chart and one locator map,
Nash headed home. She ignored the unpacked boxes in her living room except for
the one she propped her feet on as she deftly lifted noodles to her mouth with
chopsticks. Nash held the theory that every relationship, regardless of how
brief it might have been, taught her something. Her fleeting relationship with
Lindsay had taught her how to use chopsticks.


She slurped an
errant noodle and leaned back as she reflected on her night with Krista. Nash
had enjoyed sex with Krista, but somehow their togetherness had only heightened
her feelings of loneliness. What was happening to her? Maybe casual sex just
wasn’t working for her anymore. But what did that mean? Nash didn’t want a
serious relationship. Maybe there was some middle ground that she hadn’t
discovered yet.


While Nash had
been waiting on her order at the Chinese restaurant, she’d watched a lesbian
couple in a booth nearby. They were laughing and talking, huddled together over
a smartphone. And for a fleeting moment, she was jealous of their casual
intimacy. She’d considered that monogamy might offer some level of emotional
comfort she’d previously dismissed for fear that she’d feel trapped by it.


She set the box of
noodles aside and reached for her beer. Nash reclined with an arm behind her
head and tried to sort through her feelings. After sleeping with Krista, Nash
had fallen into bed thinking she’d immediately doze off. But instead she lay
awake for some time thinking of Anna. Thoughts of Anna had turned into dreaming
of Anna. Why had Anna so completely taken up residence in her head?


Nash reached for
the white takeout box, finished off the noodles, and turned in early, no closer
to figuring out her odd mood swings than she had been before the move.


Saturday, Nash
slept in. Then, after downing half a pot of strong coffee, she spent the better
part of the day setting up her studio space. She wouldn’t really be able to
relax and feel at home until she had her easel and paints in working order.


There were three
canvases she’d been working on. One was nearly finished. She placed that one on
the easel and sat for almost an hour studying its color and texture. Unsure of
what to do next, she mixed some colors on a palette and tested them on a
discarded canvas. Nothing felt right.


Inspiration was
apparently going to elude her for now.


She decided to
take a nap and then later ate leftovers for dinner. By nine thirty, she felt
almost back to normal and decided to go out to the local lesbian bar. She’d
texted Web, who ended up beating her there.


“How’s your new
place?” Web looked suspiciously at the tiny straw in her drink. Ever since her
near-death experience, she’d sworn off cocktail straws. Nash couldn’t blame
her, but Web’s fear of the tiny plastic tube still made Nash laugh.


“My new place is
fine.” She reached over to remove the straw from Web’s glass. “Here, let me get
that for you.”


“Smartass.” Web
visibly relaxed once the straw was gone.


“Where’s Green
Dress?” Nash knew Web’s new girlfriend’s name was Tanya, but she couldn’t help
referring to her by her initial nickname from the first night they’d spotted
her in the club.


“She’s with her
grandmother for the weekend. She’s turning ninety-five.”


“Wow, Green Dress
looks good for her age.”


“Not Tanya, her
grandma. God, why do I put up with you?”


“Because you love
me.” Nash gave Web’s shoulder an affectionate squeeze. She was a head taller
than Web, which made it easy to lean over and kiss the top of her hair.


“Get off me.
People are gonna think we’re a couple.”


“Not likely.” Web
was the perfect wingman for Nash because no one ever assumed they were a
couple.


“Speaking of
couple potential, don’t look now, but Kitten Scrubs is headed this way.”


Nash saw Anna
weaving through the crowd in their direction. Anna had been wearing kitten
patterned hospital scrubs the first time they’d met, and Web frequently
recalled that endearing detail. Nash hadn’t expected Anna to be out, and she
wasn’t sure she was prepared to see her.


Sure, she’d slept
with Krista. But in the wee hours of the morning after she’d gotten home, she’d
dreamed of Anna. Ever since Web had suggested that Anna was interested in more
than friendship, Nash had allowed this small glimmer of possibility to ignite
into a slow burning flame of hopefulness. And that was not good. Hopes could
inspire you to do stupid things that you’d regret. Worse even, hopes could be
crushed.


“Why are you so
nervous?”


“What?” Nash
looked at Web.


“The minute I
mentioned Anna, you got all tense. I can feel the nerves pulsing off of you.
Calm down. You’re stressing me out.” Web was smiling as she teased Nash.


“Shut up.” Nash
gave Web a friendly shove and then smiled at Anna. “Hi.” She waved her free
hand at Anna like a nervous schoolboy.


“Hi. I was hoping
you two would be here,” said Anna.


Anna was standing
too close for Nash’s comfort. She tried to take a step back, but the bar was
right behind her so there was nowhere to go. “Yeah, I just got here.”


“I came with a
couple of friends from work, but they’re dancing.” Anna looked toward the dance
floor. “Would you… would you like to dance?”


