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Molly Jewel has had a crush on Finley, the IT person at work, for years now, but Finley has always been on and off with her girlfriend. Molly hasn’t ever had the courage to tell her how she feels whenever they’ve been off, and working with Finley and her girlfriend, having to watch them get back together over and over again, hasn’t made things any easier.


Finley Storm is ready to move on from her past relationship, and her new feelings for Molly confirm that for her. She’s been frozen for years, but spending time with Molly has her feeling like she could get the fresh start with someone she’s been craving for a long time.


The only problem is that Molly has had to watch her break up with her ex and get back together so many times that she doesn’t believe it when Finley tells her that it’s finally over for good. Finley is determined to show Molly just how much she’s ready for her now and how perfect they could be for each other if they only give it a chance.




To contact the author or for any additional information,

visit: https://nicolepyland.com


CHAPTER 1

“We shouldn’t have done this,” Finley said.

“We didn’t do anything. We just slept,” India replied.

“In the same bed. We’re not together anymore, India.”

“We’re always kind of together,” India noted, wrapping an arm over Finley’s middle. “We talked for hours, Fin. That has to mean something.”

“It means we had things to talk about because we just broke up,” Finley said, moving to get out of bed. “And I need to shower. You can go whenever.”

“I can’t shower here?”

“No, you can’t, India. We got a little drunk on that wine you brought, and I didn’t want you to drive home, but you should’ve slept on the sofa.”

“The sofa has those springs,” India said as she sat up in bed. “Where are you going?” she asked when Finley walked into the bathroom and closed the door a little.

“I told you, I’m taking a shower.”

She pulled off her T-shirt and tossed it onto the floor of the bedroom through the door.

“You can’t take off your clothes out here? I’ve seen you naked, Fin. I’ve touched every part of your body a thousand times.”

“India, come on… We’re not together anymore. That means I don’t see you naked, and you don’t see me naked.”

“Fine. I just think it’s ridiculous. It doesn’t mean we’re going to have sex. It’s just a shower.”

“You can shower at your place.”

“I left my shampoo here. Can I just shower after you?”

Not having the energy to fight about it, Finley turned on the water and replied, “Whatever. Fine. I’m leaving when I’m ready, though, so if you take an hour-long shower, lock up when you go.”

“Of course, I will. When have I ever not locked your apartment when I left?”

“You still have my key, India.” Finley pulled open the door and stood there shirtless, with only a pair of sweats on, no longer caring about the naked thing. “I have yours, too. I’ll leave it on the table before I go.”

“Just keep it,” India said before she stood and walked over to her, reaching for the hem of the T-shirt that wasn’t borrowed from Finley because India still had a lot of stuff here, despite the fact that they’d broken up again.

“Don’t,” she told her, gripping the doorknob until her knuckles went white, but she said it so softly, she wasn’t sure that India had heard it or that if she had, it would convince her to keep her clothes on.

Finley hadn’t ever been able to resist India. The woman was sophistication on two feet, and she even looked like that when she woke up after staying up late talking about their failed relationship for the millionth time, and when she was slightly hungover, which, Finley guessed, she was right now. If India took her clothes off, they would get into the shower together, and she knew what would happen next. India would kiss her slowly at first. Then, she’d press Finley up against the shower wall, and seconds later, Finley would be coming at her touch. India would push Finley’s head down, and she’d make India come with her mouth. Then, India would declare them back together as she made Finley come a second time. She’d leave the shower and tell Finley that she would see her at work.

It had happened before, too many times to count. Finley had begun to wonder if this was going to be her life. Were they the kind of couple that would always get back together? Would they just fight and hate each other for several weeks in a row, try to get some separation, and only find their way back to one another for hot sex that would lead them back together because it never felt that way with anyone else?

They couldn’t be more different, and Finley supposed that was part of the problem. India was an executive who had come from old money. Finley worked in IT and had only just been promoted when her manager had left the company and she’d gotten his old job. She’d grown up poor in Kentucky before moving to New Orleans for this job, and she and India had been doing this on-and-off dance ever since. Finley loved sports. India was more the ballet and opera type, who could go to an upscale bar but didn’t like the ones in the Quarter frequented by tourists. Finley felt like she didn’t fit in wherever India felt comfortable, and she knew the opposite was true as well.

“Babe, come on,” India said as she pulled off her shirt. “It’s just a shower. We’ll get cleaned up and go to work. I can drive you, if you want. I know your car is in the shop.”

“I got it back last night,” she said. “Also, don’t call me ‘babe’ anymore, India.” She closed the door between them, feeling proud of herself in that moment. “And put your damn shirt back on.”

“You took yours off first,” India argued.

“Mistake,” she said. “I’m getting in. Do not follow me.”

“Fine. I’ll just go,” India replied. “I guess I’ll see you at work.”

“Good. Yeah, okay. Bye,” she said.

“Finley, we can be mature about this,” India said without opening the door, but Finley could tell she was standing closer to it now. “I get the no-shower thing. That was a bad idea. But we don’t have to be rude to each other.”

“I’m not being rude. You showed up with wine and said you wanted to talk. I should’ve just said no. I don’t even like wine.”

“It was the merlot we had on our first date,” India replied.

“Which one?” Finley asked.

“What?”

“Which first date?” she asked through the door. “We’ve had so many do-overs; I can’t keep track of them.”

“You’re exaggerating. And it was from our very first,” India said. “I thought you liked it.”

“It’s fine, but you ordered the bottle that night. What was I supposed to do? Not drink it?” Finley turned to look at the shower. “I’m getting in now. I’ll see you at work.”

“I’ll see you there, then,” India said, and when Finley didn’t hear her say anything else, she stripped the rest of the way and got into the shower.

Why did she keep doing this to herself? Time and time again, India ended up in her bed or Finley in hers. It always started that way. Sex first. Then, conversation about how they still loved each other. Next, they were back together, but days, weeks, or months later, they were over again. Lather. Rinse. Repeat. It was exhausting, but they kept letting it happen. At least, this time, Finley hadn’t given in to the sex part of this unending cycle. When India had shown up, she had poured them each a glass of the wine that she hadn’t wanted and let India get everything off her chest that she, apparently, felt still needed to be said. When Finley had finished one glass, she needed something to do with her hands, so she had poured herself and India another one.

She hadn’t eaten anything for dinner, so the alcohol hit her harder than it normally would have. When India had suggested they go to the bedroom to continue the conversation, Finley knew that meant the talking part of the evening was over and India wanted to move to the sex part of the night. Finley had used the excuse that she was on her period and felt like shit, which wasn’t true, but it got India to back off. Finley had been nice, letting her stay, but the truth was that she was also weak. For years now, India had been her girlfriend more often than not. Sometimes, they were together for a few months before it ended, but they would be back together a few weeks later.

Their first year together had been amazing, and Finley had believed she had found the one. India had ended it that time. Finley had ended it the second time after three months together. She wasn’t sure who had done it the third, fourth, or fifth time, or even how many official times there had been. There had been some friends-with-benefits nights when they weren’t technically together, so she wasn’t sure if that counted or not.

When she got out of the shower and was ready to leave for work, India was, thankfully, gone. Hoping that this time, she’d finally managed to get her key back after several previous half-hearted attempts, Finley checked her kitchen table, but there was no key on that table. That meant that India still had her key, and she still had India’s, so it would take more than them not having sex last night for her to finally, really make this thing between them come to an end.

“Hey, Fin,” Rusty said.

“Hey. How are you?” she asked as they both walked into the server room at the office.

“Good. You?”

“Yeah, good. I’ll be out of your hair in a minute. I just have to grab my stuff.”

“No worries. Hey, I was wondering if I could have next Friday off. I know it’s within the two-week request policy, but my brother is coming to town, so I was hoping to hang with him on Friday.”

“Oh, sure,” she replied and picked up a crate. “Just put it in the system, and I’ll approve it. Can you get Levi to cover for you that day, though? We have the re-cabling to do on the first floor.”

“Yeah, I’ll let him know. Excited to no longer have to store your stuff in here and get a real desk?” Rusty asked.

“I like it in here, honestly,” she replied, looking around at all the computer equipment and blinking lights that she helped set up years ago now. “But yes, I’m looking forward to having my own desk where there are windows and it’s not freezing.”

She carried the crate, which contained two stress balls, each from an IT conference, some random cables like every IT professional had in their possession seemingly at all times, a coaster, her mouse and laptop, and a few other odds and ends, along with a framed photo of her with her sister and another one with her and India together, but she’d only had that one on her desk because the desk had been in the server room, and only IT and facilities had a key to the room. They hadn’t ever flaunted their relationship at work. She suspected that most people knew, but some probably weren’t aware that they’d been together at all. She would take the photo with India home and would decide what to do with it later, but the one with her sister would go on her new desk.

Finley was most excited about having a desk out on the floor because she had gotten to choose where to sit. Her old manager had been sitting on the first floor, and when he left the company and she got the promotion to his job, they had given her the option: she could take his old desk or choose a new one since they were planning on moving a different team to the first floor anyway. Finley had chosen the desk of someone else who had recently quit Southern Roastery. His name was George, and he had been in HR operations. He’d been a quiet guy who hardly talked to anyone, but Finley had chosen that desk because he’d had the best seat in the whole building.

“Hey, Molly,” she said as she placed her crate on top of the desk right next to Molly Jewel’s.

“Oh, hi. I mean, hey.” Molly’s eyes always seemed a little wide whenever Finley surprised her by showing up on the days she didn’t cover this floor for IT needs. “What are you–” She looked at the crate. “That’s your stuff.”

“It’s, like, four things,” Finley said with a little laugh. “I think I need to bring in more stuff to really make this cube my own.”

“Sorry. What?” Molly asked, turning in her roller chair to face Finley.

“They gave me a choice of where to sit now that I’m the manager, and I chose George’s old desk. I hope that’s okay. They told me it was fine since they’re not backfilling his role just yet.”

“You’re going to be… sitting here?” Molly asked. “Next to me?”

“Is that not okay?” Finley asked. “I promise, I’m pretty quiet and I won’t cook fish in the kitchen microwave and eat it out here.”

Molly laughed and said, “No. I mean, it’s fine. Just wasn’t expecting it. Jules has the empty desk next to hers.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s for whoever replaces Andrew. I guess I can take Juliet’s desk since she’s moving into an office.”

“That would put you across from me,” Molly said, and her blue eyes got wider somehow.

“And you don’t want to have to look at me when you want to see out the window?” Finley asked.

“What? No, I like looking at you.” Molly’s eyes went wider still. “I just meant that I–”

“Molls?” Finley interrupted.

“Yeah?”

“I thought it might be nice, us sitting next to each other. If it’s not, you can tell me.”

“No, it’s great. It’s good. We’ll get to hang out more.”

Molly looked down at her hands, which were in her lap, and Finley laughed a little as she sat down.

“Oh,” Molly added as she pointed to the crate.

“What?” Finley leaned in and saw the framed photo of her with India peeking out.

“Oh,” she echoed. “I’m taking that home.”

“I thought you two broke up. That’s why I said ‘oh,’” Molly explained with a shoulder shrug.

“We did,” she confirmed. “That’s why I’ll be taking this home.”

“Where it will sit over your fireplace?”

Finley laughed and said, “No, where I’ll take this picture out and put a new one in. Or, I might just leave it empty.”

“Sorry about the breakup, by the way.”

“Thanks,” she said. “It was time.”

“You two are done for real this time?”

“This time?” Finley asked, sitting back in her chair. “You know how many times?”

“Not the exact number,” Molly replied. “I know you’ve broken up and gotten back together before.”

“Well, yeah. But this is it,” she said. “This time, I mean.”

“How do you know for sure?”

“I guess I don’t,” she replied with a smile and ruffled her short black hair. “But I don’t want to keep doing this.”

“This?”

“The back and forth, the together and apart, the–” Finley stopped. “You’re HR. I probably shouldn’t be saying this.”

“No, it’s fine.” Molly shook her head.

“Well, the sex part.”

“Oh,” Molly said and looked down again. “Right.”

“Just that we do that and we’re together, but when that dries up, it’s like we realize we have nothing else in common.”

“Nothing but sex in common?”

“Sorry. TMI?” she asked.

“It’s fine,” Molly replied. “But I do have a meeting in a few minutes that I need to prepare for.”

“Sure. Right. Sorry,” she said. “I’ll let you get to it. I’ll just be setting up my new desk and figuring out how to approve Rusty’s time off request. I’ve never been a manager before and haven’t had to do that.”

“I can show you when I get back,” Molly offered.

“Great. Thanks,” she replied.

She then watched Molly return her attention to her computer and decided that she really liked her new seat choice.


CHAPTER 2

“Juliet, answer your phone. I know you’re teaching, but I need you to call me back as soon as you can. I know Gwen is there, and you’re probably going to run to your hotel room where she’s waiting for you on breaks and lunch, but you can have sex with her later. Your best friend needs you ASAP,” Molly said to Juliet’s voicemail because a text message just wouldn’t do to convey the urgency enough.

She sent two of those as well, just in case Juliet didn’t check her voicemail, and slid her phone back into her pocket before she took a walk around the block. It wasn’t a big deal. She could handle this. It was only her longtime crush, the woman Molly had wanted since she first started working at Southern Roastery, sitting next to her in the office, when she spent a good percentage of her days talking to Juliet about her.

Then again, that probably wouldn’t matter all that much now since Juliet would be moving into an office soon. That news had come as a surprise just the other day. Juliet hadn’t requested an office, but with the changes she’d suggested to the training programs being adopted by the whole company, they had offered her space in a vacant office. She wouldn’t be traveling anymore and would actually use it, unlike Jordana, Juliet’s predecessor, who had been on the road all the time. Molly had walked by the new office when she got into work that morning, and she could picture Juliet behind that desk and Molly sitting in her guest chair, talking about work and gossiping, mostly about Gwen, Juliet’s girlfriend, and Finley and how much Molly wished she could have been even remotely Finley’s type.

She knew it wouldn’t be the same, with Juliet having an office and a new role. Juliet would be in new important meetings. She would probably have her door closed some of the time, too, and Molly wouldn’t be able to look over the short cubicle divider between them to ask her friend a question or find out what she was doing that night to see if Juliet wanted to grab a drink. She worried they would have fewer walks to get coffee at the store down the street as well. She thought they might even hang out less outside of work because Juliet had Gwen now. Juliet had already been spending most nights with her whenever she wasn’t traveling, and this trip, Gwen had even gone with her, taking Carly, Juliet’s dog, with them.

They were cute together, and Molly was happy for her friend, of course, but now, Finley was going to be sitting right next to her, and that meant that when she inevitably got back together with India, Molly would have to see them together. She’d already caught them kissing in the parking garage last month, and that had been hard. Knowing she didn’t have a chance with Finley was one thing, but actually seeing her kiss someone else in that garage had made her want to throw up. It had been a visceral thing that she had played off when talking to Juliet, but she had cried that night, thinking about how Finley would be going home with India, and they’d probably take it further than just a kiss.

She hated thinking about that night. She hated that she could now picture what Finley and India looked like when they kissed each other; not just a peck on the lips, but a real kiss. Molly hated that she cared so much, too. She should’ve moved on a long time ago, but here she was, walking around outside, trying to get some fresh air to, yet again, attempt to put Finley Storm out of her thoughts.

Her walk done and unsuccessful, Molly opened the door to the building, preparing to go upstairs to get back to work, and her phone rang.

“Finally,” she said to Juliet.

“What’s wrong? What’s going on? Are you okay?” Juliet asked.

“Am I okay? No, I’m not okay.”

“Molls, I’m on a ten-minute break. What’s going on?”

“Finley sits next to me now.”

“What?”

“She got promoted, remember?”

“Yeah. So?”

“So, she could pick her desk, and she picked the one next to us.”

“The open one by the window?”

“No, George’s desk.”

“So, next to you, then; not us.”

“Well, yeah, but she’s friends with you, too. More you than me because I can’t even finish a sentence around her.”

“We’ve watched football together a few times, but we’re not best friends or anything. Wait. Is that what you’ve been calling me about? You said ASAP. You said you needed me to call now, Molls.”

“I did need you to call now. What am I supposed to do, Jules?”

“About what?”

“Finley is sitting next to me.”

“Molly, I’m in the middle of a class, and I’m supposed to go with Gwen to walk Carly right now before I go back in. This really isn’t an ASAP kind of thing.”

“It’s a best friend emergency, Juliet.”

Juliet sighed and said, “Molly, ask her out.”

“I can’t. India.”

“They broke up.”

“They’ll get back together. They always do.”

“But they’re not together now, so you can ask her out.”

“I’m HR. I can’t ask her out.”

Juliet laughed and asked, “How many more excuses do you have ready?”

“Oh, at least ten. Probably more if I try hard enough.”

“Molls, either ask her out, move desks in a few weeks so that she doesn’t think it’s about her or something, or move on.”

“But she’s Finley,” Molly said, finally letting go of the door she’d been holding and moving aside as someone else needed to get in.

“I know.”

“It’s like her being Gwen to you.”

“But it’s not, Molly, because Gwen is my girlfriend. You have liked Finley forever, but you’ve never told her.”

“Because of India.”

“Well, we can go around like this forever, or you could just ask the woman out now that India is out of the picture.”

“She’ll never be out of the picture.”

“Well, you’ll have to take that risk. If not, you’ll never know. I have to go, though. Gwen is waiting for me. I’ll text you later, okay?”

“Yeah, fine,” she said and hung up the phone.

Taking a deep breath first, Molly went back inside. She walked to the kitchen where she planned to pick up a banana and go back to her desk, but she heard a voice she recognized and stopped before turning the corner.

“I stayed there last night,” India said.

“You stayed at her place last night? I thought you two were done,” Lyla, one of India’s peers, said.

“We’re never really done. It’s me and Finley; we’ve been doing this for years now.”

Molly looked down at the floor because she’d been right to tell Juliet that she shouldn’t even bother telling Finley how she felt.

“I don’t know when we’ll get back together, but we always do.”

“Didn’t she end it this time?” Lyla asked.

“Yes, but that’s happened before, too. We’re just a weird couple, I guess, but it works for us. She gets mad at me and ends things, or I’m mad at her and end it. Then, we cool off, and we’re in bed and back together.”

“So, you slept with her last night?”

Molly’s stomach roiled at that question, and she knew she was pretty close to vomiting. She pressed her side against the wall and tried not to picture the parking lot kiss again or imagine what Finley and India looked like when having sex.

“No, we talked and fell asleep. I’m trying to respect her space. I haven’t even been by her new desk yet.”

“New desk?”

“She got promoted. It sucks because she found out after we broke up, so we haven’t celebrated properly. I thought we could with some wine last night, and things would go back to normal, but that didn’t happen, so I’ll take her out to dinner to celebrate later or something.”

Molly turned the corner then and grabbed the banana because she couldn’t listen to this anymore. When she arrived at her desk, luckily, Finley wasn’t there, and after eating the banana she now hated, when it wasn’t the banana’s fault, she had to go to three meetings back-to-back before she was able to go home.

“Move on? Okay. I need to move on. How do I do that?” she asked herself as she stared at her reflection in her bathroom mirror. “Go out. Meet someone new.”

She nodded and hurried to her closet to pick something out to wear because she was about to force herself to do just that.

An hour later, she was walking to Candace’s bar, feeling like she’d enjoyed the vibe the previous times she’d been there. She was silently cursing India and, to a certain extent, Finley on her way in, but she knew a bunch of lesbians hung out here, so even if she didn’t meet a single one tonight, she could at least feel comfortable ordering a drink at the bar and trying to talk to literally anyone who could take her mind off of whatever Finley and India might already be getting up to tonight.

“Hey. Molly, right?” the bartender asked.

“Yeah. Uh…”

“Logan,” the woman told her, pressing her hand to her chest.

“Right. Sorry,” Molly replied.

“No problem. What can I get you?”

“A girlfriend,” she replied honestly.

“Sorry?” Logan laughed.

“A beer. I could use a beer. Whatever you have on tap is fine.”

“It’s October. Want the autumn ale we just got in?”

“Sure. Sounds good.”

Logan went to the tap, grabbed a cold glass, and pulled on the handle.

“So, a girlfriend?”

“Huh?” Molly asked back.

“You said you needed a girlfriend before.”

“Oh,” she uttered as the glass was placed on a napkin in front of her. “Sorry. That was a Freudian slip, I guess.”

“I’ve been there. Not sure that helps.”

“You’ve been looking for a girlfriend?” a woman asked as she walked up to the bar, holding a plate with a burger and fries on it, with a glance aimed at Logan.

“No, babe, I haven’t been,” Logan replied. “I live with mine, and she makes me very happy. I meant that I’ve been there in the past, before I met you.”

The woman winked at Logan and walked off with the plate.

“That’s my girlfriend, Rory. She helps out here sometimes.”

“Oh,” Molly said. “Good for you. You found her.”

“I did, yeah.” Logan smiled at Rory, who was at a table now, talking to customers. “You’re still looking?”

“I wasn’t until tonight.”

“Fresh off a breakup?”

“No, fresh off a massive crush that’s going nowhere, so I haven’t been looking, but now I am. I’m ready to move on.”

“Crush?”

“Someone from work whom I’ll never have. And my best friend, Juliet – well, you know Juliet because you know Gwen – anyway, she told me today that I need to move on. She’s told me that a million times, to be fair, but I’m finally ready to admit to myself that she’s right.”

“What about Ava?” Rory asked as she sat on the stool next to her. “Hi. I’m Rory.” She held out her hand for Molly to shake.

“Hi. Molly. Friends with Juliet, who’s dating Gwen.”

“Small world,” Rory replied.

“Yeah, I guess it is.”

“What about Ava?” Logan asked.

“Who’s Ava?” Molly asked both of them.

“Logan’s best friend,” Rory explained. “She’s single.”

“She just broke up with Bonnie last month,” Logan replied.

“They didn’t even date that long,” Rory said. “They got together after we did, technically.”

“I know, but I’m not sure that she’s ready to date just yet,” Logan noted.

“No problem,” Molly said and took a sip of her beer.

“Ava told you that she wanted to put herself out there again.”

“I know she did, but I think it’s too soon,” Logan replied.

“Babe, it’s Ava’s decision. Isn’t it?” Rory asked.

“Yeah, I know,” Logan said on a sigh. Then, she looked at Molly. “She’s my best friend. Well, technically, she’s my ex, too, but that was a long time ago.”

Molly shook her head and said, “Lesbians.”

“I know.” Rory laughed. “Why are we like this?”

“Good question,” Logan said. “Ava is amazing, though. You’ll like her. I don’t know if you’ll have much in common, but maybe you can just meet for a drink or something, and if nothing happens, nothing happens.”

Molly stared down at her dark beer and thought about Finley kissing India in the parking garage again. She thought about India sounding so confident in the kitchen about them getting back together earlier that day.

“Sure. Yeah. If she’s up for it, I am, too. Want to give her my number?”

“I can do that,” Logan said. “Can I get you some food or something?”

“That burger looked good,” Molly replied.

“I’ll put the order in for you and text Ava.”

Molly finished her burger and beer and went home, not really expecting anything to come from this whole Ava thing, but by the time she was in bed with a bag of popcorn and a horror movie on TV, her phone pinged, so she picked it up, seeing an unknown number had texted her.

Unknown: Hi. This is Logan’s friend, Ava. She told me I should text you to see if you wanted to grab a drink sometime. No pressure. Feel free to say no, but if you’re up for it, we can go to Candace’s and hang out.

Molly then pictured Finley running her hand through her short, adorably messy hair and went to text back.

Molly Jewel: Hi. I’m Molly. This is weird, right? I don’t even know you. Sorry, I’ve never done this before.

Unknown: Me neither. Yes, it’s a little weird. If you don’t want to, we don’t have to. Logan meddles sometimes, so I won’t take offense.

Molly Jewel: No, let’s do it. I’ll buy you a drink, and we’ll just hang out. No pressure.

Molly added Ava’s name to her phone, and they texted a few more times to arrange a meetup.

“Hi,” Molly said into the phone when Juliet called after those plans were made.

“Hey. Sorry about earlier. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine, yeah,” she said. “Sorry that I freaked you out before. I’m just used to having you around.”

“I’m still around, Molls. I’m just on the phone instead of in the office.”

“Not the same thing, but I’ll take it, I guess. Want to FaceTime?”

“Uh…”

“You’re naked, aren’t you?”

“Gwen took Carly out for a walk, and I just got out of the shower.”

“So, you’re not naked, but you just had sex with your girlfriend?”

“Yes, she is!” Gwen yelled.

“Gwen!”

Molly heard Gwen laugh and asked, “Did you just lie to me, Juliet?”

“Gwen is putting Carly’s leash on, so it’s not a total lie; she’s on her way outside. And I am naked because I just took a shower. Gwen was just in there with me.”

Molly laughed and said, “I’m glad you’re happy.”

“Me too,” Juliet replied. “Now, what are you going to do about Finley?”

“Move on,” she said.

“Really? Since when?”

“Since today. I overheard India in the kitchen, talking about how they’ll get back together again like they always do, and she just sounded so confident. It was simply a fact to her. It wasn’t an if. It was when. I think it just hit me then: I can’t compete with her. I never could. India practically walks on water in the office, but if there’s a puddle anywhere in this city, my ass will somehow find it and trip into it, making a huge mess. Clearly, I’m not Finley’s type, and I need to move on.”

“Molly, you’re an amazing person. If Finley doesn’t see that, it’s on her.”

“I don’t need the pep talk tonight, but thanks,” she said and grabbed a handful of popcorn. “I just went to the bar and hung out with Logan and Rory for a bit. Logan’s friend is single, and she suggested we go out. We were just texting each other, setting it up.”

“You really are moving on,” Juliet replied in disbelief. “You’re sure you’re ready?”

“I think so. I don’t know if Ava and I will even remotely connect, but it’s good to get back out there. If not, maybe she’s cool, and I get a new friend out of it or something. It’s good that I’m trying, I think.”

“I agree,” Juliet said. “I’m proud of you, Molls.”

“Thanks. I’m a little proud of myself, too.”


CHAPTER 3

“I’ve issued all the new-hire laptops,” Levi said. “And we’re down to three in the inventory. Should we order more?”

“How many new hires do we have scheduled so far for the rest of the month?” Finley asked.

“According to the list from HR, we’ve got ten more this month. And we don’t have any upcoming departures yet that I know of, so we can’t use any old laptops.”

Finley stared at him for a minute, waiting for him to get where she already was when he said that they only had three left in stock but had ten new hires starting soon.

“So, you’ll order more?” he asked.

“We do have three people who have put in their notice and have their last days next week. I just got that news. We also got George’s and Martin’s computers back yesterday, so that’s five. I’ll need you and Rusty to get those ready. I’ll order another five to get us ahead, in case we have more than ten coming in, and because we get a discount at five, but I want to wait to do a bigger order until the end of the quarter, once I see how our numbers shape up. We always get an influx of new hires at the beginning of the year and tend to lose people at corporate toward the end.”

“Right. Cool. So, you’ll order them?” he asked.

Finley nodded, and Levi walked off to get back to work.

“He’s…” Molly began.

“Yeah, the common sense and process stuff isn’t Levi’s thing, but he’s a brilliant technician. I’ve never seen someone work as fast as he does, and it’s always done right. He builds gaming computers on the side and sells them. I think he makes enough money supporting himself just by doing that, but he likes the work here.”

“We actually have twelve new hires,” Molly shared. “We had to add a couple more yesterday. Now that we’re expanding into new states, we need more HR reps and a few district managers. Plus, I just heard that we promoted someone from the store to take Andrew’s old job. They didn’t have a computer when they were making coffee, so they’ll need one.”

“Well, sitting next to you continues to be a good choice,” Finley noted and glanced at the spreadsheet with the names of the upcoming hires on it. “I only have ten here.”

“They’ll update that by the end of the day. Stacey does it before she goes home every day, whenever there’s something to add.”

Finley smiled over at her and said, “Thanks. That saves me from having to do another order.”

Molly shrugged a shoulder like it was nothing and went back to work.

Finley went to the needed website and used the password her old manager had left behind for her. She had only done this a couple of times before, since this had been Martin’s job, but it was simple enough.

“Hey, are either of those newbies not on this list yet in marketing or design?” she asked Molly.

“No, just HR and management. Why?”

“They get different computers,” she said as she entered the number of laptops she needed to buy. “They get different monitors, too.”

“They do? I don’t think I’ve ever noticed.”

“Yeah, they get the good stuff,” Finley explained. “They get the ones that are color-calibrated. Some want the curved monitors, but I have two of those in stock already.”

“And I get the crappy monitor that blinks at me?”

Finley turned and asked, “It does what now?”

Molly looked over at her and said, “You know, blinks.”

She then blinked her eyes several times in a row, causing Finley to laugh because it was pretty cute.

“It goes out in short bursts?”

“Is that what the techy people call it?”

Finley stood up and said, “It’s probably the cable. I’ll try different ports, and if that doesn’t fix it, I’ll grab you a new cable. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I’d have to fill out a ticket. That’s about twenty steps and takes forever. It’s fine. It only happens a few times a day.”

Finley bent down and found a new HDMI cable in her supply crate. She laughed at Molly because it seemed just like her to deal with a monitor going out instead of filling out an IT ticket.

“Can you stand up for a second, and I’ll take a look?”

“You don’t have to. I didn’t fill out a request.”

“I’ll do that for you later,” Finley said as Molly stood. “Give me just a minute, and we’ll see if it’s the monitor.”

“Okay,” Molly replied, moving aside.

Finley switched the existing HDMI cable into the second port on the monitor and stood back, waiting to see if the blinking happened again.

“How many times is it really happening?”

“Huh?”

“Molls, you said it was a few times a day. My guess is that you’re downplaying that.”

“Oh, yeah.” Molly laughed. “A few times an hour.”

The monitor blinked at Finley as if on cue.

“So, not the port,” she concluded and went to unwrap the new cable and plug it in after removing the old one.

She wrapped the old one as she watched the monitor to see if it would blink again.

“Nothing yet, but if it does it again, let me know. I have another monitor in the server room that we can try. If that doesn’t work, I’ll check all your settings, and we’ll see what the problem is. Sorry, some of this is a process. We’ve got to rule everything out before they let us order something expensive like a new monitor or laptop.”

“That’s okay,” Molly replied and smiled at her. “Thank you.”

“Will you promise not to suffer in silence and tell me if it keeps doing it, please?”

“I feel like a blinking monitor is a first-world problem, and I can deal with it. It always comes back up.”

“Until one day, when it doesn’t and you’re out a monitor,” Finley said and sat back down at her desk.

“True,” Molly agreed and returned to her chair. “Do I need to put in that ticket so that you don’t get in trouble for the cable?”

Finley laughed and said, “No, we have about a thousand of these.” She held up the old cable. “And we buy them in bulk. It’s probably the cheapest thing I can replace, but I’ll put the ticket in for you anyway so that there’s a record. That way, if we do need to replace something more expensive, we have proof that we tried everything else first.”

Finley watched as Molly’s smile widened, but she didn’t know what she had done to deserve it. She’d only replaced a cable and offered to put the ticket in for Molly, which was easier for her to do herself since she lived in the system and could mark the ticket as complete all at once. Then, she caught something out of the corner of her eye and turned, noticing India walking by, and she was alone.

“I’ll be right back,” she said to Molly, not wanting to go but needing to talk to her ex. “Hey,” she half-yelled.

India stopped walking, smiled at her, and said, “Hey.”

“Can we talk?”

“Sure. I’ve got a minute,” India replied and nodded at the empty conference room next to them.

“Yeah, okay,” Finley agreed reluctantly.

She didn’t really want to do this in a see-through conference room, but it was better than going somewhere alone with her ex, where India might try to talk her out of it and get her way. Finley followed her inside, and India sat down in one of the chairs, placing her phone and laptop on the conference table. Finley didn’t want to sit down, so she closed the door and remained standing next to it.

“I didn’t get your key back,” she said, taking India’s key out of her pocket and placing it down on the table. “There’s yours.”

“The key? That’s what this is about?”

“And your stuff. I have your stuff. I put it in a box.”

“You put my stuff in a box? Finley, I have more than a box worth of stuff there.”

“There are a couple of boxes, but I left the clothes in my closet hanging up for now so that they don’t wrinkle and stuff. I know you hate that. They’re in that garment bag you left there, so you can just grab that, too.”

“Slow down,” India said. “Will you sit?”

“I’m good.”

“Finley, I’m not going to jump your bones, if that’s what you’re worried about. We’re at work. Just sit down, please.”

Finley looked out the glass and noticed Molly looking at them. Molly quickly turned, pretending to tie her shoe, which made Finley laugh. She pulled out the chair and sat.

“Can we talk about this later?” India suggested. “Like, this weekend. I can come over and we can talk.”

“We just talked the other day. What is left to talk about? I think we dissected our entire relationship.”

“I can cook. I’ll make you that pasta dish you love that I can’t stand,” India said, laughing a little. “The one where you add extra butter even though the sauce has butter in it.”

“My mom makes it like that,” Finley said.

“I know, babe,” India said, smiling at her. “I know that because I know you. I know your family and how your mom used to cook for you after really long days at work. She’d add extra butter, ketchup, cheese, and everything else to whatever you wanted to try to make up for not being home all the time because she worked odd shifts.”

Finley swallowed as she thought back to her childhood. Raised by a single mother and being the older sister hadn’t been easy on her, but she never complained. Her mom did the best she could, and while she missed a lot of stuff, she did what she could to make it up to them. Sometimes, there were cheap stuffed animals that she would pick up at a gas station on the way home, or a candy bar that she’d grab for them to share. Other times, she would cook them dinner and let them have whatever they wanted in it, like extra butter, because she couldn’t afford dessert or much else.

“Can you come over to get your stuff?” Finley said when her thoughts returned to the present. “You can let yourself in and just leave your key when you go. You can lock the door without it.”

“You’re not going to be there?” India asked.

“Probably better that I’m not,” she said.

“If you think that, then I’ll leave my stuff there, Fin.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Babe, it means that it’s not over, then. You’re worried that we’ll end up in bed again if we’re alone. You’re worried that we’ll have sex because it’s not over with us, like it never really is.”

“We ended up in bed the other night and didn’t sleep together,” Finley noted.

“You opened the door to the bathroom topless, and I saw you looking at my boobs when I took off my shirt, Fin.”

“They’re boobs,” Finley argued. “I always look at boobs when I can.”

“Yes.” India laughed. “You’re definitely a boob girl.”

Finley smiled because that was true, and India knew that about her better than anyone.

“This weekend, let’s talk, Finley. We can go to a restaurant or just take a walk or something, if you want us to be in public.”

“What do we still have to talk about, India?”

“There’s always something to talk about with us.”

“But there’s not because we’re not together, India. It’s over. I think it’s best if we finally go our separate ways.”

“Fin, we never go our separate ways. We always get back together.” India leaned forward toward her. “I haven’t dated anyone else in years, even when you and I were broken up, because I knew it was just a break and we would end up back together. I know you haven’t dated anyone else, either.”

That wasn’t entirely true. Finley hadn’t officially dated anyone, but she had slept with two different women during a couple of their longer breaks. She had met a woman at a bar one night, and they’d had a few hours together before she’d gone home. The other woman, she had been with a few times before calling it quits just before she got back with India. She wasn’t sure if India was referring to sex or just dating someone, but she wasn’t going to bring that up. She didn’t want to hurt India. She did want this conversation to be over, though.

“India, I–”

“Just give it a week, and we’ll see where we are, okay?” India asked, standing up and grabbing her stuff. “Keep that.” She pointed to the key Finley had left on the table for her.

“India, come on; take your key back.”

“It’s silly. You’ll need it, even if it’s just to get your stuff from my place, Fin. Just hold on to it until you’ve done that, if nothing else. It’s practical.”

“Fine,” she replied and stood.

She tucked the key back in her pocket, not wanting to argue when anyone on the floor could walk past and see them right now.

“I’ll call you later,” India said before turning around as if she were about to kiss Finley goodbye.

Finley stood there frozen, not wanting the kiss but not being able to move, either.

“Shit. Sorry.” India took a step back, shaking her head. “Habit.”

“Yeah,” Finley replied.

“We’re in the office.”

‘And also not together anymore,’ Finley thought to herself.

“I’ll call you,” India added.

Finley tried to speak up that a phone call wasn’t necessary, but India was gone before she could get the words out, and Finley stood there a little in shock because she had had two goals with this conversation. She’d wanted her key back and for India to have her own key returned to her, and she’d wanted India to come by and get her stuff. She had stuff at India’s place, too, but it was mainly just toiletries and some clothes that India had borrowed to sleep in from time to time. She might have had a few more things there, but if she did, she couldn’t even remember what, which meant those things weren’t that important to her anyway, so she had been prepared to tell India to keep everything or donate it if needed.

It was moments like this that Finley was glad they had never moved in together. They’d been close a couple of times but never took the plunge. It hadn’t always been her holding back. Sometimes, India hadn’t been ready, either, but most of the time, it had been Finley suggesting that they not do that until things were more stable between them. She supposed now, they’d never be.

“Everything okay?” Molly asked when Finley sat down at her desk.

“Oh, yeah. All good,” she replied with a forced smile.

“Sorry, I was staring. I didn’t mean to,” Molly told her. “I was surprised, I think.”

“That I was talking to India?”

Molly shrugged a shoulder apologetically.

“Hey, how’s your monitor?” Finley asked, changing the subject to anything other than her relationship with her ex-girlfriend.

“No blinking,” Molly said with a smile. “Not yet, anyway.”

“Well, it’s only been ten minutes, so let’s give it an hour before we call it a victory.” She turned back to her computer. “Hey, do you want to get out of here?”

“Huh?”

“Coffee?” Finley asked. “I could use a walk.”

“Oh,” Molly said, looking at her calendar. “I can’t right now. I have a meeting. But maybe in an hour?”

“Yeah, sure.” Finley tilted her head. “I need to get out of here now, but if you want to go when you’re done with your meeting, we can get coffee.”

Molly nodded and said, “Okay.”


CHAPTER 4

“I tried to give her the key back, but she brought up a good point. I have to get my stuff from her place anyway, so I’ll just keep it for now and find out when I can go do that. I didn’t really care about whatever I left there. I think there’s maybe a toothbrush. She uses an electric one, and I just have a regular one there. There are probably clothes there, too, but not anything I’d miss, and her boobs are bigger than mine, so she’s stretched out all my shirts I’ve left there anyway.”

“She’s big into borrowing your clothes?” Molly asked.

“Shirts to sleep in, mainly. She’s always liked my T-shirts better than whatever she buys for herself. Probably because mine are actually comfortable and hers are just expensive.”

Molly wanted to laugh, but she pictured India walking around in only one of Finley’s T-shirts and nothing else while Finley awaited her in bed and subsequently pulled it off her, and that got her to clear her throat.

“So, you still have her key, and she still has yours?”

“For now,” Finley said and finished the coffee she had gotten in a to-go cup, but they’d decided to stay at the store and have them there instead of walking back to the office while drinking them. “Should we head back? I’ve got some computers to look at.”

“Sure,” Molly replied.

She hadn’t yet finished her coffee, but she would just take it with her. They stood, and a woman who had needed a table instantly took their spot and pulled out her laptop while they made their way to the door, where Finley automatically opened it for her. Molly gave her a small smile in return. It wasn’t a forced one; just not her best real one, either. The fact that Finley opened the door for her almost like a date would have made it real, but thinking about how Finley would be back together with India soon made it a small, hesitant one.

Earlier, Molly had watched Finley march into the conference room with a determined, confident look on her face, one she hadn’t seen on her before that she could remember. She had seen her drop the key on the table and understood without words what she was doing. Then, she had watched as India had somehow talked that confidence off of Finley’s face. After being caught staring, Molly had turned away, but she hadn’t been able to resist another glance. That was when she’d seen Finley put the key back into her pocket, meaning it wasn’t really over between the two of them.

◆◆◆

“They’re like Bette and Tina from The L Word,” she said into her phone as she walked.

“Since when do you watch that show?” Juliet asked.

“I never did before. I always thought I was the one lesbian in the world who didn’t understand any L Word references. Then, I met you, and you’d seen it. I didn’t tell you, but I watched it all the way through over several months, and I honestly don’t get what all the hype was about.”

“It was the time, from what I’ve heard,” Juliet replied. “I didn’t even watch it initially because I was too young. We didn’t have the channel even if I’d wanted to, though.”

“Well, now, I’ve seen all the episodes, and Finley and India are the Bette and Tina of the real world, or at least, in my world. They’re just always going to get back together after they fall apart, aren’t they?”

“I don’t know that that’s true, but even if it is, they’re not fictional characters getting together and breaking up over and over again to cause purposeful drama and high stakes for TV viewers and ratings, Molls. They’re real people with real feelings, so even if this is crazy to you and me, there must be something that keeps pulling them back toward one another.”

“Yeah, I know. It just hurt, Jules. I watched Finley go into that room, and she looked determined to tell India something. It was to give her the key to her place back, it turned out, and I thought that maybe it was finally over for a minute. I allowed myself that one minute to believe it. Then, I watched her face change, and she wasn’t determined or confident anymore. I realized that must be what India does to her all the time. I don’t think she does it on purpose or to cause pain. I just think that’s how their relationship is, and that makes me sad because no one should be with someone who takes their face and makes it fall like that over and over again.”

“Molls, what happened to moving on? You’re literally on your way to the bar for a first date.”

“It’s a blind date, so I’m not overly confident.”

“But you should be thinking about her and not Finley.”

“Finley invited me to coffee today after the thing with India. She’s never done that before.”

“Well, it’s a lot easier to think of you now that she sits right there. I bet before, when she was on a different floor, she just went with people from her team or something.”

“So, it means nothing? That’s what you’re saying?”

“I don’t know, Molls. I’m not there. And you could just ask her. Even if you think that she’s going to get back together with India, she’s not yet. You could always be honest with her about your feelings.”

“Hey, wouldn’t you know it; I’m here now and need to get off the phone,” Molly said, dodging Juliet’s completely practical and logical advice. “I’ll text you later. Don’t text me back if you’re in an after-sex, naked glow, Jules. At least, put your clothes back on first.”

“I wasn’t expecting sex or a FaceTime call,” Juliet said, laughing. “I thought I was just taking a shower, and then we were going to get something to eat. Little did I know just how much I’d love having my girlfriend here this week after long, hard days.”

“You’re getting turned on right now, aren’t you?” Molly rolled her eyes and shook her head.

“Yes, pretty much always for her. But we’re going out to dinner right now, so I’ll have to deal with that later.”

“Deal with what later?” Gwen asked from Juliet’s side of the phone.

“You’ll find out when later arrives,” Juliet told her.

“And I’ve got to go,” Molly added and hung up on her friend.

She walked through the open door and looked around for a woman she didn’t know. Thankfully, Logan was behind the bar, so Molly smiled at her, and Logan nodded toward a woman in a booth by herself with a glass of white wine. Molly nodded back her thank-you and walked over, trying not to be nervous because this wasn’t a big deal. They were only here to see if there was any kind of chemistry between them, and if not, they’d go their separate ways or just be friends. There were no high stakes here, just two women meeting in person for the first time to see if they wanted to go on another date.

“Um… Hi,” she spoke when she arrived at the booth.

Ava looked up and smiled at her.

“Hi. Molly?”

“That’s me,” she said.

Ava stood up and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, which surprised Molly, so she stood awkwardly still.

“Sorry, I already ordered. I got here a while ago. Logan knows my drink and brought it over without me asking.”

“Am I late?” Molly asked.

“Oh, no. I came straight from work, so it’s me, not you. What can I get for you?”

Molly sat down and replied, “Just a beer for me. Logan probably knows which, since she gave it to me before.”

“Okay. I’ll be right back.”

Ava smiled and walked toward the bar, and Molly wondered if she was saying something to Logan about how Molly wasn’t as pretty or hot as she’d hoped, or that she was dressed too casually when Ava was dressed in a business suit complete with a navy blazer and slacks that cupped her ass in a very nice way. Molly pulled her eyes away because she shouldn’t be staring at the woman’s ass. They hadn’t even sat down to a drink yet. She thought about how Ava reminded her a little of India. Not physically; they didn’t look anything alike. But Ava was a smart dresser, that much was clear, and India must have had a closet the size of Louisiana because Molly wasn’t sure she’d ever seen her wear something more than once in all the time they’d worked together.

“Okay. Logan said you’d want this dark ale thing,” Ava said and placed it in front of her on the table.

“Not a beer drinker?” Molly asked.

“Not much, no. I’ll have one occasionally. I like some imports.”

“Wine fan?” she asked, nodding toward the glass as Ava sat back down.

“This one is good. Candace stocks it mainly for me. I mentioned it once when I came in, and she didn’t have it, so she ordered a case of it. I don’t come in very often, so I think it’ll take me years to drink it all.” Ava laughed, and it was a nice laugh. “Are you not a wine fan?”

“No, I am,” she replied. “I mean, I drink it sometimes. I think I have a few bottles at home. There’s this one brand my company partnered with to make a coffee kind of wine. Like, they used the beans in it to flavor the grapes or something. I don’t know how it all works.” Molly laughed a little. “Anyway, it’s a red wine, and they give us a bottle every year around the holidays.”

“Have you never tried it?”

“I did when it was first launched. They had a party, and that was the only red wine on offer that night. Everyone else was tasting it, so I thought I’d give it a try.”

She scrunched up her nose, remembering it.

“Not a fan?” Ava asked.

“Not really. It’s too strong for me. If you want to try it, though, I’ll happily give you a bottle or, you know, all of the bottles in my possession and the one they’ll probably give us in a couple of months, too.”

Ava laughed and said, “Maybe I’ll just go to your place one night and you can pour me a glass.”

Molly smiled a little at that and replied, “Yeah, maybe.”

“So, Logan tells me that you know Juliet, who is dating someone else Logan knows?”

“Gwen, yeah,” Molly said. “Juliet is my best friend. She met Gwen about a month ago. They’re probably having sex right now.”

Ava’s eyes widened.

“Sorry. I just got off the phone with her, and that was what we were talking about. Not sex; not like we were only talking about sex,” Molly rambled. “Just that it came up, and they’re together right now, so they’re probably doing that.”

Ava laughed and said, “Well, they’re in the honeymoon phase, aren’t they?”

“They are, yes,” she replied.

“I remember that phase,” Ava shared and looked off toward the door.

“Logan told me that you’re newly single.”

“I wouldn’t say newly. Well, maybe so; I don’t know. We were together for a few months, so not years or anything. I think that makes a difference when it comes to being ready for something new.”

“I agree,” Molly said and took a drink of her beer.

“And you’re ready for something new?” Ava asked her. “Logan mentioned that you might be.”

“I haven’t had anything old, so to speak.” She shrugged a shoulder.

“Nothing recently?”

“No, I haven’t dated anyone in a long time.”

“Not that you have to justify that to me, but as part of getting to know each other, is there a reason?”

“I liked someone who wasn’t mine to like.”

Ava nodded and said, “I get that.” She then looked over at Logan and asked, “Did she tell you about our history?”

“She said you used to date.”

“We did. We were friends first before we were lovers, and I thought we would be together forever. Some things happened, and she’d have to tell you the whole story, but I still loved her, you know? I just couldn’t be with her anymore.”

“Do you still?”

“Love Logan?” Ava asked and shook her head. “No. We’ve only recently really gotten our friendship back. I was with my ex for only a few months, but I wasn’t hung up on Logan when I was with her. I loved Bonnie. And I’d liked her for a while before we started dating, so the relationship part, the falling in love piece, happened pretty quickly.”

“What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Well, I don’t know, exactly. Everything was going well. We started planning on taking a trip together. I thought we’d do something over a long weekend and stay pretty close. She wanted to take two weeks off and go to Europe. We fought about it. That brought up other things that we hadn’t fought about that we needed to get out, I guess. Then, it was just over.”

“Wow! Really?”

“We’d had the big talks before about careers, where we wanted to live, marriage, kids, and all the stuff you need to know about what another person wants to make sure everything lines up for you, and I thought it had. Then, she’s tossing around wanting to retire from her day job by forty and move to Portugal because she’d heard it was a good place to retire. She wants to run her own business after that and can do it from there. I thought she was kidding or that it was a pipe dream kind of thing that wouldn’t ever happen, but then, she’s suggesting we go to Portugal for that vacation, and I see her pulling up articles online on how to create an LLC and run it from another country. It started getting more likely that she’d actually do it. I think that’s great if she wants that, but I don’t. When she got an app on her phone and started learning Portuguese, Spanish, and French all at the same time, I knew it was what she really wanted, so that fight just made it all come out, and that was the end of it.”

“Do you still love her?” Molly asked.

“Yes, but I’m no longer in love with her. I suspect I love more what I feel like I’m missing because she wants one thing, and I want another. It’s less about Bonnie and more about what I lost when our relationship ended.”

“That makes sense to me,” Molly replied.

Ava took a slow sip from her wine and asked, “Do you want to maybe order something to eat?”

Molly smiled and replied, “I’d love that. What will you order that goes with the fancy wine, though?”

Ava laughed and said, “I’ll ask them to caramelize onions and put those on a burger. That will elevate it a little.”

“Onions?” Molly asked without thinking.

“Maybe not,” Ava said with a lifted eyebrow and a smile.


CHAPTER 5

Finley stared at her computer screen and counted down the minutes in her mind. It was four fifty-five, which meant in five minutes she could go home for the weekend. While five wasn’t strictly her time off since she was a salaried employee, she didn’t have anything to do that couldn’t keep until Monday, and she was more than ready for a weekend of relaxation, getting caught up on the computer she was building for herself, and the football game.

What she wasn’t looking forward to was India’s inevitable call or text, asking Finley to talk and probably get together. Finley didn’t see the point, and she was exhausted by the whole thing. On top of that, she’d broken up with India this time for one specific reason: she was ready to move on.

“Um… Yeah, I can talk,” Molly said.

Finley turned her head when she heard Molly’s voice and watched as she walked by their cubicles and toward the kitchen.

“I had a good time, too.” Molly smiled. “Again? Yeah, we can go out again. I’m still at work, though. Can I text you later, and we can set something up?”

Finley turned back to her computer and tried not to eavesdrop, but she was pretty certain she’d just heard Molly setting up a date. Not just a date, but another date, meaning she’d gone out with the woman at least once before. Finley swallowed and tried not to turn around again because she wanted to follow Molly and listen to the rest of her conversation, but that would be wrong and also a little crazy. Instead, she checked the time and noticed that it was three till five. She decided that was good enough and started to pack up for the weekend.

“You’re leaving?” Molly asked, walking to her desk.

“Uh… Yeah. It’s almost five.”

“You’ve left after me every day this week. I just thought you IT people worked late all the time.”

Molly sat in her chair.

“Sometimes, we do because we have to set things up or fix things when people aren’t here so that we don’t disrupt the business. Like, when a software needs to run maintenance and upgrades, we try to do that at midnight or something.”

“You’re here at midnight?”

“Only a couple of times since I started here. Most of the time, we can do things at, like, seven at night or something. I came in at four one morning, but since the stores open at six, it didn’t seem worth it to try to finish everything when we could run the stuff at night once they’re closed and everyone is done here.”

“Is it weird, being here late or early, when no one else is here?”

“It’s kind of cool. Spooky sometimes. Like, the couple of times I came in at midnight, I got here at eleven thirty, really, and we did the work leading up to pressing the button, so to speak. It was me, Martin, and Rusty. Levi wasn’t here yet. Anyway, we mostly just did the job, but I walked around, and this place is totally different when no one is here. The view out the window is all lit up, and it’s a whole new world out there at night.”

“New Orleans has a way with transforming itself like that, doesn’t it?” Molly said.

Finley nodded and asked, “So, any big weekend plans?”

“Just that football game with you and everyone. Or is that next weekend, and I got it mixed up?”

“No, it’s Sunday. You’re still coming, right?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there. It’s against Tampa Bay. Big time rivals,” Molly said.

“You hate football. How do you know that Tampa is a divisional rival?”

Molly cleared her throat and said, “Juliet told me.”

“Oh. She’s still coming, too, right?”

“Yes, she will be there with Gwen. Who else is going? You had six tickets.”

“Oh, Rusty and his wife,” she replied. “He practically begged me for the tickets. His wife is a bigger fan than he is, but she’s a Tampa Bay fan, so she’ll be wearing a jersey and a pirate hat, probably. I plan on sitting far away from her.”

Molly chuckled and asked, “Do I have to wear a jersey?”

“No, not unless you want to. Do you have one?”

“No.” Molly shook her head.

“I have one you can borrow, if you want. It’s an old one, but it would still show your Saints’ pride.”

“Why do you have Saint’s pride? You moved here for this job,” Molly noted.

“I’m from Kentucky. We don’t have a pro team, so I adopted the Saints when I moved here. I’m a Kentucky Wildcats fan for college, but they’re usually better at basketball, which I’m not a huge fan of. I follow it if I’m bored, but not as closely as the NFL. I’ve adopted LSU as my college football team since I moved here, so I’ve been to a few of those home games as well, but I haven’t gone at all this year.”

“You have two jerseys?” Molly asked.

“Technically, I have three,” she said and sat back in her chair, giving up on packing her stuff. “I bought a used one at a thrift store when I first got here. Then, I bought two new ones.”

“Why two? Two favorite players?”

Finley shook her head and said, “One for me. One for India, but she didn’t want it. It was a stupid gift idea I had. I thought I’d get the jersey for her for her birthday, and we’d both have one and could wear them to a game. I got us decent tickets, too. It was dumb. I knew she wasn’t a football fan. I just thought it could be something to do together. She got us tickets to the ballet, and I went.”

“No jersey wearing at the ballet, I take it?”

“No,” Finley said and laughed a little. “Never been?”

“To the ballet? No,” Molly replied. “I’d feel really out of place there. I assume wearing jeans and a T-shirt is frowned upon?”

Finley laughed harder and said, “Yes, she made me dress up. I don’t mind dressing up when it’s my choice, but I had to wear these uncomfortable pants, and my shoes were new and hadn’t been broken in yet, so my feet hurt at the end of the night. Anyway, I shouldn’t have given her the jersey. She didn’t want it. It’s still in my apartment.”

“You don’t think she’ll take it when she gets her stuff from your place eventually?”

“The jersey? No,” she replied. “That thing is in a drawer. She doesn’t even remember that I bought it for her.”

“I’m sorry,” Molly said.

“For what?”

“That she didn’t appreciate the gesture.”

Finley swallowed and said, “It wasn’t a good idea to give it to her for her birthday when it was something I liked.”

“You did it because you wanted to share something you love with her. I think that’s a good idea.” Molly shrugged her shoulders and looked at her computer. “My monitor has been behaving all week, by the way.”

“Yeah?” Finley smiled. “That’s good. Did you get a survey?”

Molly laughed and said, “Yes. I gave you a perfect ten for your service.”

Finley tipped a fake hat to her and, in her best Southern accent, said, “Why, thank you kindly, Madam. Much obliged.”

Molly laughed again and said, “No, thank you for fixing it. I’ve enjoyed the fact that it stays on all the time and doesn’t drive me crazy.”

“So, no other plans this weekend? Just the game?” Finley asked, trying to return them to her original question.

“No. Why?”

“Nothing. I just… Well, I overheard you. Sorry, I didn’t mean to eavesdrop.”

“Overheard wha–” Molly nodded in realization. “On the phone just now?”

“Yeah, sorry.”

“No, it’s my fault for taking the call here. I just got out of a meeting when my phone rang, and it rarely rings. It’s usually a text. But she was driving home and thought it was easier to call.”

“She?”

“Ava,” Molly replied.

“She’s your… girlfriend?”

“What? No,” Molly said with a laugh. “We just met. It was a blind date. A friend of a friend set us up.”

“I didn’t know you were dating anyone,” Finley replied. “Not that I need to know or anything. We were just talking about the tickets a few weeks ago, and you said you didn’t need one of the extras because–”

“When I say we just met, I mean we literally just met the other day. I went to a bar to grab a drink, and my friend Logan mentioned that Ava was single and ready to date again after a breakup. Although, Logan isn’t really my friend. She’s sort of friends with Juliet through Gwen. I’ve really only met her a couple of times when she’s been bartending, and Ava and I had a drink and ate some dinner at the bar that’s owned by another friend.”

“Lots of friends, huh?” Finley commented, not knowing what else to say.

Molly laughed and said, “I’m starting to get that, yeah. Logan is dating Rory. Rory is friends with Candace, who owns the bar. And it just keeps going on and on from there. Jules says she’s met some of them, but not all of them. They don’t always all hang out, but sometimes, they do. Gwen’s sister-in-law, or, really, ex-sister-in-law, is dating Myra, who knew this big group of queer women. It’s kind of spiraled from there.”

“And now, you’re included?”

“Not really. Maybe tangentially, but they all have people. They’re part of couples. Candace is the only straight one in the bunch, but even she’s engaged. I feel like if I showed up to one of their hangouts in the bar, I’d be standing there by myself, watching them all hold hands, kiss, hug, and otherwise be happy and coupled off. I’d be drinking one too many beers and waiting until it was appropriate for me to go home and watch something on Netflix.”

“You could bring Ava,” Finley suggested and cleared her throat.

“The one I’ve only just met and have been on one date with? Well, it was a hangout more than a date. We kept it lowkey, so there wasn’t any pressure.”

“Did you get a goodnight kiss out of it?” Finley asked with a smile that she had to force.

“On the cheek,” Molly said. “But we talked about going out again, so that was what she was calling about. I told her I would talk to her later.”

“Cool,” Finley replied.

“What about you?” Molly asked.

“What about me?”

“Any plans other than the game?”

“Not really. I’m going to work on a computer I’m building, but that’s what I normally do on the nights and weekends.”

“Do you build and sell them like Levi?”

“No, this is just for me. I build it, use it for a bit, and rebuild it every so often when a new piece of tech comes out, but I do a little coding, too. Nothing crazy, but I’ve made a few silly games and stuff. I upgrade the hardware to give me more RAM or whatever, make another silly game, and then I do it all over again. It’s lame.”

“Why is that lame?” Molly asked.

“It’s nerd stuff.”

“So?”

“So, do you build computers on the weekends?”

“No, but only because I don’t know how. You’ve seen me with my monitor.” Molly hooked a thumb back at it. “I didn’t even think to change the cable. I just pictured myself throwing the monitor off the roof. Besides, I told you about my weekend plans. They involve watching TV and going to the game because you invited me and Jules. Otherwise, I’d probably just be doing work and watching Netflix.”

“You wouldn’t be hanging with Jules?”

“She has a girlfriend now. I don’t think they’ve spent a night apart in weeks, and Gwen is with her even now. They should be almost home at this point, but Gwen is with her on the trip. I guess Jules will be on her own next week, but that only means they’ll want to spend this weekend together, too. They’re in a can’t-keep-their-hands-off-each-other stage, and as much as I miss my friend, I don’t want to be needy or get in the way.”

“I get it,” Finley said.

India then walked by with Lyla and glanced over at her. She gave Finley a tight smile, and Finley knew that smile. It meant that India wanted to say something, but she couldn’t because they were at work. Finley looked away and caught Molly staring at her.

“Is it weird?” Molly asked her once India and Lyla had turned a corner and couldn’t hear them.

“What?” Finley asked.

“Working with your ex. She’s still your ex, right?”

“Yes,” Finley said quickly. “India is still my ex. And yes to your first question, too. It’s weird every time we break up. It’s different this time because it’s the last time, but also because I’m usually sitting in the server room and not on the floor, so I saw her a lot less when we ended things before. Now, I’m seeing her walk around here at least four or five times a day.”

“Sucks?”

“A little, yeah,” Finley said.

Molly looked down at her phone.

“Ava?”

“What? Oh, no. It’s Jules. She and Gwen are about three hours out. I asked her to check in with me on the drive home if she could. I’m just that annoying friend who always wants to make sure her friends are safe.”

“I don’t think that’s annoying,” Finley said.

“No?”

“No, I think it’s nice, having someone check on you and make sure you’re okay.”

“Shit. It’s five-thirty already?” Molly said, still looking at her phone. “How have we been talking for thirty minutes?”

Finley looked at the time on her computer and couldn’t believe it, either. She could swear that Molly just sat down.

“You probably have to go, huh?” Molly asked. “You were packing up to leave before.”

“I didn’t have anything else to do, but I’m not rushing off for any particular reason.”

“Want to walk out together, then?” Molly asked.

“Sure,” she replied with a smile.

They packed up their things, and within a few minutes, they were walking out through the kitchen, where India was still talking to Lyla.

“Hey, I’ll call you, okay?” India said to her.

Finley wanted to scream at her because not only did she not want to talk, but she didn’t want Molly to think that they were still talking. She didn’t want Molly to think that she and India were going to get back together again. They weren’t this time. Finley was done, and India needed to get that through that pretty head of hers. So, she didn’t reply. She didn’t even acknowledge that she had heard India with a nod. Finley just kept walking, with Molly at her side, because the reason it was officially done with India was that Finley had a big crush on her new seatmate, and she had been ready to see if Molly was interested in her. Now, she just had to worry about this Ava woman.


CHAPTER 6

“Are you still going to pretend you don’t like football and don’t know anything about the Saints?” Juliet asked.

“I can’t exactly go back on that, can I?” Molly replied. “What would I even say to her? I pretended not to be a fan and know stuff about football for no reason?”

“You could just start by telling her that it wasn’t for no reason,” Juliet suggested. “It was because you liked her, and she made you nervous, so you didn’t know what to say.”

“Yeah, and then she shows up to work tomorrow with India on her arm and sits down next to me, feeling sorry for me because I like her and she’s back with her gorgeous ex-girlfriend.”

“Oh, Molls,” Juliet replied and wrapped her arm around Molly’s shoulders.

“So, we’re supposed to pretend that you don’t know anything about football?” Gwen asked.

“Yes, I’d really appreciate that. Thank you for your support, Gwen,” Molly replied as they approached their gate.

They were meeting Finley and Rusty, along with his wife, whom neither Juliet nor Molly had met. There, Finley would give them their tickets, and they’d go inside together. Molly had worn a pair of jeans and a black T-shirt, hoping that would help her fit in with the crowd, which was predominantly in black and gold. She hadn’t lied about not having a Saints’ jersey. She’d never bought one, not seeing the point because she was a fan from her couch. This was actually Molly’s first home game, and it was hard to pretend that she wasn’t excited because this was a big deal.

She’d grown up a Saints fan. She remembered the Super Bowl they had won right after Hurricane Katrina and how much it had meant to the city that was still rebuilding. Her dad had introduced her to football, but her mom was a big fan as well, and they’d spent many Sundays watching games in the living room together. Her mom would make three or four different dips, her dad would buy all the chips in the store, and they’d snack until it was time to cook. Then, he and her mother would cook lunch or dinner, depending on the time of the game. They would try to time eating around halftime unless it was a big game and everyone needed to sit down and watch and not cook. Then, they’d all clean up together after the game. Molly still thought back on those days and smiled.

When Finley had first talked about football, it had been with Juliet, but Molly had been there as well, and Finley had asked if she was a fan. For whatever reason, Molly had said no, and now, she was stuck with the lie, or she’d have to tell Finley that she hadn’t been truthful and give her the reason why, or tell another lie, which she didn’t want to do.

Molly smiled when she saw Finley standing by the entrance with Rusty and a woman wearing a Tampa Bay Buccaneers’ jersey. Finley looked up and smiled at her. No, she smiled at all of them. Juliet and Gwen were included in that smile, too, probably. It couldn’t have just been aimed at her.

“Hey,” Finley said to her.

“Hi,” Molly replied.

“Hey, Jules. Good trip?” Finley asked.

“Great trip,” Juliet replied with a smile. “This is my girlfriend, Gwen. Gwen, this is Finley and Rusty. We work together.”

“And this is my wife, Emily,” Rusty said. “But you can pretend you don’t know her, if you want. She’s wearing a Bucs’ jersey.”

“Hi,” Emily spoke through her light laughter. “Sorry, Bucs’ fan for life.”

“It’s fine. We’ll be inclusive for the day,” Finley replied. “But only if the Saints kick your ass.”

Emily laughed, and with Finley distracted by the conversation, Molly took her in. Finley was wearing a pair of jeans and a black jersey with the number seven on the front. She was also wearing a Saints’ baseball hat with the fleur-de-lis on it. She looked like the perfect, casual-but-not-so-casual fan, unlike some of the others who had on face paint and sometimes, went topless and spelled out the name of the team on their chests. That had her thinking about Finley’s chest and wondering how her small breasts would fit in her hands.

“Molls?”

“Huh?”

“Um… I brought you this.” Finley held out a jersey in her hand. “If you don’t want to wear it, you don’t have to.”

“You brought this for me?” she asked, taking the jersey from her. “Is this India’s?”

“She never wore a jersey, so–” Finley stopped, and her eyes went somewhere. “You can just keep this one. I don’t need two,” she added and pulled on the jersey.

Molly couldn’t tell what she was doing. Then, Finley’s hand disappeared into her pocket, and she smiled at her.

“Keep it? These things are expensive. Over a hundred bucks for an official one.”

“How do you know how expensive football jerseys are?” Finley asked.

“Just a guess.” Molly cleared her throat and pulled the jersey on over her T-shirt. “We’re in a stadium. I assume everything is expensive here and that they’re charging a lot for jerseys, too. Ow!”

She looked down as she felt a sharp, almost-slice over her hip. There was a piece of plastic attached to the jersey there that looked like it had been part of a price tag. Molly looked up at Finley in confusion.

“We should head inside,” Finley said, turning away from her.

“Did she just buy that for you?” Gwen whispered as they walked toward the gate to hand their tickets to the agent there.

“I’m sure the tag was just still on it from India.”

“I doubt it. The way she was acting, yanking that price tag off it and shoving it into her pocket, she wouldn’t have done that if she’d bought it for someone else,” Juliet offered.

Molly looked down at the jersey she now wore and did her best to tuck the plastic piece she couldn’t get off without the scissors into her jeans so that it wouldn’t scrape her skin. Then, she walked on. Finley handed her the ticket and let her walk in first, getting it scanned and going through security. Once their whole group was through, Rusty and Emily went to join the beer line, Juliet and Gwen wanted to pee before the game started, and Finley stood there waiting with Molly.

“Want to grab some food?” Finley asked. “That way, we don’t have to get up later.”

“Um… Sure,” she replied.

She followed Finley, who seemed to know where she was going, but with the crowd, she lost her twice before finding her again. Finally, Finley reached her hand back for Molly to take, and Molly took it without second thought. In the moment, it wasn’t because she wanted to hold Finley’s hand. It was because she didn’t want to lose her in the crowd again. It was just practical. But after a few seconds of Finley pulling her through the busy stadium, Finley linked their fingers as if to make their connection stronger, and Molly thought about what that would feel like if they were actually here on a date or as a couple. She thought about how nice it would’ve been to be able to be the big fan that she was with the woman who was also a big fan, and how she would’ve loved to have Finley hold on to her from behind as they stood in the food line. Then, they arrived at the line Finley wanted, and she looked down for a second at their joined hands before she let it go, and Molly felt its absence.

“So, they have hamburgers, hot dogs, nachos, and pizza here. I thought it had the most options. Oh, and fries; really good garlic fries and plain ones, too. Plus, you can get beer from this one. Do you want a beer? I don’t think they have any other alcohol here, but there’s wine and–”

“Beer is good,” Molly interrupted. “What are you getting?”

“I’ll be spending my entire paycheck on a beer, nachos, and a hot dog.”

Molly laughed and asked, “What about those garlic fries you said were so good?”

“Those are for halftime. I’m not getting jalapeños on my nachos in case you want to share.”

“You don’t like them?”

“No, I do. I thought you might not, and I like to share.”

Molly smiled and replied, “You can get extra jalapeños, then.”

“Really?”

“I’m from New Orleans, Fin. You think I can’t handle a little spice?”

“Some people can’t.”

“Well, I’m not some people, I guess,” Molly replied as they moved up in line.

“Okay. Extra jalapeños, then. What are you getting?”

“I’m thinking a hot dog,” she said. “And stealing some of your nachos,” she added.

Finley laughed.

“Oh, and a beer.”

“No garlic fries?” Finley asked.

“Apparently, those are halftime snacks.”

A few minutes later, they made their way to the front of the line, where Finley ordered everything for both of them and handed over her credit card. Molly had her own card out, ready to pay for her food, but Finley shook her off with a smile. Then, they carried their food over to the condiment stand, and Molly added mustard to her hot dog. She watched Finley add mustard, ketchup, and relish. They both grabbed some napkins and walked back to their section, where they met Rusty and Emily. Juliet and Gwen were already in their seats and, somehow, had gotten themselves each a beer, likely in one of the shorter, beer-only lines.

When they walked down their row, Molly noticed that Rusty and Emily went in first, with Emily sitting at the end of their group. She and Finley followed them in, with Juliet sitting next to Molly and Gwen on the other end. They situated their food, and Molly took in the stadium she’d never been to but had always wanted to see. Her father had had social anxiety disorder and worked from home to help manage it. He’d never have been able to attend a game live, so she and her mother hadn’t gone in solidarity. Molly reached for her phone and snapped a picture. She’d share it with her mother later. Since her father had passed away a few years ago, Molly didn’t think he’d mind her attending a game live at all. In fact, he was likely looking down on her now and smiling because his kid was at a game.

“Are you okay?” Finley asked.

Molly turned to her, putting her phone in her lap, and said, “Yeah. Why?”

“You just look a little choked up.”

“Oh, no. I think my eyes are just watering a little.”

“Spicy jalapeños?” Finley guessed.

Molly laughed and replied, “No. Shut up and give me a nacho.”

She then stole one and took a bite as if to prove that she could handle silly jalapeños, and when she finished it, Finley just shook her head. Molly turned to see Juliet staring at her.

“What?” she asked.

“You seem different,” Juliet whispered.

“What do you mean?”

“With…” Juliet nodded toward Finley slightly. “You’re not nervous.”

“Oh, trust me, I am,” she said. “But I think it’s getting better.”

“Really? That’s good,” Juliet said with a smile.

“So, I’m starving. I think I’m going to grab something for us to eat,” Gwen said, leaning over. “Babe?”

“Yes. We should’ve gotten it while we were out there. Let’s go,” Juliet prompted.

They stood and left the row. Molly turned her attention to the way-too-large hot dog and took her first bite, trying to at least not make a big mess. When she turned, she saw Finley smiling at her.

“Good?”

“Yes,” she said with her mouth still full. “Sorry.”

Finley laughed and replied, “I’m not sure there’s a good way to eat a hot dog without making a mess.” She then took a big bite of her own and got ketchup, mustard, and relish all over her mouth. “See?”

Molly laughed again and continued chewing while they watched the warm-ups.

Soon, Juliet and Gwen returned with their own food, and it felt very much like a triple date to Molly, which concerned her because this wasn’t a triple date. Yes, there were two couples with them, but she and Finley weren’t even on a date.

By the time the game actually started, Molly was trying to think about Ava and not Finley. Ava was the woman she’d be going out with again. Finley was the person she worked with, who had a few extra tickets to a football game.

“Oh, come on. Pass interference!” Molly yelled before she flopped back into her chair.

Then, the flag flew, and the call came in that it was, indeed, an offensive pass interference against Tampa Bay.

“How did you–” Finley began.

“I… taught her a few things,” Juliet answered for her. “When I knew we were coming to the game.”

“Oh,” Finley said.

Molly turned to Juliet and whispered, “Thank you.”

“You get one,” Juliet whispered back. “Just tell her.”

The game went on for two quarters, and New Orleans was up by seven at the half. Molly was trying not to appear excited, but what she had seen so far had her believing that the team would win. After scoring a last-second touchdown, they had the momentum going into halftime, and they had more passing yards and more rushing yards than Tampa Bay. They also had fewer penalties. In Molly’s opinion, that was the trifecta. On top of that, they had the home crowd behind them. Well, most of it. Emily was still cheering for her favorite team, and Rusty was shaking his head and laughing at her.

“So, having fun?” Finley asked.

“Yeah, I am,” she replied.

“Do you… I mean, I know Juliet taught you some stuff, but I can maybe teach you a few things in the second half, if you want, so you understand more about what’s going on. It might make it better for you.”

“Finley?”

“Yeah?”

“I just told you that I’m having a good time, and I am. I’m having a great time. Thank you for the ticket.”

“Really? I worried you’d be bored.”

“No, I am anything but bored. But I could use some of those garlic fries now. Just a few. I’m full from the hot dog and half of your nachos.”

“Let’s go, then,” Finley said, laughing a little.

As they walked through the packed aisle, forcing people to shove their legs under their chairs to make room for them, Molly thought about how a week ago, she’d barely been able to hold a conversation with Finley. Finley would walk up to her desk, run her hand through her hair, and Molly couldn’t find words. Now, Finley sitting next to her and not appearing from behind out of nowhere seemed to be helping her nerves. Of course, that might have to do with the fact that Molly had made the decision to go out with Ava and to do it again. It was freeing somehow, knowing that she was at least trying.

“Extra garlic on those fries?” Finley asked when they got to the line.

“Why not?” she replied.


CHAPTER 7

“I feel like we’re so close,” Finley noted. “Like, we just need a few more good players, a few first-round draft picks next year, and we’ll be right back in the Super Bowl.”

“Oh, yeah?” Molly replied. “We only get one of those a year unless there’s a trade. So, it might take a few years.”

“You know about the draft? Is that something else Juliet taught you?” Finley asked as they moved up in the same line they’d stood in before.

“Uh… Yes. She explained… that there are rounds, and each team gets a pick for each round. But sometimes, they trade picks. Right?”

“For other players or picks, yeah,” Finley replied. “So, there are seven rounds, and there’s all this wheeling and dealing that happens before it even starts and then throughout. It’s actually really cool to watch because if the coaches really wanted one guy, but he gets taken before they have a pick, they need to look at their board and find someone else, and that’s happening with each pick. If they really want a player who’s already in the NFL, they can trade other players or a pick or two to get that player, but they risk losing their higher picks and getting better players in the draft. The worst team in the league the previous season gets the first pick, so if some teams are already pretty bad, they might tank the rest of the games just to secure that number-one pick, which is usually a quarterback but can be any position, really. I don’t know that I’ve ever seen any kickers get picked number one, but they’re one of the most important positions on the team, if you ask me. Do you know about field goals and stuff? There haven’t been any in this game, so I don’t know.”

Finley turned to see that Molly was staring at her with a smile on her face.

“Sorry, I’m rambling about football? Are you bored?”

“What? No. Tell me about your kicker theory.”

“No, it’s not a big deal. Let’s just get garlic–”

“Finley, tell me.” Molly punched her shoulder playfully.

“They just have to be clutch, is all I meant. They usually don’t get enough credit, but when a team can’t score a touchdown, they’re in there to get them at least three points. Some of the best in the game make these long-distance kicks at the last second and end up winning the game for the team.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Molly said and seemed to actually mean it.

“Yeah, it is,” she replied and took Molly in for the first time since she’d put on the jersey.

Molly looked really cute in it, but also like it suited her, despite her not being a football fan. Finley had picked out the right size for her at the shop that sold official NFL merchandise by the stadium. She hadn’t wanted to lend or even give Molly a jersey that she’d originally purchased for India. That one would sit at the back of her drawer, and she might wear it when her current one wore out, but she didn’t want Molly to. She’d bought her a new one and then, like an idiot, hadn’t bothered to remove the damn tag. She only hoped she had been able to pull it off without Molly or anyone else noticing.

“Hey, what are you doing after this? Hanging out with Juliet?”

“No, she’s going home to pack. I assume Gwen will go with her, and they’ll be busy for the rest of the night.”

“Juliet leaves again tomorrow?”

“Yeah, and for the next few weeks, too. Honestly, the way she talks about business travel, I am glad I don’t have to do that for work. She hates it, and it started right when she met Gwen, so I think it’s been a rough adjustment for her.”

“But she’s got that promotion and an office now.”

“She does, and she wants to be in it already, but they needed her to cover everything this month.”

“I’ve never had to travel for work. Conferences count, I guess, but those can be fun for me. You’re walking around, learning stuff, or there’s a tradeshow floor where you get to play with new techy things.”

Molly laughed and asked, “Things to add to your computer?”

“Sometimes,” she replied. “And you always get those gift bags that have a lanyard, a pin for your shirt that no one ever wears, a magnet or a key chain, never both, and a stress ball. If the world put all the stress balls together, would we be able to overcome our universal stress?”

Molly laughed again and said, “That’s a good philosophical question.”

“For another time, because now, we have garlic fries.”

“I’m buying,” Molly stated, pulling out her credit card. “You got everything else earlier. Do you want anything else? Another beer?”

“No, I’m good. Um…” Finley cleared her throat. “I was thinking about maybe grabbing a burger or dinner later, after the game. It’s a lot cheaper to have dinner… elsewhere… like a pub or something.”

“Oh. You want to grab dinner?” Molly asked as they moved up in line. “You’re not full yet?”

“Not really. I ate a lot, but also a half of football can take two hours, depending on time-outs and injuries, so I’ll eat the fries with you, but I’ll be ready for dinner by the time we make our way out of here, get through the crowd, find somewhere to eat, and then, wait for the food.”

“Two hours, huh?”

“Football is a big commitment,” Finley replied with a faux-serious expression.

“Next,” a woman behind the counter said.

“Garlic fries, please,” Molly said. “And can we get extra garlic and parmesan?”

“It’s an extra charge,” the woman replied.

“That’s okay. Oh, and two bottles of water. Actually, make that four. I think Jules and Gwen need water. They’re a little tipsy.” She turned to Finley. “Rusty and Emily have some, right?”

“Yeah, they do,” she said, smiling at how Molly thought of others.

Maybe it was her human resources background. Her job was literally to think about other humans all the time. Finley’s was more about computers and solving tech problems that impacted humans, but it wasn’t the same. She hadn’t seen much of Molly working, despite the fact that they’d worked together for a long time now. Her job kept her in the server room or had her bouncing from desk to desk and floor to floor to fix things, which meant she’d only see her through the glass in a conference room or at her desk, reading something on her computer or typing. Because Molly was in HR, Finley hadn’t felt like she could ask many questions about what she did. She knew Molly would respect confidentiality, but she just wasn’t sure what to ask.

“So, dinner?” she chanced again.

“Um…” Molly grabbed the garlic fries that the woman passed to her and added, “Yeah. Sure. I can do that.”

She handed Finley the garlic fries and took the bottles of water, stuffing two of them into her bag for easier carrying. Then, they walked back to the condiment bar.

“Ketchup?”

“Tons of it,” Molly replied. “Like, more ketchup on fries than the cheese we had on nachos earlier.”

Finley laughed, put the fries under the hand pump for the bulk ketchup dispenser, and pressed down.

“Again,” Molly said.

Finley coated the fries in more ketchup and laughed again when Molly pointed and told her that she had missed a spot. Finley wasn’t sure where the fries had disappeared to when they were done, but Molly grabbed two white plastic forks and shoved them into the fries.

“All set,” she said.

The rest of the game was pretty intense. Two big injuries; one player had to be carted off the field. Finley watched Molly’s reaction, and she could see concern spelled out across her face, possibly thinking about the paperwork she would have had to fill out if this were someone who worked with them. Molly had surprised her today. Juliet must have given her hours of instruction on football because in the second half, Molly had used the terms ‘holding,’ ‘scrimmage,’ ‘linebacker,’ and even knew that the punter held the football when he kicked, but the field goals were held by someone else. Finley wondered why she had gone through all of the effort just to attend one game, but it also made her smile because maybe Molly had done that for her.

“So, we’re heading back to Juliet’s,” Gwen said when the game was over, and the Saints had won by three points.

“I figured,” Molly replied. “Have fun,” she added with a wink at Gwen.

“What are you up to?” Juliet asked her.

“Uh… Finley and I are going to grab dinner, I think.”

“Oh, I could eat,” Rusty said and turned to his wife. “I know your team just lost, but do you want–”

Finley cleared her throat in Rusty’s direction, and when he met her eyes, she glared at him.

“I think I’d rather we go home and order something in, babe,” Emily replied, catching Finley’s meaning when her husband was clearly oblivious.

“Great,” Finley said. “Should we go, Molls? We can pick the place along the way.”

“We could go to Candace’s. It’s chill, good food, and we’ll get served faster,” Molly suggested.

“Yeah. That sounds good,” Finley agreed.

“Have fun!” Gwen said in a singsong voice directed at Molly.

“Enjoy the sex,” Molly teased. “And the packing. But mostly, the sex.” She then pulled Juliet into a hug and added, “I’ll see you when you get back.”

Juliet whispered something to her, but Finley couldn’t hear it, so she pulled out her phone and pretended to check her messages. Unfortunately, though, she actually had messages: two of them, and both were from India.

India Sheridan: When can we talk? I’m free tonight.

India Sheridan: I think you’re at the game. Call me later?

She put her phone away, deciding she would respond to her ex-girlfriend later, and looked up just in time to see Molly watching her.

“Do you have to cancel?”

“No. Why?”

“No reason,” Molly replied with a forced smile.

They walked out together until they got to the parking lot, where Gwen had left her car. She and Juliet got in, and Rusty and Emily kept going in that direction to get to their own car. Finley had taken the bus while Molly had driven, so when Molly offered to drive them to the bar, Finley had no objection. They talked a little on their way there, but Molly seemed a bit distracted, and Finley didn’t know why, so she left her alone to sort through whatever had entered her mind. When they found a spot down the street from the bar, Finley watched Molly parallel park with ease and laughed.

“What?” Molly asked.

“Nothing. You’re just a pro at this parking thing. I still can’t do it, even after living here for a while now. I grew up in a small town where you never have to parallel park, so we don’t learn it. I had to figure it out on my own, and I still suck at it.”

“Well, I grew up here, where it’s a requirement if you don’t want to walk ten miles. I can teach you sometime, if you want. It’s not that hard.”

“Oh, I don’t want you to hate me.”

They got out of the car, and Molly locked it with her key fob.

“Why would I hate you?”

“I can get upset with myself sometimes. Like, when I can’t figure out why something isn’t working, it drives me nuts. There are expletives, and sometimes, I toss screws or cables. Not at people, but still. It’s better that I just keep sucking at parking.”

“Would you throw a screw or cable in a car?”

“No, I don’t think I’d have either on hand. Well, in my car, I do have cables, usually in the back seat, but I’d have to reach for one just to throw it, and–”

“Fin?”

“Yeah?”

“If you want me to teach you, let me know. If not, that’s okay,” Molly told her. “It would be one day, and I think you’d get it after a few tries.”

Finley smiled at her as they walked toward the bar.

“So, this is the bar? The one where all the friends go?”

“Yes, but I don’t know if anyone will be here tonight, and I only sort of know Logan and Rory a little bit.”

“Low-key. Cool,” she said, mostly to herself.

“Yeah, it’s just good bar food,” Molly replied simply, not understanding that Finley meant that she wasn’t exactly looking forward to a group hang with Molly’s sort-of-friends tonight.

She wanted them to get to know each other a little outside of work if they could. The grand plan was game fun, followed by a friendly dinner and maybe drinks, and then, if all that went well, she’d ask Molly out on a date and, hopefully, Molly would say yes.

They walked in, and Finley looked around, spotting one open booth off to the side.

“Is here okay?”

“Sure,” Molly said with a nod.

They sat down, and Finley grabbed them both the menus stowed behind the napkin holder.

“So, what’s good here?”

“I’ve really only had the burger, but I think everything is good.”

“Hi there. What can I get for you?” a woman asked as she approached the table.

“Oh, I don’t know yet,” Finley replied. “I guess I’ll start with a water while I figure out what I want to drink, and we’re going to eat, too.”

“Okay,” the woman replied.

“Water for me as well,” Molly said.

The woman nodded and walked off.

“So, that’s not Logan?”

“No, it doesn’t look like she’s working tonight.”

In Finley’s mind, that was a good thing. No one would be joining them at their table, so the two of them could talk and see where this could possibly go, if anywhere at all. Her feelings for Molly had come out of nowhere. She had been thinking about ending things with India, but that wasn’t really anything new. Molly was new, though. Finley had been stopping by and talking to Juliet more and more over the past few months, but since Molly was usually there, too, she would join them in conversation a little here and there, and there was just something about her that had Finley’s heart racing in a way it hadn’t done in years.

“I think I’ll get this autumn beer I’ve gotten here a few times,” Molly said.

“I’ll have that, too, then. Sounds good. I like seasonal beers.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, especially if they’re local.”

“This one is,” Molly said and looked toward the door.

When two women walked in, Molly’s eyes went wide.

“What’s wrong?” Finley asked.

“Nothing. Just… Um… That’s… someone I know.”

“Oh. One of the friends?”

“No,” Molly replied, turning back to her. “Ava.”


CHAPTER 8

“Oh,” Finley said. “The Ava?”

“Not the Ava; just an Ava. But yes, the one I went out with.”

“Do you want to say hello?”

“No, it’s fine; she’s with someone,” Molly said.

Ava had walked into the bar with a woman in tow, and that woman was currently laughing at something Ava had just said. They sat down in a booth on the other side of the bar, and with Ava facing away from Finley and her, there was a good chance she hadn’t even noticed that Molly was here as well.

“You can, if you want to,” Finley told her.

“No, it’s fine.” Molly turned back to Finley and smiled at her. “It looks like she might be on a date.”

Finley turned then, and Molly looked back over at Ava. Ava’s hand was on the table now, and the other woman had joined Ava’s hand with hers. It wasn’t in a family or friend kind of way, either. Their fingers were linked, and the woman was leaning over the table between them with an expression that told Molly she had something on her mind for them to do after dinner or drinks. What was strange to Molly, though, was her feelings on the matter. She’d been on one date with Ava, and they’d planned a second one, but clearly, Ava was seeing other people, and that was fine. It didn’t bother Molly in the slightest. Seeing someone else hold Ava’s hand didn’t make Molly jealous or want to walk over there and tell Ava that they’d decided to go to the same bar on the same night. It also didn’t make her want to go out with Ava again, which was strange because she had been excited at just the thought of a second date after their phone call on Friday.

“Does it bother you?” Finley asked her. “That she’s here with someone else?”

“She can date whomever she wants,” Molly said, dodging the question a bit. “And I can, too. We’ve only had one date.”

“I know. But still… It would’ve bugged me.”

“If it were India, I think that would make sense because she’s your ex, but I barely know Ava. I think she’s great, but we’ve had one date, and both of us just happened to choose this bar to hang out in tonight.”

“We can go somewhere else, if you want,” Finley offered. “We’ve only ordered water so far.”

“Finley, it’s fine,” she said, smiling at her and shaking her head. “It doesn’t bother me, okay?”

“Yeah, okay,” Finley said, appearing unconvinced. “So, burgers?”

“I can’t eat a whole burger. I’m still a little full from all the food I ate.”

“Ketchup isn’t food. It’s a condiment,” Finley teased.

“Ha ha,” she said dryly. “I ate the fries, too.”

“It was more like ketchup soup with a side of French fries.”

“You ate them with me,” Molly pointed out.

“Barely. I couldn’t get them from you the entire third quarter. By the time I got to take a second bite, there were five fries left and all the ketchup was gone.”

“Then, you must be starving. Get the burger. I’m going with an appetizer.”

“And a beer?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I shouldn’t, after all. I’m driving, and I’m not that hungry, so the alcohol will go right through me. I’ll just get a Coke or something.”

“It’ll be weird with me drinking and you not.”

“I’ll have a sip of yours, then,” she suggested.

Only a second later, it dawned on her what she’d just said. She was going to take a drink of Finley’s beer, and she’d just blurted it out like it wasn’t a big deal. Maybe it wasn’t. It was a sip, but they’d never hung out solo before, unless she counted the coffee shop, and she really didn’t because people from the office walked in several times and interrupted them. Now, it was just her and Finley, sitting in Molly’s new favorite bar, and they were talking about sharing a beer.

“I’m getting the burger, and I’m eating all of the fries, so if you want some, get your own,” Finley said with a lifted eyebrow.

Molly chuckled and replied, “That’s fair. I think I’ll get the potato skins with extra sour cream.”

“You do love your condiments, don’t you?”

“I guess so. You’re the one to talk, though. I saw you with that hot dog. You piled that thing high.”

“That’s true. With burgers and hot dogs, I like to make sure that they have actual flavor. Most don’t, so I add some. Fries are always hit or miss. Sometimes, they’re seasoned and just salty enough. Other times, they have nothing, so they’re awful. Garlic fries are perfect just the way they are and don’t need ketchup soup, Molls.”

“Then, why did you let me dictate your French fries today?”

“They were technically yours. You bought them,” Finley replied.

“For you,” Molly said. “Well, for us, I guess,” she added and felt the blush creep up her cheeks when Finley smiled at her.

“Next time, I’ll remember that and make sure to tell you to put the soup on the side.”

Molly laughed just as their waitress brought their waters and placed them in front of them.

“What can I get you?” she asked.

“You go first,” Finley said, motioning to Molly.

“Oh, just a Coke and the potato skins with extra sour cream.” She smiled at Finley. “On the side, please.”

“You want all the sour cream on the side or just the extra?”

“All of it,” Molly replied, “In case you want to steal one and don’t want sour cream soup,” she teased Finley, who just laughed silently.

“Can I get the local autumn beer you have and a burger and fries?”

“Sure. What do you want on the burger?”

“Ketchup and mayonnaise with lettuce and pickles.”

“And how do you want it cooked?”

“Medium well,” Finley said.

“Okay. I’ll put all that in. Wait. Do you want the skins to come out before or with her burger?”

“With is fine,” Molly answered.

The waitress walked away again, and Molly looked over at the woman who was no longer holding Ava’s hand, but that was likely only because Ava had a white wine now, and both of her hands were on the glass, holding it close to her body.

“So… It’s not weird for you to see the woman you’re dating out with someone else?” Finley asked.

“It’s weird, yeah, but not a big deal. We’re not technically dating. Can we change the subject, though?”

“What do you want to talk about?”

“Um… How many computers did you fix this week at work?”

Finley laughed and said, “You really want to talk about that?”

“No, but I don’t know you very well, so it seemed like a safe topic,” Molly replied and took a drink of her water.

“How about we start with the basics. Any siblings?”

“Two, but neither of them lives here anymore.”

“No?”

“No, they–” Molly stopped and just decided to explain it. “My dad died a few years ago, and they’re both younger than me, so when my mom couldn’t live in the house anymore and needed to move out of the city, they went with her.”

“I’m sorry about your dad,” Finley said, dropping her smile.

“Me too. He was a great dad, and I miss him a lot.”

“I bet it’s tough that the rest of your family moved away, too, though.”

Molly lifted an eyebrow because no one had ever said that to her before, not even Juliet, who had heard the whole sob story.

“It was, yeah.”

“Why didn’t you move with them?”

“I love it here. I feel closer to my dad in New Orleans, and he’s buried here. This is my home. I get why it was hard for my mom, but I needed to stay.”

“You’re the oldest sibling?”

“Yes. I’m twenty-nine. My brother is twenty-four now, and my sister is twenty-two. She’s finishing up her last year of school, and my brother is living at home while he figures out what he wants to do with the rest of his life. He’s been a little aimless since Dad died.”

“That’s understandable, I think.”

“What about you? Siblings?”

“Sister. Younger by two years,” Finley replied. “She still lives in Kentucky. I see her once a year, maybe, at the holidays. It depends.”

“On what?”

“Honestly, if I were with India at Christmas or not.”

“Ah.”

“Yeah. She wanted to be with her family for the holidays, and, well, my sister doesn’t really like her all that much, so that was a problem, too. I’m hoping to see her this year.”

“December is two months away,” Molly noted.

“So?”

“Nothing.” She shook her head.

“No. What did you mean by that?”

“Just that you two could end up getting back together by then,” she said.

“Molly, I’m not–”

“Molly?”

Molly looked up and saw Ava standing there.

“Ava, hi. What are you doing here?”

“Um… I’m on a date, actually. It’s a first date. She just went to the bathroom, and I noticed you over here. I wanted to say hello, but I don’t want to interrupt.”

“No, it’s okay. This is my friend, Finley, from work. We went to the Saints’ game today and came here to grab some food.”

“Hi. Ava.”

Ava held out her hand to Finley, who shook it.

“Yeah, hi. Finley,” she replied.

“Well, I should get back to my table. She’ll probably be out soon, and I need to plan my exit.”

“Exit?” Molly asked.

“She’s a little too clingy for a first date. I made it clear in my dating profile that I’m not interested in sex on a first date to try to get the women who just want to hook up to avoid me, but I don’t think she got the memo.”

“No?”

“No,” Ava said. “Since you’re here, though, is there a chance you could give me an out call in, like, three minutes? Just call my phone, and I’ll pretend that there’s an emergency and I have to go.”

“Oh,” Molly uttered and looked at Finley for some reason. “Sure. I can do that.”

“What are you doing over here?”

Ava’s eyes widened at the voice coming from behind her. The woman walked up next to her and smiled a fake smile in Molly’s direction.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi,” Molly replied.

“This is my friend, Molly. I saw her here and wanted to say hi.”

“Oh, cool. Hi. I’m Michelle.”

“Molly. And this is Finley,” she said, motioning to Finley with an open palm.

“Your girlfriend?” Michelle asked.

“Uh… No.” Molly shook her head. “Friends.”

“We should let them get back to their meal,” Ava said.

“Finley, that’s a cool name,” Michelle noted and aimed all of her attention at Finley.

Molly wanted to growl, but she held it in.

“I guess, yeah. My mom gave it to me, so I can’t take credit.”

Then, Michelle sat down next to Finley in the booth.

“Michelle, we can–” Ava tried.

“So, what are you two up to tonight?”

Ava gave her an apologetic glance, and Molly motioned for her to just sit down next to her because this perfect day couldn’t actually end perfectly. That would be too much to ask, apparently, and she hadn’t earned enough karma points to be able to drop Finley off at her house or apartment and drive herself home to leave a novel of a text message on Juliet’s phone about how amazing her day with Finley had been and how she wanted another one just like it, except the day in her fantasy would’ve ended with Finley in her bed or her in Finley’s.

“We went to the Saints’ game,” Finley said.

“Oh. Football? I hate football. Too violent. Not really into any sports, though.” Michelle shrugged a shoulder.

The waitress approached with their drinks and set them down.

“We should let you get back to your drinks,” Ava said, trying again to get Michelle to realize that this was awkward.

“What are you doing after this?” Michelle asked Finley.

“Michelle…” Ava said.

“What? I thought we might all go out dancing or something. This place is fine for a quick drink, but it’s not a real bar. They’re playing classic rock in here.”

“Molly and I are going to have dinner,” Finley replied.

“Yeah, but after that?” Michelle asked.

Molly waited for Finley to say that they had nothing else planned because that was the truth, and it would give Michelle an in to get at least Finley and maybe Ava to go dance with her, because Molly sure as hell wasn’t going to watch Finley dance with other women.

“Molly and I are hanging out,” Finley insisted. “Then, I’m going back to Molly’s place to keep hanging out together. Right, Molls?”

“Uh…” Molly wasn’t expecting that, so she looked over at Ava, who was now staring at her. “Yeah. That’s right.”

“Boring,” Michelle said. “Dance with me.” She leaned into Finley’s side.

“Aren’t you here with Ava?” Molly spoke up.

“Yes, but Ava doesn’t like me. Right, Ava? I assume this is going nowhere.”

“I wouldn’t say that I don’t like you, but I don’t think that we’re going to go on a second date, no.”

“There.” Michelle nodded. “That means Finley and I can go dancing.”

“Wow,” Molly said, mainly to herself.

“I am so sorry,” Ava whispered to her.

“No, it doesn’t mean that,” Finley replied. “I’m hanging out with Molly tonight.”

Michelle really looked at Molly for the first time then and tilted her head as if she were evaluating Molly and maybe comparing her to herself.

“Fine. Whatever. I feel like dancing. Ava?”

“No, I think I’ll just stay here and pay for the drinks.”

“Okay. Well, I don’t want to strike out tonight, so I think I’ll just go.”

Michelle stood up and left without another word.

“Molly, I cannot believe that just happened. I’m so sorry. I had no idea she was drunk before I even met her outside, and then, she had a shot here. I think she’s wasted.”

“Should you make sure she’s okay?” Finley suggested.

“Yes. I should,” Ava said and stood. “I’ll be right back to pay if they ask, okay? Can–”

“I’ll tell them.”

“Thanks,” Ava replied and made her way outside.

Molly turned to Finley and said, “Well, that was an experience.”

“I’d say so.” Finley laughed.

“Did you want to go? I know she seems like kind of a mess, but she might be fun.”

“Michelle? No way. She’s on something.”

“What?”

“Her pupils were the size of pizzas,” Finley explained. “She’s not just drunk. I’m not into that. Way too old for it.”

“You’re not way too old for anything.”

“I’m thirty-four. I did some mild partying in my early twenties, but I’m not into that anymore.”

“What are you into?”

“You know that already. I’m a big nerd and fan of football. That’s about it.”

“Okay. She’s in an Uber,” Ava told them when she got to their booth. “And I am embarrassed and cannot believe that just happened.”

“It’s okay. You can’t exactly get much from a dating profile on an app,” Molly replied.

“I might need to delete that, but I do need to go pay for our drinks and hit the road. I feel like I need a shower just from the few minutes I spent with her.”

Molly laughed and turned to see that Finley wasn’t.

“It was nice meeting you, Finley, and sorry.”

“No problem.”

“I’ll text you?” Ava asked.

“Um… Sure. Yeah,” Molly replied.

She didn’t want to embarrass Ava by saying no in front of Finley, but she also wasn’t sure if they’d go out again.

“Great. Have a good rest of your night, okay?”

“You too,” Molly said.


CHAPTER 9

“Burger and potato skins,” the waitress announced as she practically dropped their plates in front of them and rushed off to the new table of six that had just walked in, likely sensing that that many guys in their twenties would mean a lot of booze and therefore, a much larger tip than the two women who had ordered a Coke, an appetizer, a burger, and one beer.

“So,” Finley said. “Do you want a French fry?”

Molly laughed and seemed a little nervous.

“I thought you said I couldn’t have any.”

“Well, we just ran into the woman you’re dating on a date with someone else.”

“I told you, Ava and I aren’t technically dating. Also, that woman then hit on you in front of me.” Molly looked away. “Her. I mean, in front of Ava. Then, well, us. I mean, that’s awkward.”

“I think she wants to dance and get laid tonight. Maybe even do more drugs. I don’t know. Not my thing.”

“The dancing or the drugs?”

“Both, technically. You think this body actually looks any good on a dance floor? I have no hips,” she said and wanted to take it back immediately.

She’d been planning on asking Molly out, which meant that there was a possibility that they would have sex one day in the future, should Molly say yes, but Finley had just stupidly told her potential date that she had no hips and couldn’t dance. That didn’t exactly bode well for her abilities in the bedroom.

“I think anyone can dance,” Molly replied. “It doesn’t mean you’re a professional dancer or something, but it’s just music, and you move to it however makes you happy.”

“You like to dance?”

“Rarely in public,” Molly said. “I do most of my dancing at home when I’m cleaning. Not when I’m cooking because that’s dangerous. I’m klutzy, and if you add a hot burner or a knife in the mix, I’d probably burn myself or lose a toe.”

Finley laughed and was happy to see them getting back to their newfound banter. She’d worried that with Ava’s appearance, they’d lost it, and she liked this version of Molly. At work, up until recently, Molly usually seemed distracted and almost a little bothered by Finley’s arrival. She often turned away from Finley entirely and sometimes, only talked to Juliet when they were all there together. When Finley realized that she liked Molly, and not in spite of all those things, she knew where she wanted her desk to be, and she had made the right choice. Now, she got to see this version of Molly, who wasn’t at work and who didn’t seem bothered by Finley at all. In fact, Molly had seemed bothered by Ava’s presence, not Finley’s.

“You dance when you clean?”

“A little.”

“Any particular song?”

“Just my cleaning playlist.”

“And what songs are on that playlist?”

“I’ll share it with you. There’s a mix of everything. Upbeat stuff, mostly, some movie soundtrack stuff, and some 90s music thrown in there.”

“Yeah, I’d like that,” Finley replied.

She looked down at the burger and fries she had yet to touch and the cup of sour cream at the side of Molly’s plate, which made her laugh a little. She took a bite of the burger, and it was really good, which really shouldn’t have surprised her at this point. Finley had lived here long enough to know that the best food in this city was in the local bars and pubs or in the dive restaurants where Mom or Grandma was in the back, cooking up their old family recipes that had been passed down through the generations. Her burger had been seasoned to perfection and cooked for just the right amount of time. The fries were crispy on the outside and also seasoned perfectly. She wished she were a little hungrier because there was no way she could eat this whole thing. She’d expected maybe a decent burger that she’d take a few bites of, but this thing, she wanted to devour. That wouldn’t exactly look sexy, though, and after the lack of hips comment she had made earlier, she needed to try to build herself back up as good date potential.

“You have mayo and whatever else on your chin,” Molly said.

‘Damn it,’ Finley thought to herself.

She wiped her chin with a napkin and smiled awkwardly. Molly smiled back at her, and then, Finley watched her dip one of her potato skins halfway into the cup of sour cream. She decided that if Molly could do that and take a giant bite, she could certainly get a little mayo on her chin.

“Soph, come on.”

Finley looked up at two women who walked into the bar.

“What? You just dropped this bomb on me, and now you’re upset?”

“Hey, you two,” a woman said as she walked out from the back. “I saw your name on the to-go order, Bryce. I didn’t know you were back in town.”

“For a week, yeah,” the woman who, Finley now knew, was named Bryce replied.

The other woman looked over at Finley and Molly then, squinted, and approached their booth.

“You’re Logan and Rory’s friend, right?” she asked.

“Sort of,” Molly said. “New friend.”

“I’m Candace. I own the bar. I think we met before.”

“Yeah, briefly,” Molly replied. “You made me a drink and asked if I’d have it at my wedding. Nice to see you again.”

“That’s right! You too. Can I get you anything else?”

Molly checked with Finley before shaking her head.

“I’m okay,” Finley replied.

“I said I was sorry, Sophie,” the woman named Bryce said as she stood facing the woman named Sophie.

“You’ve wanted to move here since we started dating, and now, you’re looking at houses in LA? You said you didn’t want to move to California. You can write from anywhere; that’s what you told me.”

“I know. And that’s still true; I like New Orleans. I just feel like I have an opportunity in LA. With the movie getting delayed until next year, they have two more scripts they want me to work on. One, they want me to fix, and the other, they want me to write, Soph. That’s a huge deal.”

“It is, babe, but you said you wanted to be here.”

“I want to be with you,” Bryce replied.

“What’s going on there?” Molly asked Candace.

“Bryce lives in Tennessee, and she was supposed to be moving here because she’s with Sophie over there,” Candace explained quietly. “But now, she wants to move to LA. It’s a whole thing.”

“LA?”

“She and Sophie had this whole viral relationship thing. Basically, the two met, and it was all perfect and amazing, but they got separated. Bryce was a popular food blogger, so she started a blog about Sophie to find her, and it got very popular. Someone we know saw it and told Sophie. They’ve been together since, like, March, I think.”

“March? And they’re already moving in together?” Finley asked.

“One of those things.” Candace shrugged a shoulder in response. “A production company for queer movies reached out to Bryce to work on a script.” She sat down next to Molly. “They’re making a movie about how they found each other again.”

“Really?” Molly asked. “A movie about them?”

“Yeah, it’s a big deal. They were scheduled to film here, in New Orleans, this December. Low budget, but not a no-budget kind of thing. Pre-production has been going on, but Soph told me last week that they’ve postponed filming it until next year. I guess they ran into some issues; no clue. Anyway, Bryce had been planning on moving here with Sophie, but they’ve offered her more work between now and next year. I overheard her talking on the phone once last month about moving there instead.”

“Shit,” Finley said.

“Yeah, shit,” Sophie stated, walking over. “Thanks for giving them the download on my life, Candace.”

“You weren’t supposed to hear me. I was talking quietly for a reason.”

“She has good ears,” Bryce said, joining her. “And yes, all of that is true, and Soph is upset with me.”

“Which I have every right to be.”

“Yes, you do,” Bryce agreed with a nod. “And yes, I can write wherever, but it’s not just writing. They’ve really liked working with me these past few months and want to see if there’s potential for me to come on staff full-time in another role, Soph. It’s not a lot of money, but it’s enough, and I do think I’d really like that. They produce a few TV shows, too. It could be regular work. I’d have an office and everything.”

“We should talk about this at home,” Sophie suggested. “You looked at houses, Bryce.”

“Not intentionally, Soph. I just saw a bungalow that I thought we’d love. It’s not like I put down an offer without talking to you. I’d never do that.”

“I know, but we made plans.”

Molly met Finley’s eyes, and it was clear that they were both feeling a little awkward about being involved in the conversation with three people they didn’t know and the topic being relationship issues. Neither of them said anything because they didn’t want to be rude, and Finley really wanted to keep eating her food before it got cold, but she thought that might be rude, too.

“Plans do change,” Candace offered with another shoulder shrug.

“Your family was the reason you couldn’t move to Tennessee with me. I know I wanted to live here more than you wanted to live there, but the family thing is…”

“No longer an issue,” Sophie finished.

Finley ate a fry and hoped no one noticed.

“Well, yeah,” Bryce said. “And I wanted you to come to LA with me to spend time there when I’m not working to see if we like it.”

“Do you two maybe want a drink?” Candace said more than asked. “Seems like you could both use one.”

“No, we’re just picking up the food we ordered ahead,” Sophie replied. “We have a lot of talking to do at home. This came up in the car, so I wasn’t exactly prepared.”

Bryce nodded in agreement and said, “I got a text from the production company about the possible job on the way here, and I should’ve waited until Sophie wasn’t behind the wheel. I think she parked the car half in two different spots in the lot down the street.”

“We’ll get out of your hair now,” Sophie said. “Sorry for bringing our drama to your table. I hope we didn’t mess up your date.”

“Oh, it’s–” Finley began.

“No problem,” Molly interrupted. “It was nice meeting you.”

“Was it?” Bryce replied with a laugh.

Sophie laughed, too, shaking her head at her girlfriend, and took Bryce’s hand.

“Come on,” she said.

Then, the two women walked off toward the bar, where the waitress gave them their food containers.

“They’ll be fine,” Candace said. “Honestly, I think they will just move there. Sophie works from home and can live anywhere in the US, and she loves Bryce. I don’t think she cares where they live as long as they’re together. Then again, what do I know? I’m just the owner of this friendly neighborhood watering hole.” Candace stood up. “Sure I can’t get you anything else?”

“Maybe a to-go box?” Finley asked. “I can’t eat all this.”

“What happened to being hungry?” Molly teased.

“I am, but this is huge. It’s delicious, though, so I want to eat half and save the other half for lunch tomorrow.”

Molly smiled at her and asked, “Can I get one, too? I can’t eat all of these, either.”

“Do you need a to-go bowl for your sour cream?” Finley teased back.

“Maybe,” Molly said, wiggling her eyebrows.

Candace brought them their to-go containers, and they ate a few more bites before packing everything up.

“So, should we head out?” Molly asked.

“Oh. Yeah, we can, if you want.”

“It’s getting late, and we have work tomorrow,” Molly said.

“Let me get the check, and we can go.”

“Let’s split it.”

“I’ve got it,” Finley said. “I asked you here, so it’s only fair.”

After she paid, they walked out with their bags in hand, and Molly drove Finley home. It was relatively quiet in the car again, and Finley didn’t want to say anything, but she also had to know, so she cleared her throat and decided to risk it.

“So, the Ava thing… You’re really okay?”

“Ava thing? What thing?”

“Your date was on a date with–”

“It was one date, Finley,” Molly told her through light laughter. “And maybe a second one.”

“Maybe?” she asked, grasping onto that word.

“Well, I don’t think she’s going out with Michelle again, but she’s on an app for however much longer, so it’s not like she’s just sitting at home waiting for us to have date number two.”

“Were you doing that?” Finley asked.

“No, I was at a football game with my friends.”

Finley smiled over at her and replied, “The jersey looks good on you. Did I tell you that?”

“I’ll give it back to you when we park, unless you want me to wash it first and give it to you at work.”

“I told you to keep it,” Finley replied.

“It’s India’s. I don’t really want to keep it,” Molly said.

“It’s not India’s, Molls.” She sighed. “Not sure if there’s any bad energy attached to it or anything, but I didn’t want to give you hers. It’s still at home in the back of a drawer. This is a new one.”

Molly smirked as if she’d known that all along.

“You saw me yank the tag off, didn’t you?”

“Yes. Very smooth.” Molly laughed.

“Yeah, I forgot.”

“Why did you buy it for me?” Molly asked as she pulled into the parking lot for Finley’s apartment building after listening to the GPS on her phone tell her where to turn.

“I wanted you to have it,” she said.

“But I told you I’m not even a football fan.”

“Maybe so, but you sat there with me and paid attention. You also, apparently, got Juliet to teach you some stuff for today. Hell, you showed up at all. It’s not like India ever did any of those things.”

Molly pulled up to the door and said, “This was expensive. I should pay you for it.”

“It’s a gift, Molls. That’s not how gifts work.” Finley turned to her. “I want you to have it, okay? If we ever go to another game together, you’ll have something to wear.”

“Fine, but let’s make a deal.”

“Deal?”

“If we go to another game together, I’m buying us the tickets. Don’t think I didn’t notice that you collected money from everyone but me today. I know Jules paid you for her and Gwen’s tickets, and I saw Rusty handing you cash for his and Emily’s.”

“Deal,” Finley said, avoiding the topic of her not asking Molly to pay for her own ticket. “I’ll see you at work tomorrow?”

“You know where I sit,” Molly replied.


CHAPTER 10

Molly glared at her. She shouldn’t have, but she had. The new hire was sitting at Juliet’s old desk. It wasn’t even technically her old desk yet. Juliet’s stuff was in boxes, waiting for her to decorate her new office, but the desk was already occupied by the new trainer they had hired to replace that idiot Andrew. Soon, they would hire Juliet’s replacement, too, and they would sit next to this person who now had Juliet’s desk. Molly hated her already.

“I don’t have access to the HR system yet, but I’m supposed to log in and verify my access, according to my new-hire checklist.”

Molly realized that the woman was talking to her one second too late.

“Oh, I can help you with that,” Finley offered.

Molly looked over and saw Finley laughing at her. Then, she got a ping on their internal messaging system.

Finley Storm: Will you chill out? It’s her first day.

Molly leaned over her computer and typed.

Molly Jewel: She’s in Juliet’s chair.

Finley Storm: Juliet has a new chair, Molls.

Molly looked over at her, and Finley gave her a playful glare.

“I sent you an email for your access. Just click the link in there, and you should be good to go,” Finley told the newbie.

Molly had already forgotten her name, which was bad because she was in human resources, and she should be nice to the woman who’d been a roaster in one of the stores prior to joining the corporate team. At least, this new occupant of Juliet’s chair wouldn’t be here every day to start. Since she’d already worked in one of the stores, she’d be able to skip the store training, so she would just spend a month with the real roasters in the local roastery, learning about how the coffee was made. They called all the baristas ‘roasters’ here at Southern Roastery because the company’s leadership wanted to differentiate themselves from the other coffee places, but it did make things a little confusing when they were talking about the people who actually roasted the coffee, so they had to deal with that regularly.

“Thanks,” the newbie replied.

Molly wished she were looking across her desk at her best friend. She was sure this new woman was fine, but she wasn’t Juliet, and Molly hadn’t ever been great with change. She’d just have to keep telling herself that Juliet had gotten a promotion, and that was a good thing.

“Hey, Fin.”

Molly looked over when she heard the voice and saw India standing there, looking almost hopeful. Well, at least this was old. Molly wasn’t good with change, but it seemed nothing would ever really change between Finley and India.

She had had such a good day yesterday. The Ava thing was awkward, but other than that, it had been perfect with Finley; so perfect that Molly had thought Finley might actually ask her out on a date. She hadn’t, of course, and that was disappointing, but something had changed between them. Yes, Molly was still totally into her and still very much nervous around her, but she’d gotten past some of that, at least, and that was a good feeling.

“Hey. What’s up?” Finley asked India, turning around in her chair to face her.

“I’m going to lunch.”

“Okay,” Finley said.

“Want to go with me?”

Molly quickly turned away, feeling like she was eavesdropping on a private conversation, even though India had started it in the middle of the cubicles.

“Not really, no,” Finley replied.

“To the store?” India suggested, referring to how they called the café’s stores to, again, appear to be different. “I’m just grabbing one of the wraps and a chai tea. Twenty minutes, at most.”

“India…” Finley said.

“Finley, it’s lunch. It’s not a big deal. Just walk with me, please.”

Molly turned her head toward Finley, who was looking at her and not at India.

“I called ahead to make sure they have that panini you like in stock,” India added. “I’m buying.”

“Fine. Let’s just go,” Finley said and stood quickly. “I’ll be right back,” she added to Molly, which seemed odd.

Molly nodded, not knowing what to say, and watched as they walked off.

“Do you have a meeting with her or something?” She heard India ask.

“What?”

“With Molly?”

“No,” Finley said.

Then, they were too far gone for Molly to hear.

“What was that about?” the newbie asked.

“Just two people going to lunch at work,” she lied because their relationship wasn’t anyone’s business but their own.

And she kept telling herself that as she walked to her next meeting.

After reviewing the new changes to the performance review process, Molly returned to her desk. The newbie had on headphones and appeared to be taking one of her required online trainings. Finley wasn’t at her desk. Molly didn’t have another meeting for the rest of the day, but did have to review some payroll information in the system that she wasn’t allowed to access from home because the company didn’t supply a VPN, and it was only available on the server. Needing to get a good cup of coffee first to get through that, she decided that going to the store was in order. It didn’t have anything to do with Finley and India, since they would have been back by now. Molly just needed a brisk walk in fresh air and a caramel apple latte that tasted of fall.

Molly Jewel: Someone is sitting at your desk. I’m being immature, and I don’t like it.

Juliet’s reply came a few minutes into her walk.

Juliet Francis: It’s her desk now, Molls.

Molly Jewel: Want to share your office with me? We’d still get to hang out at work, and I wouldn’t have to watch it live when Finley and India get back together.

Juliet Francis: Wait. What?

Molly would have called her, but she knew Juliet was teaching. She was probably only able to respond to text messages because the class was doing an activity or something.

Molly Jewel: Nothing. I’m just being dramatic. They went to lunch today. Maybe it was to exchange keys or something.

Juliet Francis: You could ask Finley. You did say you had a great time with her last night.

Molly pulled open the door to the café and read Juliet’s message.

Molly Jewel: Too direct. I’d rather just have her tell me tomorrow that they’re back in love, and I’ll cry in the shower after, like always.

She slid her phone into her back pocket and joined the short after-lunch hours line. After ordering, she walked over to the bar and waited for her drink and the cookie she had ordered, treating herself in preparation for the heartbreak, but she didn’t even have a chance to take a bite of it before she saw India and Finley sitting at a small table in a cozy corner, talking. They were both leaning over and appeared to be engaged and focused. Neither seemed upset or annoyed, which disappointed her because she hoped Finley wouldn’t want to be here, still talking to India after an hour when she had been promised it would only take a few minutes.

“Molly?” the roaster said, holding out her order. “Here you go.”

“Thanks,” she replied.

She turned and was prepared to make a quick exit, but the yelling of her name, despite her standing right there, had alerted India and Finley to her presence. India then shook her head, stood up, grabbed her purse, and walked out the door. Now, Molly didn’t know what to do. If she followed, she’d be right behind India the whole way back, and it would be awkward, but she didn’t want to just stand there, either, waiting for Finley to leave because Finley was still staring at her.

“Molls?”

“Hey,” she said and walked over because now, she had no choice. “Sorry if I interrupted. I just grabbed this to-go.”

She held up her small brown bag and to-go cup.

“It’s okay. We were long past done,” Finley said as she leaned back in the chair.

“It looked like it went okay, from the thirty seconds I saw.” Molly pretended to laugh a little to try to make this feel less awkward.

“It didn’t,” Finley said on a sigh. “She just doesn’t get it. Maybe she does now. I don’t know.”

“I should just go, leave you to… do whatever.”

“Do you want to take a walk?” Finley asked. “I could use a walk now.”

“A walk? Um… Sure,” she replied. “Don’t you have to get back to the office, though?”

“Yes, but I won’t be very productive. I need some air. Do you have a meeting or anything?”

“No,” Molly replied. “I can walk with you.”

Finley smiled up at her before she stood and peered into the bag Molly was holding.

“The oatmeal chocolate chip?”

“Chocolate chunk, Finley. You work here. You should know what our menu items are called,” she teased.

“Sorry, they don’t train IT the same way they do everyone else,” Finley replied before she leaned forward, lowered the sides of the paper bag, and, without asking, took a bite of Molly’s cookie. “Delicious,” she added when she looked up at Molly and smiled.

“You did not just do that.”

“You ate all my garlic fries,” Finley replied and nodded toward the door.

Molly laughed and broke a piece of the cookie off.

“I think you need this more than I do,” she said, handing it over to Finley.

Finley took the piece and pulled open the door, letting Molly walk through first.

“I could use a beer, actually.”

“That bad?”

“That redundant,” Finley replied and took a bite of the cookie.

“Redundant?”

“We’ve had this talk so many times before,” Finley said as they trekked down the sidewalk side by side. “We’ve broken up six times. I counted in my head while she was talking to me about this most recent time. Did you know that? Officially, it was six times. Unofficial breaks take us up to nine, at least.”

“Wow! No, I didn’t know it was that many,” she said.

And she hadn’t. She knew of at least three official breakups, but she’d clearly missed something.

“Do you know what it’s like to meet someone, feel like they’re the one, and it works for a while? Long enough that you’re putting a lot of effort into making it work, even when it doesn’t.”

“Not really, no,” she replied honestly.

“Well, it’s exhausting. It’s also something you get used to. It’s familiar. You’re with someone who knows you so well. You’ve invested all this time in the relationship, spent years with the person, and you don’t want to waste that time. I’m thirty-four. I’m not old, but I’m not exactly twenty anymore, either, and I want to be happy.”

“I think that makes sense,” Molly said and took a bite of her cookie. “Drink?” she asked, holding out the caramel apple latte she’d yet to drink herself.

“Yeah, thanks,” Finley replied and took a sip. “Sweet.” She coughed a little. “What did you order? We sell coffee here, right?”

Molly laughed and took it back from her.

“It’s the caramel apple latte, and it’s delicious.”

“Is there even coffee in it?”

“Yes.” She laughed and handed Finley the bag with the cookie. “Here.”

Finley took the bag as if they had done this a hundred times and said, “Thanks.”

“So, you’re not back together, I take it?”

“No. We just talked about the same things over and over again. She wants to give it another shot but go all-in this time.”

“All-in?”

“Move in together.”

“Oh,” Molly uttered and took a sip of her drink.

“We’re not,” Finley said, handing her back the cookie. “Doing that, I mean.”

“She thought the right call after you two broke up was to move in?”

“Well, it would’ve been me moving into her place because she can’t really stand mine. She more or less tolerates it.”

Molly made a sound, which made Finley look over at her.

“Problem, Molly?” she asked with a little laugh.

“What? No. Sorry. Just ignore me.”

She then took a way-too-big bite of the cookie, forcing her to break off the piece that hadn’t made it into her mouth.

Finley took the piece from her and ate it, smiling at her as she chewed. Molly laughed at her antics and thought she was the most beautiful woman in the world when she looked happy. Did she look happy now? Was she happy now? Had Finley taking a walk with her turned her mood around? God, Molly hoped so.

“So, you made a sound. You were thinking something, Molls.”

“It’s nothing.”

“Molly, I’m asking. It’s okay.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“Well, you said she just tolerates your place. What’s that about? It’s your place. You were her girlfriend. You said she knows you better than you know yourself, but she doesn’t, Finley. She can’t. She wouldn’t go to the games with you. You mentioned something yesterday about how she didn’t like your computer stuff being on the floor all the time. You told me you have exactly two hobbies. One is computer and techy stuff. The other is football, and she couldn’t even wear the jersey you bought for her or go to the games with you when you got tickets. I don’t know that India knows you at all. Maybe it’s not that she doesn’t know you, but it’s that she hopes you’ll change, or she thinks that she can change you. She asks you to move in because it’s her place, then, and she won’t have to go to yours anymore. You go to the ballet and opera for her, but she’s not pulling her own weight. It’s fine not to love the same things, but at least make a damn effort when the person you’re in a relationship with is reaching out and asking you to, you know?”

“Wow!” Finley replied, smiling at her. “You’ve really thought about this a lot, huh?”

‘Shit,’ Molly thought to herself.

She’d given it all away. She’d just revealed that she had given way too much thought to India and Finley’s on-again, off-again relationship.

“What? No.” She shook her head. “Just right now. You said some stuff that made me think.”

“I’m not getting back together with her, Molly,” Finley told her. “And I think she might have actually gotten it this time; that I’m done.”

“How are you so sure?”

Finley shrugged a shoulder and said, “The look on her face; hard to describe.”

“I just think you deserve to be happy, Finley. If India makes you happy, you should be with her.”

“She doesn’t,” Finley said. “You know what does make me happy, though?”

“What?” Molly asked, swallowing hard.

“This cookie,” Finley replied before she took the bag from Molly’s hand and walked a little faster.

“That’s mine,” Molly said, following her and laughing.

“I’ll buy you another one.”

“In that case, you’re going the wrong way. The store is behind us.”

“There’s another one, like, five blocks from here,” Finley said, laughing still.


CHAPTER 11

They stopped at a different Southern Roastery, where Finley bought Molly another cookie. It was only fair. She had eaten over half of the first one. It had also given them more time to talk. Molly had explained her disdain for the new girl in the office, having admitted that it was totally irrational and ridiculous, but she missed her friend. Finley recognized that things appeared to be changing for Molly, and the woman was struggling with it a little.

“I used to watch Carly for her sometimes, you know?” Molly said of Juliet’s dog. “Not often, but sometimes, when Jules would be gone for the whole day, back before the crazy overnight travel started. I’d grab Carly at lunch and take her for a walk. She’s such a good dog. When Jules was driving back late, I would take her for a few hours after work. Now, there’s Gwen.”

“And Gwen is a professional dog walker and pet sitter?”

“And also the girlfriend,” Molly added. “I can’t compete with that, so it means I get less time with Jules and even less time with Carly, and I miss both of them. Sometimes, I miss Carly more than Jules, though. Carly doesn’t talk back.”

Finley laughed as they turned the corner and headed back toward the office.

“Dogs are the best.”

“Do you have one?” Molly asked. “Can I borrow them for snuggle time?”

Finley wanted to tell this adorable woman that she could borrow her for snuggle time, but she resisted.

“I don’t, no. I couldn’t exactly have computer parts all over the floor if I did, right?”

“True.”

“Why don’t you get a dog yourself?” Finley asked.

“It’s a big commitment. I liked borrowing Juliet’s commitment instead.”

Finley laughed again.

“Besides, I didn’t want to get a dog before I met someone, you know?” Molly added. “Like, what if I have a dog or even a cat, and the woman I fall in love with is allergic and can’t deal? I couldn’t just stay at her place all the time and not be with my dog or cat.”

“So, you’re both a dog and a cat person?”

“I lean more toward dogs, but I’m a lesbian, so I have to keep the cat door open, if you know what–” Molly then stopped walking. “Wait. That came out wrong. I meant that I need to be open to cats because… lesbians, but not that my cat door is open. Oh, God.” Her cheeks turned a bright shade of red.

Finley couldn’t laugh, though. She just smiled at her and thought about how cute Molly was right now. She wasn’t sure how she had missed it for so long, how beautiful Molly was. She’d been too involved in her own crazy relationship with India to see it, but she should have noticed because Molly was gorgeous, kind, funny, and very cute when she was worried that she’d just embarrassed herself, even though she hadn’t.

“Your cat door is closed. Got it,” she teased.

“What? No, it’s not closed. It’s just…”

Finley smiled again and reached for Molly’s lower back but quickly diverted her hand because they were two work colleagues walking down the street and not two women on a date. She squeezed her upper arm instead. That felt more like something a friend would do in this situation.

“So, not closed? Got it.”

“Not closed at all,” Molly replied and shook her head. “But not like… wide open, either?” She shook her head again, even faster this time. “What am I even saying?”

“I have no idea,” Finley managed through her laughter.

“I guess I’m just saying that I’d prefer a dog to a cat, but if I date someone who’s a cat person, that’s fine, too. The other part of the cat door is that I’m open to dating. I haven’t been for a while. Ava was my first date in a long time.”

“When are you two going out again?”

“I don’t know,” Molly replied and shrugged a shoulder. “Maybe never. I haven’t called or texted her, and she hasn’t reached out, either.”

“What do you think that means?”

“Maybe she gave Michelle another shot,” Molly joked.

Finley laughed and said, “I hope not.”

“Me too. She was a little crazy.”

“But you’re still open to dating? Even if it’s not Ava?”

“What? Oh. Yeah. Ava was just someone Logan knew. It was good, actually, to get a test date out of the way since I’m so out of practice. That way, if she never calls again and I have a first date with someone else, I won’t be so awkward.”

“You could go out with me,” Finley suggested without thinking.

But she didn’t take it back, either. She just let it sit there between them, with Molly staring at her in confusion. Finley decided in that moment not only to let it sit there, but to add to it. If she was going to do this, she would do it right, damn it.

“Go out with me, Molls,” she added and smiled softly. “On a date.”

Molly didn’t say anything. She looked about as stiff as a board, and her hand had clenched tightly around the to-go cup she still held.

“Okay. Let me take that. I think you’re about to squeeze the coffee out of it, and that will make a mess.”

“You just–”

“Asked you out on a date, yes,” she said and unclenched Molly’s hand enough to get the coffee cup from her. “And I’m sensing that was a bad idea. I know you’re in HR, but please don’t fire me.”

“What?” Molly asked, and some of the tension left her body. “I wouldn’t–” She cleared her throat. “You want to go out on a date with me?”

“Yes,” Finley replied.

“With me?” Molly repeated.

Finley laughed and said, “Yes, Molly; I’d like to go on a date with you.”

“But why?”

“What?” Finley laughed. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because I’m me, and you’ve…” Molly stopped herself and looked off. “You’ve been with India.”

“So? I’m not anymore. She’s my ex now, Molls.”

“But she and I are so different. Like, really, really different. If she’s your type, you’d only be disappointed in–”

“Molly, did you ever think that maybe I want someone different? Maybe the reason India and I never seem to work out is that she’s actually not my type? You pretty much just said the same right before I bought you a cookie.”

“Because you stole the first one.” Molly chuckled.

“Is that a yes, though? It’s okay if it’s not. I know we work together, and like I mentioned before, you’re in HR, so you might not be able to–”

“It’s a yes.”

Finley’s smile widened, and she checked, “Yes?”

“Yeah. Um… When?”

“Tonight,” Finley said.

“Tonight? What?”

“Yeah, tonight. Let me take you out tonight.”

“But it’s already, like, three in the afternoon,” Molly said.

“It is, yeah. I was thinking of picking you up around six.”

“Six? No way. Seven at the earliest. I have to go home and get ready. Shower and everything.”

Finley laughed and replied, “Molly, just be casual. You don’t have to shower before we go out. Just maybe change out of your work clothes and into something comfortable.” She looked Molly up and down, taking in the just-tight-enough-without-being-too-tight slacks and the button-down Molly had tucked into them. “Actually, don’t change at all. Just wear that.”

“This?” Molly looked down at herself. “This?” she repeated. “This is my boring work stuff.”

“It works for you.”

“I’m wearing flats.”

Finley laughed and said, “And you’re about my height in flats. I like that. Heels can be sexy, too, though. I’ve liked you in those, too.”

“You’ve liked me in heels? Since when?”

“I’ve liked you in heels, flats, and even in no shoes that one time I walked up to your desk, and you had them kicked off and pushed to the side. Not that I have a weird foot thing. That makes it sound like I have a foot thing. I’m just trying to say that I like you in anything.”

“Me?” Molly pointed at herself.

“Molly, yes,” she replied, laughing a little. “So, seven?”

“Seven what?”

Finley shook her head and said, “Seven tonight? That’s what you wanted, right?”

“Oh, yeah. Maybe seven-thirty?”

“No. You said seven, so it’s seven.”

“But the shower… It takes a minute to dry my hair.”

“Leave it wet.”

“Are you crazy?” Molly asked, but seemed entirely serious, which made Finley laugh.

“Let’s walk back to the office now before you tell me eight and then eight-thirty or cancel entirely.”

“I–” Molly seemed to hesitate. “I’d never cancel.”

“Good,” Finley replied, and they walked back toward the office.

◆◆◆

Finley stood in front of her bathroom mirror and tried to figure out if she had dressed appropriately. Yes, she had told Molly to be casual, but she wasn’t sure if Molly had even heard her. Maybe she should cancel the thing she’d booked and book something else instead. She could dress up then. As it was, she had decided on a pair of decent-looking jeans and a T-shirt. She had a hooded sweatshirt to put over if she got cold or to give to Molly if she got cold, but it seemed too casual for a first date. Then again, it made sense for the event she had researched online for over an hour and then booked at the last second. She hoped Molly would be okay with it and wouldn’t think that Finley hadn’t put in any effort.

She’d showered and had put a little product in her hair for once. India had always liked her hair with product in it. She had told Finley she preferred it slicked back, but Finley had natural waves bordering on curls, and she thought it actually looked better with nothing in it or just a little bit of something to keep it from going crazy on top of her head. Deciding that her outfit was right for the occasion after all, she checked the clock and noticed that it was only six-fifteen. She would be way too early if she left now, so she sat on the sofa and stared at the blank TV. If she started working on her computer, she’d get too focused and wouldn’t leave on time, so she forced herself to just sit there and wait until the clock hit six-thirty. She’d still be a few minutes early, but she couldn’t wait any longer.

This was the first real date she would have with someone since her very first one with India. The few other women had been mainly about sex, and she hadn’t even known them. Yes, she was still getting to know Molly, but she liked her. She liked how nervous Molly seemed to get around her at times, but how she could also banter back and forth. Finley liked how good Molly looked in a football jersey and how she ate condiments with food on the side and wasn’t ashamed of it. She just liked Molly, and she wanted to see where this could go.

She hadn’t exactly planned on asking her out today and definitely hadn’t planned on doing it right after talking to her ex, but she’d been having such a good time just walking down the street with Molly. The last time she had had fun like that with India had been over a year ago, at least, and that would be a guess because Finley couldn’t actually remember it. She wanted to have fun again. She wanted sex to happen because two people wanted and needed it, not because they’d been in a fight or broken up. She wanted to go on a date with someone who wanted to be there with her, wherever they were. India had rarely been in the moment with her, and Finley had always noticed. Molly was different, just like she’d said earlier, but, in Finley’s mind, that was a good thing; maybe the best thing.

Arriving in front of Molly’s front door, she took a deep breath. This was it. Well, it wasn’t it, exactly, but it was close to it. This was the major reason she had ended things with India for good. She liked Molly. She was ready to move on. She wanted to be happy again. So, she knocked and waited. Only a few seconds later, Molly opened the door, and Finley smiled widely when she saw her.

“You listened,” she noted.

“To what?” Molly asked. “Also, hi.”

“Hi,” Finley said with a laugh. “And you dressed casually.”

“You told me to. Should I not have?” Molly looked a little worried.

“No, you should have. It’s perfect. You’re perfect,” she said.

Molly smiled widely and replied, “Not even close. But thank you.”

Finley held out a flower she didn’t know the name of. She hadn’t had time to go to the store to buy something for her, so she’d picked one outside of her own apartment building.

“For you.”

Molly took it and said, “Thank you.”

“You look nice.”

“I’m wearing jeans and a T-shirt.”

“Yeah, you look nice,” Finley repeated.

“I just have to grab my sweater, and we can go, but let me put this in water first. Come in.”

Finley walked inside and closed the door behind her, watching Molly carry the silly flower into her kitchen, which was closed off from the rest of the wide-open room. There was a small dining room table on the faux tile next to the kitchen, and the living room was just beyond. Molly had a cream-colored sofa there that looked comfortable, a modest TV on the other side of a dark wood coffee table, and bookshelves filled to the brim on either side of the TV.

“You’re a big reader, huh?” Finley noted.

“Yeah, one of my favorite things,” Molly replied from the kitchen. “That’s not even all of them. I have more in my bedroom, and I donate to the library every year to get rid of some and buy new ones. It’s a real problem.”

“I don’t think so,” she said, taking a few steps into the room, but seeing something in black and gold, she headed toward it. “Um… Molls?”

“Yeah?” Molly walked up behind her. “Oh, shit. Yeah.”

“Oh, shit?” Finley turned toward her.

“So… I hope you’re not mad, but I sort of lied to you once.”

“Once?”

“Just once,” Molly said. “It was an accident, honestly. You asked about football and the Saints, and I said I wasn’t a fan and didn’t know anything.”

“Why?”

“Because you made me nervous,” Molly replied. “You still do, but we’re about to go on a date, so I guess that means I don’t have to confess that I liked you. Well, like you. I got nervous and tongue-tied, and then I didn’t know how to fix it, so I just kept going with it.”

“So, this weekend, when you knew stuff, it wasn’t because Juliet gave you a crash course?”

Molly shook her head and replied, “I grew up a fan. My dad and mom both were. That was my first game in the stadium, though. That’s why I got a little choked up at the beginning. He would’ve been really happy that I got to go.”

“Why didn’t you ever go with him?” Finley asked, picking up the photo off the bookshelf of Molly and her dad in their matching Saints’ T-shirts, with a cheesy football frame around it.

“He had some social stuff. I can tell you about it later, but he couldn’t go, and we never wanted to go without him.”

Finley set the picture down and turned to her.

“Are you mad?” Molly asked.

She shook her head and replied, “Not even a little bit. Now, we can talk about football.” She smiled widely.

Molly laughed and said, “Yes, we can. Where are we going, by the way?”

“Oh, a puppy party.”

“A what?”


CHAPTER 12

Molly walked through the door of the shop and was instantly happier, and she was already pretty happy because Finley Storm had asked her out on a date. They were on that date right now. She still couldn’t believe that. Finley had opened the door for her and was now smiling at Molly, probably because Molly was smiling at the dozen or so puppies that were running around the room that was clearly built for them.

“I can’t believe you found this place,” she said.

She heard several little puppy barks and growls and had to cover her mouth because they were just so damn cute.

“Hi. Name?” a woman asked as she approached them.

“Finley. I made a call a few hours ago for me and my–” She cleared her throat. “Date.”

Molly’s smile widened at that, looking over at her and not even caring if Finley saw that smile because they were on a date, so she could smile at Finley all she wanted tonight.

“Great. Well, welcome. Every animal is up for adoption or fostering, if you’re interested. We have names and histories on all of them, and they’re having fun running around right now, but feel free to join in wherever and whenever you want. We’ve got four golden retrievers, two corgis, and some mutts that are eight weeks old. We believe the mom is part beagle and boxer. Not sure about the dad, but they’re all cute, and this is their first time around new people, so they’re enjoying their newfound freedom.”

“This is amazing. Thank you!” Molly replied.

“No problem. Have fun and let me know if you have any questions.”

The woman turned when someone else walked inside.

“How did you find it?” Molly asked.

“I googled,” Finley said, shrugging. “This place is great, though. They partner with a shelter and are a non-profit, so the money you pay to come and play with the puppies goes to their care, which I thought you’d like.”

“Really?” Molly’s voice was slightly higher than she had planned. “That’s so good. Can I play with them now?”

Finley laughed a little and said, “That’s why we’re here.”

The room Molly walked farther into was filled with puppies and their toys, bowls of food and water for them, and their beds where they could relax and sleep. In fact, one of them was currently doing just that, despite all the pandemonium going on. Molly wanted to pick the sleeping puppy up and hold it to her chest, but she didn’t want to wake it up, so instead, she sat on the floor where a few more people were playing with puppies, and one ran up to her, jumping around when he got closer.

“Well, hello, little one. What’s your name?”

“That’s Giles,” the woman from before replied.

“Giles?”

“Yeah, we name each litter after characters from TV and movies. This one had the perfect mix for Buffy the Vampire Slayer characters, so we went with that. That one is Giles because he thinks he’s smarter than everyone. There’s Willow.” The woman pointed to another mutt. “Who is actually smarter than everyone. There’s Xander, the goofball, and Cordy.” She pointed to a puppy with a green collar, followed by the one with a pink one. “And that’s Buffy. She’s the badass, older sibling.” She pointed to the one in the red collar. “If someone adopts them, they can obviously change their names.”

“Why would they want to do that?” Finley asked as she sat down next to Molly.

“I agree,” Molly said, looking at the puppy in front of her, who was panting and staring at her expectantly. “Hi, Giles. How are you?”

The dog didn’t move at first, but she held out her hand, and he sniffed it. Figuring out that Molly was safe with his doggy superpowers, he moved into her hand, and she began to pet him. This was just what she needed, and she had no idea how Finley had known that. Even her mentioning Carly wouldn’t have been enough to make any of Molly’s exes do this for her.

“Lie down,” Finley said then.

“What?”

“Lie back,” Finley encouraged and moved to lie on the floor herself.

This wasn’t something Molly intended to do in a room full of puppies on her first date with Finley Storm. She’d done her hair for the night, and while it wasn’t perfect, she wasn’t going to ruin it by pressing it to this probably very dirty floor.

“Here,” Finley added, holding out her arm.

Molly realized what she was doing and couldn’t believe it. She lay down and moved into Finley’s side, resting her head on her shoulder. Before she even had a moment to revel in it, though, several puppies were around them. One had jumped on Finley’s stomach. One was sniffing Molly’s hair. One was licking Finley’s face. Another was trying to get Molly to pet it by rubbing against her arm. Molly laughed. Finley laughed as well and began to pet another puppy who had joined the group.

“You’ve got a good idea there,” a man, who had been there before them, said and promptly lay back.

A few of their puppies moved on to him immediately, but that was okay with Molly because the one who had been asleep was now heading her way, looking inquisitive and hesitant.

“What’s her name?” Molly asked the woman.

“Oh, that’s Wells.”

“Wells?”

“As in H.G. She’s one of our corgis. We have Bering around here somewhere.”

“Bering and Wells,” Finley said softly to Molly. “Are you the one who names them?” she asked the woman.

“Someone at the shelter does usually, but I do sometimes. I named this bunch.”

Finley turned her head toward Molly’s and whispered, “Lesbian.”

Molly laughed as Wells approached her cautiously and sniffed her hand.

“Hey, buddy,” she said softly so as not to spook the tiny animal. “I’m a friend. Want to hang out with us?”

With the other puppies moving on, Wells was now the only one interested in them, and when she climbed onto Finley’s stomach and lay her head all the way down, Molly fell a little in love.

“I think she’s claiming you,” she said.

The dog’s eyes closed, and Molly ruffled her hair a little.

“Sorry, Wells. I’ve already got a date tonight,” Finley replied softly as well.

“She’s adorable,” Molly noted.

“Yes, she is,” Finley said, but she wasn’t talking about Wells, apparently, because then she added, “So’s the dog.”

Finley’s arm moved Molly a little closer to her, and she squeezed.

“This was a bad idea because now I want to take her home.”

“She’s available to adopt,” Finley reminded.

Molly pressed her face into Finley’s neck, breathing her in, and she still couldn’t believe that they were just lying on the floor in this strange place where a puppy was asleep on Finley’s stomach.

“I can’t,” she said.

“Why not? Does your building not allow dogs?”

“No, they do. Small breeds, at least. There’s a fee, but that’s not it.”

“Then, why?”

“Because I don’t know,” she admitted. “I like to make excuses for things I’m scared of. Look at her. She’s so tiny. She’d need me to keep her alive. How can I make sure to do that?”

“I think you’ll be okay.”

“She’s on your stomach. She clearly prefers you.”

“I have dog treats in my pockets,” Finley revealed.

“What?”

Molly shifted to look at her, and Finley laughed.

“I’m kidding. Lay back down, or you’ll wake her up, and she’s so cute.”

Molly shifted again and snuggled into Finley’s side.

“How long can we stay here?” she asked.

“For about an hour. I have a dinner reservation at the place down the street. We can walk there, though, so we have time.”

“Are we just going to lie here and let her sleep on you?”

“I think that’s a solid plan,” Finley replied.

◆◆◆

Wells woke up, did a big stretch for such a tiny dog, and climbed off Finley. Then, she walked away without another glance as if she’d just been using Finley’s stomach for a dog bed and was done with her now. They both chuckled as they watched the puppy go to a water bowl and drink.

“We should get going,” Finley said.

“But she’s… she’s just…”

“I know,” Finley said and sat up, bringing Molly with her and then rubbing Molly’s back over her shirt. “But we have dinner, and you said you couldn’t adopt her.”

“Yeah,” she replied, sounding disappointed even to herself. “And I can’t foster because I would want to keep every animal. I’m a lost cause.”

Finley pulled her against herself again and wrapped her arm around Molly’s shoulders.

“I hardly think you’re a lost cause, but if you seriously want a dog, I don’t think you should let anything get in your way.”

Wells looked at them for a second before turning away, and it felt to Molly as if the puppy, who was only eight weeks old, knew that these humans weren’t staying. They were here to play and hang out, but none of them would be taking her home, and that made Molly sad. She rose and walked over to the woman.

“I don’t know yet, but if I’m interested in adopting, do you have any information I can take with me?”

“Of course. Is there a particular dog you might be interested in? I can write your name down and give you a call if someone else expresses interest or if they’re adopted.”

“Someone else might adopt her?”

“They’re puppies. Much easier than older dogs, fortunately and unfortunately.” The woman shrugged a shoulder.

“That makes me sad,” Molly said.

“Can I get some info, too?” Finley asked. “I don’t know that I want a puppy, though. I might be interested in adopting an older dog.”

Molly looked over at her and asked, “Since when?”

“It’s a recent development. India didn’t want one, and I’d love a dog. Someone to come home to every day that I can love on and they’ll love on me. Could be fun. I don’t know for sure yet, and I want to be sure before I do anything.”

“What about all those computer parts?”

“I’d have a reason to pick them up.”

“India wasn’t reason enough?” Molly asked.

Finley just shook her head.

◆◆◆

After they both took the brochures with the shelter’s information, slipping them into Molly’s purse and Finley’s pocket, they walked down the street to the restaurant where Finley had made a reservation. Once inside, Finley gave the hostess her name, and the woman grabbed two menus and some silverware wrapped in paper napkins and walked them to a table by the street-facing window. Molly sat down, and the hostess handed her the menu. Finley followed, and Molly caught her staring.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing. I’m just looking at you,” Finley said.

“Do I have dog hair on me or something?”

“No, Molls. You’re just really pretty, is all,” Finley said with a smile before she blushed a little and looked down at the menu as she opened it.

Molly blushed, too, and hid it beneath her own menu. Had she just made Finley Storm blush? Had Finley just called her pretty? This was all happening way too fast. It was somehow also way too slow. She’d wanted this for so long, since the first time she had seen Finley at work. Here they were at dinner together after all this time, though, and it felt like it was happening too quickly. Molly couldn’t process that this was a date, even though she knew it was.

“So, what are you in the mood for?” Finley asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.

She’d been staring at the menu but hadn’t retained anything she had read.

“Appetizer?”

“Whatever you want,” she said.

“They don’t have potato skins here,” Finley replied.

Molly lowered her menu and smiled, letting Finley know that she’d gotten the joke.

“We could try the calamari,” Finley suggested. “Do you eat seafood?”

“Sometimes. I like calamari.”

“I’ll get that, then.”

When the waiter approached, Finley ordered their appetizer and a beer for herself, and Molly just said she’d have the same, but she changed her mind at the last second.

“Actually, can I have wine instead?”

“Wine?” Finley asked.

“Yeah. Um… Red,” she said to the waiter. “The house wine is fine.”

“Sure,” he said and walked off.

“Wine?” Finley repeated her question. “I thought you were a beer girl.”

“I can do both,” she said.

“Oh, okay.”

Finley seemed confused but didn’t say anything else.

When the waiter returned with their drinks and asked them for their entrée orders, Molly thought about what India might have ordered here. She didn’t know why, and she tried to push it out of her mind. Finley had even told her that she liked that Molly was an eater. Still, she couldn’t stop herself.

“Can I get the chicken Caesar salad with the dressing on the side?”

“Salad?” Finley asked her, looking confused again. “Do you at least want extra dressing?”

“No, I’m okay,” she replied and took a sip of the wine she didn’t want.

Finley ordered as well, and their waiter walked away.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“You just ordered wine and a salad a day after ordering all delicious food and drinking beer with me,” Finley pointed out.

“I like different things,” she lied.

Finley nodded and said, “Okay.”

Molly knew why she was acting like this. She thought back to that day in the parking garage where she’d watched Finley and India kiss. It had hurt worse than almost anything in her life. They had only just broken up after years together, and now, Finley was suddenly ready to move on with Molly of all people? It didn’t make sense and, likely, wouldn’t lead anywhere good because inevitably, they’d get back together. Even if they didn’t, Finley needed more time to get over the breakup. Everyone needed time to process and move on, and Molly wouldn’t be her rebound girl.

“Molls?”

“Yeah?”

“You’ve gone silent on me. What’s going on?”

Molly stared down at the salad she hadn’t eaten much of and pushed it away.

“Oh, nothing. I guess I wasn’t that hungry, after all.”

“You’ve eaten one piece of the calamari, and I think, like, half a piece of lettuce. It’s nine at night, and you haven’t eaten since that cookie unless you got something at home before I picked you up.”

“I didn’t. Just not hungry. Big breakfast.”

“Molly, something happened. What is it? We were having so much fun at the puppy thing.”

“We were. I had a great time.”

“Had?”

“No, I mean, I’m having a great time. This is great, Fin. Thank you for making the reservation.”

“You’re thanking me for booking a table?”

“Can I get you two anything for dessert or some coffee?” their waiter asked, arriving just in time to help Molly avoid this conversation.

“No, thank you,” she answered for them.

Finley just nodded in understanding, and within fifteen minutes, they were back in Finley’s car and on their way to Molly’s building.

“So, I’ll see you at work?” she said when Finley pulled up.

“I’m not walking you to your door?”

“Oh, it’s just up there.” Molly pointed and opened the car door. “I’m fine.”

“Molly, what–”

Molly leaned over and quickly kissed Finley’s cheek before getting out of the car right after. Then, she leaned down and looked at her, wishing she had no self-esteem issues.

“I had a great time. Thank you.”

“If you had a great time, why am I getting the brush-off right now, Molls?”

“You’re not. It’s not a brush-off. I–” She thought of a lie. “Well, I honestly didn’t come prepared for tonight, and that’s a problem because I just started my period, and I need to get upstairs to take care of that. So, I’m–”

“Oh, shit. I get it. Yeah, go. Why didn’t you just tell me before?”

“It’s embarrassing, Finley. I normally carry tampons in my purse, but I ran out, and the restaurant didn’t–” Molly stopped. “Anyway, I’ll see you at work.”

“Okay,” Finley replied. “Good night, Molls.”

“Night,” Molly said and closed the door.

She hated lying to Finley. That was now the second lie she had told her, and when she got up to her apartment, she stared at the photo of her with her dad in their Saints’ shirts and thought of the first lie. Then, she flopped onto her sofa and decided that it was for the best. Either Finley would get bored with her and end up with someone else anyway, or she would just get back together with India, but Molly couldn’t put herself through that kind of pain.


CHAPTER 13

Finley knew Molly was lying to her. She just didn’t know why. Everything with the puppies had been amazing. Molly had snuggled into her side and had been there for the whole hour they’d had with the dogs. Wells had slept adorably on Finley’s stomach, and they had talked quietly whenever they could get away with it and had played with the other puppies, who seemed to be content with trying to wake Wells up. The puppy had been surprisingly resilient, which Finley admired. She had wanted to sleep, so she had done so. The woman in charge had said that Wells might be going through a growth spurt because she had been sleeping more recently, but she’d also made sure to tell Finley and Molly that Wells was healthy, probably because she wanted them to adopt her.

Finley hadn’t given much thought to getting a dog, and that had mostly been true because of India’s stance, but when she’d been with those puppies last night, she’d actually considered applying for Wells if Molly didn’t. Then, she’d heard the woman say the thing about older dogs, and that had been it for her. If she was going to get a dog, it would be an older one who needed someone to show them how much they were loved. She wanted to take some time to think it through first, though, because she didn’t want to get a dog and either regret it or not be able to give them the kind of home they deserved.

She hadn’t thought much about it after dropping Molly off the previous night, but as she stared at her kitchen counter and saw the brochure, it came back to her mind. Finley read through the brief information and decided that it might not be the best time for her to get a furry friend right now after all. She was going through a lot of changes, including ending things with India, who still seemed to think they were meant to be, despite Finley telling her so many times that it was over for good this time. At coffee, she hadn’t exactly said Molly’s name, but she had told India that there was someone else she was interested in, and that was how she’d known that it was over this time.

Thinking about Molly now, she sat on the stool at the kitchen counter that opened into the living room and picked up her phone.

“Hey,” her sister said. “Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“I’m leaving in a few minutes,” she replied.

“Everything okay?”

“I don’t know. Maybe so. Maybe not.”

“India?”

“No,” she replied.

“Really? It’s always India.”

“It is not always India.”

“Well, let’s see. You like your job. You have friends. You have hobbies. What you don’t have is a girlfriend that I like, and sometimes, you seem to agree with me.”

“Hey,” she said through her laughter. “And, yeah, that’s true.”

“So, what did she do this time?”

“Nothing. We’re still broken up.”

“Really?” Her sister paused. “I had it on my relationship tracking calendar that you would’ve given in by now and taken her back. Shouldn’t you be waking up and having lackluster morning sex after the passionate make-up sex from the night before because you’re still trying to reconnect?”

“I regret telling you things,” Finley said and shook her head, but mostly at herself because her sister wasn’t wrong.

“What’s going on, Fin?”

“India and I are really over this time.”

“Okay.”

“And I went on a date with someone else.”

“A date or just sex?”

“A date,” Finley confirmed.

“You actually went on a date with someone other than India Sheridan?”

“Yes, that’s what I’m saying.”

“The woman you were into?”

“Yes,” she replied. “Molly.”

“That’s great, Fin. I thought for sure you were just talking a big game, but that you wouldn’t go through with it.”

“Yes, I know. You think I have no backbone when it comes to India.”

“Because that’s true,” her sister argued. “But you’ve also never talked about another woman when you were with her or since you met India, at least. Then, out of nowhere, you were mentioning this Molly woman. I thought you just had a crush, which makes sense because India is not the woman for you, and you were bound to realize that at some point or just end up miserable, but you actually went out with someone else. That’s awesome, Finley. How did it go?”

“Um… That’s actually why I’m calling. It was weird.”

“To be expected, right? First date with someone else in years.”

“No, it was fine at first. Better than fine. It was the best date, actually. Then, something happened at dinner. I don’t know what exactly, but Molly changed and started acting a bit strangely. She ordered food that was off. She had wine when she’s more of a beer person, and I’d already ordered a beer. She also hardly talked after that and then made up some excuse about being on her period and not having a tampon with her when I dropped her off.”

“Well, that happens to the best of us.”

“And if it were true, that would be fine, but I could tell that she was lying.”

“How?”

“I just could. It took her an extra second, like she was thinking about what to say instead of just being honest. Now, I don’t know what to do because I really like her. I thought I would kiss her goodnight and we’d arrange a second date, but she smacked a quick one on my cheek and couldn’t get out of there fast enough.”

“You need to talk to her. What if she wasn’t lying, and you’re reading into it? Or, if she were, then you need to find out the reason. Could be innocent, right?”

“Yeah, I guess. Molly gets nervous a lot.”

“At work?”

“Not work specifically.”

“Around other people?”

“Not that I’ve seen.”

Her sister laughed and replied, “Oh, Finley… You’re an idiot, then. If she’s nervous around you, that’s a good thing. It means she has something to be nervous about. She likes you.”

“I know she likes me. I don’t know what happened at the end of our first date.”

“Ask her. It’s really not that hard, Finley. You find the girl at work, make sure it’s a good time, and you discuss what happened like adults. If she lies again, though, or just doesn’t tell you, I don’t know that going out with her is the best idea. But if she tells you the truth, and it’s all good, you set up that next date. I do have to go to work myself now, so I’ve got to hang up. Call me later and let me know how it went.”

“Yeah,” she said.

“And, Fin?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m really proud of you. I’m glad you’re doing this, even if it doesn’t work out with Molly.”

“Thanks,” Finley replied.

◆◆◆

She arrived at the office only a few minutes later than normal, but Molly wasn’t at her desk. Her stuff was there, but her laptop was gone. She was probably in her first meeting of the day. Finley went to the server room to meet up with Levi and Rusty and talk about the day’s plans. Then, she went into the floor’s kitchen and got herself a cup of coffee. When she returned to her desk, Molly was leaning over the new hire’s shoulder, pointing out something on her computer and explaining it to her. Molly glanced up at her a few seconds later, meeting her eye, but Finley couldn’t read her expression, and the new hire recalled Molly’s attention, so Molly dropped her gaze back to the screen. The talk wouldn’t be happening right now since Molly was busy, so Finley sat down and turned to her own computer. When Molly returned to her desk and got back to work, Finley turned toward her in her chair, but Molly wasn’t turning to face her. Finley decided to give up for now and got back to work.

“Hey,” Molly said to her after about twenty minutes. “Coffee?”

“Um…” Finley pointed at the cup on her desk.

“Oh, right. Well, coffee for me?”

Finley nodded and said, “Sure. Kitchen?”

“Not here,” Molly replied.

Finley wasn’t sure if this was going to be good news or bad, but Molly wanted to get out of the office, so she followed her until they were on the sidewalk.

“So, I owe you an apology,” Molly said once they were a safe distance away from the office.

“You do?” Finley asked, pretending like she had no idea what Molly was talking about.

“Yes, I do. I was awkward last night at dinner and then after.”

“You were,” she said. “But I understood.”

“Yes, you did because you’re amazing, and you planned such a great night for us.” Molly sighed as they stopped at the light. “It really was perfect, Finley.”

“I thought so, too.”

“I’ve liked you for a while,” Molly confessed. “Like, a long time; an embarrassingly long time, actually.”

“Embarrassingly?”

“Yeah, since we met. I’ve sat there and watched you and India get back together over and over again, wishing I could just muster up the courage to ask you out every time you were single, but I knew you’d get back together with her eventually, so I hadn’t. This time, you told me it was over for good and repeatedly, but I think, in the back of my mind, I’ve still been trying to deal with the possible heartbreak if that happens.”

“Molls, it’s not–”

“I’m not saying that it will for sure. I’m just saying that that’s how it feels. I was sitting at the table, and for some reason, it hit me that this is what I wanted, but I’m also terrified that I won’t get it because you’ll go back to her, or I’m just your rebound girl.”

“You’re not my rebound girl, Molly.”

“Sometimes, it’s hard to know that, though. That’s what I was thinking when I ordered the wine. I didn’t even want it, but I thought that India probably ordered wine on your dates and had salads and dressing on the side, which was dumb of me. I know what you said before. I know you like those things about me; that I don’t do those things, I mean, but I still did it because I didn’t know what else to do.”

The light for them to go across the street changed, but Molly made no move to walk.

“So, I acted weird because I wasn’t acting like myself at all, and then I lied about the period thing because I didn’t know what else to say.”

“Thank you for telling me,” Finley said before she took Molly’s hand and held it in her own. “I don’t want or need you to be anything you’re not, Molls.”

“I know.”

“And I know I’ve said this before, but I don’t want India. If I did, I’d probably be moving into her place this weekend, but I’m not doing that. I’m here with you.”

“I know,” Molly said, not meeting her eye.

“Molly?”

“Yeah?”

“You’re not my rebound girl. I’ll admit that I don’t think I liked you how you liked me right away, but that’s because I was with someone else and had my own crap going on. I like you now, though, and I’ve liked you for a while, too. You’re the reason I ended things with her for good this time.”

Molly did look up then and asked, “I am?”

“Well, sort of. I’m not in love with her anymore, so that’s the biggest and, I think, most important part, but the reason I knew for sure was because I started having feelings for you, and I haven’t had feelings for anyone else before, even when we were broken up all those times, so I knew it was time.”

Molly smiled and said, “Really?”

“Yes, really,” she said with a small laugh.

“So, I didn’t ruin it?”

“No. But, Molls, no more lying to me, okay? The football one, I understand, and this one is small in the grand scheme of things, but if we’re going to go out again, I want to go out with you, not the woman I broke up with, and no one else, okay?”

Molly nodded and asked, “Want to try again?”

“Yes.”

“Tonight?”

“Tonight?” Finley asked in surprise.

“Yes. You did this to me yesterday, and it’s morning, so you’re getting more notice than I did about our first date for our second one.”

“That’s fair, I guess. Want me to make a reservation or something?”

“No, I’ll plan this one,” Molly replied as the traffic light changed to walking again. “Coffee?”

“And a cookie?”

“Yes, but you should let go of my hand.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry,” Finley said, dropping it.

“No, not because I don’t want to hold it. I do. I’d love to hold your hand while we walk. But–”

“Work people all around?”

“Yes,” Molly replied, and they walked across the street. “Also, make sure to get your own cookie this time because I’m not sharing today.”

“Oh, yes, you are. I want a bite, Molls.”

“A bite? You ate half of it.”

“I made up for that with another cookie, and there were puppies.”

Molly laughed, and Finley had to resist taking her hand again. She wanted to hold it in her own as they walked, like they would have had they been walking in any other part of the city.

“Well, there were puppies, so… Fine. You can have half of my cookie.”


CHAPTER 14

“Oh, I don’t know,” Juliet said. “You know what you should do, though?”

“No. That’s why I called you,” Molly replied.

“Text Gwen and ask her. She’s always got good ideas for dates.”

“She does?”

“Yeah, she’s been coming up with cool stuff for us to do even when I’m here and she’s there.”

“FaceTime sex isn’t a date, Juliet.”

Juliet laughed and said, “Not that. She finds these virtual events and stuff. It’s just something she’s been doing this week because we’re apart for the first time since getting together, but I’ve been enjoying them. Anyway, I’ve got to get back to class. Text her. I’m sure she can help.”

Molly let her go and looked around, checking for anyone from the office who might have overheard her asking Juliet what kind of date to plan for her and Finley. Texting would be easier, so she pulled up one of the most recent contacts added to her phone and sent a message to Gwen.

Gwen Benedetti: Oh, yeah. I can help with that. Finley’s not really from New Orleans, right?

Molly Jewel: No, she moved here for work. Why?

Gwen Benedetti: Has she done any of the silly tourist things since moving here?

Molly looked down at her phone in confusion.

Gwen Benedetti: I realize you might not know, but odds are, she hasn’t. Most of us who live here don’t do any of it, even if we move here. I’d recommend booking something with NOLA Guides. Myra did that for a date with Elisa, and Elisa loved it. She was new here, too, and it was a fun way for her to learn about the city and be with Myra at the same time. Myra knows the owner of the company, and they have a ton of options, so I’m sure you can find something Finley would like. Maybe do the food tour. That’s dinner and an activity rolled into one.

Molly nodded because that was, surprisingly, a good idea.

Molly Jewel: Thanks! I’ll go check them out right now.

Gwen Benedetti: Good luck!

Molly tucked her phone away and got back to work. Part of her wanted to surprise Finley in the same way Finley had surprised her, and the other part wanted to ask her if a lame tour around the city was something she’d even like. Deciding to go with the surprise option and take a small risk for once, she packed up her things at five and left, not seeing Finley around. Finley had been bouncing from floor to floor all day, so Molly decided not to say goodbye, but to say hello in a couple of hours.

When she got home, Molly pulled out her laptop again and did her research. NOLA Guides had several options, but most of them were available during the day; only a few were evening options. There was the food tour Gwen had mentioned, but while it did sound great, Molly wasn’t sure she wanted to condense their date by combining the activity with the meal. She’d already shortened their first date by pulling away from Finley, and she didn’t want to make that mistake again. Then, she spotted the one that would work, smiled, and quickly booked it because it would be perfect given the time of year.

◆◆◆

“Why are you picking me up? I asked you out,” Molly said when she opened the door to Finley.

“Because I offered, and you said okay,” Finley replied, holding out another flower. “This one, I bought at the store. I thought about getting you a dozen of something, but I decided it could be cooler if I just bring you a different one for every date until you get to a dozen.” Finley shrugged both shoulders. “If we get to a dozen dates, I mean. You could be annoyed with me by then.”

“I doubt it,” Molly said with a smile. “Do you want to come in for a minute? I’ll get this one in the vase with the other one so that they can get to know each other.”

She started walking over to the vase where she still had Finley’s first flower, and Finley walked through the door and closed it behind her.

“Will I be getting to know you more tonight?”

Molly turned back to her with a lifted eyebrow.

“Not like that,” Finley corrected herself and waved her hands. “Not sex. I didn’t mean that. Not that I wouldn’t want that. I didn’t even mean kissing. Kissing would be nice, but not a requirement or anything.”

Molly laughed and asked, “Why are you so nervous right now? It’s usually me.”

“I don’t know.”

Finley shook her head and looked adorable.

“What did you mean if you didn’t mean kissing or sex?”

“I just meant actually getting to know you because we started that a little last night, but then you went another way by pretending to like salad with dressing on the side, when I know you wanted extra dressing, at least, if not something else entirely.”

Molly rolled her eyes at herself and said, “True. I’m still sorry, by the way. I can promise you that I will be myself tonight and order all junk food.”

Finley laughed a little and held out her hand for Molly to take.

“Good. Are you ready? And you look great, by the way. I haven’t said that yet.”

“So do you. Did you do something with your hair?” she asked as she took Finley’s hand. “It looks a little different.”

“Oh, I added more stuff to it tonight.”

“Why?” she asked, giving Finley’s hair a closer look. “It always looks so good when you don’t do anything with it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” Molly replied with a smile.

“Well, honestly, I did it by accident. I think the nerves you’re sensing are because this is our second chance at a first date, in my opinion, and I want it to go well. I showered when I got home from work and planned to put only a tiny amount of product in my hair, but I squeezed a bunch instead and wasn’t paying attention. I rubbed it in before I checked the mirror and realized what I’d done.”

“It’s sexy. I won’t lie to you that you with slicked back hair is sexy, but you with your normal sort-of-messy waves is also sexy to me, so I don’t know that I can really judge.”

Finley smiled and asked, “What if I went into your bathroom real quick and washed it out? My hair takes ten minutes to dry. I just didn’t want to be late, so I didn’t have time to do that at home before I drove here.”

“Would that make you feel better?”

Finley nodded.

“Then, let’s do it,” Molly replied. “I’d recommend the kitchen sink because it’s bigger, but I’ll get you a towel and shampoo.”

“This is the weirdest start to a date I’ve ever had.”

Molly swallowed and asked, “Too weird?”

“Kind of perfect weird,” Finley replied.

Molly nodded and walked briskly into her bathroom, where she found her shampoo and a fresh towel. Back in the kitchen, Finley was standing at the sink, letting the water run until it got hot. Molly watched her as she wrapped the towel around her shoulders. Finley stuck her head under the water to wet her hair and shifted over a bit.

“Little help, Molls,” she said.

Molly opened the shampoo bottle, but instead of putting some in Finley’s outstretched hand that was waiting for it, she squirted a large amount on the back of her head.

“Hey!”

Molly laughed, and Finley moved to catch the soap before it slipped into the sink. She scrubbed her head with it for a minute and rinsed it off before she stood up and wrapped her head in a towel.

“I’m jealous if your hair really does dry in ten minutes,” Molly said while Finley towel-dried it.

“It does. But if we get in the car and the air is on, it’ll only take about seven.”

Finley held out the towel as if she didn’t know what to do with it.

“I’ve got it. Then, we can go.” Molly went into the bedroom, tossed the towel on the floor by her closet, and then asked as she emerged, “Ready?”

“Yes,” Finley replied with a smile and held out her hand again.

“Wait. Can I just do one thing before we go?”

“Um… Sure?” Finley asked more than said.

Molly took a few steps toward her and ruffled Finley’s hair, causing her to laugh, but Finley also leaned forward more to let Molly have her way.

“I’ve always wanted to do that.”

“Mess up my hair?” Finley asked.

“No, run my hands through it. But it’s wet right now, so I thought I’d help it air-dry faster so that I can run my hands through it later.”

Finley smiled at her, and there was a moment where Molly thought Finley might lean in and kiss her for the first time. Finley even licked her lips as she stared into Molly’s eyes, so Molly swallowed and licked her own lips on reflex, preparing for the connection.

“We should go,” she said, taking a step back.

“Yeah, okay,” Finley replied and held out her hand once more.

As much as Molly wanted Finley to kiss her, she didn’t want their first kiss to be in her embarrassingly small kitchen, by the sink, where Finley had just washed product out of her hair. She’d waited to have a real chance with this woman for so long, and she’d already screwed up last night. She wanted that perfect romantic kiss, with soft music and maybe candlelight or something close to that, at least. Maybe she was asking for too much, but she knew that she didn’t want it to be in her kitchen. So, she locked up after them and took Finley’s outstretched hand as they walked downstairs and outside. Finley opened the car door for her, and Molly thanked her before she climbed inside.

“Okay. Where am I driving?”

“I’ll direct you. We’ll have to park and walk.”

And they were off, driving toward the French Quarter and parking a few blocks away from NOLA Guides. Molly held out her hand this time for Finley to take, making Finley smile when she did.

“So, any thoughts about Wells?”

“Adopting her?” Molly asked.

“We didn’t really talk about it at dinner.”

“You blurted out something about adopting an older dog,” Molly reminded.

“And I’m seriously thinking about it. I just want to make sure it’s the right decision.”

“Me too. Puppies go faster, though, so there’s this pressure. If I want that particular puppy, I might not have long to decide.”

“True,” Finley replied, and they joined the pedestrian traffic on the sidewalk. “So, you mentioned your dad and the Saints last night. He was a big fan?”

“He was the biggest,” she replied.

“Is it hard to talk about him? We don’t have to.”

“It used to be, but now, I feel like I want to talk about him to keep his memory alive. He was a great dad. I miss him a lot.”

“You mentioned he couldn’t go to the games.”

“He had an anxiety disorder that prevented him from doing a lot, unfortunately. My mom never wanted to go to a game without him. She never really wanted to go anywhere without him. My dad was on medication for a while and tried therapy, so he was able to handle more and more in a lot of ways, but a giant stadium with thousands of fans and yelling wasn’t something he was ever able to do.”

“I’m sorry. I wish he could have.”

“Me too, but sometimes, I’m glad that he couldn’t. It’s strange, but it’s like we were more bonded as a family because of it. We did more together at home. He was always present. We watched the games together and cooked together. It was a lot when I was a teenager and just wanted to be on my own most of the time, but every time there was a game on, I’d forget that, and we’d watch it together.”

“My mom and I watched the Reds growing up. She was more of a baseball person and loved Cincinnati. It wasn’t a ritual or anything, but it was nice when we managed to watch a game together.”

“And you somehow ended up a massive football fan?”

“Somehow,” Finley said with a little laugh. “So, where are we going?”

“I hope that this is okay and you won’t find it totally lame, but I booked us on a tour.”

“A tour of what?”

“The city. Well, not exactly. It’s a spooky Halloween tour. There are ghosts, witches, and vampires, I think, and even a cemetery.”

“What? Seriously?” Finley asked, sounding excited.

“Yes. Was that a good idea or a bad idea?”

“A great idea! I love spooky stuff. My favorite movies are cheesy horror flicks.”

“Really?”

“I love the campy 80s ones, with all the blood and gore.”

“Well, let’s hope that this has none of that,” Molly suggested.

“Do you like this stuff, too?”

“I do. Good horror movies are great. Not a big fan of the blood and gore part, though, as I have to remind myself that it’s not real,” she shared. “I can handle it, but it’s not my favorite thing about the genre. My favorite overall movie is Notting Hill.”

“You’re so cute,” Finley replied, smiling over at her. “There’s this haunted house I went to with some friends last year. Would you maybe want to go with me sometime?”

“Haunted house? I can watch a movie just fine, but that’s real life. Won’t guys with chainsaws and hockey masks come out and try to get me?”

Finley laughed, and then her arm moved around Molly’s shoulders to pull her more against her as they walked.

“I’ll protect you. And they can’t actually touch you,” she replied.

“You really love all this stuff?”

“I do. You didn’t know?”

“Nope,” Molly said. “I just got the idea for a tour from Gwen and went with it, thinking it might be nice because you could get a different view of the city. You haven’t lived here all that long, so I took a chance that you hadn’t done anything like it before.”

“It was a good guess. I haven’t,” Finley confirmed. “I know my way around, and I’ve spent some time on Bourbon, but I’m at home most of the time, working on my computer, or with–” She stopped.

“You can say her name, Finley.”

“Can I? I don’t want you to order a salad again.”

Molly laughed then and wrapped her arm around Finley’s waist, pulling her in even closer.

“I won’t break if you mention her, but tonight, maybe we just focus on us.”

“I like the sound of that,” Finley replied. “Now, where are the ghosts?”

Molly tucked her face into Finley’s neck, and it was then that she realized that Finley’s hair was already dry, and when the breeze picked up and headed her way, she could smell her own shampoo in Finley’s hair. She waited until they arrived in front of NOLA Guides and turned toward Finley before she finally ran her hand through Finley’s soft hair and watched as Finley closed her eyes at the touch.

“I’ll go check us in,” she said. “Wait here.”

“Okay, but only if you do that again later.”

“That’s a promise,” Molly replied.

Feeling like she was on cloud nine, she turned around, walked inside, met the guy at the counter, who looked to be about eighteen, and got their tickets. When she turned back, she saw Finley standing outside, looking in through the glass at her. Finley had a smile on her face, and Molly smiled back at her. She still couldn’t believe this was her life right now.


CHAPTER 15

Finley knew that there wouldn’t be any actual ghosts on this tour, but that didn’t stop her from pretending that there could be and asking the tour guide, Melinda, about how likely it might be that one would show up.

“Has anyone ever actually seen a ghost on this tour?”

“I’ve had a few people tell me they did, yes,” Melinda replied as they walked ahead of the group. “But most of them were under the age of nine, so take that for what it’s worth.” Melinda looked past her to Molly and added, “You’re friends with Gwen’s girlfriend, right? Gwen called me earlier and said you might do a tour tonight.”

“Juliet is my best friend, yeah. She said Gwen was great at planning their dates and recommended I get an idea for what to do tonight with Finley.”

Finley smiled at her and squeezed their still-joined hands because Molly had asked someone for ideas for their date. She hadn’t dropped Molly’s hand since she’d taken it back after Molly had walked out of the tour guide, and prior to that, she had stared at her as Molly had been checking them in for their tour because she couldn’t stop herself. Molly was so beautiful, and she looked great in those form-fitting jeans and the tennis shoes she had worn for all the walking. Finley didn’t need her to dress up or wear heels. Molly already looked perfect to her. As she had stared, though, she had also wondered what Molly looked like when she woke up in the morning. Finley didn’t think they would get there tonight, but she hoped that soon, she would get to wake up next to her and find out for herself. She knew Molly was taking a chance with her heart, given Finley’s past, and she wanted to respect that.

Only Finley really knew how done with India she was, and even she had doubted herself a few times right after she had ended things. From Molly’s perspective, she had watched her and India reconnect time and time again, so Finley understood that Molly didn’t want to be a woman she dated for a few weeks before things with India sorted themselves out.

Finley then squeezed Molly’s hand a second time for the same reason as the first time: because Molly had called someone to get ideas for their date, and she wanted to silently convey to her that she was grateful. No one, that Finley knew of, anyway, had ever called a friend to try to get an idea for a date that she might love, so she wanted to at least try to convey to Molly that this was what she wanted. She wanted nights like this, where they walked around the city together and took silly haunted tours, talking all night about their lives, past, present, and future, and she didn’t want that with India.

“Juliet mentioned that you’re getting married. Congratulations!” Molly said to Melinda later.

“Thank you. It’s only a few months away now, which is crazy. Initially, we moved the date around a bunch, thinking New Orleans in the summer at first, but that’s just asking for hot weather and humidity. It’s going to be outdoors, and we didn’t want miserable guests. Then, we thought about fall and spring, deciding on winter officially only a few months ago. I know we’ve been driving our wedding planner nuts, but what we want is really simple for her.”

“Simple wedding; that’s the way to go,” Molly replied.

“It is, huh?” Finley asked.

Melinda chuckled and said, “We think so. How long have you two been together?”

“Together?” Molly said. “We’re not… We–”

“It’s our second date,” Finley replied for the struggling Molly. “I planned our first one. She planned this one.”

“Well, I like your style,” Melinda said. “And I have to announce the next stop now that everyone seems to be done taking pictures, so we’ll talk later.”

Melinda walked ahead and turned around, announcing where they were going first before telling the story about the ghost of an old woman who lived in the house. Legend had it that she would poke anyone who went inside with her knitting needles and tell them to get out of her house. Melinda went on to explain that on their typical ghost, vampire, and witch tours, they didn’t go inside anywhere because people lived or worked in the buildings and homes, but this one was the one place on the tour they were allowed to walk into and explore because the old woman’s family still owned the house and only lived here during the summer. Melinda’s company had gotten exclusive access to the historical building.

“She owns it, but she still does the tours?” Finley asked when she and Molly walked inside through the creaking door.

“I guess. Maybe she really likes giving the tours,” Molly replied. “Now, go find the old woman. Have fun. I’ll be right here, inside this door, waiting for you to come back.” Molly crossed her arms over her chest.

“You’re not going to walk around with me?”

“Nah… I’ll stay near the exit. Real life is different than the movies I like, remember? Safer out here.”

Finley moved into her then, and as other people on the packed tour moved by them, she uncrossed Molly’s arms and placed her own hands on Molly’s hips. She stared into Molly’s eyes and rubbed her thumbs over her shirt, wishing it were her soft skin.

“I promise, I’ll protect you, Molls.”

“From a knitting needle? She could poke an eye out with that thing.”

Finley laughed and said, “Well, I do like your eyes, but it is a non-corporeal knitting needle. I think you’d be okay.”

“You think? I need scientific evidence to back that up, though,” Molly argued.

“We can go back to your place and watch Ghostbusters, if you want. Do this tour another night?”

“That’s not–”

Finley interrupted by leaning in and kissing her on the forehead.

“Oh,” Molly said so softly that Finley almost didn’t hear her.

“Please. I’ll hold your hand the whole time.”

“Okay. Yeah. Sure. Anything,” Molly agreed, but she sounded like she was in a daze.

Finley kept her smile to herself, but just barely. If Molly had that kind of reaction to a forehead kiss, what kind would she have to an actual one? She really couldn’t wait to find out, but now wasn’t the time.

Molly took her hand and, after waiting for everyone else to walk in as well, they walked straight up the stairs off the front door and followed the group through the house. There were two bedrooms on the second floor and a third floor that was off-limits, indicated by a rope and a sign. One bedroom was the old woman’s room. The other had an old twin-sized bed in it, with a few pieces of furniture that all had an 1800s vibe, but Finley wasn’t an expert to know for sure.

When they were turning to head back down to explore the kitchen and other rooms, Finley decided to poke Molly in the side. Molly yelped and turned around at least three times, looking for the ghost. Finley laughed hysterically, and other people on the tour clearly figured out what she had done, so they laughed as well.

“Finley Storm, did you really just do that?” Molly asked when she calmed down, hand still pressed to her heart.

“What? No idea what you’re talking about,” she teased. “What happened?”

“You were supposed to protect me!” Molly exclaimed in a high-pitched, really cute voice Finley hadn’t heard her use before.

“I am protecting you. I poked you myself so that the old woman would leave you alone.”

“What? That makes no sense.”

“Makes perfect sense in ghost logic,” she reasoned.

“My heart is racing right now. Jesus.”

Finley smiled softly and met Molly’s eyes. When Molly dropped her own hand, Finley moved hers to Molly’s chest, pressing it in the same spot, feeling the beat of her heart, and they stood like that for what felt like several minutes. When Finley finally looked away from Molly’s eyes, she noticed that no one else was upstairs with them.

“You two about ready there?” Melinda asked from the base of the stairs.

“Uh… Yeah,” Finley said and cleared her throat.

Then, she dropped her hand and let Molly walk down the stairs toward Melinda first. They skipped the rest of the house, which was really fine with Finley because when they got outside, Molly moved in front of her and pulled Finley’s arms around her waist while they talked to Melinda and waited for a few of the stragglers to rejoin them. Finley rested her chin on Molly’s shoulder and pressed her front to Molly’s back, loving this closeness between them and not wanting to let go to continue the tour. She looked past Melinda, who was talking about Kyle’s, her fiancée’s, family and how Kyle’s sister was still looking for a date for their wedding, and she spotted an old woman staring at her; or, at least, it felt like to Finley that she was staring at her.

When Finley tilted her head into Molly’s ever so slightly in confusion, Molly read that as Finley wanting to be even closer, and her arms moved on top of Finley’s over her stomach. Finley smiled a little at that, and the old woman smiled back, directly at her. There was no mistaking it now. Then, the woman nodded and placed a hand over her own chest in the exact same way Finley had just touched Molly’s chest while inside the house, and Finley’s eyes went wide.

“You okay?” Melinda asked her.

“What? Yeah, I’m great.”

Finley didn’t take her eyes off the old woman, though, so Melinda turned to see what she was looking at. When Melinda turned back around, she had a wide smile on her face. She took Finley and Molly in and turned back to the woman, giving her a thumbs-up before the woman laughed a little and walked on as if nothing had ever happened.

“What was that?” Molly asked Melinda.

“Oh, nothing.” Melinda chuckled. “One more stop, and we’re heading back to NOLA Guides. Everyone, ready?”

They walked to the final stop, which was the cemetery, and Melinda talked them through some of the haunting stories and some of the rituals that had been seen happening late at night, where people, presumably, had been trying to raise the dead. Finley held Molly from behind again as Melinda talked, and she decided that whenever she got a chance to hold her like this, she would. It was perfect. She could smell Molly’s hair and skin as she held her tightly. She could even kiss Molly’s neck or whisper into her ear. She could slide a hand up ever so slightly to touch Molly’s stomach and feel her warmth. Yes, this was definitely the way to hold Molly, and she would be doing it as much as possible.

“Hey, about that old woman,” Melinda said to her when they were walking back to the office.

Molly was behind them, talking to a couple and their teenage girl about the tour, and therefore, out of earshot.

“Yeah. What was that about?” Finley asked.

“She’s pretty well-known among my friends. Ask any of them, and they’ve met her.”

“Who is she?”

“A psychic who sometimes works in the Square,” Melinda said. “But she seems to have a real gift, and I know she’s convinced people who’s never even believed in stuff like that because she’s been right every single time.”

“Right about what?”

“Well, Kyle and me, for starters. But then, there’s Bridgette, my best friend, and her fiancée, Monica. There’s Bryce and Sophie.”

“Oh, I met them,” Finley blurted out. “Sort of.”

“Well, that old woman got them right. There’s my wedding planner and her girlfriend. Also, Logan and Rory.”

“Logan and Rory? From the bar?”

“Ah, you’ve been to Candace’s place,” Melinda said.

Finley nodded.

“And yes,” Melinda replied with a nod. “Then, there’s Enid and Caroline, Jill and Willa, and now, there’s Myra and Elisa.”

“She predicted you’d all get together?”

“It’s a bit different for everyone, but basically, yeah. She seems to know things she shouldn’t, and she can offer advice or predict things. It also wouldn’t surprise me, honestly, given Juliet and Gwen’s connection to Myra and Elisa, that one of them has heard from the old woman, too.”

“So, this old woman just walks around the city and waits for you and your friends so that she can predict things?”

“I don’t think she does this just for us, but she’s been right when it comes to my friends. Ky and I are engaged. So are Bridgette and Monica. Linden and Asher, my wedding planner and her girlfriend, live together already. Sophie and Bryce are well on their way. Logan has moved in with Rory not that long ago, and I think she even has a ring now or is buying one soon. I’m a little out of the loop there, but don’t say anything to Rory just in case.”

“I wouldn’t,” she said. “I don’t even know her.”

“Well, anyway; that old woman has a great track record. It seems like she was saying something to you. Do you know what it was?”

Finley wasn’t sure that she understood how this woman could’ve known that she and Molly had just shared that kind of touch, and for the very first time, but she’d known somehow, and that meant something to Finley, a woman who believed in ghosts, wasn’t entirely sure about vampires, and knew witches were real. Why not psychics, too?

“Yeah, I think I do,” she replied with a smile.

“Are you hungry?” Molly asked when she joined them. “I’m starving.”

“Should’ve done the food tour,” Melinda suggested.

“Nah, this one was perfect,” Molly replied, taking Finley’s hand into her own.

They walked to the car in relative silence after leaving the rest of the tour at the office and saying goodbye to Melinda, but the silence wasn’t awkward at all. It was as if they both needed it to process the first part of their evening and take in the sights and sounds around them. New Orleans in October was still busy. Halloween coming up usually brought a new wave of tourists who liked to focus on and learn about the haunted history and mysteries of the city. There was some overlap with the college crowd and bachelor and bachelorette parties that flocked here in the summer and early fall, but there were also more families this time of year, and that made things feel a little calmer unless you counted Bourbon Street, which was always busy, but sometimes, unwalkable due to the size of the crowd.

They decided to walk into one of the restaurants just outside the Quarter and found it busy but just so, which gave them a bit of calm in the crazy. Since it was an Italian place, Finley got a personal pizza, and Molly got linguini with extra sauce. They shared breadsticks and dessert, and when Finley walked Molly to her apartment door, it took everything in her not to ask Molly if she could come inside to watch a movie or talk for a while. When Molly unlocked the door but kept it closed, that told Finley that she wasn’t ready for that step yet, and Finley understood.

“I’ll see you tomorrow at work,” she said as she held on to Molly’s hand, letting their joined ones dangle between them loosely.

“Yeah,” Molly replied.

Finley leaned in, and Molly must have thought she was going in for a real kiss because when Finley turned to kiss her on the cheek, Molly’s lips met the corner of her mouth awkwardly, and they both pulled back, staring at each other.

“Okay. Well, yeah, seems about right. Good night and bye forever, because you won’t want that again. That was embarrassing, and I can’t believe–” Molly rambled as she pushed her door open. “Yeah, good night. Need to go now.”

Finley just stood there, laughing silently and shaking her head as the door closed behind Molly. God, she really liked this woman.


CHAPTER 16

She thought she would be over her nerves with Finley. They had had two dates. Finley liked her. She had held her. She had even kissed Molly’s neck right under her earlobe as they’d talked to Melinda on the tour. After that, their dinner had been amazing, and they’d shared their entrées a little, with Molly stealing a piece of Finley’s pizza and Finley taking a few bites of Molly’s pasta. Molly had ordered the beer she had wanted, and they’d shared a tiramisu that had been the best Molly had had in a long time. It had been the perfect date, which was what she had wanted, but when she had gotten to her door, the nerves had taken over once again, so while she had wanted Finley to come inside, she didn’t think she was ready for what might have happened had Finley done so.

Molly knew that if Finley had wanted to take things further, she would have let her. She wouldn’t have been able to resist the chance to finally be with the woman she had been interested in for such a long time, even if she wasn’t ready for that, and she didn’t want to end up regretting anything with Finley because she’d done something that she wasn’t ready for.

When Finley went in for the kiss instead of asking to go inside, Molly had thought this was the moment. They’d have their first kiss, and that she had been ready for. Unfortunately for her, Finley had only wanted a cheek kiss. A damn cheek kiss. Had Finley been trying to get her back for the kiss on the cheek Molly had left her with the night before? Had it been Finley teasing her because of that kiss? She didn’t know, but she’d rushed inside her apartment, closed the door, locked it, run into her bedroom, and closed that door as if Finley was following her.

Molly had crashed onto her bed and screamed into her pillow. Why couldn’t she get it together when it came to this woman? She had never been like this with anyone else she’d dated, a trainwreck who was proud of the fact that she could at least speak to Finley in complete sentences now. She’d tried to call Juliet to tell her about her newest mistake, but Juliet hadn’t answered, so after leaving a voicemail, Molly had silenced her phone and had gone to sleep.

That morning, she woke to a text from Juliet telling her that she’d try to call her later and that she was sure whatever Molly had done wasn’t that big of a deal. Molly disagreed, but she had to get up and go to work, where she would see Finley because Finley sat right next to her now, and she had to try to get herself together before then.

Arriving at the office a few minutes late because she’d been delaying the inevitable, she was happy to see that Finley wasn’t at her desk. Molly set her things down and got out her laptop. The new hire, whom she still didn’t like, said hello to her and then was busy reading through a training manual that Molly recognized because she had seen Juliet with the same one repeatedly. Molly went to her first meeting, followed by a second, and by the time she returned to the row of cubicles, Finley was sitting at her desk now. Molly sat down in her chair without saying anything and pretended like she was getting back to work. A minute later, though, she chanced a look, and Finley was staring at her. Molly turned away quickly and started moving some documents around her desk because she couldn’t focus on actual work. Then, figuring that she’d waited long enough between glances, she turned again and found Finley still staring at her. Finley smiled at her this time, and Molly rolled her eyes. Finley laughed. Molly glared at her. Finley stood and walked toward her.

“Can I borrow you for a second?”

“Nope. Lots to do. So much work.”

Finley leaned down over her and said, “I think you’ve moved that one a few times already.” She pointed to one of the documents that, indeed, Molly had moved at least three times. “Maybe you can spare a minute before you reorganize your desk again?”

“Fine. Okay,” she replied.

Finley straightened, and Molly stood. She didn’t know where they were going, but she followed Finley around a corner and up the stairs she rarely took. Eventually, Finley swiped her ID badge, opening a door that Molly knew all too well because Finley used to work there. It was the server room.

“What are we doing in here?” she asked, checking for Levi or Rusty.

“They’re on the first floor, working on the remodel,” Finley said. “I just checked on them. They won’t be here for hours, if at all.”

The door closed behind them, and for the first time, Molly noticed that there were no windows around, just walls of computers or servers or something that she knew nothing about, and the door behind her. Finley moved into her, and suddenly, Molly’s back was against that door, and Finley’s hands were on her hips.

“Finley!”

“I wanted to kiss you last night, and not on the cheek.”

“We don’t have to talk about–”

“You’re right; we don’t,” Finley interrupted.

Then, she leaned in, but Molly didn’t move. She couldn’t. She was frozen in time. She had wanted this for so long, and as things buzzed and beeped around her, Finley pressed her lips to hers for the first time. It wasn’t exactly the soft music in the background that Molly had hoped for, but she supposed this was even better. Finley was surrounded by computers, which she loved, and Molly had had many fantasies of them doing this and much more in this very room.

When her brain finally caught up, she actually remembered to move her lips against Finley’s. Finley’s hands moved to cup both of her cheeks, and she held Molly there as if telling her that she didn’t want any more kisses on the cheek until she had this one. Molly wouldn’t argue with that. Slowly, the kiss built, and she moaned a little. Her hands remembered how to work and moved straight into Finley’s hair. God, this was just how she had imagined it. She ran her fingers through the wavy strands, loving that she was the one who could do this. Finley’s hand dropped to Molly’s hip again, and then, it was under her shirt, just resting on her skin there. When Finley’s lips pulled back, Molly almost insisted that they return, but Finley’s mouth was on her neck, and her hand was sliding up a little higher with every kiss, nip, and suck of Molly’s neck.

“God, you feel good,” Finley whispered into her ear. “I wanted this last night, Molls. I just wasn’t sure you were ready.”

“I was. I was,” she replied and let her hand fall into the back of Finley’s shirt, resting her hand between Finley’s shoulder blades.

Her other hand found Finley’s lower back and moved under the shirt there as well, bringing Finley even closer to her body, needing to feel her warmth and her strength as if to prove to herself that this wasn’t a dream; it was actually happening. When Finley’s hand slid up a little higher until it was just under Molly’s breast, she knew she wasn’t dreaming because her nipples hardened instantly, and she opened her eyes because she knew they were going too far. They needed to stop. They were at work. Technically, anyone with a badge allowing them access to this room could walk in at any moment and find them making out against the door. Then, Finley’s hand was on her breast over her bra.

“Oh, fuck,” she let out.

“Too much?” Finley asked.

“No,” she replied. “Yes.”

Finley continued to massage Molly’s breast but only for a moment longer before her hand and her lips were gone.

“Wait. Why’d you stop?”

“Because I should,” Finley told her and pecked her lips. “But I don’t want to. Does that count for anything?”

“Everything,” Molly replied, and Finley smiled at her as she cupped her cheek. “I thought you were going to kiss me last night, and I messed things up again,” she added, leaning into the touch.

“You didn’t mess anything up,” Finley said and kissed her quickly. “You were cute. Besides, it’s not like I announced that I was going for the cheek. I thought about asking to come inside.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because I don’t want to pressure you.”

“Into sex?”

“Into anything.”

“Why are you worried about that?” Molly asked.

“Because I really want you,” Finley admitted. “Like, I want you so much, I just touched your breast at work. And you’re HR, so that probably makes it even worse.”

“Even better if you’re in my shoes right now,” Molly replied. “And you’re right: we shouldn’t be doing this here.”

“I know. I just kept looking over at you, and I knew you were feeling awkward about last night.”

“How?”

“Well, you moved documents around until they formed different shapes. You had a square and a rectangle after that. I also realized that the newbie sitting across from you was staring at me, probably wondering why I was watching you and smiling, because I think you’re fucking adorable. If she comes to you with an HR complaint later about me being a creeper, will you defend my honor?”

Molly laughed and said, “I might.”

“You might?”

“Well, you did kiss me like that.”

“Yeah? How was it?” Finley smirked.

“Better than I imagined it would be.”

“You imagined it?”

“What part of me liking you forever was confusing to you, Fin?”

Finley just chuckled at first, but then her lips moved to Molly’s nose, and she kissed it before she also kissed Molly’s forehead.

“So, it was better?”

“Way better. It was real. You were really kissing me.”

“I’d like to do it again sometime, and more than once, if you let me.”

“I’ll let you tonight, if you want.”

“I do want, but I have something I have to do tonight. Maybe tomorrow? I mean, we can kiss again right now, and maybe again, when we’re leaving, just to hold us over.”

“In the parking garage?” Molly asked.

“Too close to the office?” Finley checked.

“No, it’s not that.” Molly sighed. “Yes, on the kissing now and again later. And maybe tomorrow night, we can go out again?”

“Yes, to all of the above,” Finley replied and leaned in again.

Their lips were joined once more, but this time, Molly didn’t hesitate. She slipped her tongue inside Finley’s mouth, and Finley moaned in response to that. Before Molly knew it, her legs had moved ever so slightly apart, and Finley had settled between them. When Finley’s hips began moving on instinct, Molly pulled out of the kiss and shoved at Finley’s shoulders.

“Okay. We can’t do that here, Finley.”

Finley laughed and said, “Sorry. They did that on their own. I was not in control.”

“We need to get out of here,” Molly said, fanning herself. “It’s a hundred degrees in this room.”

“Molly, it’s the server room. It’s, like, at least ten degrees cooler than it is at our desks.”

“Not right now, it’s not,” she argued as she straightened her clothes.

Then, she pulled on the door, opening it, and Finley followed her out into the hall. Just as Molly looked up, though, India had turned the corner leading right to where they were standing. Finley hadn’t noticed her at first, it seemed, as she was still laughing a little, so Molly reached behind herself and moved her hand around a bunch to get her to pay attention. She didn’t even have to turn around to verify that Finley had noticed India because the laughter stopped instantly.

“Hey,” Finley said.

“Hi,” India replied, but wasn’t looking at Finley at all; she was staring right into Molly’s eyes. “I’ve got a meeting,” she added, still staring at Molly.

“Okay,” Finley replied.

India walked toward them, eyed Molly some more, and then walked by without saying anything else.

“Shit,” Molly said.

“It’s okay. She doesn’t know anything.”

“How could she not? We just climbed out of that room like we were two kids making out in the storage closet in high school.”

“What girls did you make out with in the storage closet in high school, Molls? I couldn’t even get the one other girl in my class who I thought might be into girls to look at me, and you were making out with them?”

“I didn’t say me,” she replied.

“Oh,” Finley said.

Molly turned around and asked, “Are you jealous?”

“Well, yeah.” Finley shrugged. “I thought I was the first woman to feel you up in what basically amounts to a closet.”

“You are.” Molly chuckled. “Trust me, I wasn’t getting any in high school. Also, keep in mind that while you were just jealous of no one, I have your actual ex-girlfriend to look at and walk past at work every single day, Finley.”

“She’s a professional. She won’t say anything to make you uncomfortable, okay? But if she does, just tell me, and I’ll talk to her.”

“She could get me in trouble.”

“She won’t,” Finley said with a head shake. “I know her. She wouldn’t do that.”

“And you’re sure about that? It’s not an official policy that I can’t date you; I’m not your HR rep. But it’s still–”

“Molly, if anything happens, I’ll take care of it, okay?” Finley gave her a soft smile. “I want to kiss you again.”

“Uh… No. Work.” Molly tugged on Finley’s shirt for a second. “That’s for later. No more making out at work.”

“But did you fantasize about anything other than kissing here?”

“What?” she asked and quickly looked around, checking for anyone near them. “You know I did,” she whispered.

“Yeah?” Finley smirked at her again. “Where?”

“A few different places, if you must know. But we can’t talk about that right now because I’m already–” She froze. “I need to get back to work. That’s what I was going to say.”

“Sure you were,” Finley teased. “I am, too, though. I mean, I need… to get back to work.” She winked at Molly.

“Server room, kitchen, and my desk,” Molly decided to reply, teasing her back. “Those are my three favorite places, but there were more.”

Finley swallowed and asked, “Your desk?”

“Yup.” Molly nodded.

“Remember how I told you that I sometimes have to come in at midnight?”

Molly laughed and replied, “You wish.”

As she walked away, though, she wished for that, too: a completely empty office, with Finley on her knees in front of Molly’s spread legs, making her come with her mouth. It was something she’d dreamt of more than once. Well, more than a thousand times. She’d worn a vibrator out with that particular fantasy, but it wasn’t something she would ever do at the office.

“For the record,” Finley began when she caught up to her and walked alongside her. “I do wish.”

Molly shook her head and sat down at her desk, but her pants felt a little tighter than they had a few moments before. Her bikinis also felt a little wetter than before.

“I’m going to go to the bathroom,” she announced and stood back up.

Finley chuckled.

“Shut up,” Molly told her as she walked past her.

Once in the bathroom, she disappeared into a stall and let out a deep breath. She had just kissed the woman she had wanted to kiss forever, and it had been better than she’d ever imagined.


CHAPTER 17

Finley regretted making this plan, but she’d done it before the hot make-out session with Molly in the server room. She’d always suspected that Molly would be a good kisser. Even before she knew that she liked Molly and wanted her to be the woman she kissed, she had often thought about that. She’d thought about it with Juliet, too, though, and Stacey, who was in HR, as well as Molly, and Stacey wasn’t even gay. It was just something Finley did. She’d thought about how India would kiss before their first date, and she’d done that over the years for women she wasn’t even remotely interested in. There was the barista at the place by her house when she had been in high school, and the girl who worked at the local movie theater, who used to sneak Finley extra popcorn when her boss wasn’t looking. Now that she thought about that, though, Finley wondered if that had been her way of flirting. Had she missed out on the cute movie theater girl because she’d been oblivious? Well, it didn’t matter now.

When she’d gotten to work that morning, she had been hoping to talk to Molly about their corner-of-the-mouth kiss, but not finding Molly there yet, she’d dropped her stuff off at her desk and headed downstairs to check on her team in the meantime. Then, on the way there, she’d gotten stuck in the elevator with India, who had managed to catch the thing right when the doors had been about to close.

“Hey, sorry,” India had said.

“No problem,” Finley had replied.

“You’re here early.”

“Remodel,” she’d said.

“Is that why you haven’t called me back? You’ve been busy with work?”

Finley had stared at the buttons in front of her as they had lit up, indicating the floors they had been on or passed, and she’d wished for the thing to speed up.

“Not the only reason,” she’d answered honestly.

“Finley, can we just do the stuff exchange, then? I have a dress at your place that I’d like to get back, and I feel weird being at your place without you.”

“You’ve been at my place before when I wasn’t there.”

“Not after we’ve broken up. Can I just come over tonight?”

“Just to get your stuff, India. I don’t want to talk again. We’ve done so much of that already.”

“Okay. Fine. Deal. I’ll be there around seven. I have a late meeting, so I can’t get out of here until after that. Want me to grab us food on the–”

“No,” Finley had interrupted. “I don’t need you to grab us anything for dinner because you’re just getting your stuff and leaving.”

“Right,” India had said with a nod. “Sorry. Habit.”

“We have a lot of those, don’t we?” she’d offered.

“Yeah, I suppose we do,” India had said.

Finally, the doors had opened as they’d arrived at their floor. Not long after that, Molly had arrived, and Finley had pulled her into the server room because she hadn’t been able to wait any longer. She had needed to kiss her, but she’d also hated the idea of Molly feeling embarrassed about the previous night. It had been careless, but she hadn’t expected India to appear right as they’d left the room, probably looking like they had been doing exactly what they’d been doing.

Finley didn’t want to hurt her ex, but she did want to move on, and she felt ready to do that. Unfortunately, they all worked at the same company, which meant that there was a good possibility India would figure out that it was Molly who Finley had talked to her about the other day in the coffee shop, and the fact that they’d walked right out of the server room talking and laughing together made it even clearer.

Once at home, Finley hadn’t known what to do with her time until India’s arrival. She had been almost frozen, ready for India to get there so that they could finally be done, but when the knock on the door came right at seven, Finley took a deep breath because nothing with India had ever been easy. She knew it was India because India was always on time, and she always knocked the same way: three short knocks, followed by a gap and a fourth one. Finley had heard it so many times when they had first started dating, before the keys had been exchanged, that she still heard it in her mind sometimes. She stood up and walked to the door with a beer in hand. She’d already finished half of it, needing the alcohol to help her get through whatever was coming next. No matter what India had promised, Finley knew they weren’t about to get through the night without a conversation about their relationship.

“Hey,” she said when she opened the door, trying to show no emotion and hoping against hope that India would just walk in, take her stuff, and go.

“Hi,” India replied. “I wasn’t sure we were still on for this, but I thought I’d come over just in case. It’s on the way home, anyway.”

In no way was Finley’s place on the way home from work for India, but Finley decided to let that go.

“Why wouldn’t we still be on for this?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you’d have new plans since we made ours.”

“If I did, I would’ve canceled on you or told you to just come in and grab whatever.”

“Can I come in now?” India asked.

“Yeah,” Finley said and stood aside, letting India walk into the apartment. “No boxes?”

“For what?”

“Your stuff, India,” Finley said as she closed the door.

“I thought you’d have some,” India replied.

“For your stuff?”

“I just need my dress tonight. You said you had my stuff in boxes, I thought. I can get some if I need to, though, and come back for the rest later. It’s not like I planned this. I asked you this morning when I was already at work because I happened to see you in the elevator.”

“Yes, but you asked me,” Finley retorted. “You had time today to grab a few boxes from the copy or storage rooms. I took your stuff out of the boxes I had them in because I needed them for parts instead.”

“Parts…” India shook her head. “Well, I didn’t bring boxes. Do you have one of those for me by any chance?” She nodded to Finley’s beer.

“You don’t like beer.”

“No, but I’m guessing you don’t have wine.”

“I have water. Would you like that?” she asked. “I don’t think you should drink and drive.”

“As if one beer would take me over the limit.”

“Have you had dinner yet?”

“You know I haven’t,” India replied, crossing her arms over her chest.

“Then, no beer for you. Your dress is hanging up in the closet.” Finley took a drink of her beer and sat back down on the sofa.

“What is your problem?” India asked, moving to stand in front of the sofa.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Really? Nothing’s wrong? You’re acting like I’m getting in the way of something. Did you have other things you wanted to do tonight? Maybe fuck Molly Jewel in the office kitchen since you’ve already tried out the server room.”

“Excuse me?” she said.

“Please, Finley. I know your looks. I’ve seen all of your looks. I’ve seen your post-sex face a thousand times.”

“Well, then you don’t remember it very well because I didn’t have any today.”

“Molly didn’t take care of you?”

“Fuck you, India!” Finley exclaimed. “And not that it’s any of your business, but we didn’t do that.”

“You expect me to believe that you didn’t–”

“I don’t care what you believe, honestly. You came here to get your stuff. Can you just grab whatever you want and go, please? I don’t want to do this again.”

“We’re not doing anything again. I haven’t even said anything about our relationship; just about your new one.”

“Please stop,” she said a little softer. “Molly is a good person, and you like her. Just remