
        
            
                
            
        

    
June

NICOLE PYLAND

PYLAND PUBLISHING LLC


Copyright © 2025 Nicole Pyland

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 979-8-88696-067-9


By the Author

Chicago Series:

•	Introduction – Fresh Start

•	Book #1 – The Best Lines

•	Book #2 – Just Tell Her

•	Book #3 – Love Walked into The Lantern

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

San Francisco Series:

•	Book #1 – Checking the Right Box

•	Book #2 – Macon’s Heart

•	Book #3 – This Above All

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

Tahoe Series:

•	Book #1 – Keep Tahoe Blue

•	Book #2 – Time of Day

•	Book #3 – The Perfect View

•	Book #4 – Begin Again

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

Boston Series:

•	Book #1 – Let Go

•	Book #2 – The Right Fit

•	Book #3 – All Good Plans

•	Book #4 – Around the World

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

Sports Series:

•	Book #1 – Always More

•	Book #2 – A Shot at Gold

•	Book #3 – The Unexpected Dream

•	Book #4 – Finding a Keeper

•	Book #5 – Making It Count

•	Book #6 – Side by Side

•	Book #7 – Crashing into Love

•	Book #8 – Spin Serve

Celebrities Series:

•	Book #1 – No After You

•	Book #2 – All the Love Songs

•	Book #3 – Midnight Tradition

•	Book #4 – Path Forward

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

Holiday Series:

•	Book #1 – The Writing on the Wall

•	Book #2 – The Block Party

•	Book #3 – The Fireworks

•	Book #4 – The Sweet Escape

•	Book #5 – The Misperception

•	Book #6 – The Wait is Over

•	Series Finale – What Happened After

Fire Universe:

•	Book #1 – The Fire

•	Book #2 – The Disappeared

•	Book #3 – The Kidnapped

•	Book #4 – The System

Stand-alone books:

•	Reality Check

•	The Show Must Go On

•	Future Wife

•	Echoes

•	Timeless

Young Adult / New Adult:

•	The Moments

•	Love Forged

•	Pride Festival

Anthology:

•	The Meet Cute Café 

(a collection of 8 interconnected love stories featuring couples of different ages and backgrounds)

Erotica:

•	Once a Month

•	Voyeur

Royalty Series:

•	Book #1 – Ascending

•	Book #2 – Appointing

•	Book #3 – Arriving

•	Book #4 – Awaiting

TruLove Universe:

•	SoulMatch

•	TruLove

New Orleans Series:

•	Book #01 – January

•	Book #02 – February

•	Book #03 – March

•	Book #04 – April

•	Book #05 – May

•	Book #06 – June

•	Book #07 – July

•	Book #08 – August

•	Book #09 – September

•	Book #10 – October

•	Book #11 – November

•	Book #12 – December


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

By the Author

June

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

Coming Next

By the Author

Afterword

About The Author


June

New Orleans Book 6




Enid Becker did all the right things. She went to college, graduated, and got a job right away. She moved to another state and thought she was living the dream. Then, she got laid off and had to move back home and in with her parents. She decides that going to grad school might help her find a better job, but she’s not happy about feeling like she has to start over.
Caroline Timothy is a college junior who doesn’t want to be in college. Her parents have given her strict instructions, though, so she decides to take some summer classes in order to graduate on time. A budding artist, she hates the classroom and doesn’t see the point in going to school.
A chance meeting at a bar, followed by running into each other at a career fair, has Enid wondering if losing that job and returning home was the best thing that could have happened, after all, because it led her to the creative, smart, and funny Caroline Timothy, whom she can’t keep off her mind.
With both of them feeling lost on their own, together, they discover that they’re right where they should be.
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CHAPTER 1

“It’s weird,” Rory noted. “I knew he was going to propose, but I thought he was going to wait. Last I’d heard, he hadn’t even picked out a ring.”

“I guess he changed his mind,” Rory’s new girlfriend, Logan, replied as she wrapped her arm around Rory.

It was strange for Enid to watch Rory with someone. Rory had been single for as long as Enid had known her, and she hadn’t even gone on a date with a woman until Logan. That felt like just yesterday, despite the fact that they were currently sitting across from her at Candace’s bar, acting like they’d been together for years. Not only that, but Rory had also recently officially come out to pretty much everyone except for her parents, and Enid suspected that would be happening soon because Rory was clearly in love.

Logan hadn’t technically been Rory’s first kiss with a woman, though. That had been Enid, and it felt like forever ago to her that Rory had initiated the kiss. Enid hadn’t felt the same way, so she hadn’t kissed her back, but they’d managed to remain friends. She had been Rory’s only gay friend at the time, and that had been the main reason why Rory had been into her back then, but as Enid watched the two women make those heart eyes at one another, it brought that kiss to the forefront of Enid’s mind. She wished she had someone to make heart eyes with, too.

It wasn’t Rory specifically that she wanted, even though Rory was great. She was beautiful, funny, and shy at times. Enid should have liked her. She should have kissed her and gone out with her. She just hadn’t. Now, Rory was happy with someone else, and Enid was still single. Well, still was a bad word to use. She was only twenty-four.

Besides, being single wasn’t the most pressing issue that she had on her plate right now. The main problem she faced was that she’d already graduated from college and had moved to Tallahassee, where she’d gotten her dream job. It had been an entry-level position, but it was supposed to lead to an entire career. Enid hadn’t been there long when there had been layoffs, and she’d been a victim of them. After moving her entire life and using up whatever savings she had had on the security deposit for her apartment and the move, she had had no choice but to move back to New Orleans and in with her parents, who had been kind enough to let her move back into her old room and not charge her rent.

Since being laid off, Enid had tried to find another job to no avail, so she had decided to go to graduate school to give herself a better chance of getting the job she wanted after she graduated. She still had her car and had enough money to pay for gas and a few other things, but she would need to find something part-time soon to help make ends meet because she didn’t want to live with her parents forever, and she hated taking advantage of them. They had raised her and had helped her pay for college, and now, she was using student loans for grad school and not paying them any rent. None of this had been part of Enid’s plan of getting her undergraduate degree, finding a decent job, and working her way up.

Grad school hadn’t ever been in the mix, but here she was. Her MBA program was only two years, which wasn’t bad, but it went year-round instead of giving her the summers off, which meant that while Rory was now done with her own graduate program for the summer, Enid wasn’t and had to keep up with two classes during her summer session while Rory had more free time for her new girlfriend, Logan.

“I assume you’ll be the maid of honor,” Enid spoke, trying to join the conversation.

“Candace hasn’t officially asked me yet, but she got engaged yesterday, so I’m not worried,” Rory replied.

“Can I be your arm candy?” Logan asked.

Rory responded by kissing her, and it was all adorable and cute and annoying at the same time. Enid took a drink of her beer and internally rolled her eyes. She had studying to do. Her summer session hadn’t even started yet, but she had over five hundred pages of reading to get through for this class, according to the syllabus, which she had snagged online the other day.

“I’ve got to get back to work,” Logan added and kissed Rory quickly before standing up. “Break’s over. Want me to put in a food order for you?”

“Can I have a burger?” Rory asked.

“Sure,” Logan said, nodding. “Enid?”

“I was thinking about heading home to get some studying in,” she replied.

“Really? I thought we were hanging out tonight,” Rory said.

‘Yeah, we were going to hang out tonight,’ Enid thought to herself.

Then, Logan went on a break the moment they walked into the bar, and it had turned into the two of them hanging out and Enid being the unwanted third wheel.

“I can hang for another hour, maybe,” she replied.

“Cool. Food?” Logan asked.

“Maybe just a burger, too.”

“I’ll put the order in,” Logan said and walked toward the bar.

“Are you okay?” Rory asked her.

“Me?”

“Yes, you.” Rory giggled.

“Well, I’m not in the honeymoon period of a new relationship, and I didn’t recently have sex with a woman for the first time, but I’m good.”

“Don’t say that that loud,” Rory told her as she looked around at the somewhat crowded bar.

Enid laughed and said, “You two are a little annoying.”

“Yeah?”

“You’re happy, so I’m happy for you, of course. I’m just also jealous.”

“Should I knock it off when you’re around? She had a break and wanted to say hello.”

“No, you’re allowed to spend time with your girlfriend, Rory. I just…” Enid sighed. “I’m a little tired and lost, I think. You know how it is for me.”

“I know,” Rory replied. “How can I help? We can eat and go to your place. Want to take the food to-go instead? I can have her change it. I’ll help you study whatever.”

“You mean my parents’ place,” Enid said. “I went from having a decent one-bedroom apartment in another state, where I had my own assigned parking spot and a storage unit next to it, to having my old bedroom and sharing a bathroom with my eighteen-year-old brother. Do you have any idea how much time eighteen-year-old boys spend in the bathroom? Girls get a bad rap, but he takes thirty-minute showers, and there’s no way he’s only cleaning in there. He uses a bar of soap on his face, Rory. A bar of soap.”

Rory laughed and then offered, “I can talk to Candace for you.”

“I don’t bartend. I have zero experience,” she replied.

“What about being a tour guide? I’m new to it, but it’s good so far. When I’m done with my training, I’ll make decent tips. You get to walk around the city a lot and meet new people.”

“I liked my office job,” Enid replied. “And new people are weird.”

Rory laughed again and said, “Some of them, yes.”

“I almost wish I never would have gotten that job and moved. I could’ve been done with grad school by now and in my own place, not relying on my parents for anything.”

“They love you. And it’s not like you could’ve known that you’d lose your job almost right away. It was a good opportunity, Enid. You took it.”

“Yeah, I know.” She sighed again. “I just feel stuck.”

“You’re not stuck. You’re in between,” Rory suggested.

“I guess,” she said and took another sip of her beer.

“Am I really that annoying now that I’m with Logan?”

Enid laughed and replied, “Yes. But it’s fine. She’s your first girlfriend.”

“Can we talk about this stuff?” Rory asked as she leaned in. “I can kind of talk to Candace, but she’s straight, so it’s a little different.”

“You want to talk to me about sex?”

“I don’t know.” Rory shrugged and looked at Logan, who was behind the bar. “I’m in love with her, Enid. She’s sexy and complicated and thoughtful and sweet, and sometimes, she gets really nervous, and it’s cute. She’s also really, really good in bed, and I don’t know if that’s because I have nothing to compare it to or if she is just that good.”

“Does it matter?” Enid asked.

“Not really. But I want to be that good for her, too.”

“Has she said you’re not?”

“No, she said I am.”

“O-k-a-y…”

“We were just… Last night, after we left the party here, we went back to her place, and her neighbor was in the hallway. They’ve…”

“Slept together?”

“Sort of. Logan did things to her, but not the other way around.”

“So, this neighbor isn’t a giver?”

“It’s more about Logan than her.”

“Does Logan not like to be touched?”

“No, she does,” Rory replied and looked over at Logan again. “Trust me, she does.”

“O-k-a-y… I’m still confused, then.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Rory said, shaking her head. “The neighbor was rude, which I expected, and Logan told her to knock it off. We talked about it once we got inside. Logan wants to move as soon as she can. I don’t really care about the stupid neighbor, but then I thought about how much sex Logan has had. She’s seven years older than me and wasn’t exactly a virgin when we met. We were in bed, and everything was amazing, but when we ordered food, Logan got out of bed to get it and went to grab a new pair of underwear from the drawer, and I caught sight of something else in there. I didn’t say anything, but now I don’t know what to do.”

“Something else?”

Rory leaned in and whispered, “A strap-on.”

“Oh.” Enid laughed. “That’s it? I thought you were going to say she had handcuffs or a whip or something.”

“What?!” Rory asked loudly. “No. It was a harness, and the thing was next to it.”

“The thing?” Enid couldn’t help but laugh a little again. “I know you know what it’s called.”

“I’ve never used one.”

“Not even on yourself?”

Rory shook her head and replied, “I only had sex once with a guy, and let’s just say it didn’t make me crave what we did again, so I’ve never thought to buy one to use on myself. Logan has one, though, and I don’t know if she’s used it on other women or what that protocol is, but I don’t want that thing inside me if it’s been inside someone else.”

“Ah,” Enid said. “Well, a good rule of thumb is to tell her if you even want that so that she knows. If you don’t, you tell her that, too. You can always change your mind later and update her then. I would also tell her that you don’t want to use it if she’s used it with others, and she can go buy another one. You two can always pick it out together, if you want. It can be kind of fun, searching online or going to the store with someone you’re dating to pick out what you want or what they want.”

“You’ve done that?”

“A couple of times,” she said.

“Do you think she’ll want me to wear one? I think I’ll just look really weird and not know how to use it.”

“I think you should talk to her about that,” Enid suggested. “Your girlfriend looks like a top to me, so my guess is that she would have no problem being the one to wear it for you and that she probably won’t expect you to wear it for her, but I’d still ask her because just because she doesn’t expect it, doesn’t mean she doesn’t want it.”

Rory nodded and said, “And then we all just pretend it doesn’t look funny, kind of hanging there?”

Enid laughed and said, “Sex looks funny. Think of the faces we make when we–”

“Two burgers,” Logan interrupted them as she put the plates down in front of them. “Refill?” she asked Enid.

“Uh… No,” she replied and looked at Rory, who was blushing like crazy.

“Babe, are you okay?” Logan asked.

“Yeah. Why?”

“You’re bright red.”

“Just warm in here,” Rory lied.

Enid laughed.

◆◆◆

“I’m home!” Enid yelled to the house more than to one person.

“Hey, honey,” her dad said from his office.

“Hey, Dad,” Enid replied as she walked down the hall and into the den, which he used as his office.

“Did you have fun?”

“Rory and I just hung out, but yeah, it was fun.”

“Good,” he said.

“Working late?” she asked.

“Just for another hour or so. Did you eat? Your mom made you a plate. It’s in the fridge.”

“I did, yeah. I’ll keep it for lunch tomorrow.”

“Okay. Sounds good.”

Enid smiled at her dad, and when he returned his attention to the computer in front of him, she walked over to the living room, where she found her mom watching TV.

“Hi, honey.”

“Hey, Mom,” Enid replied. “Thanks for leaving dinner for me.”

“When you heat it in the microwave, put a wet paper towel over it so that it–”

“Doesn’t dry out, yeah,” Enid said with a smile.

“Did you have fun tonight?”

“I did,” she said in response to the same question she got every night and added, “I’m going to be studying in my room for the rest of the night.”

“Okay. Will you throw your dirty clothes down for me? I’d like to get them in the washer.”

“I can do my laundry, Mom.”

“It’s just easier. I can put yours in with the rest of the loads. You know that machine likes to fight with me.”

“Yeah, sure,” Enid said. “Good night.”

“Night, honey,” her mom replied.

Enid walked up the stairs and into her room, where she found the hamper with her dirty clothes, carried it back down the stairs, and left it there for her mom to deal with, feeling like she was fifteen all over again. As a twenty-four-year-old, she knew how to do her own laundry, but her mom always told her to drop it off.

“Hey,” her brother, EJ, said when she bumped into him in the upstairs hallway.

“Hey,” she replied.

“I was going to hop into the shower,” he told her.

Enid rolled her eyes and said, “Can you please leave hot water for the rest of us, EJ?”

“It’s Elijah now. You know I don’t go by EJ anymore.”

“Okay, Elijah James.”

“Asshole.”

“Don’t jerk off in the shower, running the hot water. Just do it in your bedroom like the rest of us,” she said.

“Gross. I don’t want to think of you doing that.”

“Guess what, EJ?” She leaned in. “I’ve had sex before, too.”

“Damn, Enid. Gross. Come on.”

She laughed and added, “With more than one woman. And it was really, really good. I can probably give you some pointers, if you want.”

EJ slammed the bathroom door, and Enid laughed on the way to her bedroom. She had accomplished her goal. No way he was going to get himself off in the shower now, with that visual in his mind. She was still laughing as she pulled out her textbook and sat at the small desk in the corner of her room. Picking on her kid brother was fun and all, but she missed having her own place. Weirdly, she missed doing her own laundry and having to figure out something for dinner because her mom wasn’t there to cook for her. She missed feeling like a real adult. And now that she thought about it, she missed good sex with a beautiful woman, too.


CHAPTER 2

She shouldn’t have taken that semester off, even though it had been a good idea at the time because she had needed a break from this place. Sure, Caroline had only gone to college for a little over a year, but she hadn’t really enjoyed the experience of it. She hadn’t wanted to go to college in the first place, but when she’d been eighteen, she hadn’t exactly had any alternative plans, either. Going into the military wasn’t an option for her. She could do about one push-up before she collapsed to the ground, and she wasn’t great with authority, choosing to argue with her teachers and parents when she thought she was right instead of just going along with it. She also hadn’t wanted to go to trade school, which was something that they’d talked about at their career day senior year. Nothing there had been of any interest to her, but her parents had been insistent that she couldn’t live at home rent-free if she wasn’t working or in school, and since she hadn’t wanted to work some lame job, she’d gotten into college and moved into the dorm.

During her sophomore year, she’d been taking electives and general credits but still hadn’t declared a major, and when she turned in her last final, she had told her parents that she was taking the semester off and using the savings bonds she’d gotten from her grandparents and other money she’d gotten as a graduation gift to travel the country. For three months, she’d driven her car from random city to random city, stayed in cheap motels, slept in her car sometimes, and lived on bad food. While Caroline had loved the trip, by the end of it, she was ready to be back home, sleep in a comfortable bed, and get back to school because at least it was something to do.

That trip had changed her life, though. She’d even had a companion for part of it: a girl named Brooke, whom she had met at a motel off Route 66. Brooke had been traveling, too, but hitchhiking, which was even more unsafe than what Caroline had been doing, but they had gotten to know one another over a couple of days at the motel. Caroline had given her a ride, and they’d ended up driving around together for about a week. The sex had been a nice surprise, and they had enjoyed that until Brooke had decided to hang out wherever Caroline had left her instead of continuing on.

Sometimes, she missed the road and the no responsibilities or pressure to choose a major and what she’d do for the rest of her life. Now was one of those times. In order to graduate on time, which was a demand from her parents, who were paying for her education, room, and board, she had to stay on schedule. That meant she had to take four classes between the two summer sessions. Five would’ve been better, but she could squeeze in another class during the fall semester to make up for that one. Four classes during the summer was already more than enough, in her opinion.

So, here she sat on campus in June, at a table outside on the quad, and she was, unfortunately, studying when she could’ve been out there enjoying her summer.

“Hey. I thought we were meeting at the coffee place,” Jodie said.

Caroline looked up from her book, and the blistering sun hit her right in the eyes. She closed them in response and looked back down, wishing that she hadn’t looked up at all or, even better, had worn her sunglasses.

“You’re early. I was going to walk there in a minute.”

“Oh. Well, since I’m here, should we just stay?” Jodie asked and took a seat in the chair across from Caroline.

“You’ve just sat down, so I’m guessing you already answered your own question.”

“I hate summer school. It makes me feel like a delinquent who didn’t pass a class in high school.”

“You’re trying to graduate early, so you did this to yourself,” Caroline reminded her.

“I know. I know,” Jodie said. “But two classes?”

“I have four,” Caroline replied.

“You’re the one who took some life-altering road trip and skipped a semester.”

“Anyway…” Caroline said, chuckling.

“Want to go out tonight?”

“I have too much to do.”

“Come on. It’s the summer,” Jodie insisted, leaning forward. “Let’s go to the Quarter.”

“Why? We’re not tourists, and I can’t drink.”

“I can,” Jodie said, having recently turned twenty-one.

Caroline was still only twenty, though. While she could get into some of the bars that didn’t card at the door, they’d card her at the bar if she tried to order something, so it wasn’t worth it to her to stand there and drink water while everyone else could drink alcohol.

“Then, you should go.”

“I’ll get your drinks for you,” Jodie offered. “Just don’t get plastered, and no one will know you’re underage. Better there than a local bar, which won’t be as crowded, so they’ll definitely card.”

“If I go, I don’t want to be out late. You know how Viv wakes up when I come in late, and I get that glare.”

“That’s because she’s into you. She also has no social life, so she’s mad that you had fun and is thinking that you hooked up with someone who’s not her.”

“She’s right sometimes,” Caroline said, shrugging.

“So, are you coming with me or not?”

“Fine. But I’m getting back to my room by eleven.”

“Viv is your randomly assigned roommate for the year, not your mom.”

“It’s just really awkward right now, Jodie,” she replied. “When we were first paired together for the spring semester, things were fine, but then, she asked me out the first time, and I said no. It was already a little awkward after that, but she did it again a few weeks later, and now, it’s really, really weird. I wanted to bring a girl back to the room last weekend. I wasn’t even planning on having sex with her or anything. I was thinking maybe we’d make out for a while. But I didn’t because I didn’t want to be a jerk to Viv.”

“I get it. Still, she needs to get over it, right? You’re not into her, Caroline.”

“She’s nice.”

Jodie laughed and replied, “Doesn’t mean you have to go out with her.”

“I know. I need to decide what to do for the fall. We’re stuck together over the summer because she’s TA-ing a few classes and is taking a couple herself, but I only have a month before I need to confirm my residency for junior year.”

“Why don’t we talk about getting that apartment again? We thought about it a few months ago but dropped it.”

“I’d have to ask my parents,” she replied. “I don’t have a job to pay for it myself, and the dorm comes with the food plan.”

“Still, it’s probably cheaper to just live off-campus and have them give you an allowance or something. Dorms aren’t cheap, and you have to share a room. In an apartment, you’d have your own bedroom, and so would I. I wouldn’t care if you brought girls home. You wouldn’t care if I did.”

“True. Let me think about it,” she replied and closed her book. “Now, if we’re going out tonight, I’m going back to the room to take a nap because, knowing you, there’s no way I’m getting home by eleven.”

“You know me well,” Jodie replied, laughing. “Hey, any chance you want to come to my room tonight? Skip the Viv judgment?”

Caroline lifted an eyebrow at her and asked, “And sleep where, exactly? I think your roommate will be in the bottom bunk.”

“I’ll make room for you in the top one,” Jodie said with a smile. “And if we end up fooling around quietly while she sleeps, I won’t mind.”

“That was one time,” Caroline noted.

“I know. And it can be two times or three, if we want. It’s not like I want to date you or anything.”

“So, just sex, then?”

“I said fooling around. I know how to treat a lady.”

Caroline laughed at that. They’d met at the beginning of their freshman year in a class they had shared, and they had formed a friendship. Then, a few months into the first semester of their sophomore year, they’d ended up falling asleep in Jodie’s bed after watching a movie, and Caroline had woken up to Jodie staring at her. They had kissed and had had to be very quiet because Jodie’s roommate had only been a few feet away. No clothing had come off, but hands had gone places, and orgasms had been had. They hadn’t talked about it the next day, but a few days later, Jodie had leaned in and kissed Caroline. Being in public, it couldn’t go further than that, but the kiss didn’t feel right to Caroline this time. She wanted to be friends and didn’t want to date Jodie.

“You know I love you,” Caroline said.

“I know you’re not in love with me, but if we’re both in need of something that the other person can provide, we can take care of that with no real consequences or strings.”

“Let’s just get a drink tonight, okay?”

“Fine. But I’m getting you a fake ID.”

“What? Why? My birthday is this month.”

“Consider it an early birthday present.”

“I’d consider it an unnecessary birthday present,” Caroline replied. “I don’t want–”

“I’ll pick you up at nine.”

“I want to be back by eleven,” she said.

“I’ll see you at nine,” Jodie repeated as she stood.

◆◆◆

“You’re going out?” Viv asked.

“Yeah,” she replied as she slipped her belt through the loops of her jeans. “Want to come?”

“Oh. No, thanks,” Viv told her.

Caroline knew Viv would say no. Her roommate wasn’t someone who liked the nightlife in New Orleans much. She preferred campus events and the occasional frat party if she managed an invite. Caroline didn’t really care much for the campus stuff, but that was because most of those things involved people talking about school, their majors, and what they wanted to do with their lives later, and she had no answers to those questions.

“Hey. Are you ready?” Jodie asked her as she stood in the open door. “Oh, hey, Viv.”

“Hi, Jodie,” Viv said as she sat up in the bottom bunk.

“Are you coming out with us?”

“No, I’m staying in tonight.”

“Are you sure? We won’t be out late. I’ll even buy you a drink.”

Caroline wanted to glare at her because she had already done the obligatory-invite-to-be-polite thing, but in the tiny dorm room, Viv would be able to see any look she gave Jodie.

“No, thanks. I have some studying to do, and I’m a TA, so I’ve got papers to grade.”

“Okay. Well, maybe another time,” Jodie replied. Then, she looked at Caroline. “Ready?”

“Yeah. Let’s go,” she said.

Caroline turned and gave Viv a quick smile before she grabbed her wallet, room key, and phone. She had an inside pocket in her jeans where her wallet and key would go that no one would be able to grab, and her phone would fit in the front pocket of her jeans and would be a little safer there than in her back pocket. That was all she would be bringing to the Quarter, which she knew the locals didn’t always spend a ton of time in, but she was in college and thought it was the best place to get cheap drinks, assuming she could even get one. Caroline preferred going out in the fall or winter, when the weather was a little cooler, allowing her to wear a jacket or a sweater, but it would be too hot for that tonight, so she was in a short-sleeved shirt and a pair of jeans, not exactly trying to look good to pick anyone up and just thinking she’d have a good time with her friend and head home.

“Why did you invite her?” she asked Jodie once they were in the hallway and out of earshot.

“I don’t know. She was there.”

“I already asked her to be polite, like I always do. She said no.”

“I didn’t know that,” Jodie said. “And she’s nice, Care. She’s just a little boring, but maybe we need a little boring in our lives from time to time. When we don’t have boring, we end up drunk at a bar, and some woman is putting her hand in your pants.”

“Hey!” Caroline chuckled. “She tried. She didn’t get in there. And I was making out with her.”

“Making out isn’t a stranger putting her hand down your pants when she can tell that you’re drunk.”

“Where are we going, anyway?” Caroline asked.

“I don’t know. I figured we’d see which bars don’t have a bouncer tonight and go for one of those.”

The drive in a shared-ride car took them only about fifteen minutes, and they walked the rest of the way to Bourbon Street and found a bar that didn’t have a bouncer at the door. Jodie nodded for them to give it a try, and they walked in, finding people dancing inside to the loud music. The bar had a short line, and Jodie joined it, while Caroline stood off to the side, looking around. She saw two women dancing close and another two kissing and swaying but not really dancing. Caroline wanted that for herself. She wanted someone to kiss and dance with, but not the woman she had made out with that night, who had been clearly interested in something more and in public no less, which was not Caroline’s thing.

“Okay. So, the bartender was kind of an asshole and saw us come in together, so he asked for your ID before he would let me order two drinks. I ordered you a water,” Jodie said, handing Caroline a red cup.

“Well, that sucks,” she replied.

“Drink it fast. I’ll pour half of mine into your cup.”

“Not worth it,” Caroline told her and took a sip of her water. “So, what now?”

“I don’t know. Want to dance?”

“We have drinks.”

“We can dance with drinks.”

“Not my klutzy ass,” she argued, laughing. “I’ll spill it all over myself.”

“True,” Jodie said and took a drink of her own. “Want a sip?”

Caroline took a drink, only tasting pineapple juice, and asked, “If we’re not dancing, are we just standing around?”

“I was hoping to meet some people to hang out, dance, or whatever.”

“You can go meet. I’ll hold your drink.”

“That sounds like fun for you,” Jodie said sarcastically.

“Honestly, I’m only here for you. And if you’re getting laid tonight, it’s not with me, so if I can hold your drink for you, I will.”

“If you’re sure,” Jodie replied and handed Caroline her drink without waiting for a response.

Caroline watched her join the dance floor crowd, and part of her admired Jodie’s ability to just dance by herself in the middle of a crowded room without a problem. Caroline wasn’t like her. She didn’t mind dancing with people, but she wouldn’t do it by herself. She didn’t know how long they were there, but she had finished half of Jodie’s drink and all of her water. She now had to pee and decided to wait in the bathroom line because it was a good way to kill time.

“Oh, sorry,” someone said, bumping into her from behind.

Caroline looked up from her phone and saw a woman with blonde hair pulled back and these hazel eyes that were lit by the lights illuminating the hallway, where they were waiting for the bathroom.

“It’s okay,” she replied with a smile.

“I got bumped,” the woman explained. “Then, I bumped you. At least, you stopped the violence and didn’t bump the person in front of you.”

“Yeah,” Caroline uttered for some reason.

“Hey, there you are,” Jodie said as she walked up to her.

“No cutting the line,” someone told her from behind the woman with hazel eyes.

“Not cutting. Just checking on my friend,” Jodie replied.

“I’m waiting on the bathroom. I’m good.”

“Okay. Well, I’m kind of done now, so I’m ready when you are,” Jodie told her. “Where’s my drink?” she asked when she noticed Caroline wasn’t holding a cup.

“Oh, I drank it.”

The woman with the hazel eyes laughed.


CHAPTER 3

Enid walked back out to the main floor of the bar after waiting in line for what felt like hours only to pee and not have any toilet paper. Sometimes, New Orleans bars just weren’t worth it. She had used a paper towel and was now walking a little funny because it had been scratchy. Candace’s bar was way better. She catered to regulars, which meant she had to keep things clean and toilet paper stocked. Tourists usually stayed for a week or even just a long weekend and didn’t even remember the names of the bars they walked in and out of all night. They didn’t leave reviews about the bathrooms on Yelp.

“Hey. You were gone for a while,” Rory said.

“Long line,” she replied.

“Yeah… I wanted to just stay at Candace’s, but Logan works there, so it’s not a lot of fun for her to hang out where she works every night. She said she wanted to dance. I don’t dance, Enid.”

“You’ve danced with her before.”

“Not really. I’m good at standing still and moving my feet, but she wants to, like, really dance out there.”

“What’s wrong with that?” Enid asked.

“Nothing. She just wanted to go out tonight after work, but I want to go home and dance a different way.”

Enid laughed and said, “So, you just started having sex, and now, it’s all you can think about doing with her?”

“Yes,” Rory admitted.

“Well, I can’t blame you there. She’s gorgeous.”

“Hey!”

“What? She is,” Enid replied. “Why don’t you go grab her and take her home? I can’t imagine she’s going to say no to what you want.”

“She’s having fun,” Rory said.

“I’m guessing she’s going to have even more fun with you when you get home,” Enid suggested.

“Hi,” Jill said as she joined them at the table. “Where is everyone?”

“Um… Hi.” Rory laughed. “We’re part of everyone.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Linden and Asher are on the dance floor, making out like teenagers in love. Logan is dancing with Sophie. Melinda and Kyle are dancing, too, I think. Bridgette and Monica went home. Did I miss anyone?” Rory asked Enid. “Oh, Ava and her date, Bonnie, were here, but they decided to head out early. Not a big fan of bars in the Quarter, I guess.”

“I’m going to grab a drink,” Jill told them. “I had a bad first date. I could use one. Be right back.”

Jill was a tour guide at NOLA Guides, the tour company Melinda ran and would eventually own outright. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and blue eyes, and only about a year or two older than her, if Enid had to guess, so she checked out Jill’s ass as she walked to the bar and thought about how she might be interested in seeing if Jill was interested in her.

“Really? Be more obvious,” Rory said.

“What? I’m alive. She’s cute.” Enid shrugged.

“Talk to her, then.”

“I will when she gets back.”

“No, I mean, she had a bad first date. Talk to her about it. Maybe buy her a drink and see if there’s something there.”

“Are you trying to play matchmaker?”

“No. But Jill’s great. She’s funny, and I’ve liked working with her so far. She loves New Orleans. You should hear her talk about it when she does the tours.”

“I was thinking about it, but I don’t know. Do we even have anything in common?” Enid asked.

“I don’t know. But I’m sure you can find out,” Rory replied. “I’m going to grab Logan to see if she wants to head out. Will you tell Jill I said goodbye?”

“Confident that I’m right and Logan will want to leave, huh?” she teased.

Rory laughed and went to find her girlfriend while Enid remained standing there at the table with her watered-down drink. She wasn’t sure why she had agreed to come tonight, to begin with, and especially here, to a crowded tourist bar. Then, she remembered that her idiot brother had his friends over. They were playing video games, and loudly at that. She couldn’t wait until he left for college in the fall. Just a couple more months, and he would be attending a state school, but two hours away, so he’d be living in a dorm, leaving her the guest bathroom all to herself. It made Enid happy but also sad because she was twenty-four, looking forward to having the bathroom in her parents’ house to herself when her kid brother went off to college.

“Where did Rory go?” Jill asked when she walked back to the table.

“She went to find Logan. They’re going home.”

“Sex?” Jill asked.

“Definitely,” Enid said.

“Yeah, she was talking about it at work, like, non-stop today. I think she’s insatiable now that she’s gotten some.”

Enid laughed and watched Jill watch the people on the dance floor.

“I can understand that. When you find great sex–”

“Keep having it,” Jill finished for her.

“Exactly,” Enid agreed.

“I bet Logan’s good, too. She’s got that frame that just screams butch on top, you know? My guess is she knows how to use it.”

“Is that your type?”

“No, I don’t really have a type. Well, I don’t think I do, anyway. The date I had tonight was with a shy, cute vet who runs a clinic. I mean, cute, and she takes care of animals. What could go wrong there?”

“What did go wrong, then?” Enid asked.

“It was really weird,” Jill said. “She’s nice, but she talked about a surgery she did earlier that day for, like, twenty minutes while we were eating. She also told me she worked with her ex. She’s a vet, too, and they work together most days. Not a dealbreaker or anything, but then she’s telling me that they live together and usually carpool to work and that if I came over, her ex would probably be there, and I was kind of done at that point. I get it. You’re with someone; you sign a lease, so it’s awkward until you can move. I said as much. But she mentioned that they just re-signed their lease a month ago.”

“What? Why?”

“She said they’re good friends now, and it’s cheaper. All I could think was that if this went beyond a first date, I’d be running into her ex all the time, and one night, I would find out that they’d fallen back in love or hooked up or something. Maybe it’s unfair to think all that, but I didn’t want to have to deal with any of it.”

“Pretend you two went beyond a first date, and you’re actually together: she would be seeing her ex more than you,” Enid offered.

“I know. She told me that they cook together, too, and I pictured myself sitting at a table across from both of them, listening to their inside jokes, and I didn’t really like it.”

“I don’t blame you,” Enid said. “I know some people are better off as friends, but it’s hard not to think what you were thinking.”

“She’s also thirty-two, and they met in vet school. They were together for seven years. Almost got married. I mean, that’s a lot.”

Enid laughed and replied, “Jesus. She’d be better not mentioning any of that on a first date.”

“Right?” Jill agreed. “So, are you not dancing?”

“Not much of a dancer. I came here because I needed to get out of the house more than anything.”

“Bored?”

“Not really. My little brother has friends over.”

“You live with your brother?”

“Well, good thing this isn’t a date because I’m about to sound like your cute vet.”

Jill gave her an inquisitive look.

“I got out of college here with a job offer in Tallahassee,” Enid began to explain. “It was the job. Entry-level, so not the best money, but it was the right job to get me where I wanted to go. I packed up everything and moved there. Not long after I’d settled into my new desk, though, I got laid off. They did major cuts, and since I was one of the newest hires, I was out. I think I’d just set up my email folders the way I wanted, and that was it. I tried to find something else there, but I didn’t have much saved to do that for long, and my parents offered their place until I could find something else. So, I moved back here and decided to go to grad school because that’s what you do when you have nothing else going on, apparently. Now, I take summer classes for my program, have no job, and live with my parents and an eighteen-year-old brother, whom I scold for jerking off in the shower.”

Jill laughed and said, “I’m only laughing at that last part, not the rest of it.”

Enid laughed as well and said, “Yeah, I get it. He’s going off to college in a couple of months, and part of me can’t wait. The other part of me wants to find a job so that I can at least get my own place, but I’m lacking real motivation. Losing that job really did a number on me, I think. It’s like I went from having a career trajectory that other people would be envious of coming right out of college to not having anything in only a few months.”

“Sorry. That sucks,” Jill said. “Do you want to be a tour guide? Melinda might have something. We’re always losing people when school starts up in the fall.”

“Rory said the same thing. I guess I could, but it’s not something that I really want to do. I know I’m being picky, and I shouldn’t be.”

“No, I get it.”

“Do you like it?”

“Being a tour guide? Yeah. I didn’t think that was something I’d be doing for this long, and it’s weird, seeing so many college students come and go all the time while I’m still there, but I like it. I don’t want email folders.” Jill laughed. “I like being out and about. And on the days when I’m a little less social for whatever reason, I can usually work in the office. Mel’s a great boss. The owner leaves her alone now. I’ll probably be promoted to a manager soon, and then, I’ll have my pick of tours to give, and Mel can do more owner things and fewer tours herself, if she wants. We talked, too. She said if I wanted to, one day, we could talk about us owning it together. That’s not something I planned, but it could be really cool.”

“Yeah, that could be cool.”

“I’ve never planned on owning anything,” Jill shared. “Maybe a house one day, and my car, obviously, but that’s a piece of junk, and I don’t use it very much.”

Enid laughed and replied, “I have a car, too, but that’s about all I own at this point. I had to sell the furniture I’d just bought when I moved back, so I’m sleeping on my old bed and using my old desk from high school.”

“I bet that’s fun,” Jill said sarcastically and took a drink.

“Hey, my dance partner left with her girlfriend, so I’m going to go home and call mine,” Sophie said as she walked up to them.

“Is she still in LA?” Jill asked her.

“No, she’s back home for now,” Sophie replied. “These LA trips have been annoying. It wasn’t supposed to be this hard to have time together. I work from home, so I thought I’d be able to go to Tennessee to spend a week with her, and she could come here, but she’s been working on the movie, and she’s in LA, like, one or two weeks a month.”

“Why don’t you join her there?” Jill asked.

“She’s working and not at home either way, and I don’t want to interfere. Besides, she hasn’t exactly asked me.”

“No?”

“She’s been really excited. It’s like she’s found what she wanted to do all along, and I want her to have that.” Sophie smiled. “She finally let me read the first draft of the script, too, and let’s just say, I loved it.”

“Yeah? She made you look good?” Jill asked.

“Yes, she was very kind. They’re already talking about actresses to play us, which is crazy. So, I’m going to go home and call her to see if they’ve got names for me to look up if I don’t know who they are.”

“Have fun, Soph,” Jill replied.

Sophie left them at the table, and Jill quickly caught Enid up on the fact that Sophie and Bryce’s love story was being turned into a movie by some production company, and Bryce was writing the script.

“Linden and Asher look happy,” Jill said after a lull.

“Yeah, I guess they do. I didn’t know them before they got together.”

“I did. I made out with Linden.”

“What?” Enid said, laughing.

“She’s a good kisser. It wasn’t a big thing, though.”

“Did you and Melinda ever date?”

“Oh, no. I’ve never dated anyone in the group, technically. Linden and I had a lunch thing, but that was the extent of it. We weren’t feeling it, and she was already in love with Asher.”

“Would you maybe want to go out with me sometime?” Enid chanced.

Jill looked over at her as if she hadn’t been expecting that.

“I know I have a full bed, and I share a bathroom with a teenage boy, so that’s not much of a selling point.”

Jill laughed and replied, “Well, I live alone, so if we go out, we’d have my place to avoid the nosy parents and little brother.”

Enid laughed as well and asked, “Am I better or worse than the cute vet?”

“Better, obviously. My guess is that you’re not sharing that full bed with your ex-girlfriend.”

“Definitely not. My mom would try to make us breakfast every morning and ask when we’re getting back together so that she could then ask when we were getting married.”

Jill’s laugh continued. Then, she took a drink, probably to stall her response a bit.

“Why not?” she said when she set her cup down. “Let’s go out.”

“Yeah?” Enid asked.

“Sure. I’m not exactly a catch either, to be honest. I leave my dirty clothes all over my apartment, and I don’t always do the dishes, so they’re usually stacked in my sink.”

“If that’s the only downside, I think I can risk it,” Enid teased.

“Want to dance, then?” Jill asked.

“Not much of–”

“A dancer, I know. Come on. It’s just dancing.”

Enid nodded, deciding that if she were going to break out of this funk, she needed to do something different.


CHAPTER 4

“Hey, want to grab lunch?” Jodie asked her.

“Not really,” she said without turning around. “Have I mentioned how much I hate studying?”

“Yes, a few dozen times since… yesterday,” Jodie replied and walked into Caroline’s dorm room. “Did you have fun last night?”

“I guess, yeah,” she said, turning when Jodie sat down in Viv’s empty chair.

“Where’s Viv?”

“I don’t know. Class, probably.”

“Let’s grab lunch. I’m starving.”

“Go get lunch, then.” Caroline laughed at her.

“Not in the dorm cafeteria. Somewhere else. Let’s go grab barbecue or tacos or something.”

“I have studying to do so that I can write a paper.”

“I will help you study if you come to eat with me.”

“Fine. But you’re buying,” Caroline said as she slammed her book closed. “We should get barbecue and tacos, then.”

Jodie laughed and asked her, “Did you actually have fun last night? I danced with a couple of people while you stood still for, like, an hour, and I found you in the bathroom line.”

“I told you that I didn’t really want to go out,” Caroline replied and stood. “I got a free drink out of it, at least.”

“Yeah, my drink,” Jodie remarked and stood as well.

“You left it with me,” she pointed out and grabbed her purse. “And you looked like you were having fun. You danced with that one girl for, like, three songs.”

“She was cool,” Jodie said. “She asked me if I wanted to go back to her hotel.”

“Tourist?”

“Yeah.”

“You said no? Why?”

They left the room, and Caroline locked it behind them.

“She’s here for a few days with her friends, whom she’s sharing the room with.”

“Oh, awkward,” Caroline said as they walked down the hall.

“Yeah. She told me they wouldn’t be there for a while, so we would’ve had a couple of hours, I guess, but… I don’t know. I’m not into hooking up with tourists.”

“You wanted to do stuff with me last night.”

“Yeah, you. I know you, and we’re friends.”

“But we’re not friends with benefits, Jodie.”

“I get it. It was just good that one time, right?”

Caroline laughed and replied, “Yeah.”

“Hey, I saw that girl you were talking to,” Jodie said.

“What? Who?”

“In the bathroom line.”

“I wasn’t talking–” Then, she remembered. “Oh. Her? I wasn’t really talking to her. She got bumped from behind and ran into me. She was just apologizing.”

“She’s hot, though.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

Caroline didn’t actually have to guess. The woman with hazel eyes was gorgeous, and if Jodie hadn’t walked up to her, Caroline might have tried to continue the conversation after they both used the bathroom. Instead, Jodie had stood there with her and talked about the woman she’d just danced with until after Caroline had gotten out of the bathroom and hazel eyes had gone in. Then, they had gone back to the main bar, where Jodie had gotten a water for herself, and Caroline had watched the woman with the hazel eyes start talking to someone else. Not long after Jodie finished her water, she’d asked Caroline if she’d been ready to go, and that had been the end of their night.

Caroline had come back to her room and found Viv lying in her bed, reading a book. It wasn’t a textbook, either. It was a book that she was reading for fun, which wasn’t something Caroline had ever really done. They hadn’t talked, and Caroline had slid into her own bed after changing into her sweats and T-shirt.

“Are you interested in that?” Jodie asked, bringing her back to the present.

“In what?”

“Meeting someone.”

“I’m twenty years old. I’m not in a hurry,” she said. “I’m good with being single.”

“I know. But there’s something about having someone,” Jodie replied. “I mean, I like being single, too, and being able to date around and sleep with someone if I want, but it’s not the same as having someone.”

“You’re still not over her, are you?” Caroline asked as they walked toward the parking lot.

“I’m over her,” Jodie insisted. “It was a year ago.”

“That she dumped you, yeah. That doesn’t mean you’re ready to move on.”

“I’ve gone out with girls since then,” Jodie argued.

“Again, going out with someone doesn’t mean you’re over your ex-girlfriend, Jodie.”

“I loved her, yeah. Two years, Care. We were together for two years. We survived our freshman year together after dating in high school, and then she just ends it?”

“She met someone else, Jodie.”

“I know. I just loved her. I thought we would still be together, you know?”

“There’s someone else out there for you.”

“Maybe,” Jodie said. “Want to hear something messed up, though?”

“Sure.”

“I stalk her on social, as one does with their ex,” Jodie revealed, making Caroline laugh. “Anyway, she’s been with her new girlfriend for a year. They just posted pictures from their apartment. They live together now.”

“Wow. Really?”

“When she and I talked about what we wanted, she kept telling me that she wanted to maybe move in after college. She said she wasn’t sure about marriage and that it might not be her thing. I was cool with that because I’m still young and not looking to get married yet or anything. Now, she’s living with her girlfriend? And get this: in one of the pictures, there’s a magazine on their table, Care. Guess what’s on the cover.”

“I don’t know.”

“It’s a woman in a wedding dress because it’s a bridal magazine.”

“That doesn’t mean they’re–”

“Why else would they have that?”

“I don’t know, but–”

“Oh, hi.”

Caroline heard the voice, so she looked ahead on the sidewalk and saw Viv walking toward them.

“Hey, Viv,” Jodie greeted.

“Hi,” she replied quietly. “Heading out?”

“Lunch. Yeah. Want to join us?” Jodie asked.

Caroline kept the smile on her face but rolled her eyes internally.

“Oh, that’s okay. I don’t want to impose.”

“Impose? It’s just tacos,” Caroline said. “You should come.”

“I’m buying,” Jodie added.

“Really?” Viv asked, looking at Caroline as if to check if it was okay with her.

Caroline felt bad instantly. She didn’t want things to be awkward between them, and they had to live together for at least the next couple of months in a room that was hardly big enough for one of them. Viv was a good person, too. She was smart and could be funny when she wasn’t really trying to be.

“Yeah, come on,” Caroline replied. “I’m driving.”

“Um… Okay.”

The walk to the car was awkward because the sidewalk couldn’t fit all three of them side by side, so Caroline walked behind Jodie and Viv, who talked a little. Then, Jodie climbed in the back seat, which left Viv to take the passenger’s seat. Caroline wasn’t sure if she’d ever been in the car with Viv, but she couldn’t remember a time when they’d driven somewhere together. As she pulled out of the lot and into traffic, Jodie kept the conversation flowing enough from the back seat that Caroline could mostly just nod and focus on driving while Jodie entertained herself and talked to Viv.

When they got to the restaurant, they placed their orders at the counter and took the number to go sit in a booth after getting their own drinks from the soda machine. Then, Caroline sat down and wasn’t all that surprised when Viv sat down on her side.

“I’m going to run to the bathroom,” Jodie said and left her drink on the table before walking off.

“Did you and Jodie have fun last night?” Viv asked.

“Yeah, it was fine.”

“Cool,” Viv said.

“I mainly just held on to her drink while she danced.”

“You didn’t dance?” Viv asked.

“No, I wasn’t in the mood. I didn’t really want to go out, but Jodie did, so I was more along for moral support.”

“She needed moral support?”

“She won’t admit it, but she’s still trying to get over her ex. I’m not sure the feelings are still there – I don’t think she still loves her or anything – but I guess she saw that her ex and her new girlfriend moved in together. That explains why she wanted to go out last night to maybe meet someone and then didn’t go home with the woman who offered.”

“Someone offered to take her home?” Viv asked.

“Someone she danced with wanted Jodie to go back to her hotel room. Jodie said no.”

“I didn’t know that kind of thing actually happened,” Viv said with a small laugh. “Women really just ask you to go home with them to have sex? I thought that only happened on TV and in movies. That’s definitely never happened to me.”

“You’d have to go out for it to be a possibility, Viv.”

“I go out.”

“To campus stuff,” Caroline said. “And not even that much.”

“I went to that frat party last month.”

“And you thought lesbians hang out at frat parties?”

Viv laughed and said, “No, but my cousin invited me.”

“He’s a frat guy, so that makes sense. The bars in certain parts of the Quarter would be your best bet to have a woman offer to take you back to her place. It’s more likely to happen there than at a local bar, which is why Jodie likes to go there sometimes.”

“Oh, no, I don’t want that,” Viv replied. “I just didn’t realize that it happened in real life. You see it in movies and stuff that people just walk up to you and offer to buy you a drink, but I thought that was just fiction.”

“You don’t want that?” Caroline asked her.

“No, I don’t want to go home with someone. I want to date them and maybe have a relationship.”

Caroline turned to her and offered, “I can introduce you around, if you want. I know some eligible lesbians.”

“No, thanks,” Viv replied. “It might be awkward.”

“Why?”

“I asked you out. You’ve turned me down twice.”

“I know. But we’re cool, right? We’re okay?”

“Hey, I was thinking about hitting up the career fair tomorrow. Are you two going to go?” Jodie asked them when she returned and sat down across from them.

“I kind of forgot about it,” Caroline admitted, turning back in her seat.

“I already know what I want to do,” Viv replied.

“Lucky,” Caroline said.

“Yeah, I guess. It means that I can skip all of the career fairs.”

Jodie laughed at Viv’s joke, which was interesting.

“They are supposed to have, like, a hundred booths or something, and a bunch of companies are going to be there. The one in the fall is bigger, obviously, but I think I’m going to go to this one and the one in the fall,” Jodie said. “I would like to get a good job right out of school, if possible. My sister had a hard time after she graduated. She had to take this internship where she worked for free for a full year, and they still didn’t hire her after that.”

“Your sister also didn’t start applying for jobs until after she graduated,” Caroline noted.

“Yes, she’s a procrastinator, but she’s smart and did a good job there,” Jodie replied.

When their tacos arrived, they ate and continued to talk about Jodie’s older sister, who now worked at a local casino as a dealer while she figured out her next step. After that, they switched gears and talked about Viv’s TA classes, which she was working hard to keep up with this summer. Caroline was of the opinion that she had taken on way too much, but Viv wanted to be an English professor one day, and she wanted as many letters of recommendation for her master’s program as she could get. While Viv talked a little more about how she was planning to get her Ph. D and wanted to make connections now, all Caroline could think about was that she didn’t comprehend what this shy, accomplished, and pretty woman would want with her. Caroline had no idea what she wanted to do with her life yet. Yes, she studied and got good grades, mainly due to her parents giving her a push and reminders every so often, but she also went out and partied some nights while Viv stayed up and read books for fun. She wouldn’t ask Viv why she liked her, though, because that would make this about her, and she already felt bad enough about turning Viv down twice for that date.

“Do you want to meet up before the fair tomorrow?” Jodie asked her later when they got back to the room.

“No, I have a class right before,” she replied. “I’ll just find you there.”

“Okay. I’m heading out. See you tomorrow, then. Bye, Viv.”

“Oh. Um… Bye.”

Viv was already lying on her bottom bunk with a book in her hand.

Jodie closed the door behind herself, and Caroline sat down in her desk chair, looking over at her roommate.

“What are you reading?”

“To Kill a Mockingbird,” Viv replied.

“Didn’t you read that in high school?”

“Yes. The freshman comp class I’m the TA for is reading it now, though, so I wanted to reread it.”

“You really are dedicated, huh?” Caroline asked.

“I guess. It’s important. I want to do this for a living.”

“I don’t know what that’s like,” she replied.

“You will,” Viv said and smiled at her.

“Wait.” Caroline squinted. “That’s not what the cover says.”

Viv turned the cover toward herself and said, “Oh, it’s in German.”

“What?” Caroline said, laughing.

“I’ve read it in English already. My grandma was born in Austria, so when she went back home last year, she bought this for me.”

“You speak German?”

“We spoke German at home until I was about five. I knew German before I knew English, technically.”

“No way. I didn’t know that about you,” Caroline said.

“My grandma lived with us and didn’t speak English.”

“That’s cool,” Caroline replied with a smile.

“I guess.” Viv shrugged.

“I’m going to get some studying done now.”

“Okay,” Viv replied and returned her attention to her book.

A few hours later, Caroline was done with studying and needed to take a shower. Viv was still reading a book in German and had been quiet all afternoon, so Caroline didn’t say anything when she changed into her robe behind her closet door and grabbed her towel and toiletries.

The thing she hated the most about having a roommate was the absence of real privacy. Viv was nice, but she was practically always around, so when Caroline needed a little stress relief, she rarely had the chance to get it in her own room. The shower was the only place where she could do what she wanted. It wasn’t the same as the small vibrator she kept hidden in her desk, but her own hand worked well enough.

She didn’t always do this in the shower, but more often than not, it was part of her routine, so after she washed her hair and body, she rinsed and pressed one palm to the wall in front of her, letting the water continue to run over her, and reached her hand between her legs, spreading them as she began to stroke. Usually, whenever she touched herself, she thought of nothing in particular. This was meant to relieve the tension so that she could get some sleep. Tonight, though, she had someone on her mind, and that someone had hazel eyes.


CHAPTER 5

Enid had agreed to run the booth for her professor, but only because it gave her a leg up in class. He’d been looking for volunteers to try to attract some top talent for their graduate program and the careers that came along with it. Enid had offered because she’d had nothing better to do, and she wanted to have contacts from school once she graduated. She had set the booth up an hour in advance of the career fair and thought it was a little ridiculous to have actual brochures and catalogs sitting on the table. No one would actually read one of these. At most, they’d just ask questions of Enid and then look things up on their phones or computers later.

Deciding that she didn’t need to wave people over or try to actively get their attention because her professor wasn’t there and wouldn’t know if she was trying to sell the program or not, she sat in the chair and waited for her two-hour shift to be over. The fair went on for four hours, but another grad student would be here later to relieve her and tear it down. Enid needed to finish several articles before her next class, so she pulled out her phone and began reading one of them. When thirty minutes had gone by and no one had stopped by the booth, she was ready to keep reading for the remainder of her shift and not talk to anyone, but then the first person walked up and grabbed a brochure.

“Hey,” Enid said.

“Hi,” the guy replied and said nothing else while he read the brochure. “This is for a program, not a job,” he noted a few seconds later.

“Yes, it’s for the master’s program,” she said.

“But this is a career fair,” he replied.

“True,” she said, unable to argue. “But this program is one of the best in the country. We’re in the top ten nationwide. We offer an advanced program and a standard one, so two or three years, depending on which one you pick, and you’d come out of it with connections and likely be able to find a job easier and with a higher salary.”

Enid heard herself say the spiel she’d been instructed to tell anyone who expressed interest and only hoped that was true because she had a year left and needed those connections, a job, and a higher salary.

“What do you mean, advanced program?” he asked.

“There’s a two-year program where you’re taking classes over the summer, but you’re done sooner. The three-year one has no summer sessions. You’ll take more classes, but it requires a lower GPA and GRE test score to get into.”

“You’re in the program now?”

“Yeah, the advanced one,” she replied. “You need three letters of recommendation and an essay, but you don’t have to take the GRE or any other graduate entrance exams.”

“I’m only a sophomore,” he revealed.

“Not a bad idea to start thinking about this stuff now. What’s your major?”

“Poly sci. I couldn’t decide, so I just picked it.”

“It’s a good major,” Enid said. “If you think you might be interested in a program like this, but you’re not sure yet, next semester, try to take an advanced econ or stat class. If you can hang there and you like it, you might want to think about the grad program.”

“Okay. Cool. Thanks,” he said before he left the brochure he’d picked up and walked away.

That sophomore guy was the only person who had approached the booth, so when her two hours were up, Enid stood and was ready for her fellow grad student to relieve her. She wanted to wander around a bit before the fair ended.

“Um… Hi.”

Enid turned to see a woman standing there in front of the table. She looked a little familiar, but Enid couldn’t place her.

“Hi. Are you interested in learning more about the program?” she asked.

“Uh… No,” the woman replied.

Enid looked around, not sure what she should do.

“You don’t recognize me, do you? Sorry, I thought–” The woman turned to go.

Enid recognized the voice then and said, “At the bar.”

This woman, who, in daylight, looked a little younger than her, had long brown hair and bright green eyes. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a T-shirt with the school’s logo on the front. Her backpack was slung over one shoulder, and where there hadn’t been a smile on her face before, there was one on it now.

“I wasn’t sure… I saw you and thought I’d say hi.”

“You go here?” Enid asked.

“Yeah. Taking summer classes.”

“Undergrad?”

“Soon to be a junior, technically. I took a semester off, so I’m playing catch-up over the summer. You?”

“Grad school,” Enid said.

“Oh, cool. Um… I can leave you to get back to whatever you’re doing. I just wanted to say hi.”

“I’m here. Sorry, I couldn’t find a parking space,” Enid’s relief said as she approached from the right.

“No problem,” Enid replied.

“Did I miss anything important?” she asked, dropping her bag to the ground.

“Not really. Only one person interested,” Enid said.

“Hi. Are you interested in the program?” she asked the woman in front of the table.

“Oh, no. Not me,” the woman replied.

“Yeah, not her. A guy,” Enid added.

“Okay. Well, I guess you can go,” her relief told her.

“Thanks,” Enid said before she picked up her own bag off the ground, stuffed her phone inside, and traded places with the other grad student at the table. “I was going to walk around. You?” she asked the woman she’d run into at the bar.

“Yeah. I’m still trying to figure out what to do with my entire life.”

“That seems like a lot of pressure for one four-hour job fair,” Enid noted as they walked a little farther away from the booth with no particular direction in mind.

The woman chuckled at her comment, brushing a non-existent strand of hair behind her ear, and Enid thought it was cute.

“I’m Enid,” she said and held out her hand.

“Oh. Caroline. Sorry,” she said, shaking it. “Should’ve introduced myself earlier.”

“It’s okay. I don’t think I’ve ever met someone in line at the bathroom before and actually gotten their name. Besides, you were busy talking to your… girlfriend?” she more asked than said.

“Who? Oh. Jodie? No, not a girlfriend; just a friend,” Caroline told her and then looked at Enid, confused. “Wait. How did you know?”

“I didn’t. I mean, I don’t know anything.”

“But you just asked if she was my girlfriend,” Caroline pointed out.

“She’s a little… on the butch side,” Enid replied. “And her fingernails and yours both…”

“Oh.” Caroline looked down at her hand. “Yeah. Well, always want to be ready, right?” Her eyes went wide. “I can’t believe I just said that. That makes it sound like I have a lot of sex or something. I don’t. I mean, I’m no virgin; I’ve had sex before. It’s just not, like, every day or anything.”

Enid laughed and said, “No? That sucks.”

“It does?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah. I mean, sex is great. Well, good sex is great. I’d like to have that every day, if I could.”

“Me too,” Caroline replied with a little laugh, and when her eyes lowered, Enid knew exactly what she was looking at. “You too?”

Enid held up her hands and said, “Always ready.” She laughed this time. “I also just like short nails. I used to have them longer, but I kept breaking them, so I just cut them all down. Although, it is easier when you–”

“Want to be ready?” Caroline guessed.

Enid nodded and asked, “Want to walk around?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Anything in particular that you’re interested in?” Enid asked as they resumed walking.

“No, and that’s the problem. I need to declare a major before the fall semester. It’s a requirement. I don’t want to just choose a random one, but I also don’t want to pick the wrong one, so I’m here. My friend, Jodie, whom you met at the bar, is running late, but she was going to join me to see if I can find anything interesting. You’re in a graduate program. Are you looking for a job by the end of the summer or something?

“I’m only a year in. I still have another year to go. I’m mainly working this thing to get some credit from a professor, but I thought I’d see if there’s anything here that interests me and maybe make a connection at a company or two, if I could.”

“What do you want to do?” Caroline asked.

“I’m going for my MBA now, but that wasn’t my original plan,” she shared. “I actually had a great job out of my bachelor’s, which I also got here. I moved to Florida for that job and, not long after, I got laid off, so I had to move back. I decided to get my MBA to make things easier, maybe, when it comes to the job search later, but I’m looking for something part-time while I’m in school or an internship or something. I’ll start really looking in about six months from now or so when I’m almost done with the program.”

“I thought the MBA program here was three years. My friend was thinking of going for it.”

“It is, but there’s an advanced one. I’m in that one.”

“So, you’re a smarty?” Caroline asked with a smile.

“I’m all right,” Enid replied.

“What’s all right? What was your GPA in your undergrad?”

“3.9,” she said.

“Damn. Really?” Caroline replied. “I’ve got a 3.5, and I thought that was good.”

“It is good,” Enid said. “I’ve always thought school was pretty easy, so I’m just lucky, I guess, but I’ve been working really hard in my program to try to graduate at the top of my class. We only take a hundred students here, and it’s a nationally recognized program, so if I’m at the top of that list, it’ll help me get a better job.”

“Do you want to move back to Florida?”

“No, that was just where the job was, but it was okay. I never planned on staying in Florida forever, though. They had offices in three states, so I thought I would start there and transfer to the one in Baton Rouge or maybe Charlotte. They said I could after the first couple of years.”

“Sucks that it didn’t work out,” Caroline replied.

“Yes, it did.” Enid looked at all the booths they were passing as they walked. They hadn’t stopped at one of them yet, and she wasn’t sure she had even noticed any of them. “Do you want to sit?” she asked. “There’s a coffee cart at the end of the row.”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” Caroline said.

Enid bought her a cup of black coffee and she watched Caroline add two of the pink sugar packets to it along with more cream than Enid thought would fit in the little paper cup. Surprisingly, the lid did fit when Caroline placed it back on. Enid had gotten herself a black coffee, too, but she only added one packet of regular sugar and gave it a stir. At first, there weren’t any available tables on the quad, which made sense because the place was packed with people, but as they walked closer, a group at one of the dark-green metal tables got up and left. Enid made a beeline for it, losing Caroline a few feet behind her in the process.

“You’re fast when you need to be,” Caroline remarked, laughing a little as she sat down across from Enid.

“I didn’t want to lose the table,” she replied.

“I guess not. So, what kind of a job do you want after this?”

“I want something in any business at this point. I’d like to start out in management. I’m thinking about accounting, but not being a CPA.”

“You can be an accountant without being a CPA?”

“There are certifications you can get, but I don’t mean being an actual accountant. I meant working in a company as an accountant or someone in finance.”

“You like that stuff?” Caroline asked.

“I take it, you don’t?”

“No, but I’m weirdly good at it,” Caroline said. “I got an A in my statistics class last semester. I get the stuff. I just don’t enjoy it.”

“What do you enjoy?” Enid asked.

“Not school.” Caroline laughed.

“It’s not for everyone,” Enid replied.

“My parents wanted me to go, so I’m here. I’d like to get a good job when I’m done, too. I just don’t know what that is. I think it’s a little ridiculous to know what you want to do with the rest of your life by the time you’re eighteen.”

“I can agree with that. I’m still mad that I’m back here when I’m twenty-four and should be working my way up already and not in school, but I’m glad that I’ve pretty much always known what I wanted to do, which has its own advantages.”

“So many advantages. You’ve probably known exactly what classes to take the entire time in school.”

“For the most part,” Enid replied.

“I envy you. I have taken everything from geology and sociology to statistics and even a chemistry class to see if I wanted to be in the sciences. I tried a human anatomy class my second semester, but I dropped it before the add-drop deadline because I hated it. I also took an art history class, which I had thought I would like because I sometimes draw in my sketchbook, but it was harder than I’d thought it would be, so I dropped that one, too.”

“You like to draw? What about the arts?”

“I draw for fun. I did take an actual composition class last semester, but there was just so much pressure, and if you didn’t follow the exact instructions of the professor, you got a bad grade. I didn’t like that. Art is art, you know? I get that we’re learning the foundations, but I don’t want to get a grade for my art. I just draw it.”

“What kinds of things do you draw?” Enid asked as she took a drink of her coffee, which was still too hot.

“Mostly, whatever I see around me. I’ve drawn my desk about ten times because it’s right there, and I’ve drawn the campus or the classroom. When I took that semester off, I did a road trip thing, and I drew what I saw along the way.”

“Yeah?” Enid said with a smile. “Can I see any of it?”

“You want to see my lame sketches?”

“Sure. Why not?”

“Um… Okay,” Caroline said, appearing a little nervous now. “My trip sketchbook is back at home. I only have my new one with me, and that’s mainly the stuff around here.”

“Do you maybe want to…” Enid took a drink to stall because she didn’t know how to ask if Caroline wanted to go to her place without it sounding like she was asking for something else.

“My place?” Caroline guessed.

“Or not,” Enid said. “That sounded weird. I shouldn’t have asked that.”

“No, it’s fine. It’s a ten-minute walk from here.”

“You live in the dorms?” Enid asked.

“Yeah. I might be getting an apartment for the fall semester, but I haven’t decided yet. My parents pay for school and the dorm, so I need to check with them.”

Enid nodded, realizing only now just how young this woman really was. It wasn’t a big deal, but there were probably several years between them.

“Hey.”

Enid looked up and saw Caroline’s friend from the bar standing at their table.

“Oh, hey. Jodie, this is Enid. Enid, this is my friend, Jodie,” Caroline emphasized the word ‘friend,’ causing Enid to smile.


CHAPTER 6

“Nice to meet you, Jodie. Sorry, she finished your drink the other night,” Enid said, and Caroline smiled over at her before she looked up at Jodie.

“I got one sip of it, so I’d say she did more than just finish it,” Jodie replied, sitting down at the round table between them. “So, how did you two end up at this table?”

“Oh, I ran into her at a booth. Enid is in grad school here. Small world, huh?” Caroline replied.

“Yeah, small world,” Jodie said. “Sorry, I’m so late.”

“It’s okay. I’ve walked around a couple of times already and ran into Enid when she was about to, so I was just joining her.”

“Are you looking for a job?” Enid asked Jodie.

“Not yet, thankfully. I wanted to see what was out here, though. I’m thinking maybe an internship in the fall or the spring, if I can get it.”

“And you’re a junior, too?”

“Yeah,” Jodie said.

Enid then took a drink of her coffee, and Caroline used that as an opportunity to give her friend the look. She would know what the look meant, and it should make her leave this table. Jodie wasn’t looking at her, though. She was looking off toward the career fair and seemed to be smiling. Caroline had to lightly kick her under the table to get her attention, and when Jodie turned to her with a grimace and confusion in her eyes, that was when Caroline gave her the look.

“Oh,” Jodie said. “Right.”

“What’s right?” Enid asked.

“I was thinking that I wanted to walk around alone for a few minutes. I can’t stay long, so I want to be focused.”

That was a bad lie, but Enid didn’t seem to notice, and Jodie stood.

“I’ll call you later,” she added.

“Yeah,” Caroline replied.

After Jodie walked off, Caroline picked up her coffee and took a drink. It had way too much cream in it, but she’d been nervous at the coffee cart and hadn’t been paying attention. Now, she could barely taste the coffee in her cup of cream.

“How long have you two been friends?” Enid asked.

“A couple of years,” she replied.

“She seems nice.”

“She is. She’s my best friend here.”

“So… You were going to show me your sketchbook,” Enid said.

“You really don’t want to look at it. It’s just boring stuff. I drew the mini fridge in my dorm room yesterday.”

Enid laughed and replied, “I’m sure in some art circles, that would sell.”

“I highly doubt that. I gave him a face.”

Enid laughed again and asked, “You called your fridge a he, and you drew a face on him?”

“Yes. He fights with me sometimes and won’t fit everything I want to put in there, or the ice shelf at the top doesn’t freeze at all or freezes so much that it’s just a giant block of ice, so it’s a guy, and I drew a face on him just for fun.”

Enid smiled at her and said, “I’d like to see that.”

Caroline bent down, pulled her newest sketchbook out of her backpack, and dropped it on the table between them.

“Don’t judge me.”

Enid picked it up and began flipping the pages, which left Caroline to just sit there, carefully watching her face for any kind of expression. Then, Enid’s nose scrunched a bit… Was that a bad thing? Did she hate the stupid face Caroline had drawn on her mini fridge? Probably. It was really silly.

“This is cute.”

“Huh?” she asked.

“Your fridge face. It’s cute,” Enid replied, turning the sketchbook toward her in order to show her the drawing she had done, so she knew exactly what it looked like.

“It is?”

“Yeah. And you have this one of your microwave, too.”

“Yeah, that’s Miranda.”

“Sorry?”

“The microwave. I named her Miranda. She’s a bit of a diva at times, so I named her after the character from The Devil Wears Prada.”

“Your microwave has a name?” Enid laughed.

“Yeah. And the fridge is Frank. Frank the Fridge and Miranda the Microwave.”

“Do any of your other appliances have names?” Enid asked as she continued laughing.

“TV is Tim. And my laptop is called Larry.”

“So, Tim the TV. Larry the Laptop. What about your phone?”

“Oh, she doesn’t have a name.”

“But it’s a she?”

“Yeah. And so is my car,” Caroline said. “Corrina the Corolla.”

Enid smiled and shook her head.

“You don’t name your stuff?”

“No. But maybe I should. I feel like I’m missing out.” Enid returned her attention to the sketchbook and told her, “These are good, Caroline.”

“They’re just sketches.”

“Some of them are sketches, but others are more like characters.”

“Characters?”

“Yeah. Like, you’ve got Frank and Miranda here. Maybe they’re an old married couple or something. Frank is mad because he works hard all day, freezing your food, and then Miranda cooks it for too long and ruins it or something.”

“Why can’t Miranda work really hard all day having to defrost and cook the food Frank overfreezes?”

Enid smiled and said, “I guess it could work like that.”

“What about Tim and Larry?” Caroline asked, leaning over the table, finding that this conversation had taken a turn but one that she really liked.

“Tim could be mad that you spend more time with Larry than him.”

“It’s true: I’m always on my laptop.” Caroline leaned in farther and whispered, “Don’t tell Tim, but I watch more TV and movies on Larry than on him.”

Enid laughed and replied, “Your secret is safe with me. But why do you have Tim, then?”

“He’s my roommate’s TV. She has this thing where she likes to do work on her laptop and watch TV on an actual TV. You know the campus channel that shows the same movie over and over again for like a month?”

“Oh, wow. I forgot all about that, but yeah.”

“She’ll sit there, reading a book, and just have Tim on in the background. I have nearly every movie that channel has shown memorized.”

Enid laughed and said, “Well, that’s a talent. Maybe you could turn that into a career one day.”

Caroline laughed, too, and said, “My roommate should be out right now. If you want, we could go to my room, and I could show you the sketches I have there from my trip.”

Enid looked around, so Caroline worried she’d say that she wanted to stay at the career fair instead.

“Okay. Sure. I can’t stay long, though.”

“No problem,” she replied.

They both stood and started walking in the direction of Caroline’s building, which was straight down the campus’s main drag and then one block over.

“So, Jodie’s not your roommate?”

“No, she lives down the hall. My roommate was randomly assigned to me. Her name’s Viv. She’s nice.”

“Not crazy? I didn’t live in the dorms when I was here. I lived at home for the first year and got an apartment with a few friends for the rest of undergrad, so I never had a random person assigned to share a small room with me.”

“She’s not crazy, no. She’s very studious and not all that social, but she’s nice and clean. The room is always spotless on her side.”

“What about your side?” Enid asked.

“I’d say I’m relatively clean, but I definitely leave my bed unmade most days and need to take out the trash more.”

They walked for a few more minutes in silence before Caroline unlocked the door that led to the staircase up to the second floor, where her room was on the right. She unlocked it, too, and let Enid walk in before her.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve been in a dorm room. They’re even smaller than I remember,” Enid said.

“Yeah, I know. We bunked our beds, which helps add some space.”

Caroline dropped her bag on the floor by her desk and pulled out the bottom desk drawer to find her old sketchbook.

“Um… You can sit down wherever.”

There were only two chairs in the room. One was her desk chair, and the other was Viv’s. Viv had the bottom bunk, and Caroline didn’t let any of her visitors sit on it because that wouldn’t be fair, but it would also be weird for her to suggest that Enid sit on the top bunk with her, so she pulled Viv’s chair over toward her own desk to sit on, and Enid sat in hers. Then, Caroline handed Enid the sketchbook.

“Where did you go on your trip?” Enid asked as she opened it.

“A little bit of everywhere, but I focused mainly on the west from here. I went up through Mississippi, Arkansas, into Oklahoma, and I just kept going.”

“How long were you gone?” Enid asked as she flipped the pages.

“About three months. A little longer, technically.”

“By yourself?”

Caroline nodded.

“That’s brave. I was worried about moving to Florida on my own, and you just got in your car and started driving?”

“I was restless in school. My parents are great people, and I love them, but they couldn’t understand it. They’d both gone to college, liked it, and found their lifelong careers. It wasn’t working for me, so I told them I wanted to leave. I made sure to text and call them regularly so that they didn’t worry as much, and I sent them pictures, too. The deal was that they’d continue to support me as long as I still graduate on time, which is why I’m taking summer classes.”

“Oh,” Enid uttered.

Caroline looked at her face and wondered what she’d stop to look at. Then, she remembered.

“Oh, shit. Sorry. I should’ve warned you.”

She leaned over Enid’s shoulder and saw what she had expected to see.

“That is a naked woman,” Enid noted.

“Yes. Her name is Brooke.”

“And you drew her naked.”

“I did.”

“She let you?”

“Yeah, it was her idea,” Caroline replied.

“You and she… were together?”

“No. I met her on the trip. We spent about a week together before she went one way, and I went the other.”

“But you saw her naked. Was that just for the drawing?”

“No,” she replied.

“Ah…” Enid let out as she continued to stare at the drawing. “She’s pretty.”

“She is, yeah.”

“Do you keep in touch?”

“No, I haven’t seen or heard from her since.”

“So, it was just sex?”

“It’s hard to explain… I was on this journey of self-discovery. She was there for part of it. I don’t think it was just sex, but it wasn’t a relationship or much more than that.”

Enid turned to the next sketch and asked, “More?”

Caroline laughed and said, “She asked for a close-up.”

“Yeah, I’d say that’s pretty close up.” Enid cleared her throat. “You definitely understand the… female anatomy.”

She laughed again and said, “I meant to give those to her, but after I drew them, I kind of forgot about them until after we said goodbye.”

Enid turned the page to a more PG sketch of the motel sign Caroline had drawn at the next place she’d stayed after parting ways with Brooke.

“What did you discover about yourself on the trip?”

“I don’t know. Not much. I thought I’d find what I was supposed to do. Hell, I’d bought that sketchbook right before I left on a whim. I didn’t think I would use it. I had not liked that art class, remember?”

“Maybe you did.”

“Did what?” Caroline asked.

“Found what you were supposed to do,” Enid said and closed the sketchbook before handing it back to her. “Now, can I meet Frank, Miranda, Tim, and Larry? Corrina, I assume, is parked outside?”

It made her smile that Enid had remembered the names she’d given to the random objects, and she replied, “Sure.” Then, she looked around her room. “Um… Everyone, this is Enid. Enid, this is everyone.” She motioned with her arm.

Enid laughed and said, “It’s nice to meet everybody.”

“Oh,” Viv said softly as she walked through the open door. “Sorry. I didn’t know you were having someone over.”

“Viv, it’s fine. This is your room, too,” Caroline said and stood up from Viv’s chair. “This is Enid. Enid, this is Viv, my roommate.”

“Hi,” Enid said.

“I thought you were out today,” Caroline noted.

“I was at the fair.”

“You said you weren’t going.”

“I wasn’t going to, but one of the professors asked if I’d help run a booth for the first couple of hours this morning, so I decided to do it and just got done.”

“I should go,” Enid spoke.

“You don’t have to,” Caroline replied as Enid stood.

“It’s okay. I’m going to head home to get some studying done. Thanks for showing me your sketches. You really are talented.”

“Thank you,” she replied.

“See you around?” Enid asked her, and when Caroline nodded, she added, “Nice to meet you, Viv.”

“You too,” Viv said.

Then, Enid was gone, and Caroline flopped on her desk chair, staring at the open door.

“Sorry if I interrupted,” Viv added.

“It’s fine,” she said and sighed.

“New friend?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” she replied.

“She looks older,” Viv noted.

“Twenty-four,” she said, remembering what Enid had told her before.

Viv sat on her bed after dropping her bag on the floor and asked, “Do you like her?”

“I just met her,” she replied.

“But you look like you like her.”

Caroline looked over at her and replied, “I might.” She paused. “I’m sorry, Viv. I didn’t think you’d be here.”

“It’s okay,” Viv said. “You’re allowed to bring whomever you want here. It’s your room.”

“I don’t want things to be awkward…”

“They won’t be.” Viv shrugged. “You and I are roommates and friends, right?”

Caroline nodded as Viv lay back on her bed.

“So, we’re okay. I’ll be okay. I mean, yeah, I like you, but you don’t feel the same way. I’ll be fine.”

Caroline then watched her pick up her book and open it, so she knew that their conversation was over. She didn’t know what to do now since she’d planned to spend the afternoon at the fair with Jodie, so she grabbed her phone and her old sketchbook and climbed onto her bed. Having opened the sketchbook, she returned to the images of the very naked Brooke. Brooke had been sexy as hell, and drawing her had led them to having sex in the bed this sketch depicted. Caroline closed the sketchbook and picked up her phone instead. She wasn’t sure what she was planning on doing with it, but the instant she unlocked it, she remembered that she hadn’t gotten Enid’s phone number. She hadn’t even gotten Enid’s last name.


CHAPTER 7

Enid hadn’t gotten her contact information. Sure, she now knew where Caroline lived, so technically, she could go to her dorm, but that seemed like bordering on stalking. She also hadn’t caught the room number, only that she’d turned right on the second floor, and she wasn’t sure if it was two or three doors down. Maybe it had even been four. Enid had been a bit distracted watching Caroline’s hair kind of sway as she moved. Caroline was talented. Enid had been able to tell that from the sketchbook she had looked through on the quad, but those drawings had been of everyday things. The ones she’d seen in the sketchbook from Caroline’s road trip had been much more detailed. In fact, the images of Brooke had made Enid a little jealous, which made no sense.

Caroline had captured the woman well, though. If Enid had to guess, Brooke was maybe her own age or older. She could have been twenty-eight or twenty-nine, even, and her body – or, at least, how Caroline had depicted it – was pretty perfect. She either worked out or was just naturally fit, but possibly both because she definitely had some muscle definition. The second drawing Enid had seen of her hadn’t necessarily been of Brooke but more of a part of her. Caroline had drawn a close-up of Brooke’s sex, with legs spread but not visible. The attention was on Brooke’s folds and fingers, which hovered just above them and almost out of the drawing, as if Caroline had run out of space to draw them.

Yes, she was very talented. That was certain. But Caroline was also cute and funny, so Enid wanted to run into her again, and maybe they could hang out. She had no friends on campus, with Rory not being there in the summer, so it would be nice to have someone to talk to between classes or maybe to study with in the library or on the quad when it wasn’t too hot or muggy. With that in mind, Enid was now sitting at the same table today, hoping that she was visible enough in the middle of the most popular part of campus that if Caroline did walk by, she would see her.

She’d been trying to study but had so far been unsuccessful because focusing on her book was difficult when she was also trying to keep her eyes peeled for Caroline. Maybe she should really just stop by the second floor of Caroline’s building and walk down the hall. Odds were, her door would be open if Caroline was in her room, and if Enid didn’t see her today, she could try again another time and just make it out like it wasn’t a big thing. No, that would for sure be more like stalking. She promptly talked herself out of it and looked back down at her book, deciding that she was already spending most of her time on campus because it was usually better than being at home, so she’d run into Caroline eventually.

“Hey.”

Enid looked up and saw Rory standing there with her girlfriend.

“Hey. What are you doing here?”

“I had to pick up some stuff for next semester,” Rory replied. “The textbook I need is in stock, and I didn’t want to have to deal with the crowds in the fall. I couldn’t find it online.”

“She’s just a nerd and wants to get a head start,” Logan teased.

“That too,” Rory confirmed. “Want to grab lunch?”

“Uh…” Enid looked around. “I already ate. But you can hang out with me for a few before my next class if you want.”

“Are you starving?” Rory asked Logan.

“No, I’m okay. I’ll just need to get home by three to shower and change for work.”

“I have a vested interest in you showering,” Rory said.

They sat down at the table, and Rory gave Logan those heart eyes again.

“So, Enid, how’s school?” Logan blessedly changed the subject.

“It’s fine. I’m learning a lot. It’s just also boring.”

“Because you don’t want to keep learning. You want to start doing,” Rory said.

“I guess I want to learn while I do, yeah, not to be done learning. I’m just ready to get to work. In this summer session, they have us starting on my capstone project.”

“What’s that?” Logan asked.

“We have to form a group and create our own business from scratch. I got stuck with three people who really don’t seem to want to put in the work, which sucks.”

“You can’t change groups?”

“I tried. The professor said that this was business: you sometimes have to work with people you don’t want to work with. This capstone project is a huge deal, though. It continues throughout the rest of the program, and if we suck at it, my grade suffers.”

“Can I help?” Rory asked.

This woman really was a saint. She was also newly in love and had two jobs already, with kind of a third one, too, where she helped Candace at the bar. When school started back up in the fall, she would hardly have any time left over for Enid. She’d want to spend whatever time she did have with Logan. Enid was definitely envious, though. She hated that she felt it, but it was there. Logan had her hand on the back of Rory’s neck, and she was massaging it for her. Enid didn’t have anyone to massage her neck, and it hurt because she was constantly looking down at a laptop or bulky textbooks. Then, she thought of Caroline and how it had felt to sit in her room, with Caroline looking over her shoulder. Enid had tried to hide how she had breathed her in. Caroline had smelled a little of mint, which might have been from a piece of gum or possibly her shampoo.

“No, but thanks,” Enid replied, returning her thoughts to the present.

“So, I heard from a little birdie at work that someone has a date,” Rory said.

“Oh, shit!”

“What?” Rory asked.

“I have a date with Jill tonight.”

“Yes, you do. Did you forget?”

Yes, Enid had forgotten. How had she forgotten that she had a date with Jill when she’d been the one to ask her out? How had she been so focused on seeing Caroline again that she had forgotten about the other beautiful woman who had actually said yes to a date with her?

“No,” she lied. “I just kind of lost track of the fact that it was today. I’ve been busy. She told you about it?”

“She texted me,” Rory said. “She seems excited, I think. I didn’t know you were into her.”

“We got to talking at the bar after you and Logan left. She’s nice. I haven’t spent all that much time with her, but I asked her out, and she said yes.”

“Want me to come over and help you pick out something to wear?”

“God, no. My parents would know I have a date then,” Enid said. “Besides, it’s casual. We’re just grabbing dinner.”

“Did you make a reservation?”

“No. Was I supposed to?” she asked.

“It’s New Orleans in the summer. Unless you’re going outside of the city or, at least, somewhat away from the tourists, it’s probably going to be packed wherever you end up.”

“Yeah, okay. I can make one now, I guess.”

A phone rang, and Logan pulled hers out of her pocket.

“It’s my mom. Give me a minute,” she said and kissed Rory on the cheek before she stood up and walked away a little bit.

“I thought you said she didn’t talk to her family,” Enid noted as she pulled out her own phone to make a dinner reservation for the date with Jill that she’d forgotten about.

“She didn’t,” Rory replied. “They’re sort of reconnecting now. It’s a good thing.”

“Oh, cool.”

“She’s going to go back to school, too.”

“Who is?”

“Logan,” Rory replied. “She has these certifications that she needs to get again and some new ones that she wants as well, so she reached out to a friend of hers who runs a trade school. She can go back there, and he said he would let her go for free, which is great. Because she’s already done it before, she just has to get some hours and take some tests, I think. I don’t know for sure. She explained it to me earlier, but she was naked in her kitchen, so I wasn’t really paying attention.”

Enid laughed and asked, “Have you talked to her about that thing yet?”

“No.” Rory leaned over the table. “It’s not a big deal.”

“Up to you. But If you want it, you should tell her.”

“I don’t know that I do. I like what we’re doing already. I think I might like that, too, but I know… she used it… before.”

“Yeah, we talked about that.”

“No, I mean…” Rory looked over to check that Logan was still facing away from them.

“Logan had a thing where she kind of used sex to deal with stuff, and that thing was part of her process sometimes.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “So, you don’t know if she’d want to do that with you because of it?”

“I guess. I don’t know.”

“You should talk to her, Rory,” Enid suggested. “She’s your girlfriend. She loves you. You need to be able to talk to her about this stuff.”

“We both have a lot going on right now. She has a ton going on.”

“She works at the bar. That’s all I really know about. What else is she doing? She’s not in this school thing yet.”

Rory was clearly holding something back, which worried Enid, but she didn’t want to pressure her to say anything with Logan standing about twenty feet away from the table.

“I need to ask her if I can talk to you about it, okay?”

“Are you okay? Is she?”

“It’s fine,” Rory told her. “I promise. Everything’s fine. Logan is so good to me. I’m crazy about her, okay?”

“Sorry. She just wanted to see if I was free to talk tonight,” Logan said as she sat back down.

“Why tonight?” Rory asked.

“I don’t know that there’s a specific reason. I just got the idea that my dad would be out tonight. He probably has a bowling night or something. I told her I was working but that I could call her on my break.”

“That’s great,” Rory said and put her hand on Logan’s thigh.

“It’s progress,” Logan replied. “So, are we still talking about Jill?”

“Yes,” Rory replied quickly. “Enid is making a reservation.”

“Oh, yeah,” Enid said and returned her attention to her phone. “What does Jill like?”

“You could always text her and ask,” Logan suggested.

“Now, where’s the fun in that?” Enid joked. “Is she a vegetarian or anything?”

“No,” Rory said. “I’ve seen her eat meat and seafood, too.”

“Okay. I can’t afford a fancy place. I barely have enough money to put gas in my car until I get a job somewhere,” Enid shared. “Think she’ll mind if we go somewhere kind of middle-of-the-road tonight?”

“She’s not a fancy person, Enid,” Rory said. “She lives off of Po-Boys, mostly.”

“And food from the bar,” Logan added. “I’ve seen her put away a burger.”

“Okay. Maybe burgers, then,” Enid said as she searched on her phone.

“Why don’t you sound excited?” Rory asked.

“I’m excited,” she said, hoping it sounded convincing.

She had been excited. Enid had thought a little about Jill yesterday while she’d been sitting at the booth, waiting for anyone to express interest. Jill was beautiful and funny. She was also friends with Rory, and Rory was a good judge when it came to people. If Rory was excited that Enid was going out with Jill, Enid knew she should be, too. Instead, she was busy thinking about Frank the Fridge and how jealous Tim the TV must be of Larry the Laptop because Caroline watched her movies on that and not on Tim. It was silly and cute, and Enid had gone to sleep thinking about Caroline’s laugh and not Jill’s.

“Are you okay?” Rory asked.

“I’m fine. I just need to make a reservation, apparently, and I wasn’t planning on doing that. I thought I would pick her up, and we’d find a place together.”

“Don’t you want her to think you put a little thought into it?”

“Babe…” Logan spoke up then. “Everyone’s different. Maybe Enid is a little less on the planning side and was being spontaneous.”

“Yeah, I wanted to be spontaneous,” she lied.

“Well, if that’s what you want… It’s your date,” Rory said. “Do you want to go?” she asked Logan.

“I’m ready when you are,” Logan replied.

“Text me later. Tell me how it went,” Rory said to Enid.

“Okay,” she agreed.

Rory and Logan stood, and Enid watched them walk off hand in hand, with Logan carrying a bag from the campus bookstore that likely had Rory’s book in it. Enid closed her own book, leaned back, and sighed. Rory was right, though. If she wanted to actually eat dinner tonight, she needed to find a place that had reservations because most places would be packed, and she didn’t want to have to awkwardly sit or, more likely, stand in the lobby of some restaurant with loud music on her first date with Jill. She found one place that she thought would be okay and made a reservation for seven-thirty. She was supposed to pick Jill up at seven. That would give them time to do the whole awkward thing at the front door, for Jill to maybe give her the tour of her place, and then, for them to drive to the restaurant.

Enid opened her banking app and checked her balance. She had enough money for the dinner and gas for the next few weeks, but she really needed to find a job. Her parents would loan her money – well, they’d give it to her, really – and she’d pay them back whether they wanted her to or not, but she didn’t want to ask. She needed to get out of this damn rut.

Pulling up the app she had recently downloaded for her job search, she scrolled through listings and thought that maybe she should try to ask Melinda for a job, but in the office or something, not as a tour guide. Maybe Mel needed help with the books. Enid could do that easily, and it would just be a few hours a week. She could do the payroll for her, but that might be awkward because she’d know what Jill makes, and maybe Jill wouldn’t want her to know that if they were dating. She sighed again and continued scrolling. Could Logan teach her how to bartend? Candace’s place was hardly a mixologist’s paradise. Logan mostly poured beer and shots. Enid could learn how to do that and work there a few shifts a week. That could help. She hated having to rely on others to help her, though, so she leaned forward, and with more determination, she opened a few listings to see if there was a match.

“Hi.”

Enid heard the familiar voice and looked up to see Caroline standing there, smiling down at her. Enid locked her phone and smiled back, happy that her ridiculous plan of sitting out here at the same table had worked.

“Hey,” she said.

“Can I maybe join you?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah, of course,” Enid replied and motioned for her to sit in the chair next to her.

“I’m glad you’re here,” Caroline said as she put her bag on the chair Rory had been sitting in minutes earlier.

“You are?”

“Yeah. I was kind of mad at myself yesterday because I didn’t–”

“Get my info?” Enid interjected for some reason and smiled wide.

She probably looked as nervous as she felt, which was odd because she shouldn’t be nervous, but when Caroline nodded, at least some of Enid’s nerves dissipated.


CHAPTER 8

Caroline was walking out of her building and down the street, with Viv in tow. She had asked Viv if she wanted to go for a late lunch at one of the other dining halls on campus. They typically ate in the hall downstairs in their own building, but the same food week after week got boring, so Caroline liked to mix it up when she had the time. The dining hall in the union was cash-only, though, so they couldn’t use their meal plans for it. The food there was the best on campus because, of course, it was, but there were six other dining halls to choose from where they could swipe their student IDs and get their food paid for with their plans.

Caroline’s meal plan included fifteen meals per week, and they didn’t roll over, so if she didn’t use them, she lost them. All seven dining halls had sit-down spaces where you carried your tray through a line and couldn’t take anything to-go, but one of them had to-go options for lunch seven days a week. She could pick six items, and it would count as one meal. She already had drinks back in her room, so she didn’t need one of those to be included in her six, and that meant that she could pick two hot items for lunch now, like a hot dog or chicken sandwich and some fries or something, and grab four items that she could eat as snacks later. Caroline sometimes grabbed the trail mix or fruit snacks. It gave her something to eat when she got hungry that she didn’t have to buy with cash.

On top of her meal plan, her parents also gave her fifty dollars a week for food. She tried to be smart with that money and usually went to the grocery store to buy stuff instead of eating out, but she allowed herself ten to fifteen bucks a week to grab fast food, which didn’t even get her that much these days. With that meal plan, she also had one thousand dollars per semester to spend in campus stores, which included the bookstores and the small convenience store attached to one of the dining halls, but that money only worked for the fall and spring semesters. For the summer session, she had two hundred dollars to spend, so as she and Viv walked silently, she tried to remember what she had inside her buddy Frank and what snacks were on her small crate shelves behind her desk. Fifteen meals were only enough for the week because she skipped breakfast some days to make up for the other meals she would need. Today, she decided she would swipe her card twice to get the items for lunch and stock back up on her snacks, and she’d skip breakfast tomorrow to make up for it. She could still afford to grab something from the convenience store, and they had this juice drink that she really liked, so she would grab a couple of those.

“Are you here?” Viv asked.

“Huh?” she asked back, looking over at her.

“You haven’t said anything since we left.”

“You haven’t, either,” Caroline replied.

“Actually, I asked what you were going to get for lunch about two minutes ago,” Viv said.

“You did?” Caroline shook her head at herself. “Sorry. I guess I was thinking about something else. I’ll probably get the chicken sandwich and fries if they’re fresh.”

“Me too,” Viv said. “So, what are your plans for the rest of the day? I’m thinking about checking out the movie they’re showing at the union theater.”

There was a small theater on campus that only had one movie playing in it a few times a week, but the tickets were three dollars for students, which was far better than the major off-campus theaters. The price even included one free small bag of popcorn per student. It wasn’t a bad deal, but it did mean that they’d be stuck seeing the only movie playing this week, and she’d heard of it and wasn’t interested.

“The tickets are cheaper there,” Caroline said. “But it’s some action thing, so I don’t know.”

“Yeah, probably not good. But it’s something to do. Plus, it’s air-conditioned,” Viv replied.

“Please tell me how they can afford to air-condition a theater they only use, like, three times a week, but not our dorm rooms where we live.”

Viv laughed a little and replied, “Honestly, it’s cheaper to do that.”

“Then, just charge us more to live in the dorms to cover the cost. It’s sweltering, even with the fans we have on constantly.”

“I was actually thinking about asking my parents for one of those swamp coolers,” Viv shared. “You put ice water in it, and that cools the air it puts out. Before they moved, our house didn’t have AC, so we had a bunch of those that you can plug in and move around the house where you need it. Our room is so small that we’d only need one.”

“How much are they?” Caroline asked.

“Depends, but like a hundred bucks or something for a smaller one. We don’t have ice in the room, and the mini fridge won’t be able to hold enough, but we have the kitchen on the floor. We could buy a big bag of ice, label it with our room number on it, and put it in the freezer. Plus, the water from the sink is pretty cold and takes forever to heat up, so we could use that in a pinch. It might help.”

Caroline thought about how much money she had in her bank account right now and replied, “I’ll go halvsies on it with you, if you want. We can go find one in the store, I guess, or order online. It would just take longer to get here.”

“Do you want to go to the store instead of the movie? We can grab ice, too, while we’re there.”

“Yeah, I–”

Caroline stopped when they rounded one of the science buildings and she saw Enid sitting at their table. Yes, it would forever be known to her as their table now. The only problem was that Enid wasn’t alone there. Caroline wondered if Enid thought of that table as her own or her table with this other woman – or, rather, women because another woman had just sat down at the table next to the one Caroline didn’t know.

“Care?” Viv asked.

“Yeah?”

Caroline couldn’t tell all that much from where she was because she wasn’t exactly close, but it looked as if the other two women might be together because they were touching each other. Maybe a hand was on a thigh. That could mean that they were just friends with Enid. That was a good thing. Caroline might relax a bit and worry about why the possibility of Enid sharing that table with another woman bothered her so much later.

“Care?” Viv said again.

“Yeah, sorry. I just saw someone I know,” she replied.

Viv followed her gaze and uttered, “Oh.”

Caroline felt a buzz in her pocket, which wasn’t a distraction that she wanted right now, but she pulled out her phone anyway.

“Oh, cool,” she said, having read the message. “Jodie’s at the hall now. She’s waiting for us. Do you think you can meet up with her and tell her I’ll be there in a few minutes?”

“Yeah, sure. Um… Why?” Viv asked before she looked back at the table. “Got it. I’ll tell Jodie.”

“Thanks.”

Caroline nearly gave her a sympathetic smile, but that wouldn’t have been right. She needed to trust Viv when she said that she understood that Caroline didn’t feel the same way and that she’d be okay with her being with someone else.

“See you in a few,” Viv said.

If Caroline weren’t mistaken, she thought she heard a little bit of excitement in Viv’s tone, but she shook it off and decided that this could be her only chance to see Enid. She planned to approach and at least ask for her number so that they could maybe hang out later. Then, she watched the two women stand and walk off. Enid was, thankfully, alone now, and that made her a little more confident as she approached.

“Hi,” she said when she arrived at their table and saw Enid staring down at her phone.

Enid looked up at her, smiled, and said, “Hey.”

“Can I maybe join you?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course,” Enid replied and motioned for her to sit in the chair next to her.

“I’m glad you’re here,” Caroline said as she put her bag on the chair next to her.

She had only brought it because she thought she might want to eat outside today and could get some sketching in.

“You are?”

“Yeah. I was kind of mad at myself yesterday because I didn’t–”

“Get my info?” Enid completed the sentence for her. When Caroline nodded, Enid set her phone down and added, “Me too. I mean, I was kind of mad at myself, too. I almost went to your building to try to find your room but thought that might be a little creepy. Like, you might run if you saw me standing at your door kind of creepy.”

“Besides, you can’t get in without a key card,” Caroline replied, loving that Enid had thought to track her down.

“They didn’t have those when I was an undergrad.”

“They had the cards, but during the day, the building doors were open. They locked after eleven when I first got here, but now, they have it set to always be locked, so you have to have a card to get in. No exceptions, either. There’s not even a code you can give someone, so you have to walk downstairs whenever you have guests and let them in.”

“I guess that’s better security,” Enid noted.

“Yes, but it’s annoying. Although, my calves are looking better from having to walk up and down the stairs all the time.”

“How many guests do you have?” Enid asked her with a smirk.

“Friends,” she replied. “I have friends.”

Enid chuckled and said, “No judgment either way.”

Caroline smiled and asked, “Studying?”

“Yeah. I have a class soon.”

“I was going to grab lunch with Viv and Jodie. Do you want to join us?”

As soon as the words had left her mouth, she wanted to smack herself. Caroline should’ve just said that she was going to have lunch and then texted Jodie and Viv that she’d changed her mind and was going to eat somewhere else, but her brain seemed to struggle with completing her thoughts at the moment.

“I don’t have enough time,” Enid replied. “But thanks for the invite.”

“No problem,” she said, trying to hide her disappointment. Then, she decided to be brave. “Um… Do you maybe want to exchange phone numbers? We could hang out another time or something.”

Enid smiled at her and said, “Yeah.”

She had her phone on the table already, so she just unlocked it, went to her contacts, and passed the phone to Caroline, who added her info. Then, Caroline texted herself with Enid’s phone, handed it back to her, took out her own, and added Enid to her own contact list.

“What’s your last name?” she asked.

“Becker,” Enid said. “And you are Caroline…”

“Timothy.”

“Timothy? Any relation to Tim the TV?”

Caroline laughed and said, “Yes. He’s my second cousin twice removed.”

Enid laughed then.

“I could’ve gone with Tom, but Tim was just right there, so he’s Tim now.”

“What’s your middle name?” Enid asked her.

“Oh, it’s pretty basic. It’s Elizabeth. ‘Caroline Elizabeth’ was yelled at me several times during my childhood. What’s yours?”

“I don’t have one, technically. My full first name is Enid Eve, so they didn’t give me a middle name. I didn’t get ‘Enid Eve’ a lot during childhood because I actually behaved.”

“You do seem like you were a well-behaved child. Did you ever even bring home a B?”

“Once,” Enid said and chuckled.

“And you were in all the clubs, I’m sure.”

“A few.”

“Valedictorian?”

“No,” Enid said. “Fourth in my class, though.”

“I was, like, fiftieth out of two hundred, so top twenty-five percent.”

“That’s good. I was fourth out of one hundred. Small school.”

“And I suspect you make the dean’s list here all the time, given that GPA you told me about before?”

Enid nodded, looking a little embarrassed, which was cute.

When Caroline’s phone buzzed, she looked down and noticed a message from Jodie checking in on where she was. She and Viv wanted to join the line but were waiting for her.

“I should go. My friends are waiting for me,” she said reluctantly.

“And I might as well get to class early and finish reading this,” Enid said as she looked down at the closed book in front of her.

“I’ll see you around?” she asked, unsure if she should commit to a call or a text or something.

“Oh, okay. Yeah,” Enid replied, sounding like she expected something else.

Caroline didn’t know what to do now, so she said, “Tim and Frank asked about you.”

Then, she internally cringed at what she’d just said.

“They did, huh?” Enid chuckled as she tucked her book into her bag.

“Yeah. They were just wondering if you were going to stop by anytime soon.”

“Just Tim and Frank, though?” Enid stood up. “That diva Miranda couldn’t care less, could she?”

“I warned you about her… You didn’t listen.”

Caroline grabbed her bag from the chair and stood as well.

“I think she’s just misunderstood,” Enid replied and nodded toward the left. “I’m that way.”

“I’m this way.” Caroline pointed straight ahead toward the union.

Just behind it was the dining hall, where her friends were waiting for her.

“I’ll talk to you later,” Enid said.

“Yeah,” Caroline replied, hopeful, and waited for Enid to walk off before she did the same.

Arriving in the hall a few minutes later, she found Jodie and Viv standing off to the side of the line, looking down at Jodie’s phone in its usual green case.

“Hey, sorry,” she said when she approached.

“Oh, thank God. I’m starving,” Jodie replied. “What took so long?”

“She was talking to Enid,” Viv said.

“Enid, huh?” Jodie asked with a lifted eyebrow.

“Get in line,” Caroline replied with a laugh.

All three of them got their food, but Caroline couldn’t get her card swiped again without joining the line a second time, so she did that, and by the time she joined Viv and Jodie at one of the few tables in this smaller hall, they had nearly finished their chicken sandwich and burger.

“So… Enid, huh?” Jodie asked before eating a fry.

“We just talked outside for a few minutes,” she said as she sat down across from the two of them. “She had a class to get to.”

“Did you get her number this time?” Jodie asked.

“I did, yes. She has mine, too,” she replied.

“When are you going to text her?”

“Why can’t she text me?” Caroline asked before eating a fry of her own.

“Oh, just text her!” Viv spoke up, sounding exasperated about the whole thing. “You clearly like her. Just text her.”

Jodie looked over and laughed at her, looking surprised that Viv would suggest that. When Caroline looked at Viv to make sure that she had heard that right, Viv just gave her a shrug, which told her that she had.

“I guess I could,” she said.

“Okay. So, text her that you want to hang out sometime,” Jodie suggested. “Keep it casual. Maybe tell her that you could hang out on the quad or grab a drink somewhere. Simple.”

“I can’t grab a drink with her yet. I still have close to a month to go,” Caroline reminded.

“Oh, yeah. Shit. I keep forgetting. Coffee, then?”

“Or, you could try being honest and tell her that you like her and don’t want to just hang out,” Viv suggested. “The direct approach doesn’t always work; I would know. But at least you’d know where you stand.”

Caroline offered her a soft smile and replied, “Maybe I will.”


CHAPTER 9

Enid got home with enough time to shower and change for her date, and she was currently wiping off the bathroom mirror from the fog from her earlier shower to be able to see herself better. She’d put on a pair of her nice jeans that she wore on the nights she went out and a green off-the-shoulder shirt that brought out the same color in her hazel eyes, but that only made her think of Caroline’s green eyes she’d seen earlier that day and not Jill’s blue ones, which she should be thinking about since they were about to go out on a date.

“Hey, I need the bathroom. Can you stop doing whatever strange thing you’re doing in there?” EJ said through the closed door.

“I’m staring at my naked body, thinking about what I’m going to do with it later,” she replied, laughing silently.

“Gross. God, why are you so weird?” he asked. “No one wants to know that, but definitely not me, Enid. How do you even get dates?”

She yanked open the door, and he yelped and covered his eyes, expecting to see her naked. She laughed wildly and walked right past him. Having a little brother to torment was fun sometimes.

“What if I get dates precisely because of how weird I am? Ever think about that? Sure you don’t want any pointers?” Enid laughed until she closed her bedroom door behind her.

There, she grabbed her purse, which had a strap on it because she hated carrying clutches around the city, having almost left them in several bars over the years, and made sure that she put her phone and wallet inside. She dropped some ChapStick and her house and car keys in there, too, and on her way out, she checked herself one more time in the small mirror that was on top of her dresser and then left the room. When she got into the hallway, her phone buzzed. Expecting it to be Jill, she pulled it out of her purse, preparing to tell her that she was on her way, but when she saw the name on the screen, it wasn’t Jill’s.

Caroline Timothy: So, Miranda apologized for not asking about you earlier. She said that she was having a bad day because I put Cup O’ Noodles in there and then pressed the wrong time accidentally, so everything kind of boiled over, and she doesn’t like the mess.

Enid laughed and stared at the message for a minute, feeling like she shouldn’t reply right away. She was going on a date with someone else. Yes, she and Caroline were maybe friends now, but she had been thinking about Caroline a lot more than she’d been thinking about Jill, so it felt wrong to be returning the message when she was on her way to pick up another woman.

“Have a good night, honey,” her mom said on her way out the door.

“Thanks, Mom,” she replied.

The drive to Jill’s took about twenty minutes, and the whole way there, Enid kept thinking about Caroline’s text just sitting there on her phone, waiting for some kind of response. She was pretty sure what they had been doing could be considered flirting, but they hadn’t exactly overtly admitted to that, so she wasn’t sure if Caroline was trying to be the brave one here, sending the first message, or if the whole Miranda thing was meant to be an in for Enid to continue their flirtatious banter.

When she parked her car, she pulled out her phone and stared at the message again. Deciding that replying wouldn’t hurt anything and it would help get Caroline off her mind for the night so that she could focus on her date, she typed a response and hit send. Then, knowing that her first text was a ridiculous one to send to someone, she quickly typed and sent another message to try to make up for the silly one.

Enid Becker: Tell Miranda that I appreciate the apology and that I forgive her.

Enid Becker: Also, hi.

Somehow, when she looked at her messages together now, her second one looked even more ridiculous than the first one had been just on its own, or they were at least tied for the most ridiculous. Enid sighed, wishing that she could have taken them back, but it was too late now, so she shoved her phone into her purse and headed toward Jill’s apartment, trying to refocus on the fact that she was about to be on a date with someone who was not possibly flirting with her via mentions of cartoon furniture.

“Hi,” Jill said with a wide smile on her face after she opened her apartment door.

“Hey,” Enid said, smiling back at her.

Jill was wearing a pair of skinny jeans with black ballet flats and a sleeveless turtleneck, also in black. She had makeup on, but it was light and appeared mostly natural. Her hair was pulled back into a high pony, and she looked beautiful. Not only that. Jill looked hot. She also looked like she’d put time into getting ready for their date, which meant that she cared, and that made Enid feel even worse about forgetting about their date being tonight.

“Do you want to come in?” Jill asked.

“Sure. We have a few minutes,” Enid replied.

“We’re on a schedule I don’t know about?”

“I made a reservation. It’s not to a fancy place or anything, but I didn’t want us to have to sit around and wait for dinner all night.”

“You made a reservation? That was thoughtful,” Jill said as she ushered Enid in. “And I thoughtfully picked up my dirty clothes and actually did dishes today so that you wouldn’t see how my mess of an apartment usually looks.”

Enid laughed and walked inside, taking a look around at the pretty decent one-bedroom place that Jill had described a little to her over text.

“It’s nice,” she said.

Jill’s apartment was in an old building, so the walls were made of solid brick, which actually gave the place some real character. The living room and dining room were both open, but the kitchen was one of those tunnel-style ones, and it only looked big enough for one person to be in there comfortably.

“I moved in about a month ago,” Jill shared. “My old lease was up, and I didn’t want to renew. Melinda technically still has the old apartment above NOLA Guides, but she and Kyle have had a lot of sex there, so even though she offered it to me, I turned her down.”

Enid laughed again. Jill was funny. She also seemed light somehow, like she didn’t have a care in the world, and Enid decided that she needed someone like that in her life because she’d been feeling like she had the weight of the world on her shoulders for the past two years now, maybe even longer.

“Do you want the tour?” Jill asked.

“Sure,” she replied.

“This whole area is open, which I really liked when I saw the place.” Jill motioned to the living room and dining area. “There’s really only just the kitchen, which is moderately clean but very small, and the bathroom and bedroom.”

Enid didn’t know if she should ask to see the bedroom because that could come out wrong, so she just nodded. Jill tilted her head as if reading her.

“Do you want to see the bedroom?”

“Sure,” she repeated. “But not in a… not like…”

Jill laughed and said, “It’s just a room, Enid.” She then took Enid’s hand and pulled her about ten feet across the living room toward a half-open door. “My room.”

She pushed the door open the rest of the way, and they stood in the doorway. Enid looked inside and thought it was fairly standard as far as rooms went. Jill had a queen bed with white bedding that looked fluffy and comfortable. The tables and dresser matched in a dark wood, and she had a modest TV sitting on top of the dresser.

“Bathroom is through there, but it’s just a bathroom,” Jill added, nodding to a closed door next to what Enid now assumed was the closet.

“Nice,” she said.

“It works for me,” Jill replied.

She had dropped Enid’s hand when she’d pushed the door open, but then she took it again, and they walked back toward the front door. Jill let go of her when she went to grab her purse and then looked at Enid.

“Ready?”

“Yeah,” Enid replied.

They left the apartment and made their way to Enid’s car. Jill hopped inside without preamble, and Enid got in the driver’s seat. She joined traffic and turned the radio down a bit so that they could talk without yelling at each other.

“So, how was school? You had class today, right? Rory said she bumped into you on campus.”

“Yeah, I had a class. No big deal. It was boring.”

“Aren’t most classes?”

“Pretty much,” she replied.

“Do you have to go to grad school to do what you want to do? It didn’t sound like it the other night when we were talking at the bar.”

“I don’t have to, but MBAs get better jobs usually, or they get paid better, at least. I got that good job out of undergrad, so I thought I was fine and didn’t need the advanced degree. I hadn’t exactly planned to be back here so soon.”

“I wonder if I should go back to school sometimes. I mean, I’m a twenty-six-year-old tour guide. It’s not what my parents dreamed for me, you know?”

“What else would you like to do?”

“Nothing. I like what I am doing. It’s just that it barely pays the bills most of the time. When I wanted a new apartment, I had to save up for the security deposit. I get benefits because I’m full-time, but they’re not that great, and I don’t exactly have a 401(k), either.”

“But you like what you do? That’s got to count.”

“It does, but it’s not exactly reliable. I’m paid hourly, but not much because I make tips. Tips are good on some tours, and on others, I get hardly anything. At least one tour a week, there are no tips at all, and I put a lot of work into my tours.”

“What do you mean?”

“There are the scripts and the locations we have to visit, but I do extra research. I try to add on to the tours however I can. Sometimes, it’s researching the history of a location; it’s telling a story of a ghost with dramatic flair. Other times, it’s taking them a little out of the way to show them something not included in the tour. I do a lot of that research off the clock, so when I don’t even get a single tip, it kind of sucks. Some weeks, mostly during the summer, the money’s good. When the off-season hits, the tours aren’t as packed, and the tips dry up a bit, so there’s a seasonal element to it, too.”

“If you get promoted to manager, would that help?”

“Sort of,” Jill said. “I would be paid more because it’s a salary position, and the benefits would be a little better, but I’d miss out on at least some of the tips, so it might still be the same amount of money or maybe even less than what I make in some months now. It’s more regular, though, so it would at least be a consistent paycheck.”

“Well, that’s better than what I have right now,” Enid noted as she turned right.

“Why don’t you come work with us, Enid? Your best friend works there, and so do I. Mel is cool. She’s a great boss. Plus, you know her already. It could be fun.”

“I don’t know. I don’t think I’d be interested enough in it to put in all the work you do for it.”

“I can tell you some of my secrets,” Jill offered.

“Oh, yeah?” Enid chuckled.

“Well, yeah. You’re buying me dinner tonight. It’s the least I could do.”

When they arrived at the packed restaurant, they only had to wait a couple of minutes for their table. Enid hoped Jill didn’t mind that it was a chain place with jalapeño poppers and that there wasn’t much New Orleans about it, but even if Jill did mind, she didn’t say anything to her, so Enid just picked up the menu when the hostess walked away and tried to find the least expensive thing on the menu for herself. Finding a salad and feeling like that could work, she looked across the table at Jill, who was still looking down at her own menu. Enid smiled.

“Are you staring at me?” Jill asked.

“Maybe a little,” she said.

Jill looked up and replied, “Just checking.”

Then, she winked at her, and in that moment, Enid felt awful. She was on a date with this beautiful woman who was funny and had just flirtatiously winked at her, but Enid was thinking about green eyes instead of blue. Not knowing what to do about it, she made conversation until they ordered, and they just continued chatting until they were finished with their food. Jill told her about the tours she regularly gave and shared a few funny stories. Enid talked to her about school and her ex-girlfriends. They laughed about them and decided against dessert. Enid paid the check, and about an hour after the date had started, it was over because she hadn’t planned another activity. Maybe she should have done so, but Jill didn’t say anything when they got in the car, so Enid drove them back to Jill’s place.

“So, do you want to come in?” Jill asked her when they got to her front door.

Her hands moved to Enid’s belt loops, and her fingers slid through them, pulling Enid a bit until she was just inches away from her.

That was why Jill hadn’t said anything. She thought they were going back to her place to continue the date.

“We can watch a movie or something,” Jill added. “It’s still early. I think I have wine somewhere, but if I don’t, I do know I have coffee. I always have coffee.”

“You think you have wine?”

“Yeah. Monica is into wine, and when I told her that I knew nothing about it, she started buying me bottles randomly and trying to teach me things. I should have at least one good bottle in there that we could open.”

Enid looked down at where Jill’s hands were now, on her hips. She was gently pushing and then pulling back as if she didn’t know what to do, but she wanted to be touching Enid somehow. Enid met her eyes and smiled at her.

“Maybe I should just kiss you goodnight and call you later,” she suggested.

Jill squinted her eyes at her and asked, “You don’t want to come in? I cleaned my apartment, Enid.”

Enid laughed because Jill was being playful now, and she liked it. It helped ease a little bit of her tension, and it was definitely needed right about now because it had been a while since another woman had had her hands on Enid’s hips like this, so it was doing things to her.

“I know. I saw. I’m a witness to anyone who claims you never clean it.”

“But you don’t want to come in and enjoy it?”

“Oh, part of me definitely wants to come in and enjoy it,” she admitted because it was true.

Jill was so pretty, and Enid liked hanging out with her. She was also horny, so she knew that if they went inside and things started up, she’d have no problem finishing them, but something felt off about them doing this on their first date.

“Are you trying to be noble or something right now?” Jill asked.

Enid nodded and leaned in. She pressed her lips lightly to Jill’s and pulled back before it could go any further. That felt right for the night, and she hoped it would be okay with Jill as well.

“I’ll call you,” she told her when she took in Jill’s slightly annoyed expression.

“You better, because that was a weak kiss, Becker.” Jill lifted an eyebrow that had Enid rethinking the whole nobility thing.

She laughed and said, “I’m being chivalrous.”

“Chivalrous means taking care of a lady.” Jill smiled at her and let go of Enid’s hips. “I get it, though. Another time, maybe.”

“Good night,” Enid said.

She turned to go with a smile on her face, but when she got back into her car, she thought about that kiss. It had been chaste, and she could have really kissed Jill. Why hadn’t she? Jill clearly wanted her to come in, and even if sex hadn’t been on the table, a hot make-out session had been, at least. Enid knew why she hadn’t gone inside. She knew why she had only given Jill that weak kiss. She pulled out her phone to check her messages, and finding one from Caroline, she lit up at the sight of the simple reply.

Caroline Timothy: Hi back. ;)

That winky face at the end of Caroline’s message had her smiling wider than she had all night on her date with another beautiful woman. Enid didn’t know what to do, so she put her phone away and drove home.


CHAPTER 10

Enid Becker: I’m not doing anything right now. Why?

Caroline bit her lower lip while she stared down at her phone. Jodie was leaning over her, reading the reply, too, as if she couldn’t wait for Caroline to tell her what Enid had said.

“Okay. See if she wants to hang out.”

“It’s barely ten in the morning. I can’t believe you stole my phone while I was peeing and messaged her.”

“You should’ve believed it,” Viv said from the bottom bunk below them. “I could’ve told you that.”

“When did you even see me type my password? I always use the face thing.”

“Please…” Jodie replied. “Your password is your dad’s birthday. Like that’s hard. I went to the party with you freshman year.”

“Well, I’m changing it.”

“That’s okay. I know your mom’s birthday, too.” Jodie smiled at her.

“Make it my birthday,” Viv added from below them.

“I know your birthday,” Jodie noted.

“You know my birthday?” Viv asked, softening a little.

Jodie moved until she could hang her head over the side of Caroline’s top bunk to look down at Viv and replied, “Of course, I know your birthday. Do you not know mine?”

“No, I do,” Viv said softly.

“Okay. Can we get back to the fact that I now need to respond to Enid?” Caroline asked.

Jodie shifted back and said, “Tell her that you want to hang out.”

“When?”

“Now.”

“Again, it’s ten in the morning,” she repeated. “I want to go out with her. Ten in the morning isn’t exactly the sexiest time of day.”

“Why not?” Jodie asked. “You could have brunch.”

“Brunch?” she said. “I don’t want to have brunch with her.”

“You want to have sex with her.”

Caroline gave Jodie wide eyes and pointed to the bed beneath them, where Viv was currently lying. Jodie shrugged and looked apologetic.

“Take her to the dining hall,” Viv suggested. “Have the Belgian waffles. You make them yourself, and that can be fun. Then, you can walk around or something or get off campus. Maybe go mini-golfing.”

“Mini-golf?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah, it’s fun. The one near us has an arcade, too. You can make a day of it and win her a prize with your tickets, or she could win you one. Then, you have an excuse to ask her to dinner because it’s nearly dinnertime, anyway, and you can go somewhere cheap; eat street food, maybe. Then, you can decide what, if anything, to do after that.”

Caroline shifted until her head was hanging over the side of the bed, and she stared at her roommate in disbelief.

“What? Where did that come from?”

“It’s just an idea,” Viv said when she lowered her book and shrugged just like Jodie had moments earlier.

Caroline shook her head and smiled at her just as her phone vibrated. Jodie stole it off the bed where Caroline had left it.

“She wants to know what you’re doing right now. Should I tell her that you’re contemplating how to ask her out on a date?”

“What? No.” Caroline took her phone back and started typing her own message. “There. I sent it.”

“What did you say?” Jodie asked.

There was a quick reply from Enid, so Caroline didn’t answer. She just read it on her phone.

Enid Becker: That sounds like fun.

◆◆◆

“Hi,” Enid said.

She looked great, wearing a pair of loose-fitting jeans with holes in the knees and a T-shirt with the school’s logo on it, making her look a little younger than her twenty-four years. Her blonde hair was pulled back, and she had a piece of it just in front of her ear. Caroline wanted to push it back for her but resisted the impulse. They’ve not said that this was a date. She had only suggested they come to the dining hall and have waffles, which they would make themselves, and they could eat as many as they wanted with only one swipe of the meal card.

“Hey,” she replied, smiling wide. “So, you’re a fan of waffles?”

“Yes, I’m only here for the waffles, obviously,” Enid joked.

Caroline laughed and said, “I’ll just swipe my card, and we can go make them.”

“Okay,” Enid agreed.

Caroline walked over to the register, where she handed her meal card to the student manning the swiper, who took it, swiped it, then eyed Enid, who was waiting close by, and handed the card back without saying anything. Caroline was grateful for that. She turned around and motioned for Enid to join her at the table where there were bottles of the pre-mixed batter. All they had to do was pour some in one of the two available waffle makers and wait for two minutes for the timer to go off. Then, they could add syrup or strawberries and whipped cream or whatever else they wanted.

“Do you want strawberries?” she asked Enid when the waffles were done, and they each had one on their plate.

“Sure,” Enid replied, and Caroline passed her the ladle she’d just used herself.

They made their waffles with a whole lot of extra toppings, and she knew she would have to thank Viv later because this really was a good idea. Enid sat down at a table, and Caroline got them both something to drink before returning and sitting down across from her.

“So, do you do this waffle thing a lot?” Enid asked.

“No, but I should. They’re good. I do it maybe once a month or so. Jodie isn’t a huge fan of them, and I don’t really go to breakfast myself.”

“Why not?”

“Because that would require me to get up at a reasonable hour, not just for class, and I have snacks in my room. I even have my own personal coffee maker in there that makes one cup at a time.”

“And what’s her name?” Enid asked as she cut into her waffle.

“How do you know that she’s a she?”

“Just a hunch.”

Caroline smiled at her and said, “She’s Chloe, the coffee maker. She’s friends with Miranda.”

“Miranda has friends?” Enid joked and took her first bite.

“Believe it or not, yes.”

“Well, I’m glad about that. I’d hate for her to be in your room with all those other people and have no friends. Are they people?” Enid asked.

Caroline laughed and said, “We really don’t have to keep talking about how I name my appliances.”

“Sorry.” Enid laughed, too. “What do you want to talk about?”

“I don’t know. What are you doing after this?”

“After? Nothing. I have plans tonight, but I might end up at my friend’s bar after that. I sometimes go there to hang out.”

“Your friend has a bar?”

“My friend Rory has a friend named Candace. Candace has the bar. I know Candace, too, but Rory is closer to her. It just opened last month. I usually drink for cheap or free. Do you want to go?”

“Uh…” Caroline looked down at her waffle. “I’ve got another couple of weeks before I can get in. If she doesn’t card at the door, I can sit there with you. I just won’t be able to order anything unless she’s okay with me being underage.”

Enid seemed to consider this and said, “I don’t always go.” She shrugged a shoulder and took a drink of her coffee. “What are you doing today?”

“I was thinking about going to the mini-golf place. They have an arcade, apparently.”

“Apparently?”

“I’ve never been. My roommate was telling me.”

“You’re going with her?” Enid asked and took another bite of her waffle.

“No, I was going to see if you wanted to go. She’s busy.”

“To mini-golf? I haven’t done that in years,” Enid replied. “I’m really bad at it.”

“Me too, probably. The last time I went, I gave up on one of the holes because I couldn’t get past the windmill.”

Enid laughed and said, “Well, it sounds like fun.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” Enid said.

“Can I ask you something? Can it maybe be a date?” she blurted out and picked up her own coffee cup to take a drink of the way-too-hot and way-too-bitter liquid.

“A date?”

“Yeah,” she replied after setting her cup back down. “I don’t know. It just feels like maybe we’ve been kind of flirting or something.”

“Or something,” Enid said with a smile.

“Is that a no?”

“It’s not a no, but I should tell you that I’m kind of maybe dating someone,” Enid replied.

“Oh.”

“Nothing serious. We only had our first date last night.”

Caroline nodded and asked, “Are you going out again?”

“We texted after the date, and she asked me out again. I told her yes.”

“Okay. Well, we can still do mini-golf. It doesn’t have to be a date.” Caroline looked down at her waffle and tried to cover the blush on her cheeks that came with the embarrassment of being rejected.

“Would you be okay with me going out with her again but us going out, too?”

Caroline looked up and asked, “You’d date both of us?”

“I don’t know,” Enid told her with a chuckle. “This is new to me. I asked Jill out that night at the bar. I didn’t know I’d be bumping into you again and that you’d ask me out.”

“Do you like her? Sorry. Dumb question. You’re going out with her. Of course, you do.”

“We’re going out tonight. Those are my plans before I maybe go to the bar,” Enid said. “But if I’m being honest, I don’t know if I like her like that.”

“Why are you going out with her, then?”

“I feel like I could, or maybe I should like her like that,” Enid replied. “It’s weird. I don’t know how to explain it. She’s great. She’s a friend of Rory’s.”

“Rory has a lot of friends,” Caroline remarked before she took another bite of her waffle.

“She’s gotten a few new ones recently. It’s a long story. Anyway, I feel like I owe it to myself and to Jill because I already said yes to going out with her tonight, but… I don’t know. I think there might be something here.”

Caroline nodded and said, “I think you’re right.”

“So, I guess I’m asking you if you’d be okay going on a date with someone who’s also going on a date with someone else.”

“Well, I’m not looking to get married tomorrow, and I’ve dated two people at once, so I know how that goes.”

“You have?”

“Once,” she replied. “Freshman year. I met a girl right when I got here, and we went out for a few weeks before I met someone else. Since we weren’t exclusive, I went out with the other girl, too, for about a month.”

“How did that go?” Enid asked.

“Good until they decided that they wanted to date each other and dropped me.”

Enid laughed and said, “No…”

“Yeah. It was fine, though. I realized I didn’t want anything serious with either of them, so it worked out.”

“And then, there was Brooke?” Enid asked.

Caroline quirked an eyebrow and said, “Jealous?”

“You drew her vagina in IMAX 3D, so yeah.”

That made Caroline laugh harder than she had laughed in a very long time, and God, it felt good. Hanging out with Enid like this and talking about what they were talking about felt very, very good.

“There were other women before Brooke. Two more.”

“Did you draw their vaginas, too?”

“No.” Caroline laughed again. “I don’t always draw the female anatomy of the girls I date.”

“How long have you been out?”

“Since high school.”

“Were you ever with–”

“A guy?” No,” she said. “You?”

“No,” Enid replied. “I’ve known forever.”

“Me too,” Caroline shared. “And I’d like to go out with you even if you’re going out with Jill, too. If it doesn’t work out, so be it, but I want to.”

Enid smiled at her and said, “Okay. Well, you have more practice at this than I do, apparently. I have no idea how to date two women at once. How do we do this?”

“Oh, no.” Caroline laughed. “I’m not helping you figure out how to balance me and Jill. But it’s really cute that you thought I would.”

Enid laughed as well and said, “I guess that’s fair. But if we’re going out, I don’t think our first date should be playing mini-golf in the middle of the day.”

“No? I thought it could be fun.”

“It will be, but I’d rather take you out to dinner for our first date, if that’s okay. Maybe for date number two, we could do the mini-golf thing.”

“You’re assuming you’ll get a second date,” Caroline replied.

“Also fair.”

“Enid, I don’t know that we’ll get there, but if you get there with Jill, and we’re thinking about getting… there together, I’d want to know. I need to be sure I’m being safe.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “Yeah, I–” She nodded. “We’ve had one date. Nothing even close to that happened.”

“You don’t have to tell me the details or anything. I’d just like to know so that we can–”

“Get tested. Yeah, I get it.” Enid nodded and then took a drink of her coffee. “I’ve been tested since the last woman I was with. Just an FYI.”

“Me too.”

“Okay,” Enid replied. “Well, this is weird to talk about before a first date, huh?”

Caroline laughed and said, “Yes. Let’s get back to talking about the appliances with faces I draw because I’m weird.”

“Not the naked women you draw because you can?” Enid joked.

“Woman. It was one woman,” she said with her index finger held up.

“You’re really talented,” Enid replied.

“At drawing vaginas?”

“Yes,” Enid said seriously, and her tone had changed.

Her voice was deeper now, and it made Caroline nearly drop her fork on her plate.

“Yeah?” she asked, silently wondering at the reason for that sudden shift.

Enid nodded and said, “Yes.”

“Well, not to try to take this in another weird direction, but I’m not just good at drawing them.” She closed her eyes and cringed while Enid laughed loudly. “I can’t believe I just said that,” she added and covered her face with her hands.

“No, keep going. What else are you good at with them?”

Caroline could not stop laughing with this woman. She didn’t want to say goodbye, but after they finished eating, she had to do so outside the dining hall because they agreed that they wouldn’t play mini-golf today but that it could be in their near future. They were going on a date, and that had been her goal anyway, so she could deal with not going to some mini-golf place today if it meant that they got to do that. The only problem was that Enid had a date with someone named Jill tonight.

◆◆◆

“She’s seeing someone else? Why was she flirting with you, then?” Jodie asked when Caroline returned to her room to find her friend still sitting on her bed while Viv was reading a book on her bottom bunk.

“She’s not seeing her. They’ve had one date,” Caroline replied and climbed up to her bed to sit next to Jodie. “But I do hate that a girl named Jill is going to be two dates ahead of me. Is it wrong to think that way?”

“Depends on what they do on those dates,” Jodie said. “Have they…”

“No,” she said quickly.

“Okay. Then, you’re still in the game.”

“I don’t want a game, Jodie. I just like a girl, and I want that girl to like me.”

“She does. She’s going out with you,” Viv noted.

“Yeah. When?” Jodie asked.

“Tomorrow night,” Caroline replied. “We’re going to dinner.”

“I can help you get ready, if you want,” Jodie offered.

“Maybe. I’ll let you know,” she said, trying not to worry that Enid had a date with someone else in just a few hours.


CHAPTER 11

“So… It’s a nice night,” Jill said into the awkward silence that had developed between them.

“Yeah,” Enid replied. “Um… Do you want to maybe do something else?”

Enid had picked Jill up again, and they had gone to a quick dinner, this time grabbing food from a window and walking around with it while they ate and talked, but once they finished eating, it was as if they had run out of things to talk about. That was strange because Enid liked talking to Jill, but she felt like there was this pressure on the night now. For one, this was their second date, and Jill had been interested in doing more with Enid after their last date than just that chaste goodnight kiss, so it was possible she would want something more tonight, too.

Then again, Enid was acting like a silent weirdo, so it was possible that Jill wouldn’t want anything after this awkward walk around the Quarter. It was too early for it to be as packed as it would be later, but it was still busy. She hadn’t intended on them walking around here, but after grabbing their food, they hadn’t been paying attention to where they were going, so they had ended up there unintentionally, and now, Enid wanted to get them out of there intentionally.

“Something else? Like what?” Jill asked and took Enid’s hand when a crowd came walking toward them, laughing and talking and not paying attention to the fact that other people were around.

Enid pulled them over to the sidewalk, which was busy but not overly so, and they were able to walk until they turned a corner, which led toward Jackson Square.

“We could walk around some more,” she replied. “But you’ve seen this entire city at least a million times, right? You probably know what’s down every alleyway and in each courtyard because you literally walk around here for a living, and that’s what my dumb ass suggested we do on our date…”

Jill laughed a little and said, “True. But walking around on a date isn’t the same as walking around for work. I really don’t mind. Like I said, it’s a nice night, and I’m having a good time.”

Their hands were still connected, so Enid looked down at them as they dangled together between them. She wasn’t sure what she was feeling, but she didn’t pull away.

“Okay. Well, we can do this for a while and then maybe check out some of the art or something.”

“I know most of the artists. Want me to show you some of my favorites? They love me because I usually send tourists their way, so if you want something, I bet they’ll give you a discount.”

“Want art?” she asked.

“I just meant that if you like something you see, they’ll give it to you for cheap because they’ve made a lot of money thanks to me and Mel.”

“Oh, I don’t really have anywhere to hang it,” she admitted. “I’m still in my old bedroom.”

“What do you have on the walls of your old bedroom? I’d love to know that,” Jill said with a mischievous smile.

Enid laughed and replied, “Honestly, not much. There’s this old, framed painting my grandma had at her house. My mom gave it to me when she died. I just don’t have the desire to hang anything up in there because that would mean that I’m going to be there for a long time. Like, if I put a nail in the wall – that’s it, that’s the nail in my proverbial coffin; I’ll never move out of my parents’ house, and I’m claiming that room as my permanent living space. I just can’t do that.”

“Yeah, that makes sense. And you can still look if you want. You don’t have to buy.”

They walked on until they reached Jackson Square, and Jill walked them around to an artist who had chalk drawings lining the tall metal fence. The drawings were great, but Enid was mostly just standing there while Jill talked to the artist about his newest work. Enid looked around and thought of asking Jill if she wanted to grab some beignets or maybe just walk by the water, but her eyes landed on an older woman who was staring right back at her. She was a few artists down and didn’t look like one herself. She was just standing there, facing Enid. Then, her eyes lowered, and Enid wasn’t sure what she was looking at, but the woman shook her head.

Assuming the woman wasn’t shaking her head at her, Enid looked behind her and then back at the woman, who tilted her head as if Enid should know something she didn’t. The woman pointed, and Enid looked down again, seeing her hand still joined with Jill’s. Was this stranger upset that two women were holding hands? It was the South, but this was New Orleans… Same-sex couples came here to party all the time.

“Hey, what do you think?” Jill asked her, pulling Enid’s attention back to her.

“Oh, they’re great,” she said and smiled before turning to the artist to smile at him as well.

When Jill’s attention returned to her conversation, Enid looked up to see the woman still looking her way, except she was smiling at Enid this time, confusing the hell out of her because now she was smiling? Had Enid read her wrong, and she didn’t really care about two women holding hands? Was she maybe an older lesbian who was happy that the newest generation could do this in public because she never could? Enid shook her head in confusion. Then, the woman started to walk toward them, and Enid didn’t know what to do. Jill was now laughing loudly at something the artist had said, and she had pulled her hand away to cover her mouth to do it, so Enid was able to take a few steps away, drawn to the curious older woman who was now walking past her.

“It’s not her,” she told Enid with a smile and just continued to walk as if she’d said nothing at all.

‘Well, that was a weird thing to say to somebody,’ Enid thought to herself. ‘What did this woman even mean? Did she just decide to scare someone tonight for no reason by staring at them and making a random comment? That was probably it, but that was pretty damn rude.’

Enid hadn’t had the time to fully process that interaction, though, because suddenly, Jill’s hand was back in hers, and they were walking in the direction of the water.

“Hey, are you with me?” Jill asked.

“I’m here,” she said with a forced smile because she’d just lied to Jill.

“Do you want to keep walking around?”

“Maybe by the water?” Enid suggested, wanting to get away from the Square and the woman who could very well decide to turn around at any minute and tell her something else that might freak her out.

“Sure,” Jill replied before they crossed the street and turned right, making their way up a path that would lead to the concrete trail by the river.

They didn’t say much after that, and it was nice to just walk along the water hand in hand with someone. Enid hadn’t done this in a while.

“So, we’re going to end up pretty far away from the car if we keep walking this way. Want to turn around?” Jill asked after several minutes of walking.

Enid nodded, only now realizing that they had walked much farther than she had intended. The walk back to the car took another thirty minutes, and they talked about Jill’s tours again and her family a little. Enid told her stories about how she was an overachiever in school and a bit of a nerd. Jill laughed and called her a cute nerd, and by the time they got back to Enid’s car, Enid was feeling lighter. She liked talking to Jill. She liked laughing with her, walking around with her, and watching Jill interact with the artist she clearly knew well.

When they got to Jill’s apartment, Enid planned to say goodnight at the door like last time, but Jill just opened the door and walked inside, expecting her to follow. Enid did, but it felt like something she should do more than something she actually wanted to do.

“I’ve got coffee,” Jill said. “Or do you want to open that wine I mentioned? I found it last night after you left.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “Coffee is fine.”

“Have a seat,” Jill replied and nodded toward the sofa. “I’ll make it. I have a pod machine and a variety pack. Any particular flavor you want?”

“No, just regular coffee is fine with me.”

“Are you a regular coffee kind of woman?” Jill asked.

“Usually, I add a packet of sugar, and that’s about it. I’ll do a cappuccino every now and then, but I haven’t had one of those in a while. They’re more expensive, so I gave them up when I moved back home.”

“I get that. This thing is two years old, and I need a new one, but I don’t want to spend money on it until I have to. I choose to have a crappy coffee maker at home so that I can buy a few more cappuccinos out there.”

Enid laughed and asked, “How is that working out for you?”

“Oh, I’m not saving money at all,” Jill said and laughed. “It’s just how I rationalize buying coffee that’s five bucks for a small cup.”

While Jill worked on their coffees in the kitchen, Enid looked more closely around the room she hadn’t had much time in the previous night. It was a nice apartment, and it had Enid missing the small one she had had in Florida. It hadn’t been great or special, but she’d been working on making it a home right before she’d gotten laid off.

Jill sat down a few minutes later and placed two mismatched cups on the table in front of them. Enid liked that Jill didn’t have matching coffee cups. She had been thinking about how ahead this woman seemed to be in her life compared to her, but something simple like not having a set of matching cups made Enid feel a little bit better.

“I added a teaspoon of sugar. Is that okay?” Jill asked.

“Perfect,” she said.

Enid looked at the coffee and knew she would drink it, but she didn’t really want it. She wasn’t sure what she wanted, though, so that was the bigger problem that she would have to try to solve for herself later.

“Want to watch a movie or something?” Jill asked.

Enid nodded, so Jill reached for the remote, and a few minutes later, they had a movie on for them to watch. Enid had taken a sip of her coffee, and Jill snuggled into her side. Enid wrapped an arm around her shoulders in return, and it was nice again. When she didn’t think too much about the fact that this was a date, it was nice, being with Jill. The two of them were more relaxing together than anything, and she liked that.

Then, Jill kissed her neck, and Enid’s eyes widened. She hadn’t been prepared for that, but she should have been because this was a date. It was a second date, and they hadn’t even had a real kiss yet, so when Jill repeated the movement and her hand moved to rest on Enid’s stomach under her shirt instead of over it how it had been for the past hour, Enid’s heart started to race.

Neither of them said anything, but Enid moved her face, and Jill lifted her head. Jill’s lips were on hers then, and Enid was kissing her back. She cupped Jill’s cheek, and before she knew it, Jill’s face was moving away and out of her grasp because Jill was lying down on the sofa. Enid moved on top of her, and Jill’s hands moved to Enid’s back under her shirt. When Enid looked down at her and saw Jill smile, she realized that she had to stop. This had gone farther than it should have, and very quickly, so she hadn’t had time to explain.

“I have to tell you something,” she said.

“What? Now?”

Enid nodded and told her, “Someone else asked me out today, and I said yes.”

Jill’s eyes widened, and her face showed both confusion and a little anger. Was that anger? Sadness? Enid couldn’t exactly read the woman well after only one and a half dates, so when Jill cleared her throat, she tried to mentally prepare herself for whatever it might be.

“Well, we’re not exactly exclusive, so that’s fine.”

“It is?” Enid asked her.

“Have you never just dated?” Jill asked.

“Yes, but I asked you out, and then, I met someone, and she asked me out today. I’ve never had that happen before.”

Jill nodded and tapped Enid’s back, indicating that she should move off of her, which Enid did, sitting back on her heels, facing Jill, who was sitting up sideways on the couch.

“Okay. I think we should be honest with each other, so thank you for telling me before we took any big steps,” Jill said. “Do you want to go out with me again?”

Enid nodded, but she didn’t know how to put her feelings into words, so she didn’t say anything.

“Then, we’ll go out again.”

“Okay,” Enid said.

“But I don’t think I want to do what we were about to do just now. Not tonight, anyway,” Jill added.

“Yeah, I get it,” Enid replied, but she hadn’t planned on doing that tonight either way. “I kind of ruined the mood.”

Kissing Jill was good. It wasn’t fireworks or stomach butterflies, but it was good. Enid wanted to explore that to see if it would get even better the more they did it, but she wasn’t ready for sex with her.

“Want to finish the movie?” Jill asked.

“Let’s do it,” she said.

But Jill didn’t snuggle into her again, nor did she take Enid’s hand, so when the movie was over, Enid rose, and Jill walked her to the door, where she kissed Enid on the cheek. As she drove home, Enid wondered if she’d done this wrong. Should she have told Jill about Caroline right when she had picked her up? Over their shared meal as they had walked? Maybe when they had been in the Square, or as they watched the movie?

Jill was right: they weren’t exclusive, not even close, so Enid was free to date whomever she wanted, and so was Jill. They should just be honest about it. Still, there was something weird between them now that Enid didn’t know what to do with, and she was left wondering about the lack of fireworks when they’d kissed, too. That had her thinking about Caroline and if they’d have fireworks when they kissed.

◆◆◆

“Hey, honey,” her dad said when she sat down on the sofa next to him.

“Hi, Dad.”

“You’re home early.”

“Yeah.”

“Date didn’t go well?” he asked.

“Not exactly, no,” she replied.

“Want to talk about it?”

Enid loved her father. He was just the best guy in the world. He’d accepted her wholeheartedly when she’d come out, had always asked about her girlfriends, and made it clear that he didn’t care when, one day, he would walk her down the aisle, that there would be a woman there with her.

“I should like her, Dad.”

“Should?”

“She’s beautiful and funny, and she’s smart and–”

“Those are all things that she is, yes, but there’s got to be a spark. Is there a spark?” he asked.

Enid shook her head.

“Well, sometimes, sparks come later. That can happen. Do you think that could happen here?”

“I don’t know. That’s the problem. I don’t know if I just met a new friend who’s going to be a good friend forever or if I’m supposed to give us time and a few more dates to figure out that this can be more than that.”

“How does she feel?”

“I think she feels like it’s more already,” Enid admitted. “Which makes me feel like crap.”

“Honey, if you don’t see yourself with this woman, you should tell her. Let her down easy. Don’t drag it out.”

“I know. I thought that maybe it was like you said, that I needed the time to find the spark,” she replied.

“If that’s the case, you should tell her that. I’d want to know if your mother wasn’t where I was when we were first dating.”

“You would? Wouldn’t it have hurt because you were already in love with her?”

“Yes, it would have hurt, but it’s better to know. She should be able to make her own decisions.”

“I know. You’re right,” Enid said.

Then, she thought about Jill standing in a wide black space in her mind. Caroline was standing there, too, but about five feet away. Enid thought about the spark her father had been talking about, and when she pictured both women, she knew she felt a spark. It just wasn’t for Jill.


CHAPTER 12

“You look nice,” Jodie said of Caroline’s outfit.

“Yeah,” Viv added.

“How would you know? You’re reading a book,” Caroline remarked, looking at her roommate, who was lying on her bed with a book in hand.

“I looked up,” Viv said without looking up.

There was a knock at the door, which they usually only closed when neither of them was there or they were asleep, but Caroline had closed it because she wanted a real date experience, and that involved her date knocking on her door. Enid had just texted to say that she was downstairs, but one of the girls in the dorm had let her in, so Caroline didn’t have to go all the way down to get her.

‘So much for that increased building security,’ she thought to herself as a way to distract her brain from how nervous she was.

Then, Caroline took a deep breath and turned to her friends.

“You.” She pointed at Jodie. “Sit in my chair and don’t make any comments. Just say hello. That’s it.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jodie said with a mock-salute but moved back until her butt was in Caroline’s chair.

“Viv… You always behave, so just keep doing that.”

“Um… Will do,” Viv replied, still not looking up from her book.

Caroline turned around and pulled the door open, finding Enid standing there, looking sexy as hell in a pair of dark jeans and a black V-neck shirt, which looked like it had been made just for her.

“Hi,” Enid greeted.

“Hey,” Caroline replied with a smile. “I’d invite you in, but there’s really nothing to see. You’ve also seen it all before, so…”

“Hi,” Jodie said from behind her.

“Oh, hey,” Enid replied, looking around Caroline and waving at Jodie. “Hi, Viv.”

“Hey,” Viv said back without looking away from her book, just how they’d rehearsed.

“I’d say more, but she told me I’m not allowed to,” Jodie added not in the way that they’d rehearsed.

Enid laughed and replied, “Then, I won’t say anything back so that I don’t get you in trouble.”

“And we’re leaving now,” Caroline said and pulled the door closed behind her. “Sorry.”

“For what?” Enid asked.

“You having to pick me up in a dorm room. I’m almost twenty-one, and I still live in the dorms.”

“I’m twenty-four and live with my parents.”

“Yeah, but you have a reason or an excuse. I just need to ask my parents if they’ll pay for an apartment instead of a dorm room or get a job and pay for it myself.”

“Why haven’t you yet?” Enid asked as she motioned for them to start walking down the hall.

“It wasn’t a big deal at first, but I also feel like I stayed here because Jodie is here. She couldn’t afford to get an apartment without a roommate, so she lives down the hall, and it’s nice, having my best friend this close.”

“Do you like living with Viv? Is that why you don’t room with Jodie?”

“Long story, but Jodie and I met here, so we were each assigned a random roommate freshman year. Then, sophomore year, I applied for student housing late because I wasn’t planning on living in a dorm again, and I’m about to go into my junior year. She’s had the same roommate since she got here, and she likes her enough.”

“And Viv?” Enid started down the stairs.

“Oh, she’s fine. She’s neat and mostly keeps to herself, like I told you.”

“You said long story earlier,” Enid noted.

“Um… Well, technically, Viv has asked me out a couple of times.”

“She’s gay?”

“Yeah. But I’m not into her. She’s great. I just don’t feel it, you know?”

“So, I shouldn’t be jealous?” Enid asked as she pulled the door open for her.

“You’re the one who’s literally dating someone else.”

“Yeah, but I’m not living with her in a confined space.”

“I said no to Viv both times.” Caroline stopped on the sidewalk. “Although, if you really want to know this kind of stuff, you should know that Jodie is gay, too, and she and I have…”

“Oh,” Enid let out and stopped walking. “Really? You two slept together?”

“Sort of. It happened once, and we didn’t full-on do stuff. I mean, we did stuff, but not stuff.”

“I’m confused. What stuff did you do? You don’t have to tell me, obviously, but I’m kind of intrigued now, honestly.”

“We were fully clothed and made out while we got each other off.”

“Well, that’s direct,” Enid said.

“You asked.” She shrugged.

“Should I be jealous of Jodie?”

“Should I be jealous of Jill?” Caroline tossed back.

“This is not how I wanted to start this date,” Enid said.

“How did you want to start it off?”

“Dinner,” Enid replied. “I made a reservation.”

“Yeah? Where?”

“This place my friend recommended to me.”

“Rory?”

“Yeah,” Enid said with a laugh. “It’s seafood, but they have steaks and stuff, too. It’s a chain place, not expensive or anything, and they’ve got this donut ice cream sundae that could be fun.”

“It’s a donut?”

“A glazed donut in ice cream, covered with stuff,” Enid explained. “I figured you liked sweets because you ate waffles with everything on them.”

Caroline laughed and said, “I feel like you should know what kind of person you’re dating when it comes to food. I knew I was going to ask you out, so I gave you a preview. I’m lucky that I walk everywhere on campus because I eat whatever I want. I figured I’d take advantage of the high metabolism while I still have it.”

“You look great, by the way,” Enid complimented. “I didn’t say that before. I should have.”

“You do, too,” Caroline replied.

“So, should we go?” Enid asked and held out her hand for Caroline to take.

She did, and when their fingers intertwined, something happened. Caroline glanced down, assuming it was static electricity, but neither of them flinched or pulled away, so she looked back up at Enid, who was smiling at her. Had she felt it, too? Caroline didn’t want to risk asking. They walked down the sidewalk until they got to the closest student parking lot, which was small, and they had to have a certain, difficult-to-get parking pass to park there.

“How did you get a red pass?” she asked when they arrived at Enid’s car.

“Oh, I killed a guy and took his,” Enid joked.

Caroline laughed and got into the car.

“But really, how?”

“I applied for it. I’m a grad student, so we get dibs over undergrads because we’re special or something. There was a waiting list, so I didn’t have it my first semester, but now I have it for life.”

“Or until you graduate,” Caroline added as Enid pulled them into traffic.

“Which feels like it might take me my entire life.”

“It’s one more year. You can do it. I have two.”

“True, but it’s a long year. This program is intense, and the group I just got assigned to me for my capstone project isn’t exactly interested in doing much work. I also can’t do it all myself, unfortunately, even though I’d rather just do this on my own.”

“Can I help?”

“You want to help?”

“Why not?” Caroline asked. “I’m no MBA, but maybe I can offer something.”

“I’m no MBA, either,” Enid said. “Not sure what you can do. I have to come up with a business idea because my team hasn’t come up with anything good yet, and they barely respond to my texts when I give them my ideas.”

“What kind of business?”

“Doesn’t matter. It just needs to be something that could actually work. We have to choose a CEO and other roles and create the business plan as if we were looking for investors. The professor essentially decides what amount of money we’d get based on the plan and our presentation.”

“So, I’m not choosing business as a major. Got it,” she teased.

Enid laughed, and then her hand was in Caroline’s lap. It was facing up, and Caroline slipped her own inside it. Enid didn’t even look at her. It was as if she’d done that a thousand times before and just knew Caroline’s hand would be there. Caroline smiled when Enid’s thumb began to glide across her skin.

“Tell me about you,” Enid said.

“Me? I’m boring.”

“The woman who draws vaginas is not boring.”

Caroline laughed hard at that and replied, “You’re never going to let that go, are you?”

“Nope.”

◆◆◆

“I cannot eat any more of this.”

“Is that what you said to Brooke?” Enid joked.

Caroline laughed loudly and dropped the spoon into the ice cream.

“I cannot believe you just said that.”

“I thought it was a good joke,” Enid replied, laughing a little as she placed her spoon on the plate that still had half a donut on it with melting ice cream all over the place.

“I didn’t say that to Brooke, no. How do you think I was able to draw her so clearly?”

“Okay. I get it,” Enid said, still laughing a little. “I don’t think I like picturing what I just joked about, though, so I’m going to move on now.”

“Are you jealous of Brooke, whose last name I don’t even know?”

“Hell, yeah. You two had one of those magical road trip fling things that always mean so much to people in the books and movies.”

“It was a fling, though. It wasn’t anything real. Brooke was cool enough, but she burped when she drank beer and didn’t say, ‘Excuse me,’ or cover her mouth. She also never paid for anything while we were together, and I’m pretty sure she stole a bottle of my shampoo.”

“Ah. So, she’s a grifter?”

“Probably,” Caroline said. “It was fun. That was what I needed then.”

“And now?”

“I don’t know. Right now, that’s kind of up to you.”

“Me?” Enid asked.

“I like you,” Caroline stated. “I have since the bathroom line, but Jodie showed up, and we didn’t get a chance to talk. Then, we ran into each other at the career fair, and I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“Me too. I mean, the same for me,” Enid said.

“Do you want fun?”

“No,” Enid replied. “I don’t just want fun, is what I’m saying. I wasn’t planning on starting anything with anyone. I wasn’t cutting myself off to the idea, but I’ve been in such a bad mood for the longest time, and I wasn’t sure if I’d even be sticking around after I graduated, so it didn’t seem like a good idea to start anything just in case.”

“You’re here for at least another year, right?”

Enid nodded.

“Then, we can see how things go, and if you’ve dumped Jill by then and we’re still doing this, we’d figure it out.”

“Just that simple, huh?”

“It could be,” she said. “I don’t know what I’m doing with you, honestly, Enid. I like you, but I kind of hate the idea of you dating someone else. I know I’m young, and I should be about sowing my wild oats or whatever the old people say, but it’s weird thinking about how you were out with her last night and you’re out with me tonight.”

“Do you want to stop?” Enid asked.

“No,” she replied.

“Will you keep telling me how you feel, then, like you just did?”

Caroline nodded, liking how that sounded.

“Want to get out of here?” Enid asked.

“Is the date over?”

“No, it doesn’t have to be.”

“Want to go to the campus theater?” she asked. “They have cheap movies. It’s an awful action thing this week, but it’s only three bucks, and we get free popcorn.”

“You had me at a three-dollar movie,” Enid replied.

An hour later, they had paid for their tickets and had small bags of popcorn in their hands as they sat in the tiny theater that only fit about fifty people. They were relatively alone, save the group of four about five rows in front of them and the couple a few rows ahead of them and off to the right. Caroline wasn’t hungry since she’d just eaten, so she stuffed the stale popcorn into the cup holder next to her and looked over at Enid, who was doing the same.

“It’s not great, is it?” she asked.

“No, it’s at least a day old,” Enid replied. “But the upside of not eating it is that I don’t have butter all over my hands.”

She held her hand out for Caroline to take, which she did, and Enid moved their joined hands into her lap just as the movie started to play.

Within minutes, Caroline had her head on Enid’s shoulder, and it felt so good. She tried not to wonder if Enid had done this with Jill on their date last night, but it was difficult to focus on the terrible movie in front of her, so the thoughts kept coming back into her mind the moment they left. When Enid pulled her hand away, Caroline worried for a moment, but Enid’s arm just went around her shoulders, and Caroline was snuggled into her side, with her hand resting on Enid’s stomach over her T-shirt. Caroline thought she felt something, though, so she moved her hand and placed it between Enid’s breasts, covering her heart.

“What’s going on in here?”

“You can feel that?” Enid asked.

“Why is your heart going crazy?”

“I’m sure you can guess,” Enid replied.

Caroline lifted her head and looked at her.

“Really?”

When Enid nodded, Caroline’s eyes flitted down to her lips. Enid licked them. Caroline licked her own. They were going to kiss. No, it felt like they were finally going to kiss. Then, the whole room, including the screen, went dark.

“What the–” Enid said, pulling away.

“Put the movie back on!” someone yelled.

The door beside them opened, and a student employee walked in.

“Sorry, the thing broke,” he said as he flipped on the lights.

“What broke?” someone else asked.

“The player.”

“There’s a player?” another person asked.

“It’s just a Blu-ray player back there. What did you think was running this place?” the employee said. “I’ll give you all refunds, but I tried to fix it, and it’s not working.”

“How hard did he try?” Enid asked. “It took him, like, six seconds to get out here to tell us that it’s broken.”

“He probably has a hot date he wants to get to, like I did tonight,” Caroline replied.

Enid smiled at her and asked, “Want to take our three dollars that we’re about to get back and buy a cup of crappy coffee on the quad?”

“And sit at our table?”

“It’s our table now, huh?”

“Yes,” Caroline stated. “So if anyone else is sitting there, we’ll kick them out.”

“I’d kind of like to watch you kick someone out of our table,” Enid said.

At first, Caroline hadn’t been happy that the guy clearly wanted to go home early, so he had obviously pretended like the player had been broken, costing her a first kiss with Enid, but when Enid was saying goodnight to her at her door after that coffee, Caroline actually felt grateful for the interruption because as she thought about it more, she realized that while she had really wanted to kiss Enid, part of the reason why had been that she wanted to catch up with Jill, who had undoubtedly had Enid’s lips pressed to her own already. That wasn’t the right reason to kiss someone, though, and when Caroline kissed her for the first time, she wouldn’t be thinking about anyone other than Enid, so instead, she kissed Enid on the cheek. Enid’s head had been tilted a little as if she had been hoping for more, but she left without saying anything.


CHAPTER 13

“Why are you here?” Rory asked.

“Am I not allowed to be here?” Enid asked back.

“You had a date tonight and last night, if I remember correctly. Oh, and the night before, too.”

Enid had just sat down across from Rory in the booth. After dropping Caroline off at her room and not getting the goodnight kiss she’d really wanted, she had decided to go to the bar because she’d known Rory would be there. The date had been perfect. Sure, they hadn’t finished the movie neither of them had been paying attention to, nor had they had their first kiss that would’ve undoubtedly been one of those amazing, intense kisses in the semidark, where both of them had stared at one another, wondering who was going to make the first move because it had been guaranteed that one of them would. Enid had nearly turned back around in that dorm hallway and kissed her right there, but something in Caroline’s expression had told her that she shouldn’t.

“I’ve never had so many dates in one week in my life,” Enid said.

“Is that a bad thing?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Hey, Enid. What can I get you?” Candace asked as she approached them.

“Oh. Just a beer. Anything is fine. I’m not picky.”

“Um… Okay. Is everything all right?” Candace asked. “You sound… I don’t know. Sad, maybe?”

“Yeah, everything’s fine.”

“Okay…” Candace replied, not sounding like she believed her, and then she gave Rory an obvious look before walking away to get Enid’s drink.

“So, spill,” Rory said.

“I’m confused.”

“What about?”

“I’ve never dated two women at once.”

“Me neither,” Rory replied. “How does that even work? When I met Logan, it was just, like, done for me.”

“That was a month ago,” Enid noted.

“I know. It happened quickly. But once I let her in, I didn’t want anyone else.”

“Again, that was, like, a month ago,” Enid pointed out. “Technically, maybe even a week ago or something because you kept saying that you only wanted to be friends.”

“Well, it’s still true: I don’t want to date anyone else,” Rory replied. “I never did. I’ve always wanted one person.”

“Me too. And I wasn’t even looking. I don’t know what came over me when I asked Jill out.”

“You like her,” Rory said with a smile.

“Yeah, I do. She’s great,” Enid said unenthusiastically.

“Oh, I know that tone…” Rory remarked and crossed her arms over her chest.

“What tone?”

“You told me I was great, too.”

“You are great.”

“No, I meant when I kissed you,” Rory noted. “You told me I was great but that you thought we should just be friends in that same tone you just said that Jill was great.”

“You’re both great. Why are we talking about this?”

“Enid, do you have feelings for Jill, or could you see yourself having feelings for her?” Rory asked.

Enid sighed and said, “There are moments where I’m with her, and I think this could be a thing.”

“Moments?”

“A few. We get along really well.”

“That doesn’t equate to having feelings for her. You and I get along really well. You and Candace get along well. But you’re not dating either of us.”

“I realize that,” Enid said. “But she’s funny and makes me laugh. It’s just nice, being around her.”

“And when you kiss?”

“How do you know we have?”

“Because Jill texted me.”

“Oh, God,” she said, covering her face with her hands.

“Jill said it was good, by the way.”

“It was good.”

“So, you want more?”

“Sometimes, you kiss someone, and you think they’re a good kisser, and their style matches your style, so it’s good because of that. Other times, you kiss someone, and it’s just so fucking good that you know it’s more than just because they’re a good kisser; there’s something between the two of you making it even better.”

“Okay. So, which one was it with Jill?”

“The first one, I think,” Enid answered honestly.

Rory nodded and said, “I think she likes you, Enid.”

“I know. I like her, too.”

“Do you see yourself sleeping with her?” Rory asked. “And not just because you want to know if it would be good between you two, but because you really, really want to.”

Enid shook her head and replied, “I’ve been trying to figure out why I went out with her a second time, and I think it’s for a few reasons, and none of them are the right ones.”

“Then, why?”

“I do like her, and I wanted to spend time with her. I’d also already asked her out, so it would’ve been weird if it had been just one date, so I said yes to a second. Now, we’re going out for a third time, but I just want to hang out with her. I’ve also been in such a weird place for so long, and Jill makes me feel better. It was nice to have a reason to get out of the house that wasn’t hanging with you at a bar or school. No offense.”

“None taken,” Rory replied.

“But those aren’t the right reasons to date someone. I just don’t know how to handle it now because I’m technically dating someone else, and Jill is your friend. She’s our friend. We’re all kind of becoming friends, and I don’t want things to be awkward.”

“So, you’re just going to marry Jill one day because ending things now would be too awkward?”

“Yes, that’s my plan,” Enid said sarcastically. “Will you be my maid of honor?”

“She’s my maid of honor, so you better not be getting married on the same day,” Candace said as she placed a bottle of beer in front of Enid.

“Definitely not,” Enid told her.

“Good,” Candace said and walked away to take care of other customers.

“Enid, if you don’t feel things for her, you need to tell her.”

“I know. I know. I just wanted to see if feelings would develop. Not everything is so instant all the time. Sometimes, you meet someone, and it’s fun and nice, and you don’t feel it right away, but it shows up later.”

“You’ve described how you feel about Jill as nice about ten times now. Nice isn’t exactly how I’d describe Logan.”

“Oh, I’m aware. I’ve heard you describe Logan so much recently.”

“Sorry. Am I one of those girls now?”

“Yes, but it’s okay. You’re in love for the first time, and it’s new.”

Rory looked over at Logan, who was working behind the bar, and said, “Even though I resisted it, Enid, I felt it. I felt something right away. Did you feel something right away for Jill?”

Enid shook her head and replied, “Not for Jill, no.”

“But for Caroline?” Rory asked.

Enid nodded then.

“Why hadn’t I thought about picking someone up at the career fair?” Rory joked.

“I met her at the bar, technically.”

“Here?”

“No, when we all went out. It was the night I asked Jill out.”

“What?”

“She was in line for the bathroom, and I accidentally bumped into her. We only talked for about three seconds, but there was something there. I don’t know if I would’ve talked to her more had her friend not shown up, but I know when I was talking to you after that, and then Jill showed up, I was still thinking about Caroline. I didn’t know her name, but I think part of the reason why I asked Jill out was that I was wishing I had said more to someone else. That makes things worse, I know, but I bumped into Caroline at the career fair, and it was still there. I didn’t get her info, but she found me again, and we hung out. Then, she asked me out. I even told her about the Jill thing, and she still wanted to go. I half-expected her to take it back, but she didn’t. That night, I was on a date with Jill, and I was focusing on Jill, but I also couldn’t help but think about Caroline. I didn’t know what to do because I already told Jill that I was going to go out with her, and when she asked me if I still wanted to go out with her, I told her that I did. I think I might have nodded, actually. I don’t remember. I just felt bad because I’d started this; I’d asked Jill out, but then I didn’t know whether I wanted to keep dating, and I told her I did instead of just dealing with it.”

“You can’t think about someone else while you’re with someone, Enid. That’s not fair to either of them.”

“I know.” She took a drink of her beer. “I need to tell Jill that I think we should be friends.”

“Yes, you do.”

“But she’s going to think I chose someone over her.”

“You are choosing someone over her.”

“No, it’s not like that.”

“Hey, babe. Hey, Enid,” Logan said as she stood by the booth. “I’m done.”

“Yeah?” Rory asked. “She’s off,” she added to Enid.

“Oh,” Enid let out, knowing that it meant Rory would be leaving soon.

“Enid, can you take me home later? I came in with Logan. I worked a little earlier when it got busy.”

“You need me to take you home?” Enid checked.

Logan looked just as confused.

“I’m going to stay and hang out with Enid for a little bit. Want to just go to my place, and I’ll have her take me there when we’re done?” Rory asked Logan.

“Oh, sure,” Logan replied and squinted at Enid’s drink.

“I’ve had one sip and won’t finish it. It was mainly for something to do and because Candace would keep bugging me to get me a drink until I just ordered one,” Enid explained.

Logan nodded and said to Rory, “I don’t have a key to your place.”

Rory pulled out her purse and her keys. Then, she removed a key from the key ring and handed it to Logan.

“That one’s mine, but I have an extra one at home. I’ll give it to you.” When Logan’s eyebrows lifted at that, Rory added, “Yes, you heard me right: I want you to have a key to my place.”

Enid felt like she shouldn’t be hearing this private moment between the couple.

“Babe, this is, like, a relationship step thing… It’s not something you just–”

“It’s a key,” Rory interrupted. “I want you to be able to come by whenever you want, but it’s also practical. You work late, and sometimes, I have to get up to let you in. This way, you can come in, shower, and just climb into bed with me.”

“I like that idea,” Logan replied.

“Then, take the key,” Rory told her with a smile.

Logan slid into the booth, gave Rory a quick kiss, and Enid looked away in time for the second, much longer kiss to begin. Finally, Logan stood and said goodnight to both of them before exiting out the back.

“Sorry,” Rory said. “I wasn’t expecting her to make out with me in front of you.”

“You just gave her a key, Rory. It’s a big deal.”

Rory smiled and replied, “I love her. I want her around all the time. She’s been spending most nights at my place anyway.”

“The neighbor?”

“Part of the reason. My place is also nicer than hers, and I think she still worries that I don’t want to stay there. I do, though. I don’t care where she lives. I just want all my nights with her.”

Enid thought about that and knew that she didn’t want all her nights with Jill. She never would. She wasn’t sure yet about Caroline. She had spent a few hours with her, at most, but there was something there that Enid wanted to explore. When she pictured her nights, though, she tried to imagine an apartment or a house and not her teenage bedroom with her small desk and full bed. She tried to think about a bathroom that she didn’t share with a teenage brother, and for a second, thinking about all that put a smile on Enid’s face. It meant possibilities to her, something more than what she had now. It meant her getting back on the path she’d set for herself years ago. Then, she thought about the kitchen and the living room and how she would like it to be a little modern, with some classics thrown in. Enid laughed when she thought about what she’d name her TV, her microwave, her refrigerator, and everything else.

“What’s so funny?” Rory asked.

“Nothing,” she replied.

◆◆◆

After dropping Rory off at home, Enid headed home herself and, for the first time in a while, found something comforting in the fact that her parents and her brother were sitting on the couch, watching a movie together.

“Hey, we’re watching Goonies. Want to?” EJ asked.

They’d all seen this movie at least a hundred times together, but she loved hearing her brother yell, ‘Hey, you guys!’ every time, so she sat down next to him and put her hand in the popcorn bowl in his lap. As much as she wanted to get out of here, she also loved her family and moments like this.

“How was your date?” EJ asked.

“Good,” she replied. “We’re going out again.”

“Cool,” he said.

“You really like her, huh?” her mom asked.

“Who?” Enid asked back.

“What do you mean who? The woman you’re dating.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “Um… I’m dating two women.”

“Shit,” EJ said. “You’ve got two?”

“I don’t have two, EJ,” she replied to her brother. “I’m dating two women, yes, but I’m going to end it with one of them.”

“How do you do that?” EJ asked.

“Son, don’t even think about it,” their father said.

“But Enid can date two women?”

“Enid is mature and knows how to treat a woman. You are still learning. I know this because I heard you talking on the phone the other day to that girl you like.”

“Dad!” EJ glared at their father.

Enid laughed and asked, “What did he do?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing,” EJ said quickly.

Their parents laughed, and Enid joined in. Then, her phone buzzed, so she pulled it out.

Caroline Timothy: I had a great time tonight.

Enid smiled.

“Which one is that?” EJ asked.

“Shut up.” She laughed at him and shoved his shoulder playfully while she stole the popcorn bowl from his lap at the same time.

“Oh, here it is,” their mom said, pointing at the TV.

“Hey, you guys!” EJ yelled much louder than was necessary.

Enid laughed again, like she always would for as long as they did this.


CHAPTER 14

Caroline bit her lower lip while she stared down at her phone, hoping to get a reply soon.

“Are you just staring at that thing now?” Viv asked from her bed.

“Yes,” she replied honestly.

“Give the girl a minute to respond.”

“It’s been a minute. It’s been seven minutes, according to my phone. Do you think she had a bad time, so she’s not responding because she’s done already? One date, and she’s choosing Jill over me?”

“I think you’re looking at this the wrong way.”

“How should I be looking at it, then?”

“It’s not a competition.”

“Isn’t it, though? This Jill woman is already older than me. She’s twenty-six. I asked Enid about her not-so-casually over dinner. I couldn’t even order a beer at dinner tonight and asked her to go to the stupid on-campus theater because it’s cheaper.”

“You’ll be twenty-one soon, so that won’t matter much longer. And if she decides not to date you because you can’t order a drink at dinner, she’s the one with the problem.” Viv sighed. “Anyway, don’t look at it like it’s you versus someone else. It’s just you and Enid trying to see if there’s something there.”

“There is something there. I feel it. And she does, too. I know it. I just feel like Jill is ahead of me somehow. They were kind of friends first, and Enid asked her out. She didn’t ask me out. I asked her. Tonight, we almost kissed, and I know we would have, but the stupid movie thing ended abruptly, and I realized that I wanted to kiss her at least a little because I wanted to catch up to Jill.”

“Just focus on the fact that there’s something between you two. Enid will have to figure out what she wants, but if you don’t like that she’s dating someone else at the same time, you need to tell her.”

“I don’t like it. I did tell her.”

“What did she say?”

“She told me to keep being honest with her about it,” Caroline replied. “We just met. I can’t tell her to stop seeing someone else.”

“You can, actually. She might end things with you, and that’s scary, but you have to look out for you first, Care.”

Caroline leaned over the bed and looked down at Viv.

“Are you taking care of you? We’re talking about my dating life.”

Viv smiled and said, “I’m kind of over you.”

Caroline lifted an eyebrow at her.

“I’m thinking about maybe asking someone else out, actually.”

“You are?” Caroline asked with curiosity, forgetting all about her phone and the message she’d yet to receive from Enid.

“Yeah. I don’t know. I’m not exactly looking forward to the possible rejection. I just dealt with that from you.”

“Sorry,” Caroline said.

“It is what it is,” Viv replied with a shoulder shrug.

“Who are you going to ask out?”

“I said I was thinking about it.”

“Well, who are you thinking about asking out, then?”

“I’d rather not say yet. I haven’t decided if I’ll do it. I don’t know if she likes me.”

“There are at least three out lesbians that I know of on this floor, one pansexual, two bisexuals, and a couple that I think might be questioning. I’ll figure it out.”

“Can you maybe not put too much thought into it? I don’t know if I’m going to do it yet, and I don’t need you snooping around and asking questions.”

“I wasn’t going to go all private detective,” Caroline said. “But I’m glad. I mean, I’m happy for you. You should be happy, Viv.”

“I am happy,” Viv replied.

“Yeah?”

“I think people who don’t get people like me assume we’re not happy, but I am. I’m perfectly content lying here and reading a book. I don’t always like my homework, but I love learning. I don’t need a million friends. I like having just one or two really good ones. I go to the campus things you think are lame because I think they’re fun. I’m meeting people like me, and it makes me feel less alone. I know what I want from my life, so I’m not spending time doing a lot of searching. There’s nothing wrong with searching, being social, or hating homework. I don’t judge people or assume they’re unhappy because they’re not like me, but I think when people see an introvert, they assume we’re missing out on the things they love, when we don’t love them to begin with.”

Caroline smiled as the blood rushed to her head from its position hanging upside down.

“You are a wise woman, Viv,” she said.

“Uh… Thanks,” Viv replied.

“How do I grow up like you?”

“We’re the same age.”

“No, you’re already twenty-one, so you’re in the future. Tell me where this wisdom comes from. I need some of it.”

“You have it. You just have a different kind,” Viv replied.

“No, I don’t.”

“What did you learn on your road trip?”

“Oh, God. So much. I had to change my own flat tire because I got one in the middle of nowhere, and there was no internet, so I had to just guess and hope I got it right until I got to the first mechanic I could find in the desert. I learned that I can be on my own and like myself and that I really liked art more than I thought I did or could. I learned a few things about sex, too, if I’m being honest. There’s more, but–”

Viv laughed and said, “See? I can’t change a flat tire.”

“It’s just changing a flat tire. It’s not that hard.”

“But you learned things about yourself, too. You went out by yourself on the open road and explored the world.” Viv held out the book she’d put down when Caroline had first looked down at her and added, “I’ve learned about the world through books. I don’t know what Las Vegas looks like in person. I’ve never gambled illegally there.”

“I did that once, and I didn’t win anything.”

“But you’ve done it, and you risked getting into trouble just to do it. I’ve never had the courage or guts to do anything. I have plans, and I’m happy with who I am, so that’s fine with me, and I’m young, so I’m still learning, but you’re wise, too, Caroline. It’s just different.”

“You’re even wise for recognizing that.”

Caroline’s phone pinged, so instantly, she shot back into her bed and grabbed it.

“God, you’re going to pull a muscle if you keep doing that,” Viv said, laughing.

Enid Becker: I had a great time, too. What are you doing right now?

“She wants to know what I’m doing right now.”

“Tell her you’re interrupting your roommate, who just wants to read her book and go to sleep,” Viv said.

Caroline laughed and replied, “It’s not even late.”

“I didn’t say I was going to read a page and fall asleep,” Viv countered.

Caroline thought about what to say to Enid. Then, she typed.

Enid Becker: I’m watching a movie with my family.

Caroline smiled and typed back.

Caroline Timothy: What movie?

Enid Becker: The Goonies.

Caroline Timothy: Never seen it.

Enid Becker: What?!

“Viv, have you ever seen The Goonies?”

“Once. It was on TV. Why?”

“Enid’s watching it right now.”

Enid Becker: How have you never seen The Goonies? My parents love it, and my brother and I have watched it at least a hundred times.

“I guess they watch it a lot. Should I see this movie?”

“It’s a classic,” Viv said.

“That’s not an answer.”

“Find it online and watch it right now, if you want. Just use headphones,” Viv suggested.

“Yeah, I can do that.” Caroline jumped down from her bed and grabbed her laptop. “Sorry, Timmy,” she said to the TV.

“You have got to stop apologizing to the TV,” Viv said.

“Nope,” Caroline replied as she climbed into bed, carrying Larry. “Why did we bunk our bed again?”

“Because we wanted more space in the room.”

“But we’re always in our beds.”

“Caroline?”

“Yeah?”

“Watch the movie and text Enid. I’m going to read my book,” Viv said.

“Yeah, okay.”

Caroline opened her computer and went to Netflix. She didn’t find the movie there, so she logged into her parents’ Amazon account to see if it was on Prime.

“Got it,” she said.

“Caroline…”

“Sorry…” Caroline whispered.

She picked up her phone and typed.

Caroline Timothy: Just found it online. I’ll watch it tonight.

The dots appeared, indicating that Enid was typing.

Enid Becker: Yeah? Cool. I was going to suggest we maybe watch it together, though.

Caroline slammed her laptop shut.

“Are you okay?” Viv asked.

“She wants us to watch it together.”

“Okay,” Viv replied.

“So, I shouldn’t watch it now, right?”

“Oh, my God. Caroline!” Viv laughed.

“I’m texting Jodie. She’ll know what to do.” Caroline went to text but stopped. “Wait. If I text her, she’s going to just come over here. Is that okay? I can tell her to stay in her room.”

“It’s fine,” Viv replied.

Caroline messaged Jodie and waited. Within seconds, she heard a door close down the hall due to the thin walls, and Viv stood up to walk over to her closet. Then, there was a knock at the door, which was locked. Viv unlocked it and opened it.

“Oh. Hey,” Jodie said to Viv, probably expecting Caroline to be the one to open the door.

“Hi,” Viv replied. “I’m going to run to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” Jodie said with a smile before she looked at Caroline. “So, Enid?”

“Yeah,” she replied. “We’re texting.”

“And you don’t know what to say?”

“I just want to call her, but I can’t because Viv is here, and that would be weird.”

“Is she still into you?” Jodie asked.

“She told me she’s good, but I’ve never talked to a girl while I’m in a room with someone else.”

“Oh. Use my room, then. My roommate is gone tonight. She’s sleeping over at her boyfriend’s. I’ll hang out in here with Viv until you’re done.”

“Really?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah. I left the door unlocked. Just don’t have phone sex in my bed or anything.”

“We haven’t even kissed, Jodie,” she said.

“So?”

“I need to see if she wants to talk first,” Caroline added and picked up her phone to type.

Caroline Timothy: Do you maybe want to talk?

Seconds later, she had her reply.

“She said yes.”

“Cool. Have fun,” Jodie told her as she climbed up to Caroline’s bed.

Caroline jumped down and hurried out of the room, passing Viv on her way back.

“Can’t talk. Gotta call.”

“What?” Viv asked, looking confused.

“Ask Jodie.”

“Um… Okay.”

Caroline opened Jodie’s door and closed it behind her, locking it for good measure. She found Enid in her contacts and pressed the screen.

“Hi,” Enid said.

“Hey. Did I interrupt the family movie night?”

“No, it’s fine. I’m good letting them finish it without me.”

“Are you alone or still there?”

“I’m in my room,” Enid replied. “And I’m kind of worried.”

“Worried? What about?”

“We just had our first date and said we’d go out again, but you asked for a call. Is this where you tell me that you’ve thought about it and decided against another date?”

“What? No,” Caroline said.

“No?”

“I just wanted to talk to you.”

“Oh,” Enid said, and she sounded like she was smiling now. “Wait. Are you alone?”

“I’m in Jodie’s room.”

“So, she can hear us?”

“No, Jodie is in my room with Viv. Her roommate is gone, so it’s just me in here right now.”

“You kicked her out of her room just to talk to me?”

“She offered,” Caroline said.

“That’s nice of her. I guess I’ll work on forgetting the fact that she’s, apparently, gotten you off before.”

Caroline laughed and replied, “Why do we always talk about the women I’ve had sex with and not the ones you’ve been with?”

“What do you want to know?” Enid asked.

Caroline thought about asking about Jill, but she had already told Enid that she wanted to know if and when they did that, and she trusted Enid to be honest with her.

“Nothing, really,” she replied. “I kind of don’t want to think about it.”

“No?”

“Do you like thinking about me with other women?”

“What? No,” Enid told her. “I’m glad you’re a talented artist, but I kind of wish I never would’ve seen Brooke, whatever her last name is, naked in your sketchbook.”

“I forgot it was there. Sorry,” she said and sat on the bottom bunk.

“Caroline?”

“Yeah?”

“I wanted to kiss you tonight.”

“I know. I wanted to kiss you, too,” she replied.

“Why didn’t we?”

“We got interrupted at the movie.”

“I wanted to kiss you then, too, yes, but that’s not what I meant. I meant at your door.”

“I know,” Caroline said.

“I got a cheek kiss instead,” Enid replied.

“I know.”

“Did I do something wrong?”

“No,” Caroline replied. “I didn’t want our first kiss to be at the door to my dorm room. Viv was in there, and she could’ve come out at any minute or heard us or something,” she lied.

“And she has a thing for you. Got it,” Enid said. “Sorry, I should’ve thought about that.”

“No, it’s okay. She just told me a few minutes ago that she’s over me, so that’s good.”

“She’s over you?”

“I guess so,” Caroline said. “She told me she was going to ask someone out. Well, she’s thinking about asking someone out, anyway.”

“That’s good,” Enid replied. “So, we’re still good to go on another date?”

“Definitely. We have to watch The Goonies together.”

Enid chuckled in response and said, “I still can’t believe you’ve never seen it.”

“You can see my reaction to it for the first time when we watch it.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Enid said. “Oh, hold on.”

Caroline waited, and it sounded like Enid was talking to someone on her side of the phone.

“Sorry. My brother wants to talk to me about something. Can we talk later?”

“Is everything okay?”

“Yes. He just needs help talking to girls,” Enid replied and laughed.

“God, Enid! Shut up!”

“Is that him?” Caroline asked through her laughter.

“Yes, it is. Little EJ here likes a girl and wants to ask her out.”

“Enid! It’s Elijah now.”

“Can I text you later?” Enid asked her.

“Anytime you want,” she replied with a smile.

When they hung up, Caroline stared at her phone, and her smile didn’t waiver. Then, she stood up and headed back to her own room, where she found Jodie asleep in her bed.

“I guess she’s sleeping over tonight, huh?” she said to Viv.

“I guess so,” Viv replied.


CHAPTER 15

“Hey,” Jill said with a wide grin on her face when she opened the door. “I’m thinking we just stay in and order. I’m really in the mood to Netflix and chill. Is that okay with you?”

All of that came out before Enid could even say hello, so she wasn’t sure what she should say now.

“Um… Okay?”

“Yeah? Cool,” Jill said.

Enid walked into the apartment and took a deep breath. She hadn’t planned what she was going to say, but she probably should have. She knew that she needed to end this. It was their third date, and not that that whole sex-on-a-third-date rule was an actual thing or mattered, but if she didn’t end it tonight, she’d have to do it on the fourth or fifth, and eventually, Jill would wonder what was going on and why Enid didn’t want to sleep with her, and it would be worse.

“I’m thinking Chinese,” Jill added. “We’d get fortune cookies. I love those things.”

“You like the ambiguous fortunes that usually make no sense?”

“No, I like the cookies. I throw out the fortunes,” Jill replied.

Enid laughed and followed Jill to her sofa, where they both sat down. Jill picked up her phone, and Enid knew she’d probably have their dinner ordered within the next couple of minutes, and then, Enid would need to hang out until after they finished, at least to be polite. She didn’t mind the hanging out part. Ordering food and watching a movie sounded like a good night in with a friend. But she didn’t know how Jill would take this news, and if Jill wanted her to leave, Enid would go.

“Hey, Jill?” she asked.

“Yeah?” Jill replied without looking up from the phone. “I’m starving. I’m going to pick what I want and give you the phone because I don’t know what you like.”

“Can we hold off on the ordering for a minute?” she requested.

Jill looked up then, and her eyes bore into Enid’s before she locked her phone and put it on the sofa next to her. Jill had figured it out.

“I see.”

“I really like you.”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to make a big thing out of it.”

“I’m not trying to,” she said. “I just want to explain.”

“You really don’t have to, Enid. I get it,” Jill told her. “I’ve been dumped before. Not that this is an official dumping or anything; we weren’t together.”

“When I asked you out–”

“Enid?”

“Yeah?”

“Please stop.”

“Okay.”

“I like you,” Jill said. “I thought we were having a good time together. I kind of thought we could watch a movie tonight, and you’d stay over. If it was just to sleep, that would be fine, but if it was something more, I was okay with that, too.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You don’t feel it?”

Enid shook her head and said, “I wanted to.”

“Not the same thing, though.”

“No, it’s not.”

Jill sighed and said, “Then, I guess, I kind of do want you to explain. I didn’t think I did, but I do now. You said you wanted to go out with me again.”

“I did. I think I wanted to see if I could get there.”

“If you could convince yourself to want to sleep with me?”

“Oh, no; that’s not the issue. If I was just trying to sleep with you, that wouldn’t be a problem, Jill. You’re beautiful.”

“So, it’s my personality that you don’t like?”

“What? No. I love your personality.”

Jill shook her head and said, “I’m really confused now. You like my personality, and sleeping with me wouldn’t exactly be a chore. What’s the problem, Enid?”

Enid still wasn’t sure how to define what she was feeling, but Jill deserved an honest answer.

“I don’t feel that spark.”

Jill nodded and said, “Ah.”

“I hoped I would. I thought I would, but I don’t. And I don’t know that I will. You deserve to find someone who sparks with you, Jill.”

“Do you feel it with her?”

Enid looked away.

“You do. Got it,” Jill said.

“I’m sorry,” she repeated.

“No, it’s okay. I mean, it sucks, but it’s okay. I’d rather know now than get in too deep and have you tell me after we’d… taken certain steps.”

“When I asked you out, I–”

“I know. I don’t know you that well, Enid, but I know enough to know that you wouldn’t have asked me out just to do it.”

“No, I wouldn’t have. You made me laugh,” Enid admitted and smiled at her. “And making me laugh hasn’t been easy for a while.”

“Well, I’ll be glad about that, then.”

“Do you want me to go?” Enid asked.

“Well, you did just dump me,” Jill said, but she winked at Enid, indicating that she was being playful. “We’re going to be friends, right?”

“I hope so.”

“Then, just stay. We can watch that movie, and I’ll order us dinner.”

“Are you sure?” Enid checked.

“Yeah. But we’re not snuggling, so don’t get any ideas,” Jill told her.

Enid laughed and sighed, feeling a little bit lighter but still regretting that it had gotten this far. She should’ve told Jill how she was feeling after their first date. She should have known that the thing she felt with Caroline wasn’t there with Jill.

“So, are you still going out with her?”

“Yes,” Enid said.

“Tell me about her.”

“Really?”

“I need to hear something good tonight. I’d like to maybe meet someone myself soon or, you know, yesterday, so tell me about how it feels so that I know what to look for.”

“We’ve been on one date. I don’t think I have all the secrets yet.”

“I’m ordering, like, one of everything on the menu. Is that all right?” Jill asked, picking her phone back up. “Go on.”

“Go on with what?”

“What’s she got that I don’t.”

“Jill, it’s not–”

“I’m kidding.” Jill laughed a little. “It’s really okay, Enid. I didn’t fall in love with you over the whole two dates we’ve been on. Don’t get me wrong; I’m disappointed. But I’ll be okay.”

“Maybe we should talk about something else, then.”

“I’m thinking she caught you off guard. Did she?”

“Caroline?”

“Pretty name,” Jill said. “And yes, her.”

“I guess so,” Enid replied. “I definitely wasn’t expecting it.”

“So, what does she do?”

“She’s a student.”

“Grad school with you?”

“No, she’s an undergrad, actually. She’s about to turn twenty-one.”

“Really?” Jill asked, looking up at her. “A little young, yeah?”

“I guess. But she’s mature in some ways.”

“Some ways?” Jill lifted an eyebrow.

“I just meant that she doesn’t seem like some girl in college who only wants to play around all the time. I met a few of those when I was in my undergrad. I even dated a couple of them.”

“But she’s not like that?”

“No,” Enid said, shaking her head.

“And there’s that spark you mentioned?”

“There is,” Enid said with a smile. “We have a table in the quad now.”

“What?” Jill laughed and set down her phone.

“We had coffee at this table in the quad once, and now, she calls it our table.”

“That’s kind of cute. I mean, I hate her, but that’s still cute.”

Enid laughed and said, “I think so, too.”

“Have you two…”

“No,” Enid replied. “We haven’t even kissed yet.”

“You’ve kissed me, but not her yet? How do you know that there’s a spark?”

“I don’t need to kiss her to feel it. And we almost did last night. We got interrupted.”

“When do you see her again?”

“Tomorrow night.”

“Busy girl this week, huh? Two dates with me, one with her, then another one with me before another one with her.”

“I know.” She laughed. “I’ve never had this many dates in a row before. I was running out of ideas already, trying to figure out what to do.”

“You were running out of ideas, like, two dates in?” Jill asked.

“I’m out of practice,” Enid offered.

“Well, food’s ordered. It’ll be here in thirty. Let’s start a movie, and I’ll grab us some drinks. You can tell me more about this sparky Caroline.”

“I didn’t say she was sparky,” Enid said, laughing.

“She gives you sparks. She’s sparky,” Jill half-yelled as she walked into the kitchen. “When we are done eating and we finish this movie, want to go to Candace’s?”

“I don’t know. That’ll be late. I’m pretty tired.”

“From all your dates this week?”

“And school. I’m also in school,” Enid reminded her as she rested her head back against the sofa.

“Well, one of us has a new, sparky girlfriend. The other is single and trying to find someone. So, maybe the first one, that would be you, wouldn’t mind helping the other someone, me, meet someone else now that she’s dumped me. The she is you in that sentence.”

Enid laughed and said, “You know you’re not going to meet anyone at Candace’s bar, right? The only lesbians we know who hang out there are all dating each other.”

“Yes, but I get free drinks there, and I’ve seen a couple of possibly lady-loving ladies there a few times. I might get lucky tonight,” Jill said as she walked back into the room.

“Can I have a rain check? I promise, I’ll help you get laid or meet the love of your life another night.”

“Can you do both? Maybe one night, help me get laid, and another, help me meet my soulmate?”

“Sure.” Enid laughed.

Thirty minutes later, when their food arrived, they ate it with forks since neither of them had ever mastered the chopsticks, and when the movie, which they talked throughout, not really paying much attention to it, was over, Enid yawned while Jill stood to stretch.

“Okay. I’m exhausted. You’ve exhausted me. I’m going to bed,” Jill told her.

Enid laughed and replied, “Time for me to go, then. I’ll call you later?”

“Yes, to arrange this night where you’ll work tirelessly to get me laid.”

Enid’s laughter continued until she was in the hallway. This was much better. This was right. Jill was meant to be her friend, and maybe even a good one. Rory had Candace, and Enid had always been a little jealous of how Rory called Candace her best friend, and while Enid considered Rory to be hers now, just when she’d figured that out, Rory had found the possible love of her life and was occupied with thoughts of strap-on sex with her girlfriend most of the time. That left Enid feeling alone again, but maybe that wasn’t true anymore. Maybe she had a new friend in Jill and possibly something more with Caroline.

When she made her way home, Enid found her father in his office.

“You’re still working?” she asked.

“No, I’m buying your mom an anniversary present. It’s coming up. She’s been mentioning a new Crock-Pot. Should I go with that?”

“No,” Enid said. “No woman wants a Crock-Pot as an anniversary gift, Dad.”

“But it’s top of the line.”

Enid laughed and walked into the office.

“It’s your twenty-fifth anniversary.”

“Yes, I know.”

“So, you need to impress her,” Enid suggested. “Woo her again, Dad. Keep a girl interested.”

He laughed.

“Order a bouquet of those flowers she loves. A big one. Like, two dozen. Have them arrive as a surprise. Maybe get her those fancy chocolates you two had in Europe that she always talks about and can’t ever find here, too.”

“How can I find them, then?” he asked.

“You’ll figure it out, but get her something she wants, not just something she needs for the kitchen.”

“She’s mentioned that she could use a new setting on her engagement ring.”

“Get her a completely new ring.”

“A new ring?”

“Yes, go crazy,” Enid replied with a laugh. “Mom deserves it.”

“Yes, she does,” he agreed. “Okay. I’ll try to track down those chocolates. Leave it to your mother to find her favorite chocolates in Switzerland.”

Enid laughed and left her dad to his research. Then, she made her way upstairs to her room but heard her brother playing video games in his, so she knocked, planning to tell him that she was home and to keep it down.

“Hey, can you maybe turn down the volume or–”

“Shit. Enid!” he yelped and slammed the laptop that he had had open on his bed, facing the door, closed instantly. “You didn’t see that.”

“Jesus, EJ,” she said, covering her eyes with her hand. “I thought you were playing video games. Why is your porn volume on max?”

“It’s not porn,” he replied while she still kept her eyes closed because her brother had been in his boxers. “It’s… a friend.”

“A friend?”

“We were on FaceTime.”

“That was a naked girl, EJ!”

“She’s the girl I told you about last night.”

“Are you covered up?” Enid asked.

“Yeah, I’m good.”

Enid opened her eyes and saw that EJ was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of sweats now.

“Why was there a naked girl on your screen?”

EJ went to press the button on his phone, which had, apparently, been playing music this whole time, and said, “I called her and told her the things you suggested. She’s out of town for the next two weeks at some camp thing. She works there. Anyway, it worked. What you told me to say, it worked, and she didn’t want to wait until she got back.”

“Oh, my God. You were having video sex with her?!”

“Not yet.” He looked exasperated. “And now, I need to call her and tell her that you interrupted us, so it’ll have to wait.”

“EJ!”

“What? I’m eighteen. She’s eighteen. We can do whatever we want.”

“You just saw her naked on your screen. You’ve never even kissed this girl.”

“I will.”

Enid shook her head and asked, “Do you just want to have sex with her, or do you really like her?”

He shrugged and said, “Both.”

“Then, this isn’t it, little brother.” Enid pointed at the closed laptop. “I told you to tell her how you felt, not to do whatever it was you were about to do. If you really like her, call her back and tell her that you think you should wait until you can be together for real.”

“But she was naked, Enid. She wanted to.”

“Good for her. Girl power and all that. But if you really like her, EJ, it should be special when you two do that for the first time, not on some screen.”

He sighed and said, “I need to call her.”

“Good luck. Also, lock the fucking door next time.”

“The lock is broken.”

“I’m sure there’s a hardware store somewhere in New Orleans. Buy a new one.”

Enid slammed the door behind her and headed to her room. She flopped onto her bed and pulled out her phone.

Enid Becker: You will never guess what I just caught my teenage brother doing.

She saw those three dots and waited.

Caroline Timothy: I feel like I know the answer to this one, but fill me in.

Enid smiled and texted her back.

Caroline Timothy: Gross. Was he doing it already?

Enid Becker: No, thank God. Maybe twenty seconds away, though.

Caroline Timothy: Are you traumatized for life?

Enid Becker: Yes. Can you make me feel better?

Caroline Timothy: If you’re proposing we have video sex right now, the answer is not until we have real sex.

Enid smiled and sent her a message.

Enid Becker: I like that you said until we have real sex.


CHAPTER 16

Caroline had nearly fallen asleep in class, and she hadn’t even stayed up late the night before. The class was just that boring. She and Enid had texted, and she would’ve stayed up late doing that, but they had only gone on for a few minutes, and then, she’d gone to bed. Caroline wasn’t sure what she wanted to do with her life, but she did know that she would not be spending time in a classroom like Viv. Classrooms felt claustrophobic to her, even when they were the giant lecture halls that could fit three hundred people. She needed open air and an easy escape. She usually sat in the back of every room just for that purpose, and the moment the professor or the TA said they could go, she was out the door, her bag already packed up and on her shoulder.

Today was no exception. The second she could go, she did so, and she ended up taking a long walk around campus for no particular reason. Ending up on a bench off the beaten path, Caroline pulled out her sketchbook and her pencil. She needed to start carrying a pack of pencils and a sharpener if that was going to be her new habit, but she hadn’t planned on stopping to draw. She looked around to find something interesting to sketch and found a girl and a boy sitting on a concrete wall that had a row of bushes behind them that led to a vine weaving up the side of one of the oldest buildings on campus.

Caroline started off by forming the concrete wall with her pencil in a shaded outline, giving it some definition, before she moved up and to the bushes behind it. They were all full and green and looked lush against the bare concrete. She normally didn’t apply any color to her sketches, but she pulled out her phone and took a photo of the scene so that if she decided to do that later, she’d have a way to remember the colors. It was muggy outside today, which made it uncomfortable. She thought about just using that photo to finish the drawing back in her room, but it would be hot and muggy there, too, because their fans could only do so much, so she just kept drawing. The people were moving too much for her to get a great likeness, though, so she left them to deal with later from the photo and merely gave them rough outlines before she moved on to the vines behind them. Finally, the red brick wall filled in the remainder of the space. Not completely satisfied but also feeling like she had done something she actually liked today, Caroline packed up her stuff, stood, and started to walk back to the dorm.

“Hey,” Jodie said as she caught up to her. “I thought we were grabbing lunch today.”

“We are. I thought we were meeting at the dorm,” she replied.

“Oh. I guess I spaced out that part. I thought you were going to wait for me after class since we were only a building apart.”

“You’ve been a little forgetful lately. Everything okay?”

“I’m not forgetful.”

“The other day, you forgot to get your tray when we got in line for dinner. You forgot your toothpaste when we ran into the bathroom, and you specifically went in there to brush your teeth. Didn’t you forget to go to class yesterday morning, too?”

“I fell asleep in your room. I was out of my routine,” Jodie argued.

“And you couldn’t get back into it when you rolled over and realized you were late for class?” she teased.

“No, apparently not,” Jodie replied.

Caroline laughed and said, “Where do you want to get food? Our dining hall?”

“Yeah, I kind of have to eat and run,” she said. “Project due.”

“Okay. We can get something to-go.”

“No, let’s go to the dorm. Want to see if Viv can come?”

“We can, I guess. I’m sure she’s in class.”

“I’ll text her,” Jodie said.

Caroline watched her pull out her phone and text Viv, but Jodie didn’t put her phone away. She just stared at it as they walked, which was odd even for her.

“She’s in,” Jodie added. “She said she’ll meet us at the dining hall.”

“Okay,” Caroline said, wondering what was going on.

To get back to the dorm, they had to walk past the quad, which meant Caroline would see their table. Now, no matter what happened between them, she would think of that table as their table, and that meant that if it didn’t work out, she would have to walk by this thing until she graduated and hate the stupid ornate, swirling decorative patterns of the chairs. If it worked out and they were together by the time she graduated, she would love those patterns. Caroline smiled, thinking about that, and looked up just in time to see Enid heading right toward it with two cups of coffee.

“Wait. Why two?” she said.

“Huh?” Jodie asked.

“Enid’s at our table. She has two cups of coffee.”

“So?”

“So, who is the other coffee for? Is she meeting someone? Jill?”

“I don’t know, Care. Why don’t you ask her?”

“I can’t do that. What if it is Jill, and she walks right up and wonders what I’m doing here. Do you think Jill knows about me like I know about her?”

“I have no idea.” Jodie sighed. “I’ll help you out here. Ready?”

“What?”

“Hey, Enid!” Jodie yelled it from a good football field away, but Enid still heard her.

“Holy fucking shit! What were you thinking?” Caroline said to her about-to-be-former best friend through gritted teeth that she hoped looked like a smile from far away.

“Just talk to her. I’ll meet you in the dining hall.”

“What? You’re ditching me after you just did that?”

“Yes. Now, grow up and go talk to the pretty girl you like.”

Jodie gave her a playful shove in that direction and kept walking.

Caroline had a good distance to walk before she got to the table, so she could technically turn and pretend like she hadn’t even noticed Enid, which was stupid because, no, she couldn’t. Jodie had just yelled at her, so Enid had seen them.

“Hey,” she said nervously.

“Hi,” Enid replied with a smile.

“Sorry about Jodie. She just saw you and wanted to say hi.”

“Where did she go?” Enid asked, looking around.

“To the dining hall. We’re having lunch with Viv.”

“Oh,” Enid let out, looking disappointed.

“So, are you hanging with someone right now?”

“What? No. Why?” Enid asked.

“Two cups of coffee.” Caroline pointed.

“Oh. That’s for you. I even dumped out, like, half the coffee to make room for all that cream you like. I knew you had a class end about now. I was about to text you.”

“For me?”

“Yes.” Enid laughed a little. “I was trying to surprise you, but you didn’t look super happy about it when you walked up. I’m guessing, based on your question just now, that it’s because you thought I was meeting someone else?”

“Jill specifically,” Caroline admitted. “Sorry, I know it’s petty, but I was just thinking that this is our table. I realize it’s not, really. It’s everyone’s table. I–”

“Care?”

Caroline smiled because that was the first time Enid had used her nickname, and it sounded really good on those lips that she was hoping she’d get to kiss one day.

“Yeah?”

“The coffee is for you. Want to sit down and drink it with me, or do you have to go to lunch?”

“I’ll text them,” Caroline replied as she sat down next to Enid and pulled out her phone. She sent a quick message to both Viv and Jodie and added. “Also, you should probably know that I don’t like that much cream in my coffee. I was nervous the day we had it for the first time, so I added way too much.”

“Really?” Enid laughed. “Should I get you another one?”

Caroline shook her head and said, “No, I’ll drink this. Thank you, by the way.”

“Sure,” Enid said.

“I am confused, though. Aren’t we going out tonight?”

“Yeah.”

“So, you’re not canceling and trying to make it up to me with surprise coffee?”

“No, we’re still going out, if you want to.”

“Yes, I want to,” Caroline replied.

“I just wanted to see you,” Enid said. “I… missed you.”

She put her coffee to her lips, and Caroline could just make out the shy smile behind it as Enid tried to cover it up.

“You missed me?”

Enid nodded.

“I missed you, too.”

“Yeah?”

Caroline nodded this time and said, “I would’ve texted with you longer last night, but no matter how quiet I try to be, Viv can still hear me moving, and she’s a light sleeper.”

“It’s okay. I was pretty traumatized by what I saw in my little brother’s room, so I needed to take a long shower to try to get the image out of my mind. I will also be going to therapy for the rest of my life. Have they invented something that can wipe specific memories yet? I could really use that about now.”

Caroline laughed and leaned into her a little.

“I also wanted to talk to you,” Enid added. “But I didn’t want to do it over text, and I didn’t want to do it tonight on our date because I want that to just be ours.”

Caroline leaned back, trying not to get nervous because what Enid had just said was very confusing.

“No, come back,” Enid said before she took Caroline’s hand from where it had been clutching the other one in her lap and turned in her chair to be able to place Caroline’s hand on her own knee. Then, Enid smiled and said, “I meant that I wanted to tell you in person that I’m not seeing Jill anymore.”

Caroline’s eyes widened as Enid’s fingers entwined with her own.

“You’re not?”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because I realized that I only wanted to be friends with her. I don’t have feelings for her.” Enid let her thumb graze over Caroline’s skin. “The way I do for you.”

“Yeah?” Caroline asked with a smile.

“Yeah,” Enid replied. “I did go out with her last night, but only to tell her that I wanted us to be friends instead. We ended up ordering in and just hanging out while watching a movie, and it was nice to take the pressure off with her. We weren’t on a date anymore, so we could just sit and talk and relax.”

“So, I shouldn’t worry that you still like her like that?”

“No,” Enid said as she shook her head. “We agreed to just be friends, and she wants to hang out again. Apparently, because I ended things, I now need to help her find her soulmate and get laid.” Enid laughed.

“Wouldn’t that be the same thing?”

“I think if she finds the soulmate first, it is, but she also just wants to get laid.”

“How close did you two come to…” Caroline shook her head then. “Never mind. It’s not my place to ask.”

“Not even close, Care,” Enid told her.

“So, it’s just you and me now?” she asked.

“Yes,” Enid confirmed. “I just wanted to tell you that before our date so that it could just be about us, without you worrying about the fact that I’m dating someone else and me worrying that I was being a jerk for doing that.”

“Enid, you’re allowed to date other people. Just because I struggled with it, doesn’t mean you should feel guilty about it. I’ve just never really met someone I clicked with like that. I mean, no one’s ever looked at my ridiculous sketches of inanimate objects and asked me about the characters around them before.” Caroline chuckled. “You not only did that, but you kept bringing them up, and you weren’t making fun of me.”

“Why would I make fun of you? It’s cute that you do that,” Enid replied.

“To you, apparently. No one else. You also aren’t pressuring me to pick a major, find a career, or constantly asking me questions about what I’ll do after graduation. I get that from everyone else. Even Jodie and Viv do it sometimes. My parents never let up on it. You, on the other hand, just seem to want me to figure out whatever I’ll figure out whenever I do.”

“I guess I get that about you. I knew generally what I wanted to do, but look how that has turned out: I’m right back where I started.”

“Maybe there’s a reason for that,” Caroline said as she placed her other hand on Enid’s other knee. “If you were in Tallahassee right now, wearing a sexy business suit with pinstripes or something, you never would have met me.”

Enid laughed and replied, “Why does my business suit have to have pinstripes?”

“It doesn’t. You’re free to wear any kind of business suit you want. In fact, if you wanted to wear one for our date tonight, I wouldn’t mind at all.” Caroline shook her head.

Enid’s laugh continued before she said, “I was thinking more like jeans, but if you want to dress up tonight, we can. I have a dress I haven’t worn in a while.”

“You have a dress?” she asked and swallowed hard.

“I have a few of them, yes,” Enid said. “Why? You want to see me in a dress?”

Caroline nodded rapidly and said, “Not that I don’t love you all casual, but I’d bet you look really hot in a dress.”

“I can wear one tonight, if you want.”

“I want.” She looked down at Enid’s hand, which was still playing with her own. “But I also want to mini-golf tonight, so maybe another date.”

“Mini-golf? Really?” Enid laughed.

“Yeah. You said you wanted to.”

“I do. If you want to do that tonight, we can, but yeah, I’m not wearing a dress and heels to mini-golf.”

“There are heels?” Caroline asked a little louder than she had planned on.

Enid laughed loudly and took a sip of her coffee.

“Do you want to go to lunch with your friends now? I can join you.”

“You want to eat lunch in the dining hall?”

“No, I already ate. But I can sit there with you.”

Caroline squinted at her and said, “You want to go because you know Jodie and I did what we did and because Viv asked me out, don’t you?”

“What? No,” Enid said, obviously lying. “Is it wrong to want them to know that we’re doing this? It’s wrong, right?”

“I didn’t kiss you the other night because I didn’t want our first kiss to be about me competing with Jill.”

“What?” Enid asked, looking serious now. “You said it was because Viv was inside.”

“It wasn’t. I lied,” Caroline admitted. “I’m sorry. It felt like I wanted to kiss you in part because I wanted to catch up to Jill, and that was wrong, so I didn’t.”

Enid nodded and said, “I get it. Does that mean that if we kissed tonight, it would just be about us?”

“Yeah, it would.”

“Okay, then.”

“Still want to go to lunch to claim me in front of my friends?”

“Yeah,” Enid said. “I’m petty like that.”

“Okay, then,” Caroline replied with a smile, liking that Enid was being petty like that.


CHAPTER 17

There was something about this date that felt different, and Enid knew what it was. It was obvious. She was on a date with the woman she was supposed to be on a date with, and she wasn’t thinking about anyone else. She wasn’t even thinking about the fact that Jodie had given her some serious side-eye when Enid had wrapped her arm over the back of Caroline’s chair at lunch. Caroline had assured Enid that it hadn’t been because Jodie had feelings for her. It had been because Jodie was a good best friend, so she’d just been looking out for Caroline.

Viv, for her part, had smiled at the two of them, which surprised Enid because she had incorrectly assumed that Viv had only told Caroline that she was moving on mainly to make her feel more comfortable and not because she actually was moving on. But Viv hadn’t seemed to mind Enid being there, and when they’d finished eating and Caroline had rested her head on Enid’s shoulder, Viv had even smiled at them a little. Enid had walked Caroline back to the dorm, where they had hung out with Viv and Jodie for another hour or so before Viv had class. Jodie had left with her, having something else to do, so Enid and Caroline had been left alone in the room. They’d both been on Caroline’s bed, with their feet hanging over the side of it, and Enid hadn’t known what to do. Viv’s class was only fifty minutes, and she’d be coming right back, so while Enid would’ve loved to do more with Caroline than just sit on that bed, she hadn’t been sure then was the time.

Enid had self-control, but if they started making out on the bed, she knew they’d go further than that. Even holding Caroline’s hand like they had been on the bed lit Enid up in a way nothing else ever had. So, she’d done the right thing. She had climbed down from the bed and said her temporary goodbye to Caroline in order to go home and get ready for their date.

While getting ready, she had stared at that dress she’d mentioned to Caroline for a minute, considering surprising her with it, after all, but she opted for jeans and a shirt instead. She’d save the dress for another night because there would be another night.

“You cannot redo a shot without taking a penalty, you cheater,” Caroline said.

“It’s not a redo. I didn’t even hit the ball,” Enid argued. “I whiffed.”

“That’s considered a shot.”

“Is this the PGA Tour, and no one told me?”

Caroline laughed and asked her, “Are you one of those crazy competitive types that has to win all the time?”

“No,” Enid replied. “I was just taking a practice swing, though.”

“Which is it, cheater? Is it that you whiffed or that it was a practice swing?”

Enid laughed and hung her head.

“You caught me,” she said.

“And you’re getting an extra stroke.”

Caroline held up the tiny pencil and the scoresheet and made a mark.

“I’m really trying not to make that a sex joke…” Enid noted.

Caroline laughed then and said, “You failed, obviously.”

“I’m not doing great at mini-golf, either,” Enid replied. “Maybe I should just give up on it and stare at you while you play?”

“You can stare at me no matter what. We take turns,” Caroline said.

“Stop making sense,” Enid replied and looked down at the bright pink ball Caroline had picked out for her earlier just to mess with her because Enid had mentioned that pink was her least favorite color.

She pulled the club back and swung, causing the bright pink ball to bounce off one wall and then the other before it went through a series of obstacles and bounced into a puddle of water that was also meant to be an obstacle. Caroline saw that and laughed. Enid grunted at herself. Caroline laughed even harder. Then, Enid felt arms snake around her from behind, and Caroline’s vibrating body pressed against her.

“You are really bad at this, but somehow, I think that makes you even hotter,” she said through her laughter.

“It’s only the fourth hole. I’m just out of practice,” Enid replied and placed a hand over Caroline’s arm.

“I know I’m a little shorter than you, but this feels really good,” Caroline said as she placed her chin on Enid’s shoulder.

“It does, yeah,” Enid agreed as she smiled wide.

A throat cleared from behind them, and Enid turned to see a family of four lined up at the hole, waiting for them to finish.

“Want me to get you a new ball?” Caroline offered as she pulled away.

“No, it’s okay. I’ll just grab that one and admit defeat on this hole.”

They walked up to the water, and Enid knelt down on the fake turf to grab the ball that now smelled like chlorine and maybe a little bit like algae. Of course, Enid had no idea how algae actually smelled, so she assumed that was what it was and stood up.

“Make sure you wash your hands when we’re done,” Caroline said, looking on as Enid held up the ball in victory.

Enid laughed and took Caroline’s hand in her free one. Then, she grabbed her club that she had rested against one of the obstacles on the hole with the same hand holding the ball, and they walked to the fifth hole together.

“You go first this time,” Caroline suggested. “That way, if you take forever, I can wrap us up quickly.”

Enid laughed and placed the ball down. A few seconds later, she lined up her shot and swung, and the ball made it through the clown’s mouth. She followed it, hoping she had earned herself a hole in one, but found that the ball got stuck in a ninety-degree angle obstacle that meant she’d have to tap it a little before she could take a real shot. She heard Caroline laughing and looked up to see her standing next to the clown’s big head, watching Enid contemplate her next shot.

“That bet we made earlier is really going to work out for me, huh?” Caroline asked.

When they’d paid for their eighteen holes, they’d made a bet that if Caroline won, Enid would buy them food from the concession area inside the arcade, and if Enid won, Caroline would. Enid was grateful she had applied for a few jobs that morning before class because if she was really going to date a girl, she needed to have a job to afford dinners, movies, and mini-golf nights.

Unsurprisingly, Enid had lost their bet in the end. Caroline hadn’t kicked her ass or anything, but Enid had definitely lost by at least five strokes. So, when they went into the arcade, Enid went to the concession stand to get them an order of fries and onion rings to share and a corn dog for Caroline. Enid went with the slice of cheese pizza that didn’t look too old but had undoubtedly been previously frozen and bought at the grocery store. She got them both something to drink and headed to the table, where Caroline was already sitting.

“Can I steal a bite of your pizza?” Caroline asked after stealing a fry.

“Can I steal a bite of your corn dog?”

“Depends. Do you eat them with mustard or ketchup?” Caroline asked.

“Oh, I’m sensing this is an important relationship question, right up there with, ‘Do I want to have kids or get married one day.’”

“Obviously,” Caroline teased.

“Well, I’m weird. I like to tear the breading off and eat that with ketchup and the hot dog part with mustard. I don’t eat them together.”

Caroline’s eyes widened.

“Was that the wrong answer?” Enid asked, seeing her reaction.

“No, I’ve just never felt so seen,” Caroline said.

“What?” Enid laughed.

“That’s what I do, too.”

“No way.”

“Yes, way,” Caroline said. “I’ve never seen anyone else do that before.”

“So, I’ve passed the test, then?”

“It wasn’t a real test, but yeah.” Caroline smiled at her. “So, want to split it?”

“Only if we split the pizza, too.”

“Deal,” Caroline said before she stood up and headed to the condiment bar, where she grabbed what looked like everything and returned, dropping packets of mustard and ketchup onto the table along with napkins and straws.

They talked as they ate, and Enid hadn’t felt alive like this in a very long time. She found herself staring at Caroline as she told her about her family and upbringing. Caroline was an only child of overachieving parents, so the pressure she felt made a lot of sense to Enid, who was the oldest child of overachieving parents and had always put pressure on herself even when her parents hadn’t.

“So, your parents had you, waited six years, and decided to have your brother?”

“I was a surprise,” Enid revealed after picking up a fry. “My parents were planning on waiting to have a kid, but then, I showed up. They waited after that and had my brother.”

“I don’t want any surprises,” Caroline said and shook her head. “Not even sure I want kids, honestly. Maybe I do. I still go back and forth about it. I’m twenty-years old, though, so I plan on waiting a very long time if I do decide.”

“Me too,” Enid replied. “I know my brother and I are only six years apart, but my parents worked a lot, so in a way, I feel like I helped raise him. We had babysitters, obviously, but he was my brother. I was going to make sure he was okay and had what he needed better than they would.”

“And now, he’s all grown up and video-sexing girls,” Caroline teased.

Enid laughed and said, “He’s a good kid. He’s annoying as hell most of the time, sure, but that’s because I shouldn’t be living at home, and he’s ready to be at school away from our parents’ house. I was, too.”

“You just called him a kid, but I’m only two years older than him,” Caroline noted.

“He’s my little brother,” Enid replied. “I’ve seen him in and out of diapers, so it’s very different.”

“Well, let’s hope you don’t see me in diapers until we’re both old and gray and wearing those adult ones,” Caroline remarked.

Enid laughed and said, “That’s a weird thing to hope for, but okay.”

“Do you want to play some games before we leave?”

“Can I try and fail to win you a prize?” Enid asked.

“Maybe we can work together, combine our tickets, and win both of us a prize,” Caroline replied.

Enid leaned over the small table and said, “Let’s talk strategy, then. We’ll get exactly twenty bucks worth of tokens – or points or whatever this place uses – and we’ll pick the games we’re the best at to try to rack up our tickets and then get the biggest prize we can.”

“Forty bucks,” Caroline countered. You throw in twenty. I’ll throw in twenty. It’s only fair.”

Enid smiled and dipped a fry into the ketchup puddle they had made on the napkin between them. Once they’d finished their food, they loaded up two cards and walked around the small arcade that had about thirty or so games. The guy standing behind the ticket redemption counter, where all the prizes were, looked very bored and ready to go home, but Enid couldn’t have been having more fun. Caroline chose the game that had the biggest risk but also the biggest reward. It cost the most for the game, but if they hit the jackpot, they would win five thousand tickets. Enid chose to play something a little cheaper that would give her a decent amount of tickets. After Caroline used up all of her money on the game that involved pressing one button at the perfect time to win those five thousand tickets, and she had only won about one hundred tickets, Enid walked over and rubbed her back.

“You okay there?”

“I swear, I have the timing down. I can win this thing.”

Enid smiled and handed Caroline her card.

“I’ve got about five hundred tickets on it and enough for you to play this two more times.”

“You’re giving me your card?”

“It’s not a kidney,” Enid joked when Caroline looked so happy and surprised that Enid would let her use the rest of her money.

“What if I lose? It’s a lot of pressure.”

“Just do it,” Enid said, swiping the card for Caroline.

“Oh, God,” Caroline replied nervously.

She had been unprepared, but Enid loved watching her watch the lights move around in a circle. Caroline let them go around and around and around before she pressed the button. She got so close, one light away from the jackpot, but that only earned her one ticket.

“I suck,” she said on a sigh and rested her head against Enid’s shoulder. “Take your last few dollars and win us some real tickets.”

“Oh, babe,” Enid replied. “Just go again.” She handed Caroline the card this time. “I don’t care about the money or the tickets. Just have fun.”

Caroline took a deep breath as if she was about to perform some Olympic gymnastics routine, swiped the card, and handed it back to her. Enid watched on as Caroline stared at the lights, her green eyes bouncing along with them, and Enid could only smile. She wondered if there was a time limit on the thing before Caroline had to hit the button or lose a turn, but just as she was about to ask, Caroline pressed it down. Enid looked at where the light had ended up.

“Holy fuck…” Caroline let out as bells began to ring from the machine.

“You did it. You did it?” Enid said first and then asked. “Holy crap, you did it!”

Caroline jumped in place before she pulled Enid in for a hug. The tickets started adding up on the screen, moving them to their card, and Enid laughed, holding on to Caroline and breathing her in. When Caroline pulled back a few seconds later, Enid thought they might kiss, but Caroline was so excited, she bounded away toward the bored-looking guy guarding the prizes. Enid followed her, presented the man with her card, and Caroline gave him hers so that they could be added together. While he did that, they looked around at the cheap and ridiculous prizes and up at the wall where there were some decent ones.

“What do you want?” Enid asked, rubbing Caroline’s back again.

“I know we said that we’d get the most expensive one we could, but do you maybe want to go crazy and just get, like, one of everything we can instead?”

Enid laughed and replied, “Let’s do it.”

Her phone buzzed as Caroline started to pick out the little pieces of candy that went for one to five tickets. They would be here a while, so she checked the message.

Rory Winter: We’re all going to hang out at Candace’s tonight. Want to come?

Enid looked up at Caroline, who was pointing to some toy that was eight tickets.

“Hey, want to go to that bar I mentioned? Owned by my friend.”

“I can’t drink, remember?”

“No, but you can still go. Some of my friends will be there.”

Caroline’s head snapped to her.

“Jill?”

“I don’t know.” Enid shrugged. “I can ask Rory.”

“No, it’s okay. I kind of want to meet her if she’s there.”

“You do?”

Caroline shrugged a shoulder and asked, “Are you really okay with me being there?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” Enid replied and placed a hand in the back pocket of Caroline’s jeans.

“Smooth move there, Becker,” Caroline noted.

Enid just gave her ass a squeeze, making Caroline laugh.


CHAPTER 18

Their date had been perfect so far, and Caroline had wanted it to continue, but she wasn’t sure she really wanted to go to a bar to meet Enid’s friends. She wanted them to take a walk or maybe go into the city and grab dessert after their concession stand dinner at the arcade. They could have gone back to Caroline’s room. Viv would’ve left them alone, and they could’ve just hung out for a while. That would have been awkward, but Caroline didn’t think she could invite herself over to Enid’s house, and that was especially true because she wasn’t ready to meet Enid’s parents or brother. She was barely ready to meet Enid’s friends.

“You’ll help me with names, right?” she asked when Enid parked a couple of blocks away from the bar they had driven past and Enid had pointed out. “And you’re sure it’s okay that I go in there? I don’t want Candace to get in trouble.”

“Rory asked her, and she said it was fine as long as you don’t drink anything. I’ll help you with names, too. I don’t even know who will be there. Rory said it could be everyone.”

“Who exactly is everyone?”

“You want the rundown while we walk?” Enid asked.

Caroline nodded, and they got out of the car. Enid took her hand, which felt like it was supposed to be there, and that made her a little less nervous about meeting some of Enid’s friends for the first time.

“Okay. So, it’s a long list, and I don’t know if everyone really will be here, but let’s just start with Melinda and Kyle. They’re engaged. Melinda runs the tour company Rory and Jill work for, and she’ll own it one day. Kyle just moved here about a year and a half ago, met Melinda, and they fell in love. She’s a French translator.”

“Kyle is a woman?”

“Yes,” Enid replied. “Next up is Bridgette, Melinda’s best friend from high school. She’s engaged to Monica, who is an Arnette, as in the Arnettes.”

“The Arnettes who kind of run the world?”

“Those Arnettes, yes. She and Bridgette are engaged, too, and Monica now owns the greeting card company with Bridgette that Bridgette’s parents started. She might not own it, own it yet, but they work together there.”

“Okay. Kyle and Melinda. Bridgette and Monica. Got it.”

Caroline wasn’t completely sure she did, but she could fake it for now.

“Sophie and Bryce are next, but Bryce lives in Tennessee. She’s coming to town soon. She and Sophie are actually having a movie made about their relationship; how they met, technically. Bryce is writing the script for that, which is kind of cool. Sophie already knew Monica through work, and she still works at Arnette, but I’m not exactly sure what she does there. Bryce is going to be moving here soon, I think.”

“They’re having a movie made about them?” Caroline asked.

“Crazy, huh?” Enid squeezed her hand. “Anyway, after those two, there’s Linden and Asher. They are both wedding planners. I know Linden through Rory, who met her while she was in a wedding party at one of the weddings Linden planned, and they became friends. Linden and Asher were best friends for a decade or something before they recently started dating.”

“Ten years?”

“Yup. Then, there’s Rory, who I’ve told you about. She just met her girlfriend, Logan, last month, but they’re head over heels for each other. It’s cute and annoying.”

“Will we be cute and annoying?” Caroline asked, leaning into Enid.

“I hope so,” Enid said. “Candace owns the bar. Logan works here. Candace, the only straight woman in this bunch, is engaged to Keith, but I’m not sure if he’ll be here tonight or not. Rory is in grad school for social work and has, like, three jobs. I think that’s everyone.”

“Um… You missed someone.”

“You already know me.”

“Jill, Enid. You missed Jill.”

“Oh, shit,” Enid said. “Um… Yeah. Jill is a tour guide at NOLA Guides, the tour company. I told you that before, though. I met her through Rory.”

“And that’s everyone?”

“Pretty sure, yeah.”

“That’s a lot of people, Enid.”

“They probably won’t all be here,” Enid said as they arrived at the door to the bar, which was open. “Do you not want to do this? I can text Rory and tell her that we decided to do something else.”

“No, I want to meet them,” she said, but she still took a deep breath when Enid pulled her through the door.

The bar wasn’t overly large, and Caroline was happy to see that it had neighborhood vibes and not French Quarter tourist bar vibes, which she didn’t want tonight. There was music playing, but at a decent volume, so she could still hear Enid when they talked. Booths lined three of the walls, and there were a few tables in front of them between the booths and the horseshoe bar and its surrounding stools.

“That’s Logan,” Enid said, pointing to the bartender. “And Candace is next to her, pouring that beer.”

“Logan is Rory’s girlfriend,” Caroline mumbled mostly to herself, trying to remember.

“Yeah, and Candace is–”

“The owner, so I need to try not to get her place shut down by looking like I’m under twenty-one.”

Enid laughed and said, “She said it was okay.”

“I’ll be the only one not drinking, Enid.”

“I’m not drinking, either. I’m in charge of driving you home. Besides, Rory rarely drinks, anyway. No one is going to care that you’re not drinking, Care. They’re not that kind of group. And if someone says something, I’ll tell them to go fuck themselves.”

Caroline laughed and said, “You’d really tell your friends to fuck themselves for me?”

“Hell, yeah,” Enid replied.

“Hey, Enid.”

“Rory, hey,” Enid said. “This is Caroline.”

“Nice to meet you,” Rory replied, holding out her hand for Caroline to shake, which she did.

“You too.”

“We’re over here. Mel and Kyle are here already, and so is Sophie.”

“Where’s everyone else?”

“On their way, I think,” Rory said. “We’ll need to pull tables together now. Candace, is that okay?”

“Yeah. Just put them back when you’re done,” Candace yelled from behind the bar.

“Will do,” Rory said.

They walked over to the four empty tables that were in front of the booths, and Caroline got to work moving them together alongside Enid when three women who had been sitting in a booth stood up to help.

“Hey. I’m Sophie,” a brunette with brown eyes said.

“Hi. Caroline.”

“Mel,” another brunette with brown hair and eyes but lighter skin introduced herself. “And this is Kyle, my fiancée.”

“Nice to meet you both,” Caroline said, already having a hard time keeping up.

“You too. Are you Enid’s girlfriend?” Kyle asked.

“Uh… not…” Caroline started but didn’t know how to finish.

“We’re dating,” Enid replied instead and rubbed Caroline’s back in that way she’d done at the arcade earlier.

“Yeah, that,” Caroline added.

“Cool,” Kyle said and smiled genuinely at Caroline.

Enid pulled out Caroline’s chair, and Caroline smiled at her before she sat down.

“What do you want to drink? I’ll grab it,” Enid offered.

“Oh. Whatever you’re getting.”

“Water,” Enid said.

“That’s fine,” Caroline replied.

“Be right back,” Enid told her and squeezed Caroline’s shoulder before she walked off.

“So, what do you do, Caroline?” Sophie asked.

“I’m in school.”

“Grad school with Enid?” Melinda asked.

“No, undergrad. I’m about to be a junior. Same school, though.”

“What’s your major?” Kyle asked.

“I don’t have one yet,” she said, fully prepared for that question because she got it from everyone.

“Don’t you have to declare by junior year?” Rory asked as she sat down next to Sophie.

“Yeah. I’m doing summer sessions right now, but I’ll be a junior in the fall, so I’ve got to declare soon,” Caroline said.

“How did you and Enid meet?” Melinda asked.

“Um… Technically, we met at a bar in the Quarter,” she said.

“Yeah?” Melinda asked.

“We bumped into each other there but didn’t officially meet until we met on campus at a career fair.”

“God, I don’t miss those,” Kyle commented.

“Me neither,” Sophie said. “That pressure, when you’re in school, to know exactly what you want to do and walk up to strangers at those booths to try to see if they have an internship or something you could do in case you got nothing else when you graduated.”

Caroline laughed a little under her breath, even though she didn’t think it was all that funny because that was her life right now, and she really felt everything that Sophie had just mentioned.

“Here you go,” Enid said and, thankfully, sat down next to her.

“Thanks,” Caroline replied and took a long gulp of the much-needed water.

Enid wrapped an arm around the back of Caroline’s chair, and Caroline placed her hand on Enid’s thigh. Enid talked with her friends for a few minutes before Logan joined them and sat down by Rory while she was on her break.

“We’re here. What did we miss?” a woman said, walking in, holding hands with another woman.

“That’s Linden.” Enid pointed to the blonde with blue eyes on the left. “Asher is her girlfriend.”

“Remind me,” she whispered.

“The friends who just started dating. They’re wedding planners.”

“Right,” Caroline replied.

“Oh, and that’s Bridgette and Monica behind them.”

Caroline’s head was spinning, trying to keep up. She’d been somewhat popular in school, but she’d never had this many friends that hung out like this.

“So, you’re a student?” Monica asked about ten minutes later after everyone had settled in around the table, and Monica and Bridgette had sat across from them, off to the right a bit.

“Yes,” she said, repeating it for the fifth time already.

Enid had walked off to the bathroom with Rory a few minutes ago, and they looked like they were talking about something. Caroline hoped she’d passed the best friend test and that Rory wasn’t telling Enid to drop her on their second date or something.

“Do you like school? I loved school,” Monica said.

“You’re a nerd, though,” Bridgette teased her.

“You like that I’m a nerd. I do all the spreadsheet stuff at work for you.”

“That’s true,” Bridgette replied.

“Um… It’s fine. I’m ready to be done.”

“You’re in grad school, right?” Bridgette asked. “MBA like Enid? I thought I heard someone say that.”

“No, undergrad. Almost a junior.”

“My son is a junior,” Monica shared.

“Sorry?” Caroline replied.

“My son, Aaron, is a junior now. Crazy. Well, he will be in the fall. He took four AP classes in high school and was able to test out of a few of the entry-level courses, and he took eighteen credit hours each semester, so he’s a bit ahead.”

“Oh, wow,” Caroline said, feeling like she was every bit the underachiever she’d always thought she was.

“So, what do you want to do?”

“I don’t know yet,” she replied, shrugging a shoulder.

She’d read an article a while ago about how Americans were so obsessed with what people did for a living that after asking a new person their name, it was the next question in any small talk conversation, while in most other countries, people could get to know a stranger well without ever having asked what they did for a living. Maybe she should move to Europe or something.

“Hey. Sorry, I’m late. I couldn’t find parking.”

“Hey, Jill,” Sophie said.

Caroline looked up at the beautiful woman standing by the table. Jill had blonde hair and blue eyes and looked like she could have been modeling a bathing suit on a beach in California. That was whom Enid just ended things with? Was Enid a crazy person? Was she dating a crazy person now?

“I’m back. Sorry,” Enid said to Caroline. “Hey, Jill.”

“Hey,” Jill replied. “And you must be Caroline.”

“Yeah, hey,” Caroline said.

Should she stand up? Was she supposed to shake Jill’s hand? Did people do that, shake the hand of the former date of the woman they were currently dating? Did that even make any sense?

“Jill. Nice to meet you.”

“You too,” Caroline replied.

“You okay?” Enid whispered in her ear as Jill sat down next to Bridgette.

“Maybe we shouldn’t do that.”

“Do what?”

“The whisper-in-the-ear thing, Enid. And your arm is over my chair.”

“It was before, too,” Enid replied.

“Jill’s here.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “Okay. I can back off.”

“It’s not that I want you to. It’s–”

“So, what did you two do tonight?” Jill asked them.

“Mini-golf and an arcade,” Enid replied.

“That’s a good idea,” Jill noted. “I thought you said you were out of date ideas.”

“You were out of date ideas?” Caroline asked.

“Mini-golf was actually Care’s idea,” Enid replied. “And I told you I was rusty with the whole dating thing.”

“We won a lot of prizes,” Caroline said for some reason. “Seriously, does anyone want any candy? We got, like, two of everything and a bunch of other stuff. Most of it is in Enid’s car, but the candy is in my purse.”

“Care won the jackpot on this game. We got a ton of tickets,” Enid added.

Caroline liked that Enid was bragging about her, but she wished she had something better to brag about than the fact that on their last dollar, she had finally won the game played by children, which she’d been trying to win all night.

“That sounds like fun,” Melinda spoke. “We should go to an arcade. I’ll kick your ass at something.”

“I’m sure you would,” Kyle replied.

“So, Sophie, when is Bryce back?” Jill asked.

The conversation went on for another hour, with questions ping-ponging around the bar and Caroline mostly sitting there, just trying to keep up. Enid did her best to try to include her in the conversation when she could, but it was clear to Caroline that she didn’t fit in with this group. She was twenty years old, had no major, no career track, and was offering people candy from the trip to the arcade she had just taken, which only made her sound even more like a kid than an adult.

◆◆◆

“You got quiet back there,” Enid said.

“Huh?” Caroline asked.

“At the bar, you got quiet.”

“Oh. I guess. I got tired,” she lied.

“Care?”

“Yeah?”

Enid pulled the car up to the sidewalk in front of Caroline’s building and turned it off.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, yeah.”

“Are you lying?” Enid asked.

“Yes,” she admitted.

Enid turned toward her and asked, “Was it too much? I shouldn’t have–”

“It was, yes. But it’s more that I don’t fit in at all with your friends.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Enid, you’ve met them. I was the youngest one there. I think Rory’s a little younger than you, but everyone else is a lot older than me.”

“Jill’s only twenty-six.”

“And, apparently, has a job she loves and a cool new apartment she was bragging about tonight. If I had anything to brag about, it was my jackpot win and the Tootsie Rolls in my purse.”

“You don’t need to brag about anything. They’re my friends. They just want to get to know you.”

“You mean Monica Arnette, the heir to the Arnette fortune, who is at least twice my age because she has a son who’s younger than me, I think, and is still somehow ahead of me in school?”

“Care, it’s not like that.”

“None of this is your fault, okay?” Caroline said. “I’m just in a weird mood right now. I felt like I couldn’t touch you or be on a date with you because I didn’t want to make Jill feel bad, and everyone was talking about their upcoming weddings or movies being made about their lives, and I was just sitting there, wondering why you’d want me.”

“Care…” Enid said as she took Caroline’s hand. “I do want you.”

“Jill is basically a Barbie doll in human form. Well, with realistic proportions, at least, but she’s cool. Enid, she’s, like, really cool. I wanted to hate her, but I can’t because she’s so nice. Why would–”

“I don’t like Jill, okay? Not like that.”

Caroline turned to look out the passenger’s side window and said, “Can you drop me off here?”

“You don’t want me to walk you up?”

“Not tonight. I kind of want to wallow for an hour or something and fall asleep.”

“Caroline, talk to me.”

“I will. Just not right now.” She leaned over and kissed Enid on the cheek, which was not where she expected to be kissing her tonight. “I’m sorry. I meant what I said: none of this is your fault. It’s all me. And not in that ‘it’s not you, it’s me’ kind of way, I promise. Will you text me when you get home so that I know you’re okay?”

“Yeah, sure. If that’s what you want, I’ll text you.”

“Thank you,” Caroline said before she opened the door, climbed out of the car, and closed the door behind her.


CHAPTER 19

Enid sat at her small desk and reviewed yet another job listing, deciding if it was even worth it to wait tables. Yes, she would make money, and right now was a good time to give it a shot because the tourists were still in town, but she had no experience, and with every place being so busy right now, she wasn’t sure she’d have time to learn on the job. She’d watched waiters handle eight plates or ten drinks at once, navigating around crowded locations and not dropping a thing. She had heard them handle rude customers and the ones who argued about there being a no-refill policy and that they’d be charged for that second soda. There were signs posted all over the place at the restaurants that did this, and the waiters always explained before bringing them another drink, but customers still complained. Enid wasn’t sure she could handle that, either.

She decided not to apply and found an opening as a receptionist at a law office. No way she could handle that. Not only would the hours not work for her classes, but she had seen enough movies with lawyers in them. Sure, some of that had been exaggerated for dramatic effect, but she’d watched the receptionist characters balance fifty phone calls, people walking in at the same time, and rude lawyers and their clients. That wasn’t her thing, so she knew she wouldn’t do a good job and would probably end up being fired within a few days. She leaned back in her chair and sighed, admitting to herself that her heart wasn’t in it, but she’d have to get over that and find a job anyway.

“Hey,” EJ said.

Enid turned to find him standing in her open door.

“Hey. What’s up?”

“So, you were right.”

He walked in and sat on her bed.

“About what?”

“I talked to Sarah,” he said, looking down at his hands fiddling in his lap. “She told me she only did the whole video thing because she’s liked me for a while and heard I’m… experienced, so she thought she kind of had to, or I’d lose interest.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Well, that I’m not that experienced. I’ve been with one girl, and that was over a year ago. We only did it two times, and she said she didn’t want to anymore and went out with some other guy at school, so I don’t know where that rumor came from.”

“Did you play any part in starting it? I know how high school locker rooms are, EJ.”

“No. I mean, some of the guys asked me about that girl, and yeah, I told them the truth, but I didn’t say I had a ton of experience.”

“EJ?”

“Yeah?”

“Your sex life is your business. It’s between you and the woman you’re doing that with. If you’re going to talk about it with anyone else, you need to ask her first. It’s not about what you did. It’s about what you two did together. If you want to tell those friends of yours that you jerk off all day every day in the shower and pretend that I don’t know why it takes so long in there, that’s fine, but sex involves another person, and when you’re in high school, of all places, you–”

“I know,” he said. “But I swear, I didn’t exaggerate or anything. They actually made fun of me because I told them that we did it twice and she ditched me. They said I was bad at it. I didn’t try to, like, correct them or tell them that I was good and it was her fault or anything. I let it go.”

“I hate every teenage boy but you,” Enid said.

“Anyway, we talked last night, and we decided to wait,” he added.

“Yeah? Good.”

“We’re going to the same school in the fall, so there’s no rush, and I can wait.”

“Yes, you can,” Enid said and smiled at him. “I’m proud of you.”

“You are? Why?”

“Because you could’ve taken advantage of the situation, and you didn’t.”

“But I would have. If you hadn’t walked in, I would’ve done it.”

“But you didn’t know the part about her thinking you would give up on her if she didn’t. You thought it was what she wanted. Once you found out the truth, you did the right thing.”

“I guess. I still feel bad about her thinking that.”

“Good.” Enid chuckled.

EJ laughed, too, and asked, “What are you doing?”

“Just looking for jobs,” she replied.

“No girl today?”

“Not today, no,” she said. “I’m meeting Rory for a late lunch soon. Going to NOLA Guides to pick her up. Want to come?”

“No,” he said. “But thanks. I have a video game thing with a few friends.”

“Does your television have volume control?”

EJ laughed as he stood.

“I’ll wear headphones. My friends are in different cities, so no one is coming over. Chill, Enid. You’re starting to sound like Mom and Dad.”

When he left for his room, Enid sighed again because her little brother was growing up. Yes, he was annoying and full of hormones right now, but he was trying to make the right decisions, and that was what mattered.

She checked the time on her computer and decided to start getting ready and get to NOLA Guides early. She didn’t feel like driving because she knew they’d be eating around the office in the Quarter, so she took a shared ride. Rory had also mentioned that there were two big events in town, so finding parking would be next to impossible, costing her more than the drive there and back anyway, and buses didn’t run in her parents’ neighborhood.

“You’re early,” Rory noted when Enid walked in.

“Yeah, managed to avoid traffic, I guess,” she replied while walking to the counter Rory was standing behind. “Are you ready, or do you have to finish something up first?”

“I need about two minutes,” Rory told her.

“Okay.”

Enid looked around the office, which was bigger than it appeared outside. The owner of NOLA Guides owned the whole building, including Melinda’s old place right above it, and according to Rory, that old apartment was vacant most of the time, but Melinda and Kyle sometimes used it for midday activities or stayed over if Melinda was working late and they were too tired or didn’t want to walk home to their Garden District house that Kyle had inherited the previous year.

Some people just had all the luck. Kyle had inherited two homes, one of which was in the nicest neighborhood in the city. Melinda had a kick-ass apartment in the heart of it all, that, according to Rory, was really nice, and they had the option of where to sleep every night. Enid was living in her childhood bedroom and didn’t have any other option.

“Hey, Enid,” Melinda greeted as she walked out of the office.

“Hey, Mel,” she replied. “Are you coming to lunch with us?”

“No, I’m running the office today. I’ve got Jill coming in to handle the tours soon, but we need someone here to handle the walk-ins while Rory is at lunch.”

“Sophie is coming, though,” Rory added. “She should be here soon.”

“Oh, cool,” Enid said, liking Sophie.

“Are you sure it’s okay that I go?” Rory asked Melinda. “I don’t mind just grabbing a sandwich and coming back. I can watch the counter and eat with Enid in the back or something.”

“No, it’s okay,” Melinda replied. “Jill mentioned you’re looking for a job, Enid. Any chance you want to be a tour guide? I had someone call in sick this morning, and it’s her third call-in since she started a month ago. She only calls in when she has a morning shift.”

“Late nights and hangovers?” Enid guessed.

“Well, when she does come in, her eyes do look a little bloodshot, so that’s my guess.”

“Not sure I’d be a good tour guide. Rory likes people more than I do.”

Rory laughed and said, “She’s right.”

“But if you needed office help or something, I could maybe try that.”

“You’d still have to handle people. We get a lot of walk-ins.”

“What about back-office help?” she asked, deciding she might as well bring it up.

“What about it?” Melinda asked back, looking intrigued as she leaned over the counter.

“Payroll, bookkeeping, whatever you need,” Enid said. “I can do that.”

“You can do my payroll?”

“I did it at my last job. Well, part of it. I was a cog in a big machine. I know the laws, though, and the software, depending on which one you use.”

“I hate payroll,” Melinda shared.

Enid laughed and replied, “I don’t mind it, and I could handle some of the other stuff, too, if you want.”

“Really? Want to talk in the back before you head out to lunch since you’re waiting on Sophie anyway?”

Enid nodded, and they went into the back office, where Melinda walked her through the current process and software, which Enid was familiar with. She’d have to brush up on a few things, but Melinda didn’t have many employees, and most of them were part-time. In fact, Melinda and Jill were the only full-time employees, so they were the only ones who received benefits. Melinda, it turned out, didn’t mind the business stuff, but it was proving difficult, balancing giving tours when someone called in sick and handling the end-of-day money stuff and payroll, all while still having work done on the Garden District house and planning her upcoming wedding.

“So, it would be temporary. Would that be okay?”

“Sure. I could also be available after that in a pinch. I still have another year on my program, and I don’t have anything else lined up yet, so I can be available if you’re on your honeymoon or just need another set of eyes to check something for you.”

“God, I cannot wait for my honeymoon. I’ve already bought three new bikinis. Kyle hasn’t seen them. She’s going to love what I picked out.”

Enid laughed.

“I’m thinking maybe four to five hours a week to start. I’ve already done payroll for this pay period, so why don’t I give you the info, and you re-do it so that I can check your work, and if everything looks good, you can start officially on the next pay period?”

“That would be great,” Enid replied.

They talked for a few more minutes about how Melinda could get her a license for the software for her laptop at home, which would mean that Enid would be able to work from wherever and wouldn’t have to come into the office. Melinda would take care of the end-of-day stuff for now, and if Enid passed the payroll test, they could talk about her doing that a few nights a week to give Melinda time to plan her wedding and work on the house. When they finished, Enid walked out and saw Sophie standing there with Rory.

“Are you now employed?” Rory asked.

“Apparently,” Enid said.

Rory laughed.

“You work here, too, now? Are all of my friends going to end up working here, Melinda?” Sophie asked.

“She’s not giving tours. She’s doing the books,” Melinda replied.

Soon after, Sophie, Rory, and Enid left the office and joined the somewhat crowded street. Enid hadn’t planned on asking for a job, and she’d considered Jill for a moment, but now that they weren’t dating, it shouldn’t be a big deal that she’d know exactly what Jill made on every paycheck. Rory didn’t seem to care. Neither had Melinda.

When they arrived at the restaurant and sat down, waiting to be served, Enid listened to Sophie talk about Bryce, how she was coming back to town in just a couple of days, and it was clear that Sophie couldn’t wait.

“I miss her so much when she’s gone,” Sophie shared after their drinks had been delivered. “I can’t wait until she moves here.”

“When is that?” Rory asked.

“Not long. She’s finishing up the work on the house for her aunt. That’s what’s keeping her there. And she still goes to LA a lot for the movie, but that won’t be forever.”

“Have you two talked about moving there?” Rory asked. “I know you were worried about that.”

“She said she doesn’t want to. She likes screenwriting, and she’s enjoyed working with the production company and the professional screenwriter they paired her with to help her with the technical stuff, since Bryce hasn’t ever done this before, but she said if they offered her anything in the future, she’d just travel back and forth. She wants to live here with me.”

“Is she moving in with you or getting her own place?” Enid asked.

Sophie smiled and replied, “She’s moving in. Initially, we were going to do the thing where she gets an apartment for a year, and then we move in together, but we’ve been long-distance and hardly even get a week a month together, if we’re lucky, so I’m ready for her to be here and for us to just be in one place already.”

“Hey, what happened to you and Caroline last night?” Rory asked Enid, changing the subject. “You two just took off.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “Yeah, I took her home. She was tired.”

“You really like her, huh?” Sophie asked.

“I do,” Enid replied with a half-smile.

Sophie didn’t know Enid well enough yet to notice, but Rory picked up on the hesitation in her smile, so later, when Sophie went to the bathroom right before they were about to leave the restaurant, Rory leaned over the table.

“What happened?”

“Nothing. I don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know?”

“Just that she got a little freaked out last night.”

“Why?”

“She doesn’t think she fits in with my friends, and there are a lot of you, so it was overwhelming to her. I shouldn’t have brought her. It was too soon.”

“Why does she think she doesn’t fit in?” Rory asked.

“She’s got more questions than answers about what she wants to do with her life, and I think seeing everyone there looking like they all have things figured out is a big part of it.”

“She’s only twenty years old. Who’s telling her that she has to have everything figured out?”

“Her parents,” Enid said. “And I get it. I’m in between myself right now and don’t know what the future holds. I just wish we could have talked. She said we would, though.”

“That’s good,” Rory said. “When do you see her again?”

“I don’t know. We haven’t planned it yet.”

“Are you going to campus today?”

“I wasn’t planning on it,” Enid replied.

“You should go check on her. If she sends you away – oh, well. But you can at least stop by and see if she’s okay.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Enid said.


CHAPTER 20

“What is wrong with you?” Jodie asked.

“Why are you in my room?” Caroline asked back when she walked into her room after taking a shower and found Jodie there alone.

“You texted me.”

“Like, two hours ago.”

“I was busy,” Jodie replied.

“Well, I’m in a towel, so…” She motioned for Jodie to leave the room so that she could get dressed.

“Why are you freaking out? Because you met a few of her friends.”

“It was, like, ten of them, I think. And I’m not freaking out. I’m about to call her, actually. I wanted to apologize. I really like her. I just had this moment where I felt too young and too far behind everyone there, so I started thinking about my parents and how they wanted me to be more than I am, how I’m disappointing them, and I don’t want to disappoint Enid, too.”

“You’re being ridiculous. She knows how old you are, and you told her that you don’t know what you want out of school or a career yet. Stop letting your parents get into your head and just be with the pretty girl already,” Jodie reasoned.

Caroline laughed and replied, “That’s easier said than done, but it’s not Enid’s fault, so if you would just go now, I can get dressed and call her before Viv gets back.”

“She’s gone for the night.”

“What?” Caroline asked as she ran her brush through her hair.

“She said she was heading home. Her mom wanted her to, I guess. Her dad is having an operation. Standard thing, but her mom needed her.”

“She didn’t tell me that.”

“She texted us both. You might have missed it.”

“I’ve been ignoring my phone today. I was afraid Enid would text or call before I was ready to talk to her. Is Viv’s dad really okay?”

“She told me it wasn’t anything to worry about.” Jodie shrugged. “Anyway, I’ll leave, but call Enid, Care.”

“I’m about to,” she replied.

“I’m going to run out and grab some snacks,” Jodie said. “I’ll be back in about an hour if you want to hang out.”

“I’ll text you.”

When Jodie left the room and closed the door behind her, Caroline walked over to her phone, which she’d left on her desk, and checked the notifications. Sure enough, she’d missed the message from Viv from earlier that afternoon, so she typed a quick response saying that she hoped everything was okay and to let her know if Viv needed anything. Then, she set the phone back down and returned to the open closet door, which had the full-length mirror hanging on it. Before she could change out of her towel, though, there was a knock at the door, so she rolled her eyes.

“Jodie, it’s unlocked. What did you forget?”

The door opened slowly.

“Not Jodie.”

Caroline turned and was surprised to see Enid standing there.

“But she saw me at the door downstairs right before I was about to message you, so she let me up,” Enid added.

“Hey. What are you doing here?” she asked.

“I wanted to check on you. I know I could’ve called or texted, but I thought that doing it in person might be better.” Enid looked Caroline up and down. “You’re in a towel.”

“I just took a shower,” she said with a smile.

“It… looks good on you.”

Caroline laughed, and Enid continued to look her over. It was clear what was on her mind. Caroline wanted to keep laughing, but she couldn’t. It had suddenly gotten very hot in her room, and Enid’s eyes raking over her skin weren’t exactly helping her cool off.

“Um…” Caroline began. “I’m sorry about last night.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” Enid said.

“I got overwhelmed by everyone having their lives together.”

“I don’t have my life together,” Enid noted.

“You’re in grad school, and you’ll find a job right when you graduate, Enid.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Yes, I do. At least you know what you want to do.”

“You’ll figure it out, Care. And it doesn’t matter to me if you stay in school forever, decide to become an artist and station yourself on the Square, selling your stuff, or you become a lawyer or a doctor or something.”

“Do you mind closing the door?” Caroline asked with a smile. “I’m kind of only in a towel here?”

“I shouldn’t,” Enid replied, shaking her head.

“Why not?”

“Because the door being open is the only thing stopping me from kissing you.”

Caroline took a deep breath and asked, “You’re not mad about last night?”

Enid shook her head and said, “I loved our date. Besides, you took all the candy with you when you got out of my car, and I’d like to get some of it.”

“You got all of the other prizes,” Caroline said, smiling.

“But I wanted a Jolly Rancher, and you took all of those.”

“That’s all you want? A Jolly Rancher?” Caroline laughed a little.

“Not all,” Enid replied with darkening eyes.

Caroline licked her lips and said, “Enid, close the door.”

She thought she might have to say something else to convince her, but there was no need. Enid closed the door and locked it, all in one motion. In the next, she had Caroline pressed against the full-length mirror, and her lips were finally on Caroline’s. Caroline’s arms wrapped around Enid’s neck and kissed her back. She was pretty sure she moaned, but it could have been Enid.

“Viv?” Enid checked before she reconnected their lips, and the kiss grew faster.

“Gone for–” Caroline started but stopped when Enid’s lips moved to her neck. “God.”

“Are we really okay?” Enid asked.

“Yes.”

Enid’s lips then moved from Caroline’s neck back to her lips, and the kiss had gotten even faster somehow. Caroline realized that Enid’s hands weren’t on her body, though. They were pressed to the closet door behind her, and Enid also wasn’t pressing her own body against Caroline’s, likely because Caroline was only wearing a thin towel.

“How much time do we have?” Enid asked, slowing down the kiss.

“Huh? What?” Caroline asked, a little dazed.

“Viv? You said she was gone, but when–”

“She’s gone for the night,” Caroline said and swallowed, staring into Enid’s hazel eyes. “Maybe longer.” She ran a hand over Enid’s cheek and down her neck until she stopped just above Enid’s breast.

“She’s gone? Like, she’s not just going to walk in any minute and catch us making out?”

Caroline shook her head and lowered her hand until she was cupping Enid’s breast over her shirt.

“She’s gone.” When Enid’s head turned, Caroline knew what she was looking at, so she added, “It’s a twin and a bunk bed. Not exactly sexy, I know.”

Enid turned back to her and said, “You’re so…” She looked down at the towel still covering Caroline. “Do you want to wait? I don’t want us to–”

“Just because my roommate is out of town?” Caroline guessed.

Her hand was still cupping Enid’s breast, so she moved her other one under Enid’s shirt and cupped the other breast over her bra. Enid looked down and looked back up with a smirk on her face. Caroline ran her thumb over Enid’s nipple through the fabric and watched Enid’s eyes close.

“We can just lie down and… talk,” Caroline offered while her other hand was on the move, sliding under Enid’s shirt and copying her movements on the other nipple. “I’d love to just fall asleep next to you.”

“Well, if that’s what you want, you need to stop doing that,” Enid replied.

“Problem?” Caroline asked, running her fingers around Enid’s nipples, feeling them harden.

“Yes,” Enid said and closed her eyes again. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.” She removed her hands from under Enid’s shirt and pushed her back a little. “Strip.”

“What?” Enid asked, opening her eyes in surprise.

“Take off your clothes. I’m going to draw you.”

“Sorry, what?” Enid looked confused. “Did you think that’s what I meant?”

“No,” Caroline replied. “But you’ve been giving me a hard time about having naked drawings in my sketchbook, so I’m going to draw you, and I want you to be naked when I do.”

“I don’t–”

“Babe,” Caroline said softly as she held on to the hem of Enid’s shirt. “Come on.” She lifted at the fabric, and Enid’s arms went up, allowing her to take it off. “Do you trust me?”

When Enid nodded, Caroline reached for the front of her towel and let it fall to the floor. Enid’s eyes followed it down as if she hadn’t been expecting that. Then, she looked back up slowly, eyes taking in Caroline’s naked body before she met Caroline’s eyes with her own.

“You’re perfect,” Enid let out in a whisper, her hands moving to Caroline’s hips. “Fuck, Care,” she added.

Caroline reached for Enid’s jeans, undid the button and zipper, and took a step back to look at Enid with an artist’s eye, taking in her body not because she desperately wanted to touch her, which she also did, but because she wanted to take note of every plain and curve, mark, and shadow to capture it all in her sketch.

“I changed my mind a little. Take off your bra, but leave your jeans on. Shoes and socks off.”

“What?” Enid asked. “Babe, you’re naked. Bed. Draw whatever you want later. I–”

Caroline kissed her slowly and let it build until she was backing Enid up against her desk chair. She placed both of her hands on Enid’s shoulders and pushed them gently until Enid was sitting down and reaching for Caroline’s hips again, trying to get Caroline to sit in her lap. Caroline knelt in front of her and removed Enid’s shoes and socks. Then, she spread Enid’s legs and moved her undone belt just so, leaving a peek of Enid’s white underwear through the open triangle in her jeans.

“Bra off,” she said again and stood up.

“Caroline, let me touch you.”

“We have all night,” she replied. “Trust me, I want that, too, but let me do this first. Please.”

Enid finally nodded before she pulled off her bra and tossed it to the floor. Caroline licked her lips because Enid’s breasts were so fucking perfect, and her rosy nipples, which were hard right now, clearly wanted Caroline to touch them. Caroline really wanted that, too, but she had started this, and she was going to finish it. Her sketchpad was on her desk, so she reached for it and moved to Viv’s bed, where she sat and looked at Enid, who was breathing hard.

“Turn to me,” she said as she opened the sketchbook and took Enid in. “God, you’re sexy,” she added, gripping her pencil a little too hard. “You’re going to make this difficult, aren’t you?”

“You’re the one who wanted to do this.”

Caroline smiled up at her. Then, she looked down at her sketchbook and started with a rough outline, ignoring everything but Enid sitting in her chair with her legs spread and jeans open for her.

“What do I do?” Enid asked.

“Sit still,” Caroline replied with a smile. “Lean back a little. Act like you don’t have a care in the world.”

“Oh, I have many cares right now,” Enid argued. “I care that you’re naked, and I care that I’m really turned on and–”

Caroline tilted her head and told her, “Slide your hand into your underwear.”

“What?” Enid asked with a little laugh.

“Just do it,” she replied. “But don’t touch yourself. Hold it there. I want to draw it.” Caroline continued to sketch. “And your other hand should go on your breast. Thumb and forefinger on your nipple.”

“Care, you’re killing me here. Is your plan to murder me before we have sex?”

Caroline smiled, but watching as Enid’s right hand slid inside her underwear made her swallow hard. Then, Enid’s other hand moved to her breast, and she cupped it first and massaged it for a few seconds, causing Caroline to shift a little uncomfortably.

When Enid put her thumb and forefinger on her nipple and gave it a squeeze, Caroline let out, “Shit,” and drew even quicker.

“Are you wet, Care?” Enid asked.

“Of course, I am,” she replied, looking up at Enid and back down at her drawing in progress.

“So am I,” Enid told her before her wrist disappeared beneath her underwear. “I’m soaked,” she added.

Caroline gasped and continued to draw, trying to focus on the shadows of Enid’s face and not at all on the fact that Enid’s fingers were probably about to start stroking a swollen clit.

“You sure you want to keep doing that?” Enid asked. “I might finish before you do.”

“Don’t you dare,” Caroline warned and met Enid’s eyes with her own. “Stay still.”

“But my fingers want to move…”

“Jesus,” Caroline said to herself.

“I don’t care about Brooke,” Enid said.

Caroline looked up at her.

“I don’t care about Jill, either,” Enid added. “I only care about you.”

“Then, listen to me,” Caroline said. “Lean back and let me see you.”

Enid smiled at her and leaned back and a little to the right, slouching in that way the cool kids always managed to pull off but that Caroline never had.

“Okay. Now, touch yourself.”

“Yeah?” Enid asked.

“Slowly. And don’t come,” Caroline instructed. “I want to make you do that.”

Then, Caroline herself leaned back and spread her legs. Enid looked down and gasped, which was just what Caroline had been hoping for.

“You expect me not to make myself come while you’re doing that?”

Caroline watched as Enid’s hand began to move beneath her underwear. She sketched it. Well, she outlined it, mostly. She’d have to do the real work later because watching Enid do this was making her wetter. She shifted forward because she wasn’t about to leave any evidence of this on Viv’s bed, where she was sitting. Enid’s eyes had clearly focused on Caroline’s sex, and she was stroking herself faster, liking what she saw there, which had Caroline taking a deep breath because this was the sexiest moment of her life.

Caroline ran her pencil over the paper at a feverish pace, but when she heard Enid moan, she couldn’t take it anymore. She dropped the sketchbook and the pencil to the floor to deal with later and rushed over to Enid, who had stood rapidly the moment Caroline had done it and kicked the chair back against Frank the Fridge. Both of Enid’s hands went into Caroline’s hair, and Caroline didn’t even care that Enid’s right hand had been wet from her own arousal. She could always take another shower later.

“Bed,” Caroline managed out as Enid kissed her hard.

“Not yet,” Enid replied and turned them until Caroline was sitting in her own desk chair, watching Enid remove her jeans and underwear.

“Fuck,” Caroline whispered as Enid repositioned the small rug that Viv had in front of her bed with her leg and knelt on it.

Then, Enid spread Caroline’s legs and moved her face between them.


CHAPTER 21

Enid breathed Caroline in and couldn’t believe this was happening. She’d planned to stop by and talk to the woman, check on her, ask if they were okay, and maybe try to set up another date if she were lucky and Caroline agreed. Instead, she was on her knees on a cold tile floor, with a shaggy rug beneath her to hopefully prevent marks, and she had her head between Caroline’s sexy legs.

Seeing Caroline in a towel earlier had started the tension building in her stomach and lower, but when Caroline had dropped it, Enid had been on her. She had needed her then, and she’d never needed anyone how she needed her right now.

“God,” Caroline gasped out when Enid started stroking her tongue over Caroline’s clit.

She tasted sweet and salty, and Enid licked and licked as Caroline squirmed a bit and had her hand on Enid’s head.

“Tell me what you like,” she said before she licked her again.

“That. Just keep doing that,” Caroline replied.

Enid did. She continued to lick, offering small flicks back and forth every so often, and Caroline continued to shift a little closer to the end of the chair and press Enid’s head down. Enid shifted, too, but the chair had wheels, so even though it was pressed against Frank, it wouldn’t stop moving. She wasn’t sure how long she’d been down there when she shifted again and heard Caroline laugh. Enid paused then and looked up, wondering what Caroline could be laughing about when they were doing this for the first time.

“Sorry, this is just…” Caroline shook her head. “I think I need to be lying down if you’re going to keep doing that.”

“Or, standing up,” Enid suggested.

She watched Caroline smile. Then, she backed up, and Caroline stood. She was so close to Enid that Enid reached out and kissed her stomach, needing to still be touching her skin somehow. Caroline moved quickly until she was leaning against the two dressers, which were stacked on top of one another. Enid followed suit, bringing the rug with her, and Caroline laughed again.

“I need to get an apartment,” she said.

Enid just gripped her hips in response and held her in place. Then, she lifted Caroline’s leg and moved it over her own shoulder before she began devouring her, stopping that laugh and sucking hard until Caroline was gasping and pressing Enid’s head to her center.

“You can… have all of the… Jolly Ranchers if… you don’t… stop,” Caroline added.

Enid didn’t stop. She moaned into her, licked her hard, and continued to suck until Caroline’s hips bucked into her mouth and she came all too soon.

“Enid!” Caroline yelled her name and rocked into her until she slowed and then stopped altogether.

Enid didn’t move at first, though. She just kept her lips around Caroline’s clit, listening to her breathe and feeling a hand on her head, which was trying to pull Enid’s hair out of the ponytail. Enid chuckled but still didn’t move her lips. Finally, Caroline dropped the hair rubber band to the floor somewhere, and Enid’s hair flowed. Caroline put her hands in it and ran them through it over and over. Enid decided to chance it and pulsed her tongue against Caroline’s clit, silently asking if she wanted more because Enid definitely did. When Caroline moaned, Enid’s hand moved to her breast, and she squeezed it, playing with the nipple she’d been dying to touch.

Caroline covered Enid’s hand with her own and slowly moved them both down her body until it was on her hip.

“Please,” she asked of Enid so softly that it sounded a little like begging.

When Caroline formed Enid’s hand by folding two of her fingers into her palm, leaving her index and middle fingers straight, Enid knew what she was asking then, so she lowered her hand between Caroline’s legs and began sucking lightly on her clit while she moved them inside her.

“Yes!” Caroline moaned. “I’ve touched myself picturing you doing this.”

Enid groaned into her, wanting to ask so many questions, but she’d save those for later because she wasn’t about to stop what she was doing.

“Just now, in the shower,” Caroline added.

Enid groaned again, hoping that would be enough to tell Caroline that she loved hearing that and wanted her to say more.

“I… do it in the shower a lot… because of… roommate.” Caroline’s hands were massaging Enid’s head while Enid began slow thrusts and sucks. “And today… I needed it.”

“More,” Enid said, taking a quick break to breathe in through her nose before she returned her lips to Caroline’s clit and sucked a little harder while Caroline described what she’d done to herself just minutes before Enid had arrived.

“I had to be quiet because… someone… would hear.”

Enid thrust deeper then, feeling Caroline’s walls begin to close around her fingers.

“I came… so hard… but not… as hard…” Caroline rocked her hips. “As you made me… come just now.”

Enid curled her fingers.

“Oh, yes!”

Enid continued to curl over and over again before she thrust as deep as Caroline’s already tensing body would allow her to go. When Caroline came on the third thrust and nearly fell on top of her, Enid had to stop sucking and pull out her fingers to be able to use both hands to hold Caroline back up against the dresser. She looked up and watched Caroline come down. Caroline’s eyes were still closed. Her skin was flushed. Enid kissed her inner thighs before she kissed her stomach and ran her hands up and down Caroline’s sides, and when she stood, she immediately felt the pain of a rug burn on her knees. She wouldn’t be able to wear shorts for a while, but she didn’t care. She leaned in and kissed Caroline’s neck while she squeezed and massaged her breast, not ready to stop touching her yet. Wanting more of her, Enid slipped a thigh between Caroline’s and felt Caroline’s hands move to her ass.

“Do you want it here?” Caroline asked her when Enid began rocking her own sex over Caroline’s thigh.

“This way… first,” Enid replied between breaths.

She rocked against her while she kissed Caroline hard. Caroline kissed her back and moaned, probably because she could taste herself on Enid’s lips. Her hands cupped Enid’s ass and pressed Enid into her hard-muscled thigh. All those steps around campus and up and down the stairs had given Caroline amazing legs, and her firm thigh pressing back into Enid’s clit had her coming undone within seconds.

“Fuck,” she let out, wishing she could’ve lasted longer but needing to come.

Her hips weren’t so much rocking in rhythm anymore; they were erratically pressing and releasing against Caroline’s thigh until, finally, Enid came down and pressed her whole body against Caroline’s.

“I think I need to name these dressers now,” Caroline said as she placed soft kisses on Enid’s throat and shoulder.

“Huh?” Enid asked, not processing much right now.

“I’m thinking maybe Dean and Drew, but Drew is a girl.”

“What?” Enid laughed a little and pulled back to look into Caroline’s eyes.

“We just had sex against them. We can at least give them names,” Caroline replied with a smile. “What do you think? Dean is Viv’s dresser. It’s the one on top. Mine is Drew, the one on the bottom.”

Enid laughed and asked, “Does your bed have a name?”

“No,” Caroline said, shaking her head.

“Well, start thinking of one because we’re about to have sex there, too.”

“Fine. But you can’t watch me climb up there naked. Turn around,” Caroline told her.

Enid laughed, and Caroline walked over to the bunk ladder at the end of the bed, which she used to climb up. Enid looked down at the bright green-and-blue shag rug that went with Viv’s bedding, which was also blue with a little green. In contrast, Caroline’s bedding was black, just solid black, and while the pillowcases offered a little color, they were gray, so not much. Enid waited for Caroline to lie down, with the blanket being pushed to the side against the wall, before she climbed up and stared down at her. Caroline spread her legs, telling Enid what she wanted. Enid climbed on top of her because, with a twin bed, there wasn’t much room for her anywhere else.

Settling herself between Caroline’s legs, Enid started rocking, but she couldn’t find a good place for her hands to go to keep herself up. The blanket was bundled to her right, and her hand kept slipping into it. Her left hand was slipping a bit, too, and that would eventually make her fall off the bed. Caroline laughed hard. Enid wanted to take offense, but she couldn’t. It was funny, so she laughed and moved down onto her elbows, placing them next to Caroline’s head and bringing them closer together.

“Hi,” she said softly and kissed Caroline’s nose.

“Hi,” Caroline replied just as softly. “This is nice.” She rubbed Enid’s back. “I like you on top of me.”

“I like it, too,” Enid said and moved until she was kissing Caroline’s neck. “I got a job, by the way.”

“What?”

“Not anything major, but just something to make a little money,” she replied as she kept pressing kisses to Caroline’s hot skin.

“You want to talk about that now?”

Enid rolled down into her and said, “I want to do more of this, and I don’t want to do it in a dorm room.” She rolled again. “Or my bedroom at home.”

“Are you saying we can’t have sex again until one of us moves?” Caroline asked, her hands moving to Enid’s ass.

“What? No, of course, we can. I just want to have my own place to look forward to, and picturing you and I doing this all over it gives me more motivation to move as soon as possible.”

“On the couch?” Caroline asked.

Enid rocked into her in a silent agreement.

“Shower?”

“And bathtub, if I have one,” Enid added.

Caroline moaned and asked, “Kitchen table?”

“I’ll buy a sturdy one,” Enid replied and slid her hand between their bodies and into Caroline’s wetness.

Caroline gasped and said, “Counter.”

“All the counters,” Enid replied and entered her.

“The floor?”

“In every room,” Enid said, moving deeper inside and pressing her thumb to Caroline’s clit.

◆◆◆

“Caroline, it’s just a bunch of lines,” Enid said, laughing.

“I was a little distracted,” Caroline argued.

“But it was your idea to draw me and delay the sex we clearly both wanted,” Enid replied and laughed.

After another round in bed, Enid had climbed down to get them a bottle of water and pick up the sketchbook and pencil Caroline had asked her to grab, too. The sketch wasn’t even close to being complete. Enid could only make out the relative shape of a human in a chair, but that was about it.

“For the record, I drew Brooke after we had sex.”

“Let’s not talk about her right now,” Enid suggested.

Caroline’s head was pressed to her chest, and Enid was holding up the sketchbook so that they both could see the drawing. Caroline’s arm was over her stomach, and Enid’s was around Caroline’s shoulders.

“You know there was nothing there, though, right?” Caroline asked. “I know we joke about it, but it was about a week of my life and just sex.”

“This isn’t just sex, is it?” Enid asked but knew the answer already.

Caroline shook her head and replied, “I was so worried you’d do this with Jill, and it wasn’t because I wanted to do this with you first. It was because I didn’t want you to do this with anyone else, but I didn’t think it was fair of me to ask for that when we’d only just met. I tried really hard to focus on anything else when I knew you were on a date with her. It’s not just sex. If it were, you being with Jill wouldn’t have bothered me.”

“Nothing happened with her. We just kissed once. Well, technically, it was twice, but one was a quick goodnight kiss, and the other one was a real one.”

“A real one?” Caroline asked, lifting her head to look down at Enid.

“We made out for, like, a minute.”

“Oh, you did, huh?” Caroline teased her and straddled Enid’s hips.

“That was it, though,” Enid said, laughing when Caroline’s hands moved to her breasts, and she tweaked her nipples. “Ow!”

“You deserve it,” Caroline joked.

“What else do I deserve?”

Caroline smiled and began rocking down against her.

“You’re still soaked,” Enid noted, looking at Caroline’s sex as it moved over her stomach.

“You deserve watching me do this while I work myself up,” Caroline replied. “And you can’t touch me.”

“What? Babe, come on,” Enid said, practically begging as she gripped Caroline’s hips.

“Just there. That’s it. Hold me in place while I come.”

Enid watched, her eyes glued to Caroline’s center, and even though she already had Caroline like that not that long ago, she ached to have her back in her mouth. Instead, Caroline lowered her hands by Enid’s head and rocked harder, dragging her wetness over Enid’s skin, and Enid had to bite her bottom lip to keep herself from reaching out to touch her.

“I’m going to come,” Caroline whispered into Enid’s ear after a few minutes of slow rocking that had led to fast rocking and Enid about losing her mind.

“Yes,” Enid said, white-knuckling Caroline’s hips, encouraging her to move faster and take whatever she wanted.

Caroline’s right hand then slipped through the blanket, and she tipped to the side a bit. It caused her to stop rocking while she burst out laughing. Enid shifted her back into place and smiled up at her.

“I hate twin beds,” Caroline said, still laughing. “God, I was so close…”

Enid didn’t say anything, but she did sit up to suck on her nipple.

“Oh,” Caroline uttered.

“Let me get you there, then,” Enid said and sucked even harder.

“Fuck,” Caroline let out.

Her hips began rocking again, and Enid moved her lips to the other nipple, sucking until Caroline was rocking faster. Then, she let the nipple go with a pop and lay back down.

“Up here,” she stated.

“What?” Caroline asked as she opened her eyes.

“Let me suck you again,” Enid said.

“Oh.”

Caroline shifted until her knees were at Enid’s head, and she lowered her center down to Enid’s waiting mouth. Enid licked her lips before she licked Caroline up and down. Her clit looked swollen and very much ready, so Enid focused on sucking it while Caroline’s hips rocked against her face, not wasting any time. Enid could tell that Caroline’s hands were on the wall behind the bed, and that made this even sexier somehow. The bed underneath them was now shaking harder than it had done the first time she’d been up here, and Enid hoped it would hold up because she wasn’t stopping until Caroline was coming into her mouth.


CHAPTER 22

“We should talk,” Enid said.

“My mouth is a little busy,” Caroline replied before she licked Enid’s nipple.

“Babe,” Enid said with a little laugh.

Caroline stopped and sat up, straddling Enid’s hips.

“You really want to talk instead of letting me go down on you?”

“On this bed? Are you crazy? You’ll end up falling onto your desk.” Enid laughed.

“Good point,” Caroline replied. “We can take a shower together.” She wiggled her eyebrows.

“So that you can go down on me in there? No way. My knees hurt just from kneeling on the floor in here.”

“Then, you’ll just have to be pressed against the dressers, Enid, because I am going down on you tonight,” Caroline said as she ran her index finger through Enid’s wetness.

“Can we take a break?” Enid asked, rubbing her hands up and down Caroline’s sides.

“Why? Viv is gone for the night. We should take advantage of that while we can.”

“I don’t want to have sex with you just because Viv isn’t here.”

“I know you don’t think that that’s the only reason why I want to have sex with you,” she replied. “I think you’ve felt how turned on I get just because you’re in the same room with me.”

Enid wiggled her eyebrows then and said, “Can you lie down with me?” She held out her hands for Caroline.

Caroline lowered herself until her head was back on Enid’s chest, and this felt like the right place to be. She had been with other women, and the sex had been fine most of the time, but it was after the sex that she usually felt strange. With Jodie, it had been somewhat better because they were friends, but the night they’d slept together, Caroline remembered not being sure how they were supposed to lie next to each other after they’d just done what they’d done without thinking of the consequences. She’d rolled over away from Jodie and stared at the wall.

With Brooke, they’d never cuddled or snuggled in any way. They’d had sex, and usually, Caroline had taken a shower right after. She hadn’t felt dirty for what they’d done; she’d just wanted to be clean. Brooke would already be asleep by the time she finished, and Caroline would roll away from her to get some sleep herself.

There hadn’t been many others, but the result was the same, so Caroline had always assumed that she just might not be the kind of person who wanted to cuddle after sex. It felt okay, but cuddling, holding someone, or being held by them wasn’t a big deal to her after she’d just shared the most intimate thing she could with a person. As she lay there, being held by Enid, though, she knew she’d been wrong about it all along.

“I like this,” she shared as she ran her fingertips across Enid’s skin.

“Which part?” Enid asked and kissed her forehead.

“All of it, but I was talking about this moment specifically. I like you holding me like this,” she admitted. “I’ve never really had this.”

“What? Someone holding you?”

Caroline nodded against Enid’s breast, and she gave the nipple a special kiss.

“No one has held you like this?”

“It’s not that they didn’t want to. I just wasn’t into it.”

“But you like it when I do it?” Enid asked.

“Yes,” she replied with a smile.

“I like it, too,” Enid said.

“You wanted to talk,” Caroline reminded her then.

“I wasn’t planning on coming here so that this would happen.”

“I know that.”

“And we’re okay now that it has?” Enid asked.

“Yes, it’s okay. I’m glad it happened like this.”

“You are?”

“You aren’t? This was sexy as hell, Enid. You touching yourself while I was attempting to sketch you will live in my memory forever. I plan on getting myself off to that image more than once in the near future.”

When Enid laughed, Caroline felt it vibrate throughout her whole body.

“It was also sweet,” she added. “You checked in with me and made sure I was okay. You know I like you. I want this. I want you and me.”

“Me too,” Enid replied. “I know you know this already, but now that we’ve done this, I want to make sure you know: I don’t want anyone else, Care. I just want you and me.”

Caroline lifted herself a little and smiled down at her.

“I wasn’t searching for a girlfriend, Enid Becker. I was supposed to be finding a major.”

Enid ran a hand through Caroline’s hair and said, “You can still do that. But can you do it with a girlfriend? Or, if you don’t like labels, can I just be the only one you do this with?”

“I’ve never really cared that much about labels.” Caroline winked at her, indicating that she was playing with her. “But I’d like to be the only one you do this with, Enid, so if that makes me your girlfriend, I guess I’ll just have to deal with that.”

Enid laughed and said, “Oh, you’ll have to deal with it, huh?”

She began tickling Caroline’s side.

“Hey!” Caroline laughed and tried to wriggle away, but there was nowhere to go in the twin bed.

She felt like she might roll off the bed for a second, but Enid’s arm went around her, holding her tight.

“I’ve got you,” Enid said.

Caroline leaned over and kissed her slowly in response. Then, she ended up back on top of Enid and moved her lips to Enid’s neck.

“I have an idea,” she said between kisses.

“What’s that?”

“Let’s take a shower together. I won’t go down on you in there, but we can grab dinner in the dining hall when we’re done, and when we come back up here, I’ll have my way with you.” Caroline licked from Enid’s collarbone to her earlobe. “Then, I’ll finish that sketch I started.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“After that, you can sleep next to me, and we can wake up together.”

“Yeah? I can stay over?” Enid asked.

“If you don’t mind a twin bed and not having air conditioning,” Caroline replied as she nibbled on Enid’s earlobe. “Oh!” She sat up quickly. “I forgot.”

“About what?” Enid asked.

“I have a package downstairs.”

“That’s what you’re thinking about right now?”

“There’s a good reason I just thought of it. My parents ordered it online for Viv and me. It’s a cooler thingy that you add ice to, and it helps cool down the room. Viv and I already bought ice. It’s in the fridge.”

“Frank?”

Caroline smiled down at her and said, “I love that you just casually called my mini fridge Frank like that, but no, in the main kitchen freezer.”

“Okay. You want to get it?”

“It’s going to get very hot in here later,” she replied as she ran a fingertip between Enid’s breasts. “We should try to cool the room down if we can.”

“We’re not getting any sleep tonight, are we?”

“No,” Caroline said with a smile. “Now, I have to jump down off this bed. Do not look. I’m not sure what my ass will look like mid-flight.”

Enid burst out laughing.

◆◆◆

“You can have the water gun,” Enid said. “But I want that lava lamp.”

“How is that equal?” Caroline asked as they joined the dinner line.

“You can also have the little stuffed bear thing.”

“Fine. But what about the plastic handcuffs?”

Enid cleared her throat and asked, “Do you want those?”

“Only if they’re on you,” Caroline replied.

“Yeah?”

Caroline laughed, and when they arrived at the table of the student employee, she handed the guy her card.

“Can you swipe it twice? Once for her.”

The guy looked up and over at Enid and asked, “Is she a student?”

“Yeah,” Enid replied.

“Student ID?” he asked with a plain face, clearly not happy with his work-study-assigned job.

“Come on, man,” Caroline said. “Don’t make me look bad in front of my older, more sophisticated girlfriend here. She’s a grad student.”

Enid laughed, and the guy, who swiped the card twice after all and handed it back to Caroline, replied, “Whatever.”

“How am I sophisticated? I’m arguing with you about a lava lamp and a water gun.”

Caroline handed Enid a tray and replied, “Don’t forget the handcuffs.”

“They’re still in my car.”

“Yeah? We should get them before we go back upstairs. You grab those. I’ll get the package and the ice.”

“Hmm,” Enid murmured in her ear. “Now I’m thinking about handcuffs and ice cubes. And you should know that you’re naked in these thoughts.”

“How fast can you eat?” Caroline asked.

“Hey.”

Caroline and Enid turned to see Jodie standing behind them in line.

“Oh, hey,” Caroline replied as she put silverware on a napkin onto her tray.

“I got some snacks. Want to do popcorn and a movie in your room tonight?” Jodie looked around Caroline then and spotted Enid. “Oh. Hey, Enid.”

“Hey,” Enid replied and added a cup to Caroline’s tray before she did the same to her own.

“I can’t tonight. Enid’s here,” Caroline said.

“Taking advantage of Viv being away?” Jodie asked.

“Something like that,” she said, knowing she was giving herself away.

“Okay. Well, do you mind if I join you for dinner, or is this a date?”

“Not a date. We’re just eating cafeteria food because it’s convenient.”

“Hey, Jodie, do you have any need for a Slinky?” Enid asked.

“What? Why?” Jodie asked, laughing a little.

“We won one last night. It’s neon and rainbow-colored. It’s yours if you want it,” Enid said.

“What if I wanted the Slinky?” Caroline teased her.

“You’re getting the handcuffs. Let her have the Slinky.”

“I’m sorry. There are handcuffs? What kind of arcade did you two go to last night?”

They both laughed, and a few minutes later, they were sitting at the table across from Jodie. Their shower had been brief, and while Caroline hadn’t gotten down on her knees, she had still managed to convince Enid to let her touch her. Then, after Enid’s orgasm, they’d dried off and headed to the dining hall for a late dinner. Running into Jodie hadn’t been planned, but it was nice to share dinner with her best friend and her girlfriend. Caroline looked over at Enid, who was laughing at something Jodie had said, and smiled. She had a girlfriend.

“She played one game the whole night?” Jodie asked.

“For about an hour, yeah. But she won us a bunch of tickets. It’s why I have random cheap prizes in the back seat of my car right now,” Enid replied.

“Did you win any candy?’ Jodie asked. “I got salty stuff at the store. I didn’t grab anything sweet.”

“Yes, but I get all the Jolly Ranchers,” Enid said.

Caroline laughed and replied, “You can grab whatever you want from my purse, Jodie.” She placed it on the table and opened it. “But leave my Jolly Rancher-starved girlfriend here those, please.”

“Girlfriend?” Jodie asked, looking up from the bag half-filled with candy. “Already?”

“She’s just that cute,” Caroline replied with a shoulder shrug.

Enid laughed a little and wrapped her arm over the back of Caroline’s chair. Caroline took a drink of her water and rested her head on Enid’s shoulder. Jodie found a few pieces of candy and looked up at them.

“You two look good together,” she said.

“Thanks,” Caroline replied.

Jodie gave her a nod, which told her that she was happy for her, and that made Caroline feel like things would be good with them. Dinner over, they dropped their trays on the rack and headed to the mail room, where Enid carried the big box up the stairs for Caroline. Then, they said goodbye to Jodie at her room and walked on until they got to the kitchen, where Caroline got the bag of ice she and Viv had bought. She’d replace it tomorrow. Shortly after, they had the thing up and running, and Caroline texted her parents to thank them because it really did help cool the room down.

“Now that we’ve cooled off, let’s get you naked again,” she said to Enid as she pressed her against the dressers.

“No arguments here,” Enid replied and lifted her arms to let Caroline pull her shirt off for the second time that day.


CHAPTER 23

Enid woke up to the sensation of someone lying next to her, touching her, and she smiled when she realized that it was Caroline who was running a fingertip around her nipple. Enid opened one eye and looked down, noticing the blanket was around her waist, and she was bare above that, meaning when Caroline’s lips sucked that same nipple into her mouth, Enid could see her head bob a little with the movement. She closed her eyes and lifted her sore arm to hold the back of Caroline’s head in place.

Sleeping with someone else in a twin bed wasn’t ideal. They had hardly had any room to move, and the bed made sounds any time either of them tried, which kept waking Enid up. They hadn’t gotten to sleep until well after three, and she had no idea what time it was now, but it had to be early because the sun was just starting to peek in through the window by Viv’s desk. Enid wanted to go back to sleep, but Caroline’s hand was moving from her other breast and down under the blanket, so she kept her eyes closed, holding Caroline’s head in place, silently asking her to continue.

“You’re ready,” Caroline noted before she licked Enid’s hard nipple.

“Yes,” Enid whispered.

Caroline kissed her and began stroking. Enid kissed her back as Caroline shifted on top of her, and Enid’s hands went to Caroline’s back just as she slipped inside her. Enid certainly didn’t mind, but she hadn’t expected Caroline to do that. She figured they would just have a quickie before she had to go, but Caroline was now moving inside and against her while her center rubbed against Enid’s thigh.

“Can you come like that?” Enid asked her.

“Yes. Want me to?”

Enid nodded and lifted her thigh to give Caroline more pressure. Caroline moaned into her mouth, and Enid focused on how good it felt to be touched by her. She’d always liked sex enough, but she’d never particularly loved it with anyone. Orgasms were nice, and she’d had plenty of those, but even with girlfriends, she had felt like something was missing. It made no sense because Caroline wasn’t doing anything differently than any of her other lovers, but it did feel different. The orgasms were stronger. The after-sex glow was brighter. The cuddling was better. Everything about this was right to Enid, and it was scary and new.

“Babe?”

Enid met Caroline’s eyes and said, “Yeah?”

Caroline halted her movements, looking concerned, and asked, “Are you okay?”

“What? Yes, of course. Why?”

“You weren’t looking at me,” Caroline replied, pressing her forehead to Enid’s. “You looked away. I–”

Enid cupped Caroline’s cheek and said, “I was thinking about how good this is.”

Caroline smiled and asked, “So, I shouldn’t stop?”

Enid shook her head before she kissed her, and Caroline’s fingers were on the move again. Just as Enid was about to come, though, there was a key in the door.

“Shit,” Caroline whispered and quickly pulled out her fingers before she moved off Enid and to her side, making Enid grunt in frustration.

Enid managed to wrap her brain around what was happening in time to pull the blanket up over both of them. The door opened right after that, and there stood Viv with her bag and a look of disbelief on her face when she took them in because Enid and Caroline looked exactly like they’d been doing what they’d just been doing.

“Oh,” she said and dropped the bag to the floor.

“Hey, Viv,” Caroline spoke, clearly trying to catch her breath still. “You remember Enid.”

Enid wanted to laugh at that, but Viv’s face was telling her that laughing might not be the best option. Was that hurt on her face? Had Enid been right that Viv wasn’t over Caroline, after all, so they’d just caused her a lot of pain by doing this in their shared room? Why hadn’t she asked Caroline to verify that Viv wouldn’t be back until Enid was gone?

“Yeah, hi,” Viv said finally and looked away from them even though they were both covered up by the blanket.

“Uh… Hi,” Enid added as she looked around for her clothes.

She then squished her eyes together when she realized that they were on the floor, along with Caroline’s. And not just on the floor, either. Their clothes were all over the tiny room. Enid’s bra was currently hanging over Viv’s desk chair. Her underwear was on the floor in front of the dressers. Her jeans ended up by the closet with one of her socks, but she wasn’t sure where the other one was. Her shirt was on top of the TV, and her shoes were behind the now-open door. Caroline’s clothing was equally dispersed. Enid should have suggested they not sleep naked. It would’ve been the smart thing to do. But her brain hadn’t been operating fully after Caroline had gone down on her and made her come twice before they had gotten into bed again.

“Um,” Viv said, walking toward the bed. “I think your shirt is on my pillow.”

She then lifted Caroline’s shirt without looking.

“Thanks,” Caroline replied as she grabbed it from her, and when she put it on so that she was covered enough to sit up, she added, “Sorry. I didn’t think you’d be back so soon.”

“I texted you late last night, but now I know why you didn’t get it.”

“Yeah, sorry. Enid came over to talk.”

“Talk?” Viv asked. “That’s how you two talk?”

“Hey, Viv?” Enid spoke.

“Yeah?”

“You left the door open. Would you mind closing it?” she asked.

Viv didn’t respond, but she did close the door before she picked up Enid’s shirt and tossed it onto the bed. Enid hastily put it on, feeling a little better that at least her top half was covered, but the pulse between her legs wasn’t helping at all. She had been so close to coming that her clit actually ached, and putting her jeans on in a minute would not be comfortable.

When Viv bent over to pick up Enid’s jeans and tossed them at her without looking, Enid managed to catch them before they hit Caroline in the face. Viv looked away, giving her the chance to put them on under the blanket, and yes, Enid had been correct: putting jeans on with her clit throbbing in near pain was definitely uncomfortable, but doing it without underwear made it worse because she’d been soaked from Caroline touching her earlier.

“I’m not going near your underwear, Enid. Sorry,” Viv stated before she moved to her own bed and disappeared beneath them.

“I should go,” Enid whispered softly, looking over at Caroline.

Caroline kissed her quickly and said, “Viv, is your dad okay?”

“He’s just a wuss, and my mom is co-dependent,” Viv replied.

“He’s a wuss?”

“He was getting a vasectomy,” Viv explained. “He was worried he would be in pain, even though everyone knows it’s really just uncomfortable, and then they’re fine. My mom wanted me there because she needed the support.”

“Why was he getting–” Caroline began.

“I have a one-year-old brother. That’s why.”

“You have a brother?”

“Care!” Enid whispered at her because this really wasn’t the time to have this conversation.

Caroline was still half-naked, and Enid’s underwear was on the floor. Caroline just shook her head and smiled a little. Then, she pushed Enid down gently and rested her head on Enid’s shoulder before moving her hand under Enid’s shirt to cover her breast.

“Not helping,” Enid whispered.

“I don’t like to talk about it because it’s embarrassing, but yeah,” Viv answered. “He just turned one last week. My parents had me and then waited about twenty more years before they had a second kid. He was an accident, obviously. My mom doesn’t want another one, though, so she made my dad take care of it, and he’s a big wuss. I’m still convinced he got her pregnant on purpose because he had wanted a son. He always had.”

“You shouldn’t be embarrassed about that,” Caroline said before she kissed Enid on the neck.

Enid’s body was stiff and unresponsive. She was barely holding herself together. Caroline was not making it easy, and if Viv was going to be in here, Enid needed to go. She needed to get home and find a vibrator to get herself off because she couldn’t go the rest of the day like this.

“Yeah, well, I’m back. He’s fine. My brother is cute and annoying, and my mom is fine, too.”

“That’s good,” Caroline replied, and her hand slid down to the button on Enid’s jeans.

Enid’s eyes widened as Caroline undid it, and she put her hand on top of Caroline’s to get her to stop because she couldn’t exactly say anything with Viv right below them.

“I’m exhausted, so I’m going to sleep for a couple of hours,” Viv said.

“Okay,” Caroline replied, managing to get her hand under Enid’s jeans and into her folds.

Enid wanted to gasp, but she held it in. She also wanted to stop because Viv was right there, but she couldn’t seem to get her hands to cooperate and push Caroline’s away.

“Care?” Viv asked.

“Yeah?”

“Can you not have sex with Enid up there while I’m down here?”

Caroline’s hand was already stroking Enid’s clit, but she stopped and said, “Of course.”

She then pulled her hand out of Enid’s jeans.

“I’m going to head home anyway,” Enid said, clenching her teeth because she’d been so close to coming after only a few direct strokes.

“I can walk you out,” Caroline offered.

“No,” Enid said. “You stay here.” She kissed Caroline quickly. “I’ll call you later.”

Caroline held Enid’s face in her hands and leaned into her.

“Let me take care of you,” she whispered into Enid’s ear. “Shower?”

Enid shook her head and replied, “Later.”

“Babe…” Caroline’s eyes widened.

“Sleeping,” Viv reminded loudly.

“Dinner tonight,” Enid said before she kissed Caroline again and leaned into her ear this time. “I’ll take care of myself when I get home,” she whispered.

Caroline glared at her, which only made Enid laugh.

“Sleeping!”

Enid and Caroline both laughed at that, and then Enid jumped down and quickly grabbed her bra, underwear, and other things.

“Close the sketchbook on Care’s desk, please,” Viv requested from her position of lying on her side, facing the wall.

Enid quickly turned to glance at Caroline’s desk, where the sketchbook was indeed open, and her eyes widened. Caroline nearly cackled at her reaction, so Enid threw Caroline’s underwear up at her after picking them off the floor and moved to the desk, where she stared down at the near-finished drawing of her naked body. She pulled the cover of the sketchbook down and sighed.

“Not bad, Enid,” Viv noted.

“Not bad? She’s hot as hell,” Caroline replied.

“Then, it’s your sketch that’s not bad,” Viv added.

“Hey!” Caroline laughed.

“Sleeping!” Viv said louder.

Enid moved to the bed, and Caroline leaned down over the side to kiss her.

“I’ll call you.”

“In two hours,” Viv stated.

“Viv, you can’t say you’re sleeping if you’re not actually sleeping,” Caroline replied. “And you can’t control when my girlfriend calls me.” She laughed.

“Two hours,” Viv repeated.

Enid laughed and stared into Caroline’s beautiful eyes.

“It’s much better than not bad. Way better than the one you did of Brooke.”

“Viv didn’t even see the up-close one I did,” Caroline replied, wiggling her eyebrows.

“And she never will,” Enid stated before she kissed Caroline’s forehead. “Bye, babe.”

“Bye,” Caroline replied.

Enid made sure that she had all of her things before she opened the door to go and closed it behind her.

“Girlfriend, huh?” She heard Viv say from the other side of it.

The moment Enid’s feet hit the sidewalk, she got a text notification. Assuming it was Caroline, she pulled the phone out of her pocket and saw that it was Rory instead.

Rory Winter: So, we did that thing I was talking to you about, and holy shit, Enid. Why didn’t you tell me how good that could be?

Enid laughed at the message as she walked to her car. Sounded like Rory and Logan had enjoyed Rory’s first time with a strap-on. She didn’t feel like replying just yet, though. Her own body ached to be touched, so she made what felt like the endless drive home and was grateful when she didn’t see or hear her brother. Her parents were downstairs in the kitchen, so she’d managed to escape without questions about where she’d been the previous night.

Disappearing into her room, Enid closed and locked the door. Her shoes, socks, shirt, jeans, and everything else were tossed to the floor before she lay down and found the vibrator she hid in a shoebox under the bed. On top of her few sex toys, she’d kept some pads and tampons, knowing that would keep her brother from searching any deeper inside the box, and her parents never went into her room, wanting to respect her privacy. Enid spread her legs and turned it on. Then, she reached for her phone and decided to have a little fun with her new girlfriend, who had attempted to get Enid off with Viv in the bottom bunk.

Enid Becker: Guess what I’m doing right now.

She pressed the vibrator to her clit, and her head went back against her pillow instantly. God, she needed this, and it wouldn’t take long. When her phone beeped, she held it up with her free hand and checked the message.

Caroline Timothy: Really? I want to watch you.

Enid knew she wouldn’t mind that at all.

Enid Becker: You can. Someday.

Caroline’s reply came immediately.

Caroline Timothy: I’m going to take a shower.

Enid now knew what Caroline did in there, and them being with each other in that same shower just last night was still very much fresh on her mind, so within a few seconds, she was coming just at the thought of Caroline sliding her hand between her legs to touch herself. Caroline had stopped texting because she was probably a little busy at the moment, and when Enid came down from her orgasm, she turned the vibrator off and rolled onto her side, keeping the toy between her thighs for now.

Then, she thought about how Caroline had asked her to lie back on her bed with her legs spread. She thought about how Caroline had sat at the other end of that bed with her sketchbook, and she turned the vibrator back on its lowest speed and rocked her hips while she thought back to how Caroline had ordered her to put her arms and legs places, close her eyes just so, tilt her head to the right, touch her clit and stroke it a few times, massage her breast, and more, all while Caroline drew her.

“Fuck,” she let out, recalling how Caroline had moved closer and had asked Enid to spread even wider for her.

She had flipped the page of her sketchbook and had begun drawing Enid’s center, which was ready to be touched and probably looked wet and swollen. Enid had been self-conscious at first, but watching Caroline work and focus had only pushed that aside and turned her on. Caroline looking focused on her center was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen.

“When I finish this, I want you to sit on my face,” Caroline had said. “I can tell you need it.”

“Yes,” Enid had replied in a mere whisper.

“You need to be sucked,” Caroline had added.

Enid had nodded at the time, and right now, she was coming just at the memory. No woman had ever talked to her during sex how Caroline did. No woman had told Enid that she needed to be sucked before. It had been the biggest turn-on, and now, it was getting her off again, thinking about how when Caroline had finished her drawing, she’d moved into position and told Enid to straddle her face.

Her phone beeped just as Enid started to come down. She turned off the vibrator, rolled onto her back, and picked up the phone to see a message from Caroline. Expecting it to be an update on her shower exploits or questions about what Enid had done to get herself off, she smiled when she saw the message.

Caroline Timothy: I miss you.

Enid replied quickly.

Caroline Timothy: I liked waking up with you, too.

Enid Becker: Want to do it again tomorrow?

Caroline Timothy: I don’t know if we can. Viv will be here. She didn’t actually go to sleep, so we talked a bit after you left. I know she says that she’s good, but I can tell that she’s not, really. Something’s up with her, and I don’t know what it is.

Enid considered suggesting that they could just sleep, but she didn’t want to cause Viv any pain if she was still hung up on Caroline.

Enid Becker: Stay here.

Caroline Timothy: Really? Are you sure?

Enid replied that she was, but she still needed to ask her parents. It felt very, very lame and childish to have to ask her mom and dad if she could have a girl sleep over, but she wiped her vibrator off and put it back under the bed before she showered, dressed, and headed downstairs to find them cleaning up after breakfast.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hi, honey,” her mom replied.

“How was your night?” her dad asked. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

“Um… I stayed at Caroline’s,” she said.

Her mom just gave her a polite nod in response before returning her attention to the pan she was drying. She was probably thinking about the fact that her only daughter had stayed at her girlfriend’s place, which meant that she’d likely had sex. Her father also seemed to be awfully silent all of a sudden. He stared at the wall and was wiping off a plate that was definitely already clean.

“That’s nice,” her mom said eventually.

“I… was wondering,” Enid began. “We’ve never really talked about this since I moved back in.”

“About what?” her dad asked, passing the plate to her mom.

“Well, Caroline lives in a dorm room, so we don’t… There’s no real privacy there, and I was wondering if she could maybe stay over here tonight.”

Her mom stopped drying the plate, and her dad looked at his wife as if she had the answer for both of them, which Caroline found kind of adorable in a way.

“Oh. Well, I suppose it’s okay. You’re twenty-four years old. We know how…” Her mom cleared her throat. “Just remember that you have an eighteen-year-old–”

“Brother, yeah,” Enid finished. “I know.”

“There’s leftover bacon if you want some,” her dad told her, and the subject was promptly changed.


CHAPTER 24

Caroline checked the message and typed her response, letting Enid know that she’d be right down. She was leaving for their date and slung her backpack over her shoulder.

“I’ll see you tomorrow?” she said to Viv.

“Sure,” Viv replied without looking up from her book.

“Viv, are we really okay?”

“You used my rug for sex, Care.”

Caroline’s cheeks flushed. She hadn’t admitted to it, but Viv had wondered why the rug that was usually at the side of her bed had been over by their dressers. Caroline had lied and said she didn’t know, hoping Viv would drop it, but Viv had just glared at her.

“Oh, Care!” she’d said loudly that morning. “With my rug?”

“We didn’t do anything on it,” Caroline told her now. “We just used it to keep from… hurting ourselves.”

“Whatever,” Viv replied, still not looking up from her book.

Viv was upset or annoyed with something, and it had Caroline worried that she had been insensitive to her roommate. Viv had told her that she was moving on and would be asking a girl on the floor out, so Caroline hadn’t stressed too much about her new relationship with Enid. She hadn’t expected to see Viv walk through the door right when she’d been about to make Enid come, though. Things had been a little weird with them all day, but Caroline had checked more than once if they were okay, and Viv continued to insist that they were. Caroline wasn’t sure she really believed her, but she couldn’t keep pestering her.

“Okay. Bye, I guess,” she said and pulled open the door.

Caroline still couldn’t believe Viv had a little brother she didn’t know about. They hadn’t been the best of friends or anything, but they had talked enough that she felt like Viv could’ve told her that. As it stood, Caroline didn’t even know the baby brother’s name, which felt strange, but Viv wasn’t someone who opened up easily, so Caroline would have to trust that she’d tell her things in time if she wanted to.

“Hey,” she said to Enid when she pushed open the door and saw her on the sidewalk.

“Hey,” Enid replied with a smile. “I could’ve gone to your door.”

Caroline walked over to her and gave her a quick kiss.

“Uh… No. Viv is up there.”

“How mad is she?” Enid asked.

“She’s not mad, exactly. It’s weird. She’s just not telling me something.”

“That she lied about being over you?” Enid suggested, taking Caroline’s hand. “I had to park in the lot. There was a campus cop here before, and I didn’t want to get a ticket.”

“No problem,” Caroline said. “And I don’t know about Viv. I guess there’s a lot I don’t know about her. I had no idea she had a little brother.”

“Yeah, that’s a bit strange.”

They started walking toward the parking lot, and when Caroline looked down at their joined hands, she still couldn’t believe that she could just hold hands with her very hot older girlfriend, whom she was pretty crazy about. It made her smile because she’d been into Enid since they’d bumped into each other at the bar.

“You have a backpack on. Are you doing homework at dinner or something?” Enid asked.

Caroline leaned against her side and replied, “No. I just don’t have another overnight bag.”

“Oh,” Enid said. “So, that has clothes in it and stuff?”

“Is that not okay? I know it’s your parents’ house, but if they’re not okay with it, I–”

“It’s fine. I talked to them about it.”

“You did?”

“Yes. It was one of the most awkward conversations of my life. You should’ve seen the expression on my dad’s face when he realized I’d stayed at your place last night and what it meant. It’s like he was doing advanced calculus in his head to literally think of anything else other than the fact that his daughter has had sex and probably will be tonight.”

Caroline laughed and said, “We could’ve just slept.”

“I don’t think that entered his mind as a possibility,” Enid replied.

“Is it really okay? Even if they say it is, is it?”

Enid sighed and said, “Well, I don’t have my own place yet, and neither do you. This is kind of it since neither of us can afford to get a hotel room every time we want to have sex.”

“I could ask my parents for money, but I don’t see them giving me cash so that I can have sex with my girlfriend.”

Enid laughed a little, and they continued their walk in relative silence until they got to Enid’s car, where Caroline put her bag in the trunk. Enid pulled them into traffic moments later, and the drive to the dive restaurant Caroline had chosen for their date took about twenty minutes. Having found parking a few blocks away, they walked hand in hand down the old sidewalk with the broken concrete that was in need of repair.

After ordering at the counter, they took their number and found an empty table toward the back, which wasn’t ideal because the kitchen was right through the swinging door. It made talking difficult, but Caroline didn’t mind.

Enid looked great tonight, wearing a pair of jeans and a short-sleeved button-down that was white, with light-gray, almost imperceptibly thin vertical stripes.

“No shorts tonight, huh?” Caroline teased.

Enid laughed and set down the sweet tea she had just sipped.

“No shorts for at least a week,” she replied.

When their food arrived, they ate while mostly people-watching because otherwise, they’d have to yell to hear each other over the crowd of tourists that had just walked in. Since they’d already paid, when they were finished, Enid dropped their trash into the can and placed the tray on top of it before taking Caroline’s hand and leading her out of the restaurant. It was a warm and muggy night, which was nothing new for New Orleans, but it had Caroline hoping that Enid’s house had air conditioning.

Then, when they got to the car, Enid’s phone buzzed.

“It’s Jill,” Enid told her.

“Oh,” Caroline said, pretending like she didn’t want to know why Jill was messaging Enid when they were out on a date.

“She just wants to know when we can hang out again.”

“Cool,” she replied, not at all thinking about how Jill had her tongue down Enid’s throat not all that long ago.

“I still owe her that night out, remember?” Enid asked as she put her phone down into the cup holder and started the car.

“To help her get laid. I remember.”

“I’ll message her later,” Enid said. “What do you want to do now?”

“Whatever? I’m flexible.” Caroline turned to her then to add, “And don’t make any sex jokes.”

Enid laughed and said, “How could I? We’ve only had sex in a twin bed, where you can’t exactly flex much.”

“Excuse me; we had sex in a shower, too. And against dressers. And technically, on that chair.”

Enid took Caroline’s hand and moved it to her thigh.

“This is going to sound so lame, but I have a TV in my room. Want to go back to my place and watch a movie? My room has a lock on the door.”

Caroline smiled over at her and asked, “Will your parents be there?”

“They will later, but my dad had a work dinner tonight, so he and my mom are there. My brother might be, but he usually stays in his room and plays video games.”

“Okay. Let’s go. I’d love to see your teenage bedroom.”

“Can I ever see yours?” Enid asked.

“That would require you to visit my parents, and I’m not inclined to submit you to that just yet. They’ll ask you about your entire life plan. Do you have a 401(k) yet? Have you found a realtor for that house you want to buy in, like, twenty years? Do you want to get married? Kids? How many? Pets? Dogs or cats? In their minds, dogs and cats are the only suitable options, and they’re being nice by including cats. What kind of pool will you put behind that house you can’t afford until you’re eighty because of the economy?” Caroline laughed. “They won’t admit the economy thing. They’ll just want you to own your own home by the time you’re thirty and have no student loan debt because, apparently, you can get that non-existent job that pays a hundred thousand a year entry-level and still gets you home by six every night so that you can have dinner with your wife and kids that you may or may not want. Not sure if you’re ready for that, but I know I’m not.”

“That’s fair, I guess,” Enid replied with a little laugh.

About thirty minutes later, they arrived in a residential neighborhood with homes that looked like they’d been built in the past century, which was unique in New Orleans. Enid pulled the car over and street-parked, explaining that she had to in order to let her parents get in and out of the driveway for work. Caroline watched her open the garage door with her little clicker and checked that it was empty.

Enid sighed loudly and said, “Good. They’re still out.”

She grabbed Caroline’s bag from the trunk, and they went in through the interior garage door. Then, Enid pulled on Caroline’s hand, not giving her a tour but instead hurrying her up the stairs and then into a bedroom and closing the door behind them. Caroline couldn’t help but laugh because Enid was clearly trying to keep her from meeting the family, or rather, probably getting grilled by them.

“You are really very cute,” Caroline said.

“I am?” Enid asked.

“Yes, you are,” she replied, wrapping her arms around Enid’s neck and pulling her against herself. “ I can’t wait until one of us gets our own place.”

“Well, I do have a new job now,” Enid said. “It’s not much, but if I do well, Mel might give me more work to do, and that would mean more money. I’m still thinking about finding an apartment and swallowing my pride to ask my parents to loan me money for the first month or two. Then, I can either get more hours with NOLA Guides or get a second part-time job.”

“I’d love it if you had your own place, but don’t do it for me, okay?” Caroline replied. “I’m happy here, in your old bedroom, with your TV that we should name something.”

Enid laughed and wrapped her arms around Caroline’s waist.

“What should it be?”

“I’m thinking Terry or Tiana. I liked The Princess and the Frog.”

“Tiana the TV?” Enid asked as she slid her hands up Caroline’s back under her shirt.

“Why not?” Caroline replied, leaning in. “Does the TV deserve a title? Maybe it’s Princess Tiana.”

Enid leaned in as well and said, “It’s a decent television, but not royal in any way.”

“Can I maybe see for myself, but later?” Caroline asked. “Can you lock that door?”

Enid dropped Caroline’s backpack, which she still had over her shoulder, and reached for the lock.

“Better?” she asked, returning her hands to Caroline’s body.

“Much,” Caroline said and began to undo Enid’s jeans buttons one by one. “I’m really excited to sleep in a bed bigger than a twin.”

“It’s not much bigger.”

“Let me clarify.” Caroline pushed Enid’s shirt off her shoulders. “What I meant was that in several hours, I look forward to getting a few hours of sleep in that bed.”

“In several hours?” Enid asked.

Caroline reached around her back and unclasped Enid’s bra.

“Several hours,” she repeated.

Enid nodded and reached for Caroline’s shirt, which she pulled off. Once they were both naked and Caroline was lying on top of Enid on her bed with a plain gray blanket and white pillowcases, Caroline couldn’t help but stare down at her. Minutes ago, she had wanted her hands all over Enid, needing to finish what they had started earlier that day, but now, she needed to stare into Enid’s hazel eyes while she ran her hand up and down Enid’s side. Enid, for her part, was holding on to Caroline tightly, almost as if she didn’t want them to move yet; she just needed to feel Caroline pressed against her like this.

This was another new feeling for Caroline because she needed that, too. She lowered her head to Enid’s shoulder and let Enid wrap her in her arms. They probably only had an hour or so before Enid’s parents got home, and since they hadn’t seen or heard Enid’s brother, it was possible he was gone as well. If they were going to have sex, now was the time. Hell, they could get loud this time and not worry about Caroline’s next-door neighbors how they’d been last night. Instead, Caroline placed soft, random kisses to Enid’s neck and didn’t move at all otherwise.

“I could stay like this,” Enid said softly after several minutes. “Just hold you like this all night.”

“Yeah?” Caroline asked, smiling, unable to control it from going wide.

“You just feel like you’re supposed to be here with me. Maybe not here as in this bedroom in my parents’ house, but I felt it last night, too,” Enid shared, running gentle fingertips over Caroline’s back.

“Enid?”

“Hmm?”

“I want to, but this is also kind of perfect.”

“You mean you want to have sex, but us holding one another is perfect?”

Caroline nodded into Enid’s neck and said, “I know we should take advantage of the fact that your parents aren’t here, and your brother is probably out, but–”

“We don’t have to,” Enid replied. “We can just lie like this.”

“Naked?” Caroline chuckled and kissed Enid below her earlobe.

“I will admit that I am more than turned on right now, just having you lying on top of me like this, but I can handle it,” Enid replied.

“We can get dressed.”

“No way,” Enid replied and held on to Caroline a little tighter.

Caroline laughed a little and leaned up a little to look into Enid’s eyes.

“We can… come at the same time again to take care of what we both need and then keep lying like this.”

Enid nodded and asked, “Are you ready?”

Caroline gave her a nod in response, and her hand slid between them and into Enid’s folds, causing Enid to hiss at the contact.

“You are too, it seems.”

Caroline then shifted when Enid’s hand moved to her sex and slipped into her folds.

“Very ready,” Enid replied while she stroked her.

Caroline rested her forehead against Enid’s and rocked a little, keeping up her strokes to Enid’s clit. She wanted to move inside her but wasn’t sure if Enid wanted that, so she kept her fingers where they were until Enid’s thumb pressed to Caroline’s clit, and her fingers moved lower to Caroline’s entrance.

“Yeah?” Enid checked.

Caroline nodded and kissed Enid slowly before she entered her, too, shifting her own body on top of Enid to allow her inside. When they both came around the same time, they were quiet, trying to kiss and keep connected as much as they could, and Caroline knew when her eyes met Enid’s again that they were definitely doing more than having sex. They were making love.

“Let’s stay like this all night,” Enid suggested, pushing Caroline’s hair away from her face.

Caroline normally would’ve pulled away by now, pretending like she needed to check a message on her phone or grab a drink of water, but with Enid, she didn’t need or want to move at all.


CHAPTER 25

“You have to be quiet,” Caroline told her.

Enid had to laugh at that. She couldn’t possibly be quiet. Caroline’s head was between her legs, and she was about to make her come.

“Enid!” Caroline admonished her in a whisper before she kissed Enid’s thigh and rested her cheek against it. “Your little br–”

“Do not mention him while you’re doing that,” Enid cut her off.

Caroline laughed softly, and Enid felt her hand move until there were fingers inside her, keeping still but filling her up in that way Enid hadn’t even known she had needed this morning.

“You have to be quiet,” Caroline repeated.

Enid nodded, and Caroline moved back into position. She licked Enid and began flicking her fingers deep inside her. They had only had the one round the previous night before they’d dressed for bed right when Enid’s brother had lumbered loudly up the stairs. He had gone straight to his room, but Enid had known by then that she only wanted to hold Caroline for the rest of the night, so they had done just that. Around midnight, after her parents had gone to bed, Enid had tiptoed down the stairs to get them drinks and a snack, and they had eaten while they’d watched a movie and talked more about their families.

From what had been shared with her, Caroline clearly had some things she needed to work out with her parents. They’d been the classic overinvolved, helicopter parents, and it made Enid wonder if that was at least in part because Caroline was their only child. In contrast, when Enid was six, her parents had to split their focus between an active first grader who had liked to learn and an infant who had needed them to roll him over. Enid had a lot of respect for her parents, who hadn’t ever made her feel like they spent more time with EJ than with her or that he was more important. In fact, they had never made her feel lonely or the opposite, like they had these ridiculously high expectations that she wasn’t meeting, which she appreciated.

They’d fallen asleep around two in the morning, fully clothed, even though Enid had locked the door because she wanted to be extra careful, and she’d held Caroline most of the night. They’d had to separate at one point because Caroline was a furnace when she slept, so Enid had needed to cool off, but when she’d woken up not all that long ago, Caroline had been spooning her from behind, and it had been perfect. Well, it had been perfect up until Enid had remembered that they were in her teenage bedroom because she lived with her parents. This had not been her ideal way of waking up with her girlfriend, and she had said as much to Caroline, who had then asked her how she’d wanted to wake up.

Now, Caroline was about to make her come, and Enid needed to be quiet. She covered her mouth with her hand, biting down on her bottom lip, and when she came, she managed to keep in the scream she wanted to let out but couldn’t stop the deep, throaty moan that came after. Caroline had a way with her tongue that Enid hadn’t ever experienced before. She knew that she could come again. If Caroline kept it up, trying to wind her down, she would only bring Enid back up to the precipice, so she tapped Caroline’s head with her other hand and dropped the one from her face in order to open her mouth and finally exhale.

“Jesus… That was good,” she let out.

“Yeah?” Caroline asked as she moved up Enid’s body.

“The best way to wake up,” Enid said and wrapped her arms around Caroline’s back, holding her in place. “You’re still fully clothed, though. Why?”

Caroline chuckled and kissed Enid.

“Well, when I woke up, I decided to go down on you, so that was my number one priority.”

“We should remedy that,” Enid suggested.

“Later,” Caroline said.

“You don’t want…”

“I do, but I also don’t,” Caroline replied. “I really just wanted to do that to you.”

“But now, I want to do that to you,” she noted before she heard a door open and close.

It was EJ. Enid listened closely for the sounds of his loud footsteps, expecting him to either go to the bathroom or down the stairs and wanting to know which one he was about to choose. Seconds later, she heard him practically rush down the stairs, and not long after that, she heard the garage door under her bedroom open.

“Oh, thank God,” she added, letting out a breath. “He’s gone.”

Caroline laughed and said, “We should get moving, too. We both have to be on campus today.”

“Ugh. Stupid project team meeting,” Enid groaned. “I fucking hate this project.”

“I know, baby,” Caroline replied and kissed Enid’s lips. “Hey, what are the chances that we can take a quick shower together? I promise, no sex. I just need to clean up, if you know what I mean.”

Enid lifted an eyebrow and asked, “Yeah?” When Caroline smiled, Enid rolled them over and said, “Let me touch you.” Caroline laughed, so Enid whispered against her lips, “Now, it’s your turn to be quiet.”

◆◆◆

Thirty minutes later, they were showered and back in Enid’s room. Having dressed for the day, Enid grabbed Caroline’s bag for her, and they headed downstairs. Enid planned on making a break for it right out the front door to get Caroline into the car and away from her parents, but her mother had another idea.

“Oh, hi, honey,” her mom said, peeking out from the kitchen just as Enid’s hand had been about to grasp the doorknob that represented her freedom.

“Hi, Mom,” she said, giving up on that dream. She then turned to her mother, who was holding a spatula in one hand, and asked, “Why are you holding that?”

“I’m making pancakes. Your dad’s starting work late to have breakfast. I made enough for everyone.”

“We’re heading to campus,” Enid replied, nodding toward Caroline.

“Enid,” Caroline said, giving her a glare.

“Oh, sorry. Mom, this is Caroline. Caroline, this is my mom.”

“It’s really nice to meet you,” Caroline said and walked over to Enid’s mom, holding out her hand.

“It’s nice to meet you, too.” Enid’s mom shook it with the hand not holding the spatula. “I’ve got a giant stack of pancakes. Are you hungry?”

“I am, actually,” Caroline replied, turning to Enid with a wide, conspiratorial smile on her face.

“Um… What about getting you to campus? You have that thing, remember?”

“I’m good on time,” Caroline replied. “And you don’t have your project thing for over an hour, right?”

Enid just gave her a playful glare back because Caroline would be paying for this later, and Enid would enjoy every minute of it. Giving in, she followed both of them into the kitchen, where she also found her father sitting at the round table with the Wall Street Journal covering his face.

“Morning, Dad,” she said.

The paper folded down instantly as if he had been expecting her to walk in and had been trying to hold the paper up to the last possible second to look cool instead of giving himself away.

“Morning, honey,” he replied and turned to Caroline. “Hello.”

“Hi,” Caroline said.

“Dad, this is Caroline. Caroline, this is my dad.”

“It’s nice to meet you,” Caroline said, walking over to the table and holding out her hand.

Enid’s dad shook it while he took Caroline in. Then, he set the paper aside next to his half-finished glass of orange juice and continued to stare at her. Was he trying to figure out if Caroline had just had sex with his daughter? Enid’s heart thundered at the thought, and she felt a blush creep up her cheeks.

“So, what did you two get up to last night?” he asked.

Yes, he was trying to figure out if Caroline had just had sex with his daughter, and he’d decided to go right for that information.

“We had dinner and came back here to watch a movie. Super chill,” Enid said, pulling out a chair for Caroline.

“What did you watch?” Enid’s mom jumped in on the interrogation as she flipped a pancake.

“The Goonies,” Caroline replied. “I’ve never seen it before.”

“You’ve never seen the–” Enid’s father stopped himself and shook his head.

“I know. I said the same thing when she told me,” Enid said as she sat down between her father and Caroline.

“When did you watch it?” her mom asked.

“Last night. I just told you,” Enid replied.

“Oh,” her mom said, seemingly thinking about something. “Right.”

“What’s right?” Enid asked.

“Nothing,” her mom said, shaking her head. “Just heard a sound I thought was from the TV this morning.”

Caroline looked at Enid then, and her eyes were about as wide as Enid had ever seen them. Enid swallowed hard.

“I heard that, too,” her dad added.

“We did have the TV on this morning,” Caroline lied. “I fell asleep during the second movie we started watching, and I wanted to finish it.”

“Oh. What else did you watch?” Enid’s dad asked.

“Meet the Parents,” Caroline replied, lying.

Enid laughed wildly. Her parents didn’t get the joke.

◆◆◆

“I’ve got to get my own place,” Enid said. “My parents heard us having sex this morning.”

“They really only heard you. I was very quiet,” Caroline replied, swinging their joined hands back and forth between them.

“I’m going to ask them for a loan. I have to just suck up my pride and ask already. At least I have a part-time job now, and I’ll get another one, but I can’t handle another awkward breakfast like that.”

“It was a little awkward at first, but it was fine once your mom sat down, and we were all eating and getting to know each other. Actually, it got awkward again when your dad told me the story about how you fell pretty bad on your bike when you were nine, and you have a scar on the inside of–”

Enid laughed and said, “You had to pretend you hadn’t seen that scar.”

“That I hadn’t specifically licked that scar about an hour prior to that conversation,” Caroline added, laughing.

“Let’s maybe avoid that for a while. How about you remeet my parents later, but we keep you from them for the time being?”

“I like them. They’re nice. They didn’t ask you a million questions about classes or your major or your future.”

“Well, I live with them, so they talk to me every day. They get updates over dinner usually, so they don’t have to ask.”

Then, Enid’s phone rang, and she pulled it out of her pocket with her free hand to check the screen. She didn’t recognize the number, so she decided to let it go to voicemail and put her phone away.

“I have to run. I’m meeting Viv and Jodie for a quick trip to the store for some ice and snacks,” Caroline said. “I’d invite you, but you have a group thing.”

“Don’t remind me…” Enid replied.

They stopped walking in the middle of the quad because Caroline had to go one way, and Enid had to meet her group in the library in the other direction.

“Hey, I had fun this morning,” Caroline said, pulling Enid into her.

“The sex or meeting my parents?” Enid joked.

Caroline laughed and replied, “I liked waking up to me holding you. Then, I liked the sex, and the shower, and the breakfast.” She smiled softly. “It was nice, seeing you with your family. You look a little like both of them, and you get your business side from your dad, don’t you?”

“Mostly, yeah,” Enid said, wrapping her arms around Caroline’s waist.

“So, go and kick ass with this business. Tell your group that you’re the CEO. You’re in charge. Be the boss, babe, and whip them into shape.”

Enid smiled and asked, “You think that will work?”

“They’re in this crazy hard advanced program, too. It’s in their best interest to let you take control and get shit done.”

Enid nodded and asked, “Can I see you later?”

“I’d love that,” Caroline replied and leaned in for a kiss.

It wasn’t quick, but it wasn’t the long, slow kind of kiss that Enid loved, either, and they said goodbye just as Enid’s phone dinged, indicating she had a message.

“Who still leaves voicemails?” she said to herself as she pulled her phone back out and opened the message.

“Hi, Enid. This is Sylvie. I hope this is still your number. Anyway, I know things didn’t work out for either of us in Tallahassee, but I’ve landed on my feet at another company in Jacksonville. It took me a bit to get settled in after the move and everything, but now, I’m hiring, and you were the first person I wanted to reach out to. Give me a call when you can.”

Enid didn’t think or hesitate. She still had the desire to get a new, real job on her mind, so she quickly dialed Sylvie’s number and waited impatiently as the phone rang.

“Enid?”

“Yeah, hey. Sorry, I didn’t recognize your number, so I didn’t pick up.”

“It’s my new office number,” Sylvie said. “How have you been?”

“Good. Really good,” Enid replied, half-lying because some things were good, but other things needed work. “You?”

“Yeah, I’m good. Did you check my message or–”

“I did. You moved to Jacksonville?”

“About nine months ago,” Sylvie said. “It wasn’t part of my plan, but I got the job I wanted after being laid off, so I couldn’t exactly be choosy. I have a team of six now, and I’m looking to hire two more people by the end of the quarter, if I can. I know you moved back to New Orleans, right?”

“Yeah. I went back to grad school.”

“Oh. Well, that shouldn’t be a problem. Can you go online?”

“My program is an in-person one, so I’d have to talk to my advisor about switching to the longer program, which has the online option.”

“Would you be willing to do that?” Sylvie asked. “You would have to interview and everything, obviously, but the company is good. We’re growing, too. There’s a possibility of promotions, raises, and bonuses. All that stuff. I’m not sure what you were making before, but I know we can match it if not get you more.”

“But I’d have to move?” Enid asked.

“It’s an in-office position, yes. I know those aren’t all the rage these days, but it’s a new team, so they want everyone to be in the office at least two to three days a week. I can see about them letting me hire a couple of people remotely, but I’m not sure they’ll go for it. Jacksonville is nice, though. I like it enough.”

“I don’t know,” Enid replied. “Don’t get me wrong… I do need a job, and I loved working with you before, but I wasn’t planning on moving again so soon.”

“Let’s do this, then. I’ll send you the link. If you want to apply, do it. We’ll go through the interview process, and if you get it, we’ll talk specifics.”

“Um… Okay,” she replied, knowing she’d be stupid to give up an opportunity like this but not being thrilled at the prospect of having to move so soon after moving back home.

“Great. I’ll email you. Same email address?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“If you have any questions once you see the details, let me know.”

“I will. And thanks, Sylvie,” Enid replied.


CHAPTER 26

“Is Viv okay?” Caroline asked.

“As far as I know. Why?” Jodie asked back.

They were walking down the candy aisle in the campus convenience store. Caroline didn’t really want anything, but Jodie was all about the peer pressure and had suggested she grab a bag of chips and a few candy bars for later, so Caroline was holding their little basket with Jodie’s stuff and her stuff. Viv had her own basket and was in the drink aisle, picking up some soda.

“She said she was cool about what happened, but she’s been weird,” Caroline said softly.

“Meaning she was cool with walking in on you and your girlfriend having sex?”

“We’d stopped by the time the door opened. She didn’t actually see anything.”

“She hasn’t said anything to me,” Jodie replied and went to grab a bag of gummy worms.

“You hate those things,” Caroline noted.

“Oh, yeah. My bad,” Jodie replied but tossed them into the basket anyway.

“Jodie?”

“Yes?”

“Why are you buying them?”

“Why do you care what kind of candy I buy?”

“I guess I don’t,” Caroline said softly.

“And why do you assume that whatever Viv is feeling right now has anything to do with you? Ego much?”

“Hey,” Caroline said and stopped walking. “What the hell, Jodie? I just asked a question.”

“Just stop making Viv’s moods about you. She has more going on than whatever she used to feel for you, Care.”

Caroline put a hand on Jodie’s forearm and said, “Come here.” She moved them to the next aisle, which was farther away from Viv. “What is going on?”

“Nothing,” Jodie replied.

“Nothing? Are you serious? You look mad at me right now, and I don’t know what I did, Jodie. I just asked if Viv was okay.”

Jodie sighed and replied, “I like her, okay?”

“Huh?”

Jodie leaned in a little and said, “I like her. I like Viv. I have for a while now.”

“What? Really?”

“Yes. She’s beautiful and smart and funny sometimes. We’ve been hanging out a lot recently, in case you haven’t noticed. I like her.”

Caroline nodded and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“Well, now you do.” Jodie shrugged a shoulder. “And I guess all that time hanging out didn’t mean anything to her because she’s still about you.”

“She said she was over me and that she wanted to ask someone out.”

“She saw you and your new girlfriend having sex, and now she’s acting weird. I don’t think she’s over you. In fact, when we were hanging out the other day before she had to run home, I let it slip what we did that one time.”

“You did what?” Caroline asked.

“We were talking about, you know, first times and other times, and she asked if I’ve ever been with you. I didn’t want to lie to her, so I told her that it was one time and it wasn’t a big deal. I didn’t even see you naked. It was basically just getting each other off while we made out. She started acting weird then, so I probably should’ve known she was still into you.”

“I’m sorry, Jodie. I don’t know what to do. I don’t like Viv like that. I want Enid.”

“I know. But, apparently, she still wants you.”

“Maybe not,” Caroline said. “It could’ve just been that I was naked with Enid, and we’d used her rug.”

“What?”

“We both kind of knelt on it,” Caroline revealed.

Jodie laughed, and Viv walked into the aisle.

“Hey. Are you guys ready?” she asked.

“Uh… Yeah,” Jodie replied. “I got you those gummy worms you like.”

“Oh. That’s nice of you. Thank you,” Viv said, smiling wide at Jodie before she walked over to them and stood next to Jodie, not Caroline. “I got you that orange banana juice you like,” she added.

“Thank you,” Jodie said with a smile.

Caroline watched their exchange curiously. They were smiling at one another, and it was sweet. She didn’t say anything, though, and the three of them walked to the checkout counter and paid before they walked back to the dorm with their purchases. Caroline walked behind Viv and Jodie and watched them talk and laugh, wondering what was going on there. When they got back to their floor, Jodie went into her room, and Caroline followed Viv to theirs.

“Hey, are you really sure we’re okay? I’m sorry about the whole sex-with-my-girlfriend thing you walked in on.”

“I’m sure,” Viv told her and flopped onto her bed. “I’m over it. Don’t get me wrong; I don’t really want to see it again. But I wasn’t here, and it’s your room, too.”

“Okay,” she replied. “It just seems like you have something on your mind.”

Viv sat up then and said, “I’ve made a decision for the fall semester.”

“What about it?”

“I’m getting that single,” Viv said.

“Huh?”

“The room. I’m getting a single. I got the call yesterday. I had put my name on a waitlist at the beginning of the summer, and someone else decided not to take the room, so it’s mine now.”

“Oh,” Caroline let out and sat in her chair. “Is this because of me and you, or because you want your own room?”

“Mostly the room thing,” Viv replied. “I meant what I said, though, Care: we’re okay. I don’t still have feelings for you. It was weird, seeing you with Enid, but it’s fine. You’re allowed to have sex in your own room. I know you’ve been walking on eggshells with me to try to keep me from getting hurt. I appreciate that. I really do. I’m also ready for my own room. I’ve thought about the apartment thing, but I’ve been in student housing this long. I might as well just do it for all four years. Besides, there might be an RA position available. I’m applying later today, so if I get that, room and board is free, and my mom said she’d put more money in my post-grad fund.”

“What’s that?”

“I’ll need to go to grad school, and I want my Ph. D, at least for now, so if she’s not paying for my dorm expenses, she said they’d just put that money away for me to use however I need. I can’t live in the dorms forever. There aren’t any graduate dorms here, so I’d need an apartment. It could all work out.”

“You’re going to stay here for grad school?” Caroline asked.

“Probably. Even if I don’t, though, I know I’ll want an apartment for grad school. I’ll be ready to cook my own food by then,” Viv said with a little laugh.

“Then, I hope you get the position,” Caroline replied. “I think you’d be a great RA. You’re so level-headed. I know you keep me and Jodie in line a lot.” She chuckled.

Viv blushed a little, and Caroline wondered why for a second before it finally hit her. She smiled and looked away. Viv hadn’t been mad or acting weird around her because she was upset that Caroline had had sex with Enid or had once done that with Jodie. She was mad because Caroline had been with Jodie. Viv didn’t like the fact that Caroline had been with the girl on the floor, whom Viv wanted to ask out.

“How are your gummy worms?” she asked.

“What?” Viv asked back.

“Your candy that Jodie bought you.”

“Oh. I don’t know. They’re still in the bag. Why?”

“No reason,” she said, trying to hide her smile because Viv was blushing even harder now. “I’m going to run to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

“Okay,” Viv replied and reached for her book.

Caroline got up and hurried out of the room, leaving the door open like always. Then, she walked down the hall and knocked loudly on Jodie’s door, which was closed.

“Yeah?”

Caroline heard Jodie’s voice, so she opened the door and walked in, closing it quickly behind her.

“I just saw you. What’s up?”

“Ask her out.”

“What?” Jodie asked as she sat up in her bed.

The desks in Jodie’s room were at the ends of the bed, and they didn’t have a TV, but their mini fridge was at the end of Jodie’s desk. Caroline walked farther into the room and sat down in Jodie’s desk chair, wheeling it over closer to her friend.

“Ask Viv out.”

“What are you talking about, Care? She likes you.”

“No, she doesn’t,” Caroline replied. “She likes you.”

“You’re crazy. You’re the one who said she was acting weird after she walked in on you and Enid and after I told her about–”

“You and me? Yeah. I think we both got it wrong.”

Jodie stared at her in confusion.

“Viv was mad at me because I’d had sex with you.”

“I know that. That’s what I–”

“No, because I was with you, Jodie. That’s the expression I was reading on her face that I couldn’t explain. She didn’t really care about Enid. She just didn’t want to touch her underwear.”

“Viv touched Enid’s underwear?”

“No.” Caroline laughed. “I’m telling you, it wasn’t that I was with Enid. She was mad that I’d been with you. You told her about that, like, the day before that. What were you two talking about?”

“I told you. Our first times and stuff.”

“And why were you talking about that?”

“I don’t know. We were just talking, and the fact that we were both single came up. She said something about not being a virgin or anything, and we started talking about that. She asked me about you, and like I said, I didn’t want to lie to her. I really like her.” Jodie paused as she looked down at her hands in her lap. “So, I told her what happened, but that it was just two horny people who like each other as friends but don’t actually want a relationship with one another.”

“She glared at me, Jodie,” Caroline said with a laugh. “I just thought it was because of Enid. I don’t want to hurt Viv, so I–”

“You actually think she likes me?” Jodie asked.

Caroline smiled and said, “You two were so cute in the store earlier. You bought Viv her favorite candy.”

“Yeah, but that’s not a big deal.”

“She bought you that drink you like. I didn’t even know you liked that drink.”

“It’s just juice. Viv and I hung out once, and she saw it in my fridge.”

“She saw it once, and she cared enough to remember? Jodie, that says something. Ask her out.”

“But what if she says no? It’ll be awkward. You two live together, and you’re my best friend.”

“She asked me out twice, and she’s my roommate. Be brave like Viv, Jodie.”

Jodie sighed and said, “Why don’t you focus on Enid, and I’ll worry about whether or not I’m going to ask Viv out. You said she was going to ask some girl out on the floor, so if it’s not you, it’ll be someone else.”

“Idiot, you are the girl,” Caroline said with a big laugh. “She’s been getting to know you way more than she ever has before, right?”

“I guess.”

“And she’s buying your favorite drink and making sure you know that she’s not a virgin for some reason. She asked you questions about your status. Jodie, she likes you.”

“Then, why hasn’t she asked me out?”

“Probably because she’s scared, too, just like you,” she suggested. “But if you’re worried about the whole rooming-with-me thing, don’t. She’s moving into a single when the fall semester starts.”

“Oh,” Jodie let out, sounding disappointed.

“Why do you sound so unhappy about that? It makes things less complicated.”

“Not really.” Jodie shrugged a shoulder. “I think I just realized that I would have no excuse to see her. I’m probably moving into an apartment, maybe with you, but even if we were rooming together in the dorm, she’s getting a single, so I’d have no excuse to just stop in, pretending I’m looking for you when I really just want to hang with her.”

“Wait. How many times have you stopped by pretending you want to hang out with me, and it’s been about Viv?”

“Oh, a lot,” Jodie admitted.

Caroline laughed and asked, “You really, really like her, huh?”

“She’s just so put-together,” Jodie replied and flopped backward onto her bed. “She doesn’t care about any of this college bullshit. She wants to get her degree and graduate so that she can have the career she’s always wanted. There’s no drama with her, Care. She’s also really, really pretty, and I just want to hold her hand and kiss her whenever we walk places.”

Caroline smiled at her friend and said, “Jodie, ask her out. I think she’ll say yes, but if she doesn’t, you two can at least talk and get everything out in the open. If you’re worried about not seeing her because she’s moving into her own room, isn’t it better to talk to her about things now?”

“I guess,” Jodie replied. “But if she says no, you’ll have to start hanging out in here more. I wouldn’t be in your room all the time like I am now.”

“Deal,” Caroline replied. “I told Viv I was going to the bathroom, so I’m going to get back. Do you want me to find an excuse to leave so that you can talk to her?”

“What? No. I need time to plan my speech.”

“Your what?” Caroline laughed as she stood.

“I need to tell her how I feel.”

“Jodie, if you ask her out, I think she can guess how you feel about her. Just start there. And if she says yes, you can tell her how you feel over dinner or something.”

“Is that what you did with Enid?”

“Kind of, yeah,” she said with a smile.

“That’s going good?” Jodie asked, sitting back up.

“I met her parents this morning, so yeah.”

“But that was just because she lives at home. It wasn’t, like, a real relationship step or anything.”

“Just for that, I’m going to go back to my room and stay there for the rest of the day, so you better catch Viv in the hallway or in the bathroom, brushing her teeth, if you want to ask her out.”

“Hey!” Jodie laughed.

Caroline left, and feeling inspired, she went back to her room, where she found Viv reading, as usual. She picked up her sketchbook and climbed into her bed, stopping briefly on the two sketches of Enid, which made her wish Enid were there with her, before she got to a blank page.

“If you were a diva microwave, would you even give the TV the time of day?” Caroline asked.

“What are you talking about?” Viv asked back.

Caroline laughed and said, “Nothing.”

Then, she messaged Enid the same question. She knew Enid was busy with her group project, so she’d expected to wait for a response, but just a few minutes later, her phone alerted her to a text.

Enid Becker: I think she would give Timmy a chance, but Frank secretly loves Miranda, so he might put up a fight.

Caroline smiled.


CHAPTER 27

“Yeah, so you need to make sure to add this to it. If you do that, you’ll end up saving a few bucks every time you order,” Enid said.

“But I don’t need that many brochures,” Melinda replied. “We hardly go through them in the office. Everything’s booked online now. I get a few walk-ins, yeah, but they usually just look and put the brochures back when they’re done. I think I do one order a year.”

“Okay. Then, I’d suggest stopping that altogether and just investing online instead. You can use that money to post ads on travel sites or social sites. Do you put these brochures around town at all?”

“Jill usually does that. She’ll take four or five of them with her on a few tours a week and drop them in stores that let her.”

“Okay. So, keep doing that, and invest this money into online ads,” Enid suggested. “I’m no expert, but I’ve taken a class in it, so I know a few things. I can set something up for you if you want.”

“We’ve got one running on the New Orleans tourism site.”

“How much does that bring in?”

“Not much,” Melinda admitted. “It’s not that expensive, though, either. I think I break even for the most part.”

“That’s probably because no one goes to that site but maybe old people,” Enid replied with a laugh.

“I’m sure you’re right,” Melinda said, laughing a little as well. When her phone rang, she added, “One sec.” She picked it up. “Oh, hey, Myra.”

Enid returned her attention to the computer. She’d done the payroll test for Melinda earlier and had gotten it right, and Melinda had been impressed because it had taken Enid less time to do it than it normally took Melinda. They’d been sitting in the office for over an hour now, talking about a few other things Enid might be able to help with.

“Okay. Sounds good. We’ll see you for dinner, then,” Melinda said into the phone. “I’m sure she’s great,” she added before saying goodbye and hanging up. “Sorry,” she said to Enid. “That was Myra.”

“Myra?”

“Oh, I forget that you’re new here, so you haven’t been following the story of our house renovations. We should just have a TikTok or an Insta account to do time-lapse stuff about it. Myra is our contractor. Well, she was. Is. Anyway, she still is, but she’s also a friend now.”

“Your contractor is your friend?” Enid asked.

“I know.” Melinda laughed. “And she did an amazing job. She did everything on time and didn’t go over budget. That is a miracle. She’s also really nice, and we’ve known her for about a year and a half now. She’s coming to the wedding, too.”

“I don’t know that I ever thought a contractor would be invited to a client’s wedding. You usually hear horror stories. My parents had their bathroom redone recently, and that was a nightmare. My dad isn’t handy at all, so they needed a pro, and that pro took twice as long as they’d said they would and went way over budget.”

“We found ourselves a good one, I guess,” Melinda replied. “We have a double date with her tonight. She said she’s not sure about this woman and wants our opinion. They’ve only gone on a few dates.”

“Sounds like fun,” Enid said.

“Should be. So, how’s Caroline?”

Enid laughed at the change in subject and said, “She’s good. We’re together now.”

“Together? Already?”

“I know.” Enid laughed a little. “Feels fast, but not at the same time. I only want her, and she only wants me.”

“I felt the same way about Kyle, so no judgment from me. Kyle and I were just a lot older when we met. Caroline’s young, right?”

“She’s turning twenty-one in a few days. And we both wanted to be exclusive. I think me dating Jill in the beginning and knowing that I really only wanted Care had something to do with it for both of us.”

“Jill’s great. I’m sure Caroline is, too, but I want Jill to find someone. She’s had to watch all of us find girlfriends, and some of us are engaged now. She plays it off a lot, but I know it’s hard for her.”

“I’m supposed to go out with her and see if I can play wingwoman,” Enid shared. “She told me I owe her one night to help her get laid and one night to help her meet her soulmate.”

“It could be the same person, though, right?” Melinda asked.

Enid laughed and said, “I hope so, for her sake.”

“Do you think you could do the ad thing? I’m not sure how many hours you can work in a week, but I’ve got a lot of back-office things I hate doing, and if you’re willing, I can give them to you.”

“Really? That would be great,” Enid replied. “I want to move out of my parents’ house as soon as I can. Having a girlfriend has proven to be great motivation to suck up my pride and ask them for a loan for the security deposit and first month’s rent, but I’d love to get more hours here and make that a much smaller loan.”

“Can you work maybe ten to fifteen hours a week?”

“That should be okay, but can we start with ten and see how that goes with my school schedule?”

“That’s fine with me. I’ll get you a list of the things that I need, and you can just do what you can in ten hours. Payroll is every two weeks, so you’ll want to balance that, and if you ever need more hours, just let me know. We always need someone to watch the desk. It’s customer-facing but pretty easy. You’d just ring them up for their tours and give them their tickets. Whenever the online people come in, you just scan their phones or printouts to check them in. That’s about it. I fill in whenever someone calls in sick, or Jill will if she’s not doing a tour, but the worst thing is canceling a tour because we have no one to work the desk.”

“People call in sick a lot?”

“We get a lot of students,” Melinda explained. “I hire high schoolers for the office stuff since it’s easy, but they usually last a month or two and then either stop showing up or quit.”

“Have you thought about hiring college students? They are generally a little more responsible.”

“I’ve had a few of those, too. They stay a little longer, but they’re looking to be guides and make more money.”

“What if they start in the office for a few months and work their way up? You could even have a program with the universities. They would work in the office at least a certain number of hours a week and train to be a tour guide, but they don’t get the tips until they’re actually doing the tours on their own. You could weed out the ones who won’t make it that way, too. Maybe it’s a ninety-day trial period or something. I bet you can work something out with the schools to get something in return for hiring students who are on work-study programs. This place supports the local economy and could offer students jobs once they graduate.”

“Are you sure you can only work ten hours a week?” Melinda asked.

“Is it a good idea?” Enid asked back.

“It’s a great idea. Do you know anyone at your school whom I could talk to?”

“Not me, but I’m sure I know someone who does. I can ask around,” Enid said.

“That would be great. Hiring costs a lot, but so does firing, and doing it all the time isn’t much fun, either. Even if they stuck around for the school year and didn’t work the summer, that would still be a huge improvement. I’d love it if they could stay through the summer, though. That’s when we’re the busiest.”

“Offer the best ones an incentive to stick around, like earning extra money per hour or something,” Enid suggested. “If they can commit to staying through the summer, they’ll make more money, or they can get more hours at the same rate. That might convince a few locals or people who don’t go back home for the summer every year.”

Melinda nodded and said, “I’m going to promote Jill to manager soon. She’s earned it and knows the business inside and out, but, Enid, you have some great ideas. Do you maybe want to talk about something more permanent here after you graduate? I’m considering opening another office outside of the Quarter. It would have fewer walk-ins but would give us another location to start the tours from and open us up to some different opportunities.”

Enid looked down and asked, “You want me to work there?”

“Manage it,” Melinda said. “If I do this, it’ll take more time for me to run both offices and continue to grow the business. I’d need someone to run that office. Jill would run this one, and it could be a great opportunity for you after you graduate. We’d use the year to get you caught up on everything, and I’ll get the office leased. We’d work together on it. If it works out, you’d manage the day-to-day there, hire the staff, and work with Jill and me. I don’t know how much you were looking to make out of school, but we could talk about that, and if you’re full-time, there are benefits. I want to take this company and make it the place where people go for their tours in New Orleans, and I’d still like to do some of the tours myself, so I need someone I can trust to be in charge of the individual offices. Would you consider it? If you end up hating it here before then, you can tell me. I know this work isn’t for everyone.”

As much as Enid had been planning for her future, she hadn’t actually planned for it. She’d been so focused on finishing school and then had spent the career fair at the booth for her program and with Caroline instead of walking around looking for a post-grad job opportunity. What Melinda was offering wasn’t exactly what Enid thought she’d be doing, but it was a great opportunity. She wasn’t sure about the growth potential since Melinda would own NOLA Guides soon, so unless she opened another ten locations or so, there wouldn’t be much movement for Enid to get promoted or make more money, but she couldn’t think about that now.

She’d been offered a job interview with Sylvie in Jacksonville. Then, she’d gone to her group meeting, and she’d taken control of the room. She’d told them all how this was going to go. She’d assigned them their tasks and gave them deadlines. It turned out, that was what they’d all needed, and the meeting had gone much better than she had expected. They still had to turn in the work, and it had to be good, but it was a start. It had also given Enid a bit of her fire back, and she owed that to Caroline, who had encouraged her to go in there and be the CEO.

“I don’t know yet,” Enid said.

“Okay. No problem. I don’t need an answer right away. It just kind of came to me. We can do the ten-hours-a-week thing, give you some time to get to know the business, and we’ll just keep talking about it.”

“It’s not that. I mean, yes, I want to do that, but something happened this morning.”

“Something happened?”

“I got a call from someone I used to work with. She has a job opening that she wants me to apply for. It’s in Jacksonville. I read the job description today, and it sounds good.”

“Jacksonville? You’d move?”

“I don’t know yet. I haven’t had a lot of time to think about it. They want the person to be in the office, and part of me wants that, too. I know most things can be done online now, but I worked in an office before the layoffs, and I liked being around everyone and working on things together. I’d have to change my program to the longer one since that’s the only one they offer online, which means I’d be in school for longer, but I’d have a job, so it’s just complicated now.” Enid sighed.

“Because of school or because of your new relationship?”

“Both,” she said. “Why do things always happen like this? I went to school because I didn’t think I had a choice, but I wasn’t really enjoying it. I was lost and unhappy in my old bedroom, and I wasn’t planning on dating or finding a girlfriend. Then, it’s like, I have this good meeting with my project group today, and I think I might actually like doing this project and I want my degree. I got a job, and I’m going to ask my parents to help with my apartment for a month or two, and I have a girlfriend whom I really like.”

“And she lives here,” Melinda added.

“And has another couple years of school left. Then, I don’t know what she’s going to do, but it’s fine; I don’t need her to have that figured out yet. I just doubt her plans would include moving to Jacksonville.”

“Are you going to talk to her about it?”

“I don’t know. I mean, yes, I will, obviously, but we just started going out. I can’t make a big decision like this because of her. Besides, I need time to look into the company and the city. Sylvie is a good manager, though, and I liked working with her before. She called me specifically for this, so I think I should at least interview. I might not even get it, so there would be nothing to worry about then.”

“Do you want to live in Jacksonville?”

“I didn’t really want to live in Tallahassee when I got my first job. It was the job I wanted, but I wasn’t planning on living in Florida forever.”

“Jacksonville is in Florida, Enid,” Melinda said with a laugh.

“I know. I know.” Enid chuckled. “I just have a lot to think about, and it’s happening all at once. Where was any of this when I was bored and uninspired?”

“Murphy’s Law, right?” Melinda shrugged.

“Fuck Murphy,” Enid replied.

Melinda laughed and looked up at the open door behind Enid.

“Hey, Jill.”

“Hey. I’m back,” Jill replied. “Hi, Enid.”

“Hey,” she said.

“Sophie just texted and wanted to know if I wanted to hang out tonight. Bryce is here.”

“They don’t want to be alone?” Enid asked.

“She got in last night,” Jill replied. “They’ve done the alone thing and will probably do it more, too, but they usually hang out with us at least once or twice when Bryce is here. You in?”

“I’m supposed to go out with Caroline, and she didn’t exactly enjoy hanging out with everyone before.”

“She didn’t?” Melinda asked.

“She likes you guys. It was just intense.”

“Oh. Well, if it’s that, Kyle and I are busy, remember?”

“Yeah, it’s just probably me with Sophie and Bryce,” Jill added. “You can use this as one of your help-me-find-someone nights. We’re having dinner and going for a drink after.”

“I’ll check with Care,” Enid replied. “But you know you and I can just hang out, right? I don’t need an excuse to spend time with you, Jill.”

“Good. Come out with us tonight, then,” Jill said with a smile.


CHAPTER 28

“Are you sure this is okay? I can tell them no,” Enid said.

“Why can’t it be, like, a week later so that I’m already twenty-one and can actually order a drink?” Caroline asked.

“It can be,” Enid replied. “I can text Jill and tell her we decided to stay in or just have a date tonight.”

“Viv is in my room, studying. We can go there, but we just need to be quiet. What about your place?”

“My parents have a couple of people over for dinner, but they’ll be gone by nine, and my parents will be in their room by ten and asleep by eleven.”

“So, you can sneak me in after that?” Caroline teased. “Will I have to use a ladder and go in through the window?”

Enid shook her head and laughed.

“I know. I know. I need to move out.”

“Enid, I’m just joking. I really don’t mind having breakfast with your parents. Your mom’s pancakes are great. Plus, they tell me embarrassing stories about you.”

“Let’s just stay at your place tonight,” Enid replied. “We can just sleep. Will that bother Viv?”

“I don’t know that she’ll trust that we’re only sleeping up there.”

“Because of last time? She walked in on us.”

“Not just that, but because of the Jodie thing.”

“I promise, I’ll be on my best behavior. It’s you who I worry about. You would’ve gotten me off with her right underneath us,” Enid said.

Caroline laughed and replied, “Yes, I would have. I felt you, Enid. You were…” She leaned in as they walked and added, “Hard.”

“Oh, I remember.”

“Viv likes Jodie.”

“What?” Enid asked, turning to look at Caroline.

“I know. I’m pretty sure, though. It’s getting really interesting around my room. Viv is moving out, too. When the fall semester starts, she’s getting a single.”

“What will you do, then?”

“Probably an apartment. I’ll need to get on that soon. They go really fast. I don’t want to end up fighting you for the same place.”

“Right,” Enid said, sounding a little off.

“Are you not going to ask your parents for a loan, after all?” Caroline asked.

“I am. I just haven’t started looking for anything yet. I will probably try to get a one-bedroom place somewhere. I assumed you’d go for a two-bedroom with Jodie. I know I’d prefer it if you two didn’t share a room or a bed.”

“It was one time,” Caroline replied. “And honestly, I think it kind of had to happen.”

“Sorry. What?”

“You know how you told me about Rory and how she liked you, but you turned her down?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure with Jodie. We’ve been friends for a while, and I liked hanging out with her. That night, we were just sleeping at first, and it felt like something stupid after, but in the moment, it felt like I wanted it to happen just to know.” Caroline stopped walking as she considered. “Huh.”

“What?”

“Was that how it was for you with Jill?”

“I didn’t sleep with Jill.”

“I know. But you liked her and wanted to see.”

“I guess so, yes,” Enid said. “It’s confusing when you like hanging out with another woman, but you’re not sure if you like her as a friend or more. I was pretty lonely when I asked Jill out, but I do like her as a person. I just also really liked you, so that wasn’t helping the confusion.”

“I didn’t have anyone other than Jodie to like, and when we did that, it felt good physically but also like that was the only time I’d do that with her. We joked about doing it again after, but neither of us went through with it. Then, I met you, and I guess she started to like Viv. That just all makes sense to me, you know?” Caroline turned to Enid and looked down at their joined hands. “This makes sense to me. Jodie and I as friends and roommates makes sense to me. Oddly enough, her with Viv also makes sense to me. I hope you end up getting a one-bedroom so that we can have most of our nights there because even with my own room, if Jodie and Viv are dating, they’ll be around a lot. Viv isn’t exactly into the nightlife. I guess they can stay in her dorm room, but that’s just a room without a kitchen and has a shared bathroom.” Caroline shook her head and added, “I’m getting ahead of myself. Let’s go hang out with your friends. I’ll try to keep in mind that none of them are judging me for not having my life together this time.”

Enid leaned in and kissed her sweetly.

“If anyone picks on you, they’ll have to answer to me.”

Caroline smiled, but she took in Enid’s smile, too, and it looked forced. Caroline wasn’t sure what was going on, but something was different about Enid tonight. She knew Enid had her group meeting and then had to go to work for a few hours with Melinda. Maybe something had happened there because Enid had been relatively quiet since picking her up at the dorm and hadn’t even asked Caroline about her day, which wasn’t like her. Caroline tried not to think about it too hard as Enid pulled them into Candace’s bar.

She had been assured that the whole group wouldn’t be there tonight. Melinda and Kyle were at a double-date dinner. Monica and Bridgette were hanging out with Aaron, Monica’s stepson. Linden and Asher wouldn’t be there, either, doing their own thing, and Logan wasn’t working that night, so she and Rory were on a date somewhere. That left Jill, Sophie, and Sophie’s girlfriend, Bryce.

Caroline felt like she could handle Jill, who had been nice to her before, and she’d liked Sophie enough the first time they had all gone out. Bryce was new to her, but maybe they could make the night about her being in town, and Caroline wouldn’t have to answer a bunch of questions she had no answers to.

“So, are you going to do it?” Jill asked Enid the moment she saw them walking toward the table. “Hey, Caroline.”

“Hey,” Caroline said. “And do what?” she asked Enid.

“Take the job.”

“What job?” Caroline asked.

“It’s nothing,” Enid replied. “Melinda was just offering more hours today. I already agreed.”

Jill gave Enid a look that told Caroline that Enid wasn’t telling the whole truth.

“You remember Sophie,” Enid said, motioning toward Sophie in the booth.

“Hi, Caroline. This is my girlfriend, Bryce,” Sophie said with a wide smile on her face.

“Nice to meet you,” Caroline said and sat down next to Enid, who had taken a seat beside Jill already.

“You too,” Bryce replied. “So, you’re Enid’s new girlfriend.”

“I am,” Caroline said just as Enid’s arm moved over the back of her chair.

“I thought we were doing dinner and then drinks,” Enid noted. “Why did we meet here?”

“Because Candace has food and gives us a discount,” Jill replied. “And I love the burgers here.”

“I haven’t had one yet,” Bryce said as she wrapped her arm around Sophie’s shoulders.

“We had a late lunch, so I’m not that hungry right now. Want to split one?” Sophie asked Bryce.

“And get an appetizer or something, too?”

Sophie nodded.

“What do you want?” Enid asked Caroline.

“Um… Whatever,” Caroline replied. “I’m not all that hungry, either.”

“You said you were starving when I picked you up,” Enid noted.

Caroline only shrugged in response, so Enid gave her a confused expression before she turned toward the rest of the group, who were in conversation about Bryce’s script.

“I still don’t know how it happened, but they’re location-scouting here soon, so it’s really happening,” Bryce explained once they all had their food. “They’ve got me blogging every week about Sophie and me and the progress for the movie to keep people interested. It’s going to be a low-budget deal compared to Hollywood blockbusters, but they think they can get it on Hulu or Netflix. If not, they’ll put it on that queer streaming network, which is still pretty cool to me considering I met the love of my life, and they want to turn that into a movie.”

Sophie smiled as Bryce spoke, and even Jill smiled as they continued to talk about how the movie would be filming later that year because the production company not only lost a movie they were planning on filming during that window, so they had space, but they also wanted to capitalize on the viral nature of Bryce’s blog and her meeting Sophie. Caroline just listened in and didn’t say much because Bryce was talking a mile a minute, but when they were done with their food and had paid, Caroline tapped Enid on the thigh.

“Hey, do we have to get a drink after this? I’m kind of ready to go home,” she said.

Enid just nodded and announced to the group, “We’re going to head out.”

“You’re supposed to help me get laid,” Jill reminded, but then her eyes widened, and she looked around Enid at Caroline. “That came out wrong.”

“She told me. It’s fine,” Caroline said, laughing a little. “I’m just not feeling well, so can she maybe be excused tonight?”

“Yeah, sure,” Jill said. “Feel better, okay?”

“Thanks,” Caroline replied.

Minutes later, they were on the street, with Enid not holding her hand this time. It felt weird almost. They’d held hands everywhere they’d walked since they’d started dating.

“So, you’re really not feeling well?” Enid asked.

“I was feeling fine, but I saw something on your face that had me worried. You were extra quiet with your friends tonight and haven’t really looked me in the eye the whole time, either.”

“Care…”

“Enid, just tell me. Whatever it is, I can handle it.” She stopped walking at the end of the street and stood on the corner that, thankfully, wasn’t busy. “Are you dumping me or something?”

“What? No,” Enid replied, moving closer to her. “Why would you think that?”

“You’re acting weird. What am I supposed to think?”

“I didn’t expect Jill to just blurt that job thing out.”

“Why is that a problem if it’s just a few more hours a week? Did you think I’d be upset that you had to work a little more?”

“No, it’s not that.” Enid sighed. “I got a call about a job today. That’s why you saw my face freaking out in there.”

“A job offer?”

“Someone I worked with in Tallahassee called me right after I said goodbye to you this morning. She has a job for me. Well, I have to interview, but she called me personally to tell me about it, and I’ll be moved to the front of the line because I used to work with her.”

“Enid, that’s great news,” Caroline said. “Why do you look like it’s bad news to get a job offer?”

“It’s not an offer, technically. It’s just an interview. But I read the job description, and I think given that Sylvie knows me and has seen me do a job that’s about the same before, I’ll probably get it.”

“Again… Why is that bad?”

“Because it’s in Jacksonville, Care,” Enid replied.

“Jacksonville, as in Florida?”

Enid nodded.

“After you finish school, right?”

Enid shook her head.

“Now?”

Enid nodded again.

“Remote? Like, you can work from home?”

“No,” Enid replied. “Well, I don’t know, exactly. Sylvie said they want someone in the office, but she’s going to check for me to see if I can work from here instead. I don’t know that it will happen, though.”

“Do you want it?” Caroline asked. “The job, is it what you want?”

“It’s not perfect, and I’ve never been to Jacksonville, so I don’t know if I’ll like it there. The job is fine, I think, but I haven’t researched the company yet, so I don’t know if I’ll want to work there. I was going to do that tomorrow.”

“When were you going to tell me about this?” Caroline asked. “Jill knew, Enid.”

“No, Jill doesn’t know about this, I promise,” Enid told her, cupping Caroline’s cheek. “I met with Melinda today to talk about work at NOLA Guides, so Jill knows about that part.”

“Extra hours?”

“Melinda and I discussed something more permanent, but it was just talk for now. I can’t do school and work there full-time, with my school program getting harder in the fall.”

“What about school? If you move, what would you do?”

“See if I can switch to the longer program and take it online.”

Caroline nodded and asked, “And what about us?”

Enid slid her thumb over Caroline’s cheek and said, “I wanted to check out the company and see if I really wanted to apply before I told you so that you wouldn’t worry. I really like you, Care. I want this to continue. I didn’t plan on this.”

“Jacksonville isn’t a quick drive, Enid. And I’ve got to finish school, or I’m on my own. I don’t even have a part-time job yet. I couldn’t afford rent or–”

“I know,” Enid said, interrupting Caroline’s mild freak-out. “I haven’t decided anything yet.”

“Would we do long-distance if you move?”

“I hope so,” Enid replied. “We’d have to decide that together because it’s not only about what I want.”

“I’ve never been in a long-distance relationship. I don’t know how to do that, Enid.”

“We’d figure it out together, Care. If you want to, we’ll figure it out.”

“I don’t want to live in Florida. I like it here. But I’d live somewhere else. I just don’t want to move to Florida. I don’t want Texas, either, if I’m being honest.”

Enid chuckled and replied, “I don’t plan on being there forever, either.”

Caroline nodded and said, “Can you maybe take me home? I think I need to do some thinking.”

“Care, don’t pull away. None of this is happening right now.”

“I’m not pulling away, but I don’t know that I have the energy to do anything else tonight, either. I think I just want to sketch and sleep.”

“Caroline, this is new, but I want it,” Enid told her.

“I know. So do I,” she replied.


CHAPTER 29

“You’re moving?” Rory asked.

“Why do people just assume that when you get an interview for a job, it means you have the job already and are packing your bags and will be leaving?” Enid asked before she took a sip of the coffee from the coffee cart.

“You said she called you personally,” Jill said. “If she’s calling you and telling you to interview, that means you probably have the job, right?”

“Maybe.” She sighed. “I looked into the company this morning, and it’s a good one. They’ve been around for about fifteen years, but they already have over ten thousand employees, so there are tons of growth opportunities, which is important to me. I want to move up in an organization.”

“You want to be a CEO or something?” Jill asked.

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

“You know Monica can probably get you into Arnette, right? Sophie could, too,” Rory said. “They’re pretty much always hiring. I don’t know about being their CEO one day, but that’s an option, and they’re letting people work remotely now, so you could stay here.”

“I wasn’t planning on a full-time job yet. I wanted to get my MBA, and I’d finally just started to invest in that instead of thinking of it as what I was doing because I’d lost my job and couldn’t find another one fast enough. I’m into it now, and I want to work on the project and see what the team can do. I only have two semesters left after my summer session, and I might be near the top of my class if I keep it up. I could probably get an even better job than the one Sylvie is offering.”

“Then, you wait,” Jill suggested and took a drink of her own coffee. “Tell this Sylvie, ‘No, thanks,’ finish school, and work at NOLA Guides in the meantime.”

“Is that why you’re on my campus?” Enid asked with a smile. “You’re recruiting for Melinda?”

Rory and Jill both laughed.

“No, we were on a long break, and Rory suggested we join you here for coffee since we ate lunch at the office. Kyle brought us all food,” Jill replied. “I do think it would be cool for us all to work together. Rory won’t be sticking around forever, obviously, but at least for a while, right?”

Rory nodded and replied, “I actually really like it so far, and Mel told me she’d work with my class schedule when school starts back up. I still have my regular nanny job, but the kids are getting older there, so they don’t need me for as many hours. I haven’t been working at Candace’s as much because the tips on the tours I have done so far have been pretty good, so if that keeps up, I’ll actually be able to just enjoy drinks at the bar and watch my girlfriend work instead of picking up shifts.”

“Please, you’ll still help Candace whenever she needs it,” Enid replied.

“Yes, but that’s because she’s my best friend and not because I’d need the money. Anything helps, obviously, but I don’t feel as stressed about it as I did before. Besides, Logan is making good money there, and she just started working with some guy she knows who owns his own shop. She’s picking up emergency jobs for him when she can, making a little extra there, too.”

“So, when’s the wedding?” Jill joked.

“In about five years,” Rory said with a laugh. “I’m not saying we’re merging our bank accounts or anything; we just got together. But it’s been nice to see her working on what she wants to do, and it’s good for me to be able to make the money I need with two jobs instead of three and babysitting when I have time. It means I can focus more on school and Logan, which is important.”

Enid smiled at her friend, knowing she and Logan had taken some interesting steps just recently, and Rory probably wanted to spend as much time taking those steps as possible, but since Enid wasn’t sure if Jill knew the details of Rory and Logan’s sex life how she did, she didn’t poke fun at Rory for wanting to be with her girlfriend all the time. Not that Enid had any right to poke fun at her, considering she wanted to spend all her time with Caroline.

For a while there, Enid had wondered if she’d even be good in a relationship because she’d gotten so used to being single and on her own that she enjoyed her independence and liked being able to make decisions on what to do with her time without having to consider someone else, but since she met Caroline, she loved having someone to text and see what she wanted for dinner that night or if Caroline wanted to go out with her friends. If Caroline had said that she preferred they be alone instead, Enid would have had no problem with that. They would’ve had a date night, and maybe she would’ve fallen asleep next to her.

Enid could have had that last night, but she’d screwed that up, so after they had stood on that corner, saying that they’d wanted this to work between them, Enid had driven Caroline back to the dorm in relative silence. She’d asked if Caroline had been too hot in the car and had offered to turn up the AC just to have something to break the ice, but Caroline had replied that she’d been fine, and it hadn’t been the icebreaker Enid had hoped it would be. She hadn’t yet talked to Caroline that morning, which was strange to her now.

They had been waking up and texting each other since they started dating, so now that they’d slept over a few times, Enid had assumed they would only get closer on the mornings they woke up apart, but she’d kept something to herself, and Caroline knew her well enough already to read it right on her face. Enid considered that a good thing in a relationship, but it was also something that got her in trouble last night.

“So, why do you look like you’re sad right now?” Rory asked. “You’ve wanted a job since you lost the first one.”

“It’s Caroline, isn’t it?” Jill asked with a soft smile.

“No, not exactly,” she said. “I mean, I can’t make a giant life decision based on a brand-new relationship, as much as I like her and want this to work.”

“Agreed,” Jill said.

“I have to keep all my options open. Care will be here for at least another two years, and if we’re still together, I think she’s up for moving if I got something in another city or state, but that’s after two years together and would make more sense for us.”

“So, if you took it, you’d have to do long-distance. Do you want that?” Rory asked.

“No, I want to wake up with her,” Enid replied. “I like her.” She chuckled. “She’s so different from anyone I’ve ever met before.”

“No offense?” Jill said, teasing her a bit.

“No offense to both of you, technically,” Enid replied.

“God, Enid. Give me what you have already. You got Rory to like you, me to like you, and now, Caroline to like you. What do you have that makes all the girls want you?”

Enid laughed and said, “I have no idea. Nothing.”

“I think it’s that you are who you are,” Rory said.

“Huh?” Enid asked.

“Well, when I liked you like that, that’s what I noticed. You never seemed to care about what anyone thought of you, and you have this quiet confidence that isn’t arrogance or ego. You just knew what you wanted, and you went for it. That’s what got me, anyway. I had no confidence in myself back then and had no experience with women, either, and you seemed like you just understood everything.”

Enid laughed again and replied, “That is definitely not true.”

“Huh…” Jill uttered, sounding like she had just realized something, and tilted her head. “You know what I noticed?”

“Do I want to know?” Enid asked.

“For me, it was the opposite.”

“What do you mean?”

“You felt a little lost, like me,” Jill said with a shrug. “I mean, I do like my job, and I see a career there, but I’ve been feeling lonely for a while now, with all of my friends pairing up. Getting my new apartment helped, but I think when you and I really met, I saw that you might be in the same spot. It was nice to see someone who maybe felt like me, and I think that attracted me to you.”

“You were like a lost puppy,” Rory said with a playful smile.

“I still am,” Enid replied.

“You’re not, though,” Jill said. “You’re figuring things out. We all are. Rory has, like, eighty jobs and only just now had real sex for the first time because I’m choosing not to count the one guy who didn’t exactly give her much to talk about after, if you know what I mean.” Jill laughed a little. “Then, there’s me. I’m waiting on that promotion from Mel to give me some idea of what a career could look like doing what I do, but I’m still a little lost, and I’m still lonely, wondering when I’m going to meet the woman I’ll spend the rest of my life with. It’s getting harder, though, not easier, because it seems like it’s all the time now that people around me are meeting their people. I don’t know if Caroline is your person or not, Enid, but you clearly like her enough to consider her in this decision, even if you’re pretending that you’re not.”

“Maybe that’s what Caroline sees,” Rory suggested.

Jill turned to her and asked, “What do you mean?”

“She seems to be confident in what she wants when it comes to Enid, but she’s also a little lost, right?” Rory leaned over the table toward Enid. “Maybe she sees someone who understands her while she’s figuring things out, but she also sees someone who’s confident in what they want. You want Caroline and a good career in business. She doesn’t yet have a major, but it seems like she knows she wants you.”

“I hope there’s more to it than that,” Enid said with a little laugh that she hoped hid her insecurity. “I have so much fun with her, Rory, but it’s not just that. I know she’s younger than us, but there’s something about her that feels older.”

“Like an old soul thing?” Jill asked.

“Yes. And I’m totally into that.”

“I get it,” Jill said. “That can be hot.”

“And when we kiss or when I touch her, it’s the only thing in the world that I want to do, but I also want to wake up with her and talk to her all the time, so it’s not just that, either. I don’t know what to do about this job because I feel like I have to at least go for it. It’s my future. We’re just too early and new for me to ask her for anything.”

“You can ask her what she wants,” Rory suggested.

“She said she wants us.”

“That’s a good thing,” Jill replied.

“But we would be long-distance, and she told me very clearly that she doesn’t want to live in Florida, so we would be long-distance for a while. This company only has one office, so I’d have nowhere to transfer out of Florida. I’d have to get another job somewhere or see if they’d let me go remote later if we’re ever going to not be long-distance.”

Jill laughed hard and shook her head.

“What?” Enid asked.

“You’re already talking like your wedding will be before Logan and Rory say, ‘I do,’ and they’ve only met a month or two ago. Just chill out a little, Enid. What will be will be. If you and Caroline are still together when she graduates, you’ll figure out the next step then. You don’t have to worry about it all now.”

“But I am a worrier. I’ve always worried about five years from now today.”

“Does she do that?”

“No,” Enid said.

“Good. Let some of her rub off on some of you, then.” Jill shook her head again. “That came out wrong. You know what I mean. Just do the interview. If you get it, you’ll talk to your girlfriend and figure out what you both want. If she says that she doesn’t want to do the distance thing, you’ll need to decide what you want: do you stay and be with her, or do you go.”

“It’s an eight-hour drive,” Enid said. “And a two-and-a-half-hour flight.”

“That’s not that bad. Bryce and Sophie are doing it.”

“But Bryce is moving here eventually. They already have their plan. I don’t know where I’ll end up if I don’t take this, and I don’t know where she will, either.”

“Probably because you’ve only been together for, like, six minutes,” Jill said, laughing. “Maybe just talk to her, Enid. Do the interview, see how it goes, and if you get it, figure it out. God, why are lesbians like this?”

“I can’t wait until you get a girlfriend of your own and start acting exactly how we are right now,” Enid replied.

“Enid, you might end up hating it after you interview anyway,” Rory said.

“True,” Jill agreed.

“She’s turning twenty-one,” Enid shared.

“Okay?” Jill asked more than said.

“I wanted to plan something. Like, I was thinking about asking Candace if we could have a party there so Care could have her first legal drink.”

“What does that have to do with the job?”

“She’s not exactly happy with me right now,” Enid replied. “I was going to tell her, but I didn’t plan on dropping the bomb in the bar with a bunch of people around. I just wanted to do the interview first and have as much information as I could before she and I sat down and I talked to her about it.”

“Have the birthday thing,” Jill said. “Talk to her before, but let’s still celebrate.”

“What if she says no?” Enid asked. “Or dumps me before the party? That would be embarrassing.”

“She’s upset right now that you might be leaving. I think that means she likes you, Enid. She’s not going to dump you,” Rory reasoned.

“When I look at her,” Enid began. “For the first time, I can see my future, and it’s not work that I’m talking about. I was going to start my career and get settled before I even planned on trying to find someone, but I can see her next to me every morning, and I want that. I want to have breakfast with her and watch her sketch random objects around the house. I want to travel with her and watch her draw people, buildings, and landscapes while I run my hands through her hair. I want to sit at home with her and work while she’s next to me. I have never felt like that before, and it’s the scariest thing because it’s still so new, and I’ve never thought about much outside of school and work.”

“That sounds nice, Enid,” Rory said with a smile.

“It sounds terrifying to me,” Enid replied.

“I think it’s kind of supposed to,” Jill noted. “Not that I would know. But maybe I’ll be terrified and annoying one day, too.”


CHAPTER 30

“This is our first two-bedroom unit. It’s one thousand square feet and has a balcony but no fireplace. You also get the washer-dryer combo in the two-bedroom, and this one has the walk-in closets. Our eight-hundred-square-foot unit on the first floor doesn’t have the walk-ins or the balcony, but there is a patio,” the representative from the apartment complex said. “The courtyard is open to all, and you face the street in this unit, but the other one I can show you does face the courtyard. It tends to be a little quieter most times, but the kids do go there to play, so after school, it can get a little loud.”

“Thanks,” Jodie said. “Can we just walk around on our own for a minute?”

“Sure,” the woman replied. “I’ll wait outside in the hall. Just call for me if you have any questions.”

She walked back out the door they’d come in through.

“What do you think?” Jodie asked Caroline once they were alone.

Caroline looked around the empty apartment unit with the gray carpet that looked freshly cleaned and tried to picture herself living here.

“It’s nice,” she replied.

“Want to check out the bedrooms?” Jodie asked her but didn’t wait for a reply before she took off toward the one on the right.

Caroline just laughed and checked out the kitchen while Jodie made comments about the bedroom.

“The window faces the building across the street, so we would need curtains or blinds or something,” she said.

Caroline didn’t say anything in response as she opened the refrigerator and noted that there wasn’t a little squeak like there was whenever she opened Frank. She actually smiled at the thought and felt like a real adult, opening a full-size refrigerator that could be hers if she and Jodie liked the apartment. This was their first complex. They’d found three with available units that fit their price range that they wanted to check out, and they knew that they needed to do it as soon as possible because once more students started figuring out where they wanted to live for the fall semester, those units would go quickly. Caroline had finally gotten up the courage just that morning to ask her parents to pay her rent, and they had said yes but had given her a very tight timeline to find a place because otherwise, they had to pay for her room and board at the university soon to reserve her dorm room and meal plan.

“I like the bathroom in here. It’s pretty big,” Jodie said. “I can’t believe there are two of them.”

“Me neither,” Caroline replied as she walked over to the other bathroom, which was smaller and, technically, the guest bathroom.

The main bedroom was larger and had a bigger bathroom inside it, along with the closet, and they’d already decided that they would rock-paper-scissors for it. The person who got it would pay a little more in rent because of it. The guest bathroom had a shower but no bathtub and was right off of the other bedroom, and Caroline figured she wouldn’t care either way. She’d been sharing a bathroom with about a hundred other girls for years now, so anything would be an upgrade. Although, she did have a vision of her and Enid in a bathtub, so getting the main bedroom would be nice. Then again, she would need Enid to stay in New Orleans for them to have that, and that was no longer a given.

“Hey, what do you think?” Jodie asked as she emerged from the bedroom.

“It’s cool, but anything is better than a dorm room. At least here, you’d have your space, and I’d have mine.”

“So you and Enid could get it on behind closed doors, and neither Viv nor I would need to see it?” Jodie teased as she walked over to Caroline and looked into the other bathroom.

“I can’t guarantee we’d be quiet,” Caroline replied.

Jodie glared at her and said, “I know you can be quiet. You were quiet that night. So, is Enid uncontrollably loud in bed or something?”

“Let’s not talk about my girlfriend’s bedroom noises,” Caroline replied and walked into the second bedroom to take a look.

“So, there are noises?” Jodie teased as she joined her.

“She might be leaving, Jodie,” Caroline blurted out.

“Huh?”

“Enid. She has an interview for a job in Jacksonville.”

“Oh, shit. Really?”

“Yeah. And I want her to get it if that’s what she wants. I mean, I know she really wanted the job she had and didn’t want to go to grad school, but now she does, and she’s here. She’s only a year away from finishing, but she’s thinking of leaving and going through the longer program instead, which is her choice, obviously, but she’ll be in Florida, and I’ll be here because my parents are insisting that I finish school. I can’t just quit and go with her. I don’t have a job myself, and it’s not like I’ll find a good one there without my degree in whatever I decide my major will be. I’ll end up resenting her because I’m waiting tables and probably miserable and–”

Jodie’s hands shook Caroline’s shoulders, and she said, “Hey, hold on there a second.”

“What?”

“Care, you and Enid just met.”

“So? She’s my girlfriend.”

“Yes, but you can’t quit school and go with her if she gets this job, even if you wanted to.”

“I know that. That’s what I’m saying.”

“You just said you’d resent her.”

“No, I meant that I can’t do that because I’d resent her for it. I think I want to stay here.”

“Yeah, you have school,” Jodie said and let go of her shoulders.

“No, I mean that I like it in New Orleans. I might want to stay here after school, too.”

“Why do you think that?” Jodie asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

“I don’t know. The art scene here is pretty cool.” Caroline shrugged a shoulder.

“Art?” Jodie asked.

“Yeah. Like, I hated the classes they made me take, so I don’t think I’ll get my degree in it, but I like the idea of doing something with it after school.”

“You’ve never talked about what you would do after we graduate before,” Jodie said.

“I know. It’s new. I’m kind of just realizing it. And Enid is part of the reason.”

“She’s helped you figure it out?”

Caroline nodded.

“Care, if she goes, she goes. You two can decide if you are going to stay together and date long-distance or not. But just because she’s helped you figure out what you might want to do after school and you really like her, doesn’t mean you should change your whole life for her already. You have no idea if you two will hit the one-year mark or even the one-month mark.”

“I know,” she said. “But I want to.”

“So, what does Enid say? Does she not want to stay together if she leaves?”

“She does.”

“Then, why are we talking about this and not the possibility of us getting an apartment together?” Jodie remarked loudly. “Have you even checked out the balcony?”

“Not yet.”

“Care, she’s your girlfriend. You’ll figure it out. Right now, we need to decide about our living situation because I don’t want to live in a dorm in the fall if I have a girlfriend, too.”

Caroline leaned back and asked, “Is that a possibility?”

“Maybe,” Jodie said quickly and walked out of the room.

“Wait.” Caroline laughed and followed her. “What are you not telling me?”

“Nothing,” Jodie replied as she opened the sliding glass door that led to the balcony. “Just that I might have asked Viv out, and she might have said yes.”

“What? You did? When?”

“Last night,” Jodie replied. “I ran into her in the bathroom and asked her.”

Caroline laughed and said, “You asked the girl out in the bathroom? What is wrong with you?”

“I asked her out. That’s what matters. You can’t be picky about where I did it. And she was really cute, Care. She had toothpaste on her chin. She looked really tired, too.”

“She was studying late,” Caroline explained.

“And I was just going to pee before going to sleep, but I saw her, and she looked so tired and had the toothpaste. She, like, quickly went to rinse and tried to wipe it away like I hadn’t just seen it, so I decided to go for it, and she said yes. We’re going out tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“She told me she was free, and I didn’t want to wait too long. It would just be weird. So, we’re going to dinner.”

“That’s great, Jodie,” Caroline replied as she stared at her best friend, who looked really happy.

“I think so,” Jodie said. “I was thinking I’d maybe get her some flowers or something. Do you want to go with me to grab them?”

“Sure. But I’m seeing Enid tonight, so we’d have to go soon.”

“Are you staying with her tonight?”

“I have no idea what we’re doing tonight,” she replied.

Jodie nodded and asked, “Do you like this place?”

“It’s an apartment.” She shrugged a shoulder. “No AC, but the windows are much bigger than the ones in the dorms.”

“Yeah, I think we’ll be okay,” Jodie said. “Should we apply for it?”

“I like the balcony and the street view, so why not?”

They walked out to the hallway and told the woman that they wanted to put in an application. They’d still look at the other units before making a final selection, but Caroline was pretty sure this place would be just fine for them for a year or two. She could even see the cheap furniture they’d fill it with and the fun times they’d have hanging out in the living room while they watched a movie or had friends over.

When they got back to the dorm, Jodie disappeared to shower for her date, and Caroline went to her room to figure out what she was going to wear for her own date that night. She found Viv fresh out of the shower herself and staring at her open closet, likely doing the same.

“Hey,” Caroline said. “I heard someone has a date tonight.”

“Hi. I need to figure out what to wear. What does Jodie like?”

“You,” Caroline replied as she climbed onto her bed, deciding not to worry about her own date clothing for the time being.

“That’s funny.”

“It’s the truth. She asked you out.”

“And you’re okay with it?” Viv asked. “Your best friend going out with your roommate?”

“Totally.” She smiled at Viv when she turned around. “Wear the blue sweater and the black flats. You look nice in those. And just relax, okay?”

“No way. It’s a date with Jodie.”

Caroline laughed a little and said, “She was the girl you wanted to ask out, right?”

“Yes. But she was your friend and fun and exciting, and I’m lame and boring and–”

“No, you’re not. And I think you two will be cute together.”

“The blue sweater?”

“Yes,” Caroline said.

“Will you be here when we get back?”

“Depends on when you get back. I’m going out with Enid.”

“You two are cute together, too,” Viv said as she pulled her sweater out of the closet and placed it carefully on her bed.

“Thanks,” Caroline replied. “I think so.”

“What do I do on a date, Care?”

“You’ve been on a date,” she replied.

“Not with Jodie,” Viv argued. “I’ve been into her for months now. Even when I asked you out the second time, I was kind of already into her.”

“Wait. What?” Caroline asked, laughing. “You asked me out when you were into Jodie?”

“Kind of.” Viv sighed. “I mean, I liked you, but I’d been spending more time with Jodie by then. She was really nice to me and made me laugh, but she was dating around, and that’s not for me. I still liked you, so I thought I’d give it one more try, and if you say no, then I’d have to move on, and I–”

“Moved on to Jodie?” Caroline asked.

“Yeah.”

“She likes you a lot, too, Viv.”

“But is it just like a friend she might like to go out with kind of like, or that she could really… you know, with me?”

“Are you asking me if she wants to have sex with you?”

“I’m not exactly sexy, Caroline. I’m the nerdy, studious girl on the floor. Jodie is outgoing and hot. I read every night for fun and wear silly plaid pajama pants with mismatched T-shirts.”

“She wouldn’t go out with you if she didn’t think there was that possibility, Viv.”

“Are you sure? Because I really like her, Care.”

“Wear that black bra under that sweater and move it a little so it’s an off-the-shoulder thing. When she picks you up, if her eyes go to that bra strap, you’ll know I’m right.”

“I just bought that bra online because it was on sale,” Viv shared.

Caroline laughed and replied, “Trust me, that doesn’t matter.”


CHAPTER 31

Enid was nervous. She was standing outside Caroline’s dorm building and knew she needed to text her to have Caroline come down and let her in, but she wasn’t sure that she was ready for that. She still hadn’t made a decision about the job, but she now had an interview scheduled for the following afternoon with Sylvie and two other members of the team. Because Sylvie had worked with Enid before, this would be the only interview, and as Sylvie had told her before Enid had left her parents’ house to pick Caroline up for their date, it was more a formality than anything.

Sylvie had checked on the possibility of Enid working remotely in New Orleans, and the company had said no. They currently had no employees outside of the state of Florida, so they weren’t interested in dealing with payroll taxes and other legalities for one employee in another state. Enid understood, but it was still a hit because she’d been hoping that they would allow it and that, in doing so, they would magically solve all her problems at once.

She’d still have to work either around her class schedule, which wouldn’t be too hard, or she would have to change to the fully online program, but Caroline was what she was really worried about. Enid knew it was ridiculous. They’d only just started dating. She needed to make the best decision for herself and her career. Thinking about turning this job down just because of Caroline wasn’t something she should be entertaining, but her mind couldn’t shut off the idea that if she got this job and had to move within a month, they would end up losing what they had.

She’d talked to her mom about it earlier, too, and her mom had reiterated what Enid had already known: that she should do what was right for her. Still, Enid couldn’t stop thinking about saying goodbye to Caroline, getting in her car, and driving away from her. She pictured their relationship in its slow decline over the next several months until, ultimately, they would end it because that would be easier than missing each other all the time. That was how most of these things went, and it would be at least two years of that while Caroline finished school. Then, assuming they were still together, if Caroline didn’t want to live in Florida, it could go on longer, or Enid would need to find another job anyway.

“Oh, hey,” Jodie said when she pushed open the door. “Care is waiting for you upstairs,” she added and held the door open for Enid.

“Hi, Enid,” Viv greeted as she walked through it.

“Oh, hey. Thanks,” Enid said and held on to the door.

“No problem,” Jodie replied and smiled over at Viv before she looked back at Enid. “Hey, talk to her, okay?”

“Sorry?”

“About the job thing. Just be real with her,” Jodie replied.

“She told you?”

“I’m the best friend.” Jodie shrugged a shoulder. “We have to go, though, or we’ll be late for the reservation I made.”

“You made a reservation?” Viv asked with a smile.

“Yes,” Jodie replied, looking a little embarrassed. “See you later, Enid.”

“Bye,” Enid said and walked up the stairs, making her way to Caroline’s door.

She was surprised to see it closed, but maybe Caroline was still changing for their date. Enid sighed, knocked, and waited. When the door opened a few seconds later, Caroline stood there, and Enid let out a deep breath because, wow. Her girlfriend was… Wow.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

“I’m just in jeans and a T-shirt,” Caroline replied, looking down at herself.

“You’re always so beautiful to me,” Enid said, knowing that it was the truth.

“Trying to butter me up so that you can tell me you’re moving out of state?”

Caroline turned to walk farther into the room.

“No,” she replied, walking in and closing the door behind her.

“I don’t know if I feel like going out tonight,” Caroline told her.

“We can stay in if you want, but I kind of did a thing.”

“A thing? Like a reservation?”

“Not exactly. But, apparently, Jodie made a reservation for her and Viv.”

“They’re on their first date. It’s really very cute.” Caroline pointed to Viv’s desk. “Jodie got her flowers.”

“I should’ve brought you flowers,” Enid said.

“I don’t want flowers, Enid. I just want you.” Caroline sat in her desk chair, looking defeated. “I swear, I was in a better mood earlier, but I saw how excited Viv was with Jodie, and I know I want that.”

“To date Viv and Jodie?” Enid made a bad joke as she walked over to the chair and knelt in front of Caroline, rubbing her hands over Caroline’s thighs.

“No, to date you,” Caroline replied. “I didn’t expect you to be in another state while we were doing it, but that’s what I want.”

“I still have to get the job,” Enid replied.

“You will,” Caroline said, looking away. “I’m not one of those girls, Enid. I wasn’t planning on finding a girlfriend or trying to make distance work. I don’t want to be sad all the time, missing you because you’re somewhere else, and I can’t get there.”

“I don’t want that, either.”

“But I want you to have what you want,” Caroline said. “As much as I want this with you, I can’t stand in the way of you having the job you’ve been wanting.”

“I have the interview tomorrow. Let’s not worry about this until after that, okay?” Enid cupped Caroline’s cheek. “We won’t be out long, I swear. I just wanted to show you something. Is that okay?”

“And it can’t wait?”

“It can, but I asked Melinda for her help, so…”

Caroline looked at her confused and said, “Okay. I’m not really hungry, though.”

“Good. It’s not a dinner thing,” Enid said and stood.

◆◆◆

Enid pulled her car into the parking spot she had been lucky to find and put the ticket she’d just grabbed in the window. Then, she turned to look at Caroline, who’d been pretty quiet the whole drive to the Square. Enid tried not to worry too much because she still had to get the job offer and accept it, but it was getting worse, seeing Caroline look dejected and knowing that it was all Enid’s fault.

They got out of the car, and Enid took Caroline’s hand as they walked. Caroline didn’t push her away. In fact, she squeezed Enid’s hand so tightly that Enid knew Caroline was trying to hang on like this was her last night in New Orleans before she moved for a job that she didn’t even have yet.

“So, I was talking to Melinda about your art.”

“My art?” Caroline looked over at her. “Not the art I think you’re talking about, right?”

Enid laughed, and it felt good to laugh.

“Not that one, no. I think that art stays between you and me.”

“And Viv, who has technically seen it,” Caroline said.

“Yeah, and Viv.” Enid stopped them at the light, waiting for it to change so they could cross the street. “Melinda knows practically everyone in this city, I think, including the artists who show their stuff in Jackson Square.” She nodded ahead, where several artists had their paintings, watercolors, chalk drawings, and sketches hanging on the fence and on the ground beneath, where even more were laid out. “I told her about the characters you make, and she mentioned that there’s this guy who has fun art like that, and he sells pretty well out here. It’s his full-time job. His aren’t like yours necessarily. He does his own characters with spray paint, and he does them live, but he makes decent money at it, I guess. Melinda told me he’s been here for years doing this, and he’s been working with a gallery recently and might end up with a show there.”

“You brought me here to look at his stuff?” Caroline asked.

“No, babe. I mean, yeah, but I thought you could talk to him and ask him questions about how it works out here and how you could maybe display your own stuff here one day. Melinda checked with him, and he said he’d be up for it.”

“I don’t know that I want to display my stuff, Enid.”

“You don’t have to. I was just… I can see how happy it makes you when you’re drawing, Care. I can see it on your face.”

“You watched me draw you naked. That smile had less to do with me drawing and more with you being naked.”

“No, it didn’t,” Enid said as the light changed, and they crossed the street. “I saw you when I was flipping through your sketchbook and you were telling me about Timmy and Miranda and Frank. You were so happy, Care. You love this, don’t you?”

“I like drawing, yes,” she replied. “I don’t know, Enid. I’m not sure I want to put my stuff up for people to see and probably judge. They’re just stupid characters.”

“No, they’re not. They’re cute, and it’s funny that you have stories for them. I think you could do something with it, but if you don’t want to, that’s up to you. He’s over here.” Enid nodded toward the corner of the fence that was facing the street and the three horse-drawn carriages. “I was going to run to Café Du Monde to get us some beignets and coffee while you talk to him, but if you don’t want to, we can go.”

Caroline stopped them and turned to Enid.

“You can’t do nice things like this for me if you’re going to move away. I need you to be more of an asshole and less of a supportive girlfriend right now.”

Caroline tugged on the hem of Enid’s shirt.

Enid laughed and leaned in. She kissed Caroline slowly, not caring that there were hundreds of people around or that they were possibly blocking the sidewalk.

“I want to always be your supportive girlfriend.” She kissed the tip of Caroline’s nose. “So, do you want to talk to him, or should we go?”

“I want to talk to him,” Caroline replied.

“Want me there with you or–”

“You said you were buying me beignets,” Caroline interrupted her and playfully lifted an eyebrow.

Enid nodded with a smile and kissed her quickly. Then, she introduced Caroline to the artist Melinda had told her about, gave them a minute to start their conversation, and excused herself to cross the street and stand in the long line, waiting for their beignets.

Every few seconds, Enid looked over at them and saw Caroline smiling and leaning over the art. It looked like they were engaged in a good conversation, so when Enid got their beignets, she sat at one of the only empty tables in the café and waited for her cue. Another five minutes went by before she noticed Caroline looking around, likely for her. Caroline was gorgeous. Her hand ran through her brown hair, which she had left down and a little messy for their date. The smile on her face was wide and genuine, and Enid couldn’t help but watch her for another minute before she stood to go. As she walked back across the street, she thought about what Caroline had said back at the dorm.

Caroline wanted her to get what she wanted. Enid had wanted a job since she’d lost the last one and hadn’t wanted school or anything else, but now, in this moment, she felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be. She was on a date with her girlfriend, who was so talented and had no idea. Enid was in school, learning more than she’d ever had in her undergrad and actually liking it now. She had new friends that she’d made recently. She was even closer with her family than she had been when she’d last lived at home, even though she still wanted her own place.

“Hey,” she said. “Should I make myself scarce for a little longer?”

“What? No,” Caroline replied. “We were just wrapping up. He needs to focus on his paying customers since I have no money to buy his awesome stuff.”

After they had said goodbye, Enid handed Caroline the bag of beignets, and they began walking back toward her car while Caroline talked non-stop about everything he’d told her and that they’d made a plan for her to stop by and watch him work and maybe even go to the gallery to see his stuff. Enid loved listening to her girlfriend talk when she was excited like this. She took Caroline’s hand in her own, and they stopped to cross the street again when Enid saw the old woman from before. She was definitely looking at Enid this time, and her eyes lowered to their joined hands before she looked back up and met Enid’s eyes with her own. Then, she nodded.

“So, back to the dorm? Viv and Jodie will be out for a while. You can stay over, if you want.”

“Sure. We can’t stay at my place tonight anyway,” Enid said, her heart racing because she was pretty sure that woman just told her that Caroline was the one for her without saying a word.

“Why not?”

“My brother is having a few friends over. They’ll be in his room all night, playing video games, before one of them crashes on his floor and another crashes on the couch. I don’t want any of them to see you there. They’re idiots. They’ll flirt with you non-stop, even after you tell them you’re taken and gay.”

When they got back to the dorm, Enid closed the door behind them and waited because she didn’t know what they would be doing. She wasn’t sure if they were in a place where Caroline wanted to have sex or if she just wanted them to sleep tonight, given there were so many unknowns. It was way too early to go to sleep, though, so they lay in Caroline’s bed, watching a movie on her laptop. Every so often, Caroline would snuggle more into Enid’s side, pulling her in as closely as she could, and Enid reveled in it. When it became clear that Caroline was getting tired, Enid turned off the computer and set it on Caroline’s desk before they settled in for sleep.

“Thank you for tonight,” Caroline whispered.

Enid ran a hand through her soft hair and replied, “You don’t have to thank me.”

She placed a gentle kiss on Caroline’s lips, and Caroline kissed her back, snuggling against Enid’s chest. They didn’t say goodnight and fell asleep in each other’s arms, but that was until there were two giggling women outside the door and a key trying to get into the lock. Enid opened her eyes at the sound of the door opening.

“We can’t,” Jodie whispered.

“Care’s at Enid’s tonight,” Viv replied a little louder.

“Yeah?” Jodie asked.

The room was dark, even with the little light from the hallway, but Enid could just make out Viv and Jodie kissing as they closed the door using Viv’s back. Enid’s eyes widened, and she tapped Caroline on the shoulder, waking her. Caroline looked up at her in confusion, but then her eyes widened as well when she heard it.

“We can wait,” Jodie said. “I’ll wait.”

“I don’t want to wait. I’ve waited already. I’ve waited a long time for you,” Viv replied, and they were kissing again.

Enid tried to look away, but she couldn’t. Jodie and Viv were walking toward the bed, and clothes were being tossed on the floor.

“They’re going to…” Enid whispered into Caroline’s ear.

Caroline just laughed silently and rolled into Enid, who held her against her body. Jodie and Viv were now on Viv’s bed, and the whole thing shook for a second before Enid heard what looked like maybe a shoe land on the floor. Caroline then cleared her throat loudly, and the bed movement stopped. The whole room got silent.

“Care?” Viv asked in a high-pitched voice Enid hadn’t heard her use before.

“Yup,” Caroline replied. “And Enid, too.”

“What? Fuck,” Jodie said, and there was a scramble underneath them.

Enid couldn’t hold it in anymore. She burst out laughing. A few seconds later, Jodie and Viv were standing up by the bed, wearing the clothes they’d just haphazardly thrown back on.

“I thought you were staying with Enid tonight,” Viv noted.

“I didn’t say that was for sure,” Caroline replied.

“I asked you,” Jodie said.

“And I didn’t tell you that we’d be at her place,” Caroline replied. “I see the date went well,” she added, laughing a little.

“Shut up,” Jodie told her, laughing, too.

“Is your roommate home?” Viv asked Jodie.

“I don’t think so. She’s probably at her boyfriend’s.”

There was a moment where Viv and Jodie looked at one another and smiled conspiratorially.

“Yeah, we’ll see you two later,” Jodie added and tugged on Viv’s hand.

“Have fun,” Caroline replied with a laugh.

They proceeded to grab a few things off the floor before the door opened and closed loudly behind them.

“Lock it!” Caroline yelled.

“Sorry!” Viv yelled back, and Enid watched as the lock clicked into place.

Caroline turned to her and said, “I can’t believe they’re hooking up right now. It was their first date. I never thought Viv was a first-date sex-having kind of girl.”

“Well, looks like you were wrong about that,” Enid replied and shifted on top of Caroline. “So, I know we’ve got things we’re figuring out, but if Viv and Jodie are going to be in Jodie’s room, that means we have this room to ourselves for the night.”

“I thought we were sleeping,” Caroline said, wrapping her arms around Enid’s neck.

“We can go back to sleep, if you want,” Enid said and rested her forehead against Caroline’s. “I just miss you.”

“I’m right here, babe,” Caroline replied, running a hand under Enid’s shirt. “Let me show you.”

Caroline kissed her slowly, and when they finally came together that night, Enid knew what she wanted, and it wasn’t some job in Jacksonville.


CHAPTER 32

“Thanks, Mom,” Caroline said into the phone.

“Why couldn’t you come home for your birthday? We wanted to plan something for you.”

“Mom, it’s my twenty-first birthday. I wanted to spend it with my friends,” she replied.

“Well, you could have gone out with them tomorrow. Your father and I wanted to invite the family over. Grandma and Grandpa wanted to tell you Happy Birthday.”

“I know. I’ll be there for a weekend soon,” she replied, lying a little because she didn’t want to give up any weekends with Enid while she was still here.

Her interview was probably going on right now. They’d woken up together, and after Enid had wiped the sleep from her eyes, she had smiled wide at Caroline, and she’d told her Happy Birthday. Unfortunately, Enid couldn’t give her the birthday gift Caroline had wanted, which was Enid on top of her, touching her, because Viv had walked in earlier and had been packing up her stuff to go to class or something. She knew that what she really wanted was for Enid to stay. That would’ve been the best birthday gift, but Caroline couldn’t ask her to do that. Instead, they had shared a quick kiss, and Enid had gone home to shower and get ready for her video interview.

Jodie had stopped by to pick Viv up and walk her out, which had been adorable. Caroline had watched them kiss at the door and had also seen Jodie’s blushing cheeks. She’d get the details later, but things seemed to be going well after their first date and night together. Caroline’s parents had called to wish her Happy Birthday not long after Viv and Jodie had left, and now, her mother was trying to make her feel guilty for spending an important milestone birthday with her girlfriend and friends instead of making the short trip home to have dinner with her family, where her mom would likely pour her a glass of red or white wine and stare at her while she drank it. Of course, her mom didn’t know about Enid yet, and Caroline wasn’t planning on telling her, either, until she knew what would happen with Enid’s job. So, that only gave her the friends and turning twenty-one excuse.

“We sent your gift this morning. It should be in your account.”

“Thanks, Mom,” she said, knowing that they sent her money and added it to her bank account.

Caroline was already mentally picking out the art supplies she’d get with it. She’d probably tell her mom that she bought a few books on finding her life’s purpose, though. It would help them avoid an unnecessary argument.

“Well, I’ll let you go, I suppose. Your father says that he’s comfortable with the rent amount you asked for and that he’ll give you a food allowance that’s the same as what you would’ve gotten with the dorm.”

“Really? Thanks, Mom. That’s great!”

She sat up in her bed.

“Furniture and everything else will be your responsibility, Caroline. Maybe use some of your birthday money for that.”

Her parents had sent her two hundred dollars for her previous birthday. If they had done the same this year, that wouldn’t be enough to cover furniture for an apartment and everything else they would need, so Caroline put the phone on speaker and checked her banking app, trying to figure out if her mom had any idea how much furniture cost these days, even the cheap stuff. When she opened her account, though, there was an extra two thousand dollars in there.

“Um… Mom? Did you mean to add that extra zero?”

Her mom laughed and replied, “Your dad gave you the two hundred. I gave you the rest. It should be enough for that cheap furniture store all college kids use for their first apartments. Make sure you remember you need kitchen stuff, too, Caroline. Pots and pans and utensils. Everyone always forgets that.”

“Mom, thank you,” she said, smiling because her mom could be a pain, but every now and then, she did something like this, and Caroline was grateful.

“I’ve had my own first apartment. I know how it is. Just be frugal and smart with your money.”

“I will. Thank you,” she said.

“Have a great birthday, honey. Your father and I both love you.”

“I love you both, too,” she replied.

They hung up, and Caroline lay back on her bed. She could get a lot of art supplies for two-thousand dollars, but she wouldn’t. She’d go over with Jodie what they’d need to buy and how they could split things up first. If she had any money left over after that, she’d use it for the supplies she wanted. It was her twenty-first birthday, and she really only wanted a night in with Enid. It would have to be in a dorm room or Enid’s parents’ house, but it would just be the two of them. As much as Caroline also wanted to go out with her friends to have that first legal drink, with Enid about to move to another state, she thought the drink thing could wait. She wanted to make love with her girlfriend and spend the night holding her while silently pleading for Enid to never go.

◆◆◆

“Babe, can we just stay in tonight?” she asked when she called Enid after Enid had texted her that she was taking her out tonight.

“You don’t want to go out?” Enid asked.

“Not really. I’d rather be alone with you. It’s my birthday, so I can ask Viv and Jodie to stay in Jodie’s room. They’ll understand. Or, we can stay at your place, if you want.”

“I wanted to take you out to celebrate and buy your first drink.”

“We can do that another night.”

“Care?”

“Yeah?”

“Can you give me, like, an hour? I know it’s your birthday, but I was hoping to take you out, even for a little while. If you really don’t want to, though, we don’t have to, and we can stay at my place tonight.”

“You really want to buy me that drink, huh?” Caroline asked with a smile.

“Yes.” Enid chuckled.

“How did your interview go, Enid?” she asked.

There was silence on the other end of the phone for a moment, which gave Caroline her answer.

“It went well,” Enid finally replied. “I’ll tell you more when I pick you up. Can you be ready in an hour?”

“Yes, I can do that,” Caroline said, knowing she didn’t exactly sound enthusiastic. “What should I wear, though? I don’t know where we’re going.”

“Casual,” Enid replied.

“Okay. I’ll go hop in the shower. See you in an hour.”

They disconnected just as Viv walked through the door.

“Hey,” Viv said with a smile on her face.

“Hello, roommate I haven’t seen much of today.”

“Shut up,” Viv said, laughing.

“I take it, everything went well with you and Jodie?”

“Yes,” Viv said with a blush creeping over her cheeks. “We’re dating.”

“Yeah? That’s great, Viv.”

“Jodie’s back in her room, but she wanted me to ask you what you wanted to do tonight. Or, if Enid was taking you out, ask if we could join.”

“She couldn’t ask me herself?”

Caroline hopped down off her bed.

“She’s… recovering?” Viv asked more than said.

“Oh, my God!” Caroline laughed as she walked to her closet. “She has to recover?”

“We’ve been busy. She’s still…” Viv looked down at the floor. “Naked.”

“On your first date, Viv?!” Caroline said in mock- outrage. “Nice job, by the way.”

“So, what’s your plan for the night?” Viv asked while laughing a little.

“I don’t know. Enid told me to be ready in an hour. I think we’re going to go to dinner and back to her place. Maybe we can do the friend thing tomorrow night? I’m not really up for the whole night-on-the-town thing.”

“Are you sure?” Viv asked.

“Yeah,” she replied. “But go back to Jodie and give her something else to recover from.”

Caroline winked at her and grabbed her stuff to head to the shower.

◆◆◆

“Hi, baby,” Enid said with a wide smile.

“You dressed up,” Caroline noted, looking Enid up and down. “You’re wearing a blazer, Enid. A blazer.” She pointed at the soft gray jacket Enid wore. “And a tie. You have ties? You wear ties?”

“I let my mom dress me,” Enid replied. “Is it bad?”

“What? No. It’s hot. You’re hot,” Caroline said.

The tie was a skinny one that matched the gray of the blazer, which hit at just the right spot on Enid’s hips, and a white button-down shirt under it with a pair of dark jeans and white-and-gray tennis shoes.

“I’m wearing jeans and a sweater. You said casual,” she added.

“You look perfect,” Enid replied. “It’s your birthday. You should wear what you want.”

“I want to take that off you,” she stated, pulling on the tie until Enid was inside the room. “Viv is in Jodie’s room. Come in here.”

Enid laughed and said, “Later. We have to go.”

“No, we don’t. If you made a reservation, cancel it. I just want you tonight, Enid.”

“You will have me tonight, I promise. I only need an hour or so, and if you want to leave where we’re going, we’ll go, okay?”

“Fine. But you look so good, Enid. Do you have more ties?” Caroline asked.

Enid laughed and said, “No. My mom bought me this one yesterday when I told her that I wanted to dress up a little for tonight without going too fancy.”

“Your mom is a smart woman. But also, it is really cute that your mom went shopping for you so that you could look nice on my birthday,” Caroline replied.

For a moment, she’d forgotten all about the damn job interview. It had been a nice moment. She kissed Enid hello and finally let go of the tie before the thought of the job had reentered her mind.

“Let’s go,” she added.

The drive to wherever Enid was taking her was a short one, which was good because Caroline wanted to ask about the interview, but she also didn’t, so the ride was a silent one, with Enid’s hand on her thigh, squeezing it every so often. Caroline recognized where they were when Enid parked but waited to say anything until they were walking toward Candace’s bar.

“One drink, and we go?” she asked, leaning into Enid’s side.

“Sure,” Enid said, but when she pulled open the door, and Caroline walked in first, Caroline knew it wouldn’t be one drink.

“Surprise!”

The bar was decorated for her birthday, and standing around the room, Caroline could see all of Enid’s friends and a couple of her own.

“Jodie?”

“Yeah, hey,” Jodie said. “Surprise!”

“I thought you were still recovering.”

“Recovering from what?” Jodie asked.

Viv just cleared her throat and said, “Happy Birthday, Care.”

“Thanks,” she replied before she turned to Enid and asked, “You planned this?”

“I wanted you to have a party. If you really don’t want to stay long, we can go. I’m sure Candace would love to have her bar back.”

“We’re a local place,” Candace spoke as she walked up to them. “We support our local community. First drink is on me. What will it be?”

“Um… Candace, she’s my girlfriend. I was going to buy her first drink,” Enid said.

“I’ll take your money,” Candace replied, laughing.

“I don’t know,” Caroline said. “A beer, maybe.”

“What? No way,” Rory spoke from behind Caroline as she walked up to them, holding Logan’s hand. “Candace is a professional, badass mixologist. She’s a genius behind the bar. Have her make you something good.”

“Favorite flavors?” Candace asked Caroline.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I like citrus stuff.”

Candace appeared deep in thought and replied, “Give me a minute. I’ll bring it out.”

“You don’t need to know anything else?” Caroline asked.

“Nope,” Candace said and walked off.

The next several minutes were busy for Caroline, and Enid got a little lost in the crowd as everyone told Caroline Happy Birthday. Linden and Asher approached her first, offering to buy her a drink later. Melinda and Kyle were next, and they did the same. On and on it went until they were all sitting around tables that had been pushed together, sharing drinks, food, and some laughs. The drink Candace had made for her had been perfect, and Caroline knew it was her new favorite drink by far. She loved it. She found herself laughing and learning more about Enid’s friends, and this time, it was much easier. No one asked her questions about school or finding a major or career. Caroline thanked Melinda for the introduction to the street artist, and for the first time in her life, she felt like she had something to talk about.

“You two knew about this?” she asked Viv and Jodie later, finding them snuggled up in a booth.

“Yeah. Enid asked us not to say anything,” Jodie replied.

“Sorry, Care. I didn’t want to ruin the surprise,” Viv said.

“She’s great, isn’t she?” Caroline asked about Enid, who was talking to Rory and Logan by the bar.

“She is, yeah,” Viv replied.

“I really don’t want her to go,” Caroline admitted.

“Hey, it’s your birthday. We’re getting a new apartment, and things are good. Just remember that tonight, okay? Worry about the rest tomorrow,” Jodie suggested.

“It’s kind of hard when Enid is being the perfect girlfriend. She just gets me, guys.” Caroline shrugged. “And I get her. I know I’ll do the distance thing if I have to. I just don’t want to. I want her here walking around New Orleans, hand in hand with me.”

“Tomorrow,” Jodie said. “Tonight, you’re supposed to be getting drunk.”

“You don’t have to get drunk,” Viv interjected, tapping Jodie’s stomach playfully.

“I don’t really want to get drunk. I do want to have, like, thirty of the drink that Candace made me, but that would kill me, so I’ll have one every so often instead.” She looked over at Enid. “We’re going to stay at Enid’s tonight, but I forgot to pack a bag, so I’ll stop by the room and grab some stuff if she’s okay with it. You two can stay in the room tonight if Jodie’s roommate is back.”

“I would suggest talking to Enid about that plan first,” Viv said.

“What? Why?” she asked.

“Just trust her,” Jodie said as she pulled Viv in closer.

“Are you two just going to be all over each other forever now?” Caroline asked with a smile at her friends.

“I hope so,” Jodie replied.

“Me too,” Viv said, resting her head on Jodie’s shoulder.

Caroline then turned to see that Enid was still talking to Rory and Logan. She missed her, and Enid was in the same room, no more than fifteen feet away. How was she ever going to handle her being in another state?


CHAPTER 33

“Hi,” Enid said as she sat down in the booth next to Caroline.

“Hi,” Caroline replied with a smile. “I can’t believe you did all this.”

“It was a few calls and some texts. Candace was the one who lent us the bar. I think I owe her my firstborn now, but we didn’t shake on it, so I might still be able to keep them if I decide I actually want kids one day. Oh, that’s what I can do: I can just not have them. Then, she can’t take them.”

Caroline laughed and leaned in.

“I didn’t know I needed this. Thank you.”

“I wanted you to celebrate,” Enid said. “Your birth is absolutely worth a celebration.”

“Want to know what else I’m celebrating now?” Caroline asked as Enid’s arm wrapped around her shoulders.

“What?”

“Jodie and I got the apartment we really wanted. Jodie got the email a few minutes ago that our application was accepted.”

“Yeah? That’s great, babe. When do you move in?”

“Technically, next month. They can only hold it for a certain number of days before we have to start paying rent, but my parents said it was okay. My dad can cancel the meal plan part of the room and board, at least, and it will give us time to move out of the dorm slowly and buy some furniture and stuff.”

“So, you’ll have your own room?” Enid asked with a lifted eyebrow.

“I will.” Caroline nodded.

“Well, that’s great news.”

“Not really, because I don’t have my own room tonight, but yours will have to do. Will your parents leave us alone? I just want you for the rest of the night. I promise, I’ll be quiet.” Caroline rested her head on Enid’s shoulder.

Enid smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“Are you ready now? We can go whenever. Jodie and Viv just left, didn’t they?”

“They pretended like they were going to study. I mean, who would actually believe that? The only problem is that I told them they could have the dorm for the night. I also said that I needed to pick up some stuff because I didn’t pack a bag for your place, so if we go back there, I need to knock and cover my eyes just in case.”

Enid laughed and asked, “Ready? I have another surprise for you.”

“Another?” Caroline lifted her head to look at her.

“I haven’t given you your gift yet.”

“The party is my gift, Enid.”

“No, the party is your party.” Enid kissed her on the top of the head and stood up. “Come on. I told everyone we’d be heading out early.”

Caroline stood up and asked, “What did you do?”

Enid laughed and took Caroline’s hand. Then, they said their goodbyes quickly because Enid was rushing them a bit, looking and sounding excited as they got back in her car.

“Can we stop by the dorm first? I want to get my bag while they’re in between rounds.”

“You won’t need it,” she replied.

“I won’t need an overnight bag? Babe, I want to brush my teeth tomorrow morning, and I don’t think we’re at the borrow-your-toothbrush stage.”

Enid laughed and pulled them into the parking garage. She took the ticket and found an empty spot on the second floor.

“Why are we here?” Caroline asked her, looking out the windows, trying to figure out where they were.

“It’s not too fancy, I know, but I could afford it.”

“What’s not fancy?”

“I got the discount on the room from Jill, who works with them.”

“I’m confused, Enid.”

Enid opened the car door and went to the back, where she opened the trunk just in time for Caroline to watch her pull out the bags.

“That’s my backpack.”

“Yeah, Viv packed it for you earlier. I hope that’s okay. I wanted it to be a surprise. She did it while you were in the shower, and I stopped by and grabbed it before I came back upstairs and picked you up a little later.”

“Babe…”

Enid slung Caroline’s backpack over her shoulder and nodded down at the roller bag she’d packed.

“We’re staying in a hotel room tonight, so it’ll be just you and me and some strangers we don’t care about on the other side of the wall.”

“You booked us a hotel room?” Caroline asked as Enid closed the trunk and locked the car.

“I wanted it to be special. It’s your birthday.”

“Enid, this is really nice,” Caroline replied as she took her free hand, and they walked through the sliding glass doors that connected the garage to the hotel.

Enid hadn’t seen the hotel before she’d asked Jill for help. It had been a last-minute thing. But Jill worked with a lot of the hotels for NOLA Guides, and she’d been able to get Enid a steep discount on a room that would’ve gone unoccupied anyway. That had enabled Enid to afford a room with a view of the water, though she wasn’t sure how much of the water she’d be able to see through all the buildings. She assumed not much since the room had been cheap, but she’d take anything for one night alone with Caroline. No younger brother and his loud friends around. No meddling parents. No roommates who would walk in at any minute. It almost sounded too good to be true.

Enid checked them in and gave the guy at the desk her one and only credit card that she tried very hard not to use, but she could afford this; not just because of the discount, either. It would be worth it for one night completely alone with Caroline. The front desk agent gave them their room keys and told them where the elevators were.

“Should we maybe get some snacks or something?” Caroline asked when they passed the small section of the lobby where they sold chips, cookies, drinks, and some frozen meals.

“I’ve got stuff in here, but you can grab whatever you want, birthday girl.”

“You have stuff in your bag?”

“Yeah, it’s only one night. I didn’t need to bring a lot, so I put food and some drinks in there for us. I got a few beers and a couple of those canned cocktail things that probably aren’t very good. There are those chips you like and some of those cookies I saw you had on the shelf in your room. Other stuff, too.”

When they got into the elevator, Caroline pulled Enid against her the moment the doors closed. Enid hadn’t been prepared for that, so she probably looked a little surprised, but she caught the look in Caroline’s eyes and smiled.

“You are absolutely getting laid tonight, Enid Becker,” Caroline said as her arms wrapped around Enid’s neck.

Enid laughed and pressed the button to their floor.

“I’d love that, but I want you to get whatever you want tonight. Everything is about you,” she said and kissed Caroline’s forehead.

Caroline then pressed their foreheads together, and they didn’t say anything else until the elevator dinged, indicating they were at their destination. Enid pulled the roller through the door and looked at the sign, which told her their room was to the right. Caroline followed close behind, and they got to the door at the end of the hall seconds later. Enid unlocked the door and let Caroline walk in first.

“Enid…”

“Is it bad? Jill said it was a good–” Enid stopped when she closed the door and looked around. “Oh, damn.”

“Yeah, damn. You got us a whole suite.”

“I didn’t, I swear,” Enid said.

Caroline laughed and replied, “It’s a good thing. Why are you acting like it’s bad?”

“Because of what I paid down there. It was for a regular room. I couldn’t afford this.” Then, it dawned on her. “Jill did this.”

Caroline turned to her and said, “Jill got us this room?”

“I told her that I wanted it to be special for your birthday. She must have asked them for one of the best rooms or something.”

Caroline nodded and said, “Well, I owe Jill a favor now, too, because this is definitely special.”

Enid took in the room with Caroline standing next to her now. There was a full kitchen to their left with what looked like a bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket and two flutes next to it. Enid hadn’t ordered that, which meant that Jill must have. There was a living room with a small sofa and massive TV, along with a coffee table, and a matching small dining table was next to it between the living room and the kitchen. Enid walked into what she assumed was the bedroom and saw the crisp, clean white bedding of a king bed, when she had only paid for a queen. Another giant TV was mounted to the wall, and there was a small sitting area by the window. The room didn’t appear to have a balcony, but Enid walked to the window and pulled open the curtains.

“Oh, wow,” she whispered.

Caroline’s arms wrapped around her from behind, and her chin rested on Enid’s shoulder.

“It’s beautiful,” Caroline said of their view of the water.

There were buildings around, yes, but their room was located in just the perfect spot to see the water beyond. Caroline kissed Enid’s neck, and her hands moved under Enid’s shirt over her stomach.

“Can I take this tie off you now?”

“Let’s get unpacked a little first,” Enid said. “I left the bags by the door.”

“Unpacked? Babe, we’re here for one night.”

“There’s champagne, Caroline.”

Enid pulled away, and Caroline laughed.

“Fine. You do that. I’m checking out the bathroom.”

Enid went back out and grabbed their bags to bring to the bedroom, where she knew they’d be spending the majority of their time tonight.

“Holy shit, Enid!”

“What’s going on?” she asked and rushed in, leaving the bags on the floor by the bed, expecting there to be something wrong in the bathroom. “What?”

“There’s a giant tub with jets in here. We have a hot tub… to ourselves.”

Enid let out a sigh of relief and said, “I definitely didn’t ask for that.”

“You can go out and help Jill get laid anytime, okay?” Caroline replied.

Enid laughed and pulled Caroline into her.

“Want to get in?”

“Yes. Naked. Later, though. Get that champagne, if you want, Enid, but we’re having sex right now. I’m really, really turned on. I think I’m turned on by this room.”

Enid nodded rapidly. She was turned on, too. Just looking into Caroline’s dark eyes had her ready to go.

“Just… one second,” Enid told her and ran off.

“Enid!” Caroline laughed. “Why do I keep chasing you around this hotel room you booked for us, trying to get us both naked?”

Enid unzipped the front compartment of the roller bag she’d brought and pulled it out.

“Because of this.”

“Oh.” Caroline’s head did a sexy tilt. “You want to use it tonight?”

“If you do,” she replied. “You’ve mentioned… wanting…”

“And you brought it for my birthday sex tonight?”

“I did, yeah. It’s mine. I mean, I haven’t used it with anyone. The harness thing is cheap. It came with the thing, but I use it on myself. The toy, not the harness. I haven’t in a while.”

“You want to use it on me?” Caroline asked, walking up to Enid and taking the dildo, which was in the harness she had kind of hanging in the air.

“Do you want me to?”

Caroline nodded slowly as she took in the toy, which Enid hoped would be okay for her.

“So, I need to put it on,” Enid added.

“Yeah, in a minute,” Caroline said and tossed it onto the bed.

Her hands moved to Enid’s jeans, and she had them undone in seconds. Enid kicked off her shoes. Caroline did the same with hers. Caroline’s sweater was on the floor after. She started unbuttoning Enid’s shirt while Enid tossed her blazer on the floor. Enid went to pull the tie off, but Caroline stopped her.

“No, leave it on.”

“You wanted it off,” Enid replied.

“I want you in only that,” Caroline said.

They got Enid’s shirt off, followed by her bra, before Caroline knelt down and removed Enid’s underwear. Enid stood there in only the skinny gray tie and watched as Caroline’s eyes raked over her body.

“God, you’re sexy,” Caroline said as she removed the remainder of her own clothing and nodded toward the toy on the bed.

Enid grabbed it and waited for Caroline to lie back on top of the comforter. She stared down at her and licked her lips before she focused on putting the harness on over her hips.

“Shit. I didn’t bring any lube. I–”

“I don’t need it,” Caroline interrupted. “Come here.” She held out her arms.

When Enid moved on top of her, Caroline pulled her down into a heated kiss. Enid hadn’t planned on them getting right to this. She thought they’d lie around and maybe watch a movie while they ate and drank for a bit so that they could talk, but she wasn’t about to deny anything Caroline wanted for her birthday. Enid’s lips moved to Caroline’s neck as she began rocking her hips, letting the toy end up between Caroline’s legs.

“God,” Caroline let out. “Put it in.”

“I thought–”

“Slow later,” Caroline said, grabbing her cheeks to hold Enid’s face in place. “You’re wearing a tie and a strap-on, Enid.”

Enid made a mental note that this turned her girlfriend on before she reached between them and discovered that Caroline did not need lube.

“Fuck,” she said as she moved the toy up and down in Caroline’s wetness.

Caroline’s eyes were closed as Enid pushed inside her slowly, watching Caroline’s reaction before pushing in a little farther until she was fully settled inside her. Her hands moved to the sides of Caroline’s head, and she began to move.

“Best birthday ever,” Caroline said, gripping Enid’s ass.

Enid smiled down at her before she kissed her slowly, and she rocked just as slowly while Caroline adjusted. When Caroline began to move her hips as well, Enid increased the speed of her thrusts. She was kissing Caroline’s neck again and moved a hand to Caroline’s breast, massaging it as she rocked into her.

“What do you want for your birthday?” Enid mumbled against Caroline’s skin.

“You. This.” Caroline sighed. “God, this. I’m close.”

“You want me?” Enid asked, sucking on Caroline’s earlobe.

“Yes!”

Enid rocked faster, letting the toy hit Caroline deeper than before. Caroline came hard and quicker than Enid had thought possible, moaning Enid’s name into the room, and Enid dropped on top of her, feeling sated herself, despite not having her own orgasm.

“God, I want you like this all the time. Always wear that tie,” Caroline said after a minute.

“Just the tie?”

“I don’t always need the other thing you’re wearing. I do always need you, though.”

Enid lifted herself, earning a groan from Caroline in the process because Enid was still inside her, and she licked her lips and looked down.

“I’m staying, Care.”

“Inside? That’s not a problem for me. We can go again. Just give me a minute.”

Enid smiled and said, “No, I meant I’m staying here. I’m not taking the job.”

Caroline’s eyes widened, and a smile spread across her face a second later.

“Really?”

Enid nodded.

“Best birthday ever,” Caroline repeated.


CHAPTER 34

“You mean it?” Caroline asked.

They were lying on their sides now, facing one another. Gone was the toy and the tie. They were blissfully naked, and Caroline’s hand was stroking Enid’s cheek, needing her to confirm what she’d said only a few minutes ago.

“Yeah, I mean it. I’m actually going to look for an apartment tomorrow. That list of availabilities you showed me – I’m checking out a couple of them. There’s a one-bedroom I’m really interested in.”

Enid pulled Caroline in a little closer.

“But the job…”

“The interview went well. Sylvie and her colleagues all seemed to really like me, and I liked them. The pay they were offering was good, not great, but there were ways to work my way up to great potentially.”

“All of that sounds good, Enid,” she replied. “You can’t just stay for me.”

“I’m not.” Enid shook her head. “Don’t get me wrong; I thought about it. But I know I can’t put that kind of pressure on us. This is too new for that.”

“Then, why aren’t you moving to Jacksonville?”

“Well, for starters, I’ve never wanted to live in Jacksonville. I thought I could do it if I really wanted the job, but the job was only okay. The interview was good, but I mainly did that because Sylvie went out on a limb for me, so I didn’t want to let her down. Besides, if they ever decide to offer roles remotely and I interviewed well, they could think of me in the future. Then, there’s the fact that I’m actually starting to like grad school.” Enid chuckled. “That one meeting with my group really made a difference. They all kind of looked to me to be the one making the decisions, and I liked sitting around the table with them bouncing ideas off one another. There’s pressure because we have a massive project ahead of us, and we need to do well to graduate, but it’s not a real job kind of pressure, so it’s a practice run, and I think I could use that. I could learn a lot, too, and it’ll help me narrow down exactly what I want to do. I’m pretty sure it’s finance, but there are a lot of nuanced roles in finance, and this will help me figure out which one I want. If I left, I’d be doing this all online, and it would take another year. I would have to take more classes next year just to get ready for this whole capstone practice business building thing again with a different group, and that sounded exhausting.” Enid kissed the inside of Caroline’s palm, which was still on her cheek. “I talked to my parents about getting an apartment today and crunched some numbers based on my paycheck with NOLA Guides, and I think I just need them to take care of the first month and security deposit. They said they would, and I’ve already worked out interest terms for a loan with them.”

“You did interest?” Caroline laughed. “You are such a nerd.”

“I know,” Enid replied. “Not all of us can be the sexy, creative type.”

“You’re a sexy nerd, though,” Caroline said, slipping a thigh between Enid’s.

“Thanks.”

“So, you’ll be moving into your own place, staying in school, and working with Melinda and Jill?”

“Melinda offered me an opportunity that I didn’t really take seriously the other day, but I’ve been thinking about it a lot.”

“The extra hours?”

“No, it’s more than that,” Enid explained. “She wants to open another office. Jill would run the one in the Quarter, and she wants to see if I can get trained up to run the other one. Mel would oversee the whole thing, but I like the back-office, day-to-day stuff, and she just kind of tolerates it because it gives her the chance to do what she really loves – showing people around the city.”

“You’d run NOLA Guides?”

“One of them,” Enid said. “Mel told me if I work this year and everything goes well, that would give her time to find the new location and lease it. I could then manage it, and it’s possible that that would be it: I just manage it for a while and find something else. But if she opens a few more spots around the city, she would need someone to run a couple of them. Jill likes doing the tours, too, so I don’t think she would want to be that in the weeds on the business side. It might be me.”

“So, you went from having zero opportunities to having two in the same week?”

“I know. Crazy. But they’re both opportunities. One of them is here and will work around my class schedule.” Enid moved her center a little against Caroline’s thigh. “The other is far away and would require me to move, which would mean I couldn’t have this.” She moved her hips. “And I really, really like this.”

“So do I,” Caroline said as she pressed her thigh into Enid.

“I tried not to consider you, Care. I knew the right thing was to make the decision based on everything but you, but I couldn’t. You’re just there in my mind and my heart. I was sitting at my desk, smiling for the people on the other end of that video interview, but my smile was fake because I couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen if I got the job and left. I know what I want.”

“What’s that?” Caroline asked as she continued to move her hips along with Enid’s.

“I want to be here with you. I want to finish school at the top of my class if I can. I want to work with Mel and Jill.” Enid moaned.

Caroline kept up her pace and said, “Want to hear what I want?”

“Yes,” Enid replied, closing her eyes.

“I want to be here with you. I won’t get anywhere close to the top of my class, but I do want to graduate. I think I’m going to declare a business major in something like…” She grunted and rocked her own sex into Enid’s thigh. “Administration, because I want to maybe do something with my art, and I need to know how to handle the business stuff.”

“I can help with that,” Enid offered.

Caroline rolled them over, flipping Enid onto her back, and continued rocking into her, loving the feel of her own sex on Enid’s thigh as she pressed down.

“Yes, you can. But I still need to graduate,” she replied.

“Fuck! Don’t stop,” Enid said.

Caroline watched as Enid’s head went back and added, “I want to work with the street artists.” Her breathing was getting too fast, making it hard to keep this up and talk at the same time. “God, Enid. I want these stupid characters to be seen by people.”

“Yes!”

Caroline wasn’t sure if Enid was responding to her or what she was doing to her.

“I want… to have my… apartment with Jodie… and you’re there… a lot.”

“I’ll have… a one-bedroom,” Enid managed.

Caroline chuckled against Enid’s neck and said, “Yes, there, too.”

Then, Enid’s hips lifted and dropped, and she started coming. Caroline rocked her through her orgasm while Enid gripped her ass. She tried to make herself come on Enid’s thigh, but she had been talking too much before to focus on her own pleasure. When Enid was nearly all the way down, though, Caroline felt fingers slip between her thighs. Enid was inside her now, and her palm pressed to Caroline’s clit. Caroline rode Enid’s hand, letting her orgasm crash over her before she dropped down on top of Enid.

“Want to come apartment-hunting with me tomorrow?” Enid asked not all that much later as her fingers drew lazy shapes over Caroline’s back.

“You want me to?”

“I kind of want you to like the place,” Enid said.

Caroline looked down at her and replied, “Yeah? It’s important to you that I like your apartment?”

“Well, I do plan on signing a one-year lease right around the same time you’re doing that with Jodie, so if things work out, we’ll both need to sign another in about a year. If you like my place, maybe we make it our place by then. If not, we could find a new place together.”

“Thinking a whole year ahead?”

“I usually think five years ahead. It can be a problem.”

“I usually think about five minutes ahead, but what you said sounds really nice, Enid.”

“Not too much?”

“I mean, yeah, but it’s whatever.” Caroline pretended to play off how much it meant to her that Enid was thinking about a year from now.

“Oh, so it’s just whatever?” Enid rolled them over and began tickling Caroline’s sides.

“Stop! That tickles!” She laughed until Enid slowed and stopped completely, straddling her hips and staring down at her with something like adoration in her eyes.

Caroline hadn’t ever had anyone look at her how Enid always did, and she hoped she always would.

“Want to maybe pop that champagne and eat some of those cookies I brought?”

“Yes. Then, we hot-tub,” Caroline replied. “My guess is your new apartment will not have a hot tub for us.”

“It will barely have parking for your car when you stay over,” Enid said.

◆◆◆

“So, how was it?” Jodie asked.

“How was what?”

“The hotel room. You two had a whole night alone in a fancy room. A suite, right?”

“It was great,” Caroline replied as they sat down at the table. “I can’t believe she did that for me, but it was perfect. There was a hot tub, champagne, and a view. I got–”

“Laid?” Jodie interrupted.

Caroline laughed and said, “I was going to say that I got to wake up to her, and I want that.”

“You’re not going to, like, move in with her right away, are you? We have an apartment lined up, Care.”

“What? No. We’re not that crazy. She’s getting her own place, too. I’m checking it out with her after lunch. It’s a one-bedroom, though, so we’ll probably spend a lot of time there. Is that okay? I know you wanted to get our place together, and it’s not like I’ll be at Enid’s every single night, but that’ll give you and Viv some space as well.”

“As long as we don’t lose our friendship. That’s my only rule,” Jodie replied.

Caroline nodded just as Viv arrived, carrying a tray of drinks.

“This is heavy. Can you take yours, babe?”

“Babe? You’re at babe already?” Caroline teased.

“Shut up,” Jodie said while laughing.

She took two of the drinks off the red tray and placed them on the table, enabling Viv to sit down next to her with the rest of them. Caroline removed her own drink and Enid’s while Viv took Jill’s and Rory’s off and set them aside.

“So, did you have a good birthday?” Viv asked.

“I did, yes. Thank you for my surprise.”

“You being with Enid gave us time to be together, so it worked out,” Viv said and smiled over at Jodie. “Did you tell her?”

“Tell me what?” Caroline asked.

“We’re together. We’ve decided to stop pretending like we’re just dating and that there could be other people. We don’t want that, so we’re together,” Jodie explained. “This is my girlfriend, Viv. Viv, this is my best friend, Care.” She motioned with an open palm between them.

“That’s great, guys,” Caroline replied.

“It is, yeah,” Viv said with a soft smile as Jodie placed an arm over the back of her chair.

“Hey,” Enid said. “We got the food.”

“Great. I’m starving,” Caroline replied.

Enid and Jill both carried full trays, and Rory walked behind them, holding a couple of sandwiches wrapped up. They were probably for her and Logan for later or something. Enid sat down next to Caroline, and Jill sat on Caroline’s other side. Rory sat next to Viv.

“You probably need to replace all those calories you lost last night, huh?” Jodie joked.

“So, you and Viv didn’t have sex all night in our room?” Caroline teased back.

“No, we did,” Viv said it in such a way that it sounded like she really thought Caroline was asking the question.

That caused everyone to burst out laughing.

“I got you the spicy mustard,” Enid said, dropping a few packets down by Caroline’s sandwich and fries.

“Thank you,” she replied, not even knowing how Enid had known that Caroline liked spicy mustard on some of the Po-Boys served at Henry’s place.

“Where’s Logan?” Jill asked Rory. “I thought she was joining us.”

“She got held up.” Rory looked over at Enid, who gave her a smile. “I’ll bring her this later.” She held up one of the sandwiches wrapped in aluminum foil.

“Everything okay?” Caroline asked Enid softly.

“Yeah. Rory just told me something about Logan while we were waiting for the food.”

Caroline looked at her expectantly.

“Can’t say. It’s a best-friend thing. Is that okay?”

Caroline leaned in and gave her a quick kiss. Then, she turned to Jill, who was dipping a fry in ketchup.

“Hey, thank you.”

“What for?” Jill asked before she ate her fry.

“The hotel room. I know you asked for something special for us.”

“Oh, that? That’s nothing. Mel and I can get deals pretty much anywhere around here.”

“But you didn’t have to do it for Enid and me. Given how things started with… well, the three of us, kind of, you didn’t have to.”

Jill nodded and replied, “Enid was right: she and I are better off as friends. And I like it when my friends are happy. Maybe I’ll call you my friend, too, and not just my friend’s girlfriend.”

“Yeah, I hope so,” Caroline said.

“Does that mean you’ll loan me your girlfriend every now and then so that she and I can hang out?”

Caroline laughed and replied, “No problem.”

“Good.” Jill smiled at her.

They all ate their lunch together, and when Rory and Jill needed to go back to work, Enid and Caroline walked them there while Jodie and Viv headed off to have a day in the city.

“We’ve got some time before the apartment appointment. Want to check out the art on the Square again?” Enid asked as they walked hand in hand. “It’s basically like your own version of a career fair now.”

Caroline really hadn’t thought of it that way, but Enid was kind of right, and for the first time ever, Caroline could see her future. She would finish school, and if they were still together, which she hoped they were, they’d have a place of their own. Enid would be rocking whatever job she ended up choosing, and Caroline would have her art displayed on the Square or somewhere else in New Orleans. They’d have lunch together some days and dinner together most nights. They’d go out with their friends, and maybe Caroline would even have a better relationship with her parents by then. She had never been able to see beyond the next few days or weeks before, but now, she knew what she wanted, and she turned to Enid and gave her a smile.

“Let’s check it out. Then, I’ll buy you some beignets,” she said.
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