“Um…”


“Are you kidding?
Nash loves to dance.” Web gave Nash a small shove, which caused her to almost
bump into Anna. “Go on. I’ll stay here and make sure no one steals our primo
spot at the bar.” Web grinned broadly as if she’d just done some amazing thing.


Nash followed Anna
to a small opening on the tightly packed dance floor. She tried to relax, but
she was having a hard time. Anna began to move to the music, with her eyes
closed and her arms slightly raised. Nash just stood watching her for a moment.
The sight of Anna’s sultry movements caused Nash’s stomach to sink with a
splash. Slowly, while still watching Anna’s every fluid motion, she began to
move in tandem. She noticed details, like Anna’s feminine wrists and hands, her
long eyelashes, the slight quirk at the corner of her mouth, the delicate arch
of her neck revealed in the pulsing strobe lights as her hair swayed.


Nash was
mesmerized. It was almost as if she was seeing Anna for the first time, fully,
completely, and the rest of the room seemed to drop away into oblivion.


Anna looked lost
in her own world as she continued to move to the beat of the throbbing music.
Anna turned her back toward Nash and pressed her shapely ass lightly into Nash
as she shifted her hips from side to side. Nash placed her hands on Anna’s hips
and began to move with her, against her, applying subtle pressure.


Anna reached
behind Nash’s head. She could feel Anna’s fingers in the short hair at the back
of her neck. She closed her eyes and gave herself over to the sensations of
Anna. Anna turned slowly in her arms, her gaze piercingly intense. Their faces
were so close that Nash could feel the heat of Anna’s skin. She tilted her head
slightly and tenderly brushed Anna’s lips with hers. She waited to see what
Anna’s response would be.


Anna kissed Nash
back. Her lips were soft but strong, and her tongue tasted of sweet white wine.
Nash closed her eyes and drew Anna close. Their movements had slowed as they
barely swayed to the pulsing beat that surrounded them. For the moment, they
formed an intimate island of stillness in a sea of motion.


Anna broke the
kiss first and leaned her forehead against Nash’s lips. They were both
breathing hard. Anna looked up at Nash, but she couldn’t read Anna’s
expression, and then Anna abruptly pulled away. She cut across the dance floor,
and Nash lost her in the crowd. Nash followed. She caught a quick glimpse of
Anna as she headed out the door toward the parking lot. Nash squeezed through
the revelers, burst through the wide exit door, and looked both ways for Anna.


“Anna! Anna,
wait!” Nash jogged to catch up with her as she headed toward her car.


Anna turned as
Nash caught up to her. “I’m sorry. I… I just needed some air.”


“Hey, I’m sorry.”
Nash wanted to make things right. The last thing she wanted to do was upset
Anna. She wracked her brain to try to figure out where things had gone wrong,
or if she’d misread something.


“It’s not your
fault. I kissed you, too.” Anna leaned back against her car, looking up at
Nash.


“Then what’s
wrong?”


Anna looked at
Nash but didn’t speak. She closed her eyes and shook her head, and then hugged
herself as if she was trying to create some barrier between them.


“Anna, talk to
me.”


“I know I said I
just wanted to be friends, but I think I’ve changed my mind.”


“And that’s a bad
thing how?” Nash smiled. She rubbed her hands up and down Anna’s arms.


“I’m not sure
you’re the monogamous type, and I am.”


Nash wasn’t sure
she was the monogamous type either, but she at least wanted the chance to find
out. And Anna was the only woman she’d even consider wading into those deep
waters with. “Can we just spend some time together and give ourselves a chance
to figure this out? Do we need to have all the answers before we even try
this?”


Anna cocked her
head and gave Nash an adorable look. “I don’t suppose we do.” She dropped her
arms, looped her fingers into the waistband of Nash’s jeans, and playfully
pulled her close. “But you have to be nice to me.”


“I’m nice,”
whispered Nash. She softly kissed Anna on the cheek.


“Nash Wiley, you
are so damn cute.”


“I’m nice, too.”


Anna laughed. And
for the first time in weeks, Nash felt a wave of contentment and calm settle
over her. Standing in the darkened parking lot in the humid, star-filled night
air, her heart pounded and her breath quickened. She wanted Anna Hayes. She
wanted her badly. The flame of hopefulness blazed in her chest as she bent down
to capture Anna’s lips in a tender kiss.


Nash felt Anna’s
arms encircle her neck as they kissed.


“Anna, will you go
on a date with me?”


Anna’s lips curled
into a smile against Nash’s mouth. “Yes.” Anna kissed her lightly. “Yes, I will
go on a date with you.”


“Okay then.” Nash
entwined her fingers with Anna’s. She walked backward as she pulled Anna toward
the club. “But for now, just for tonight, let’s dance.”
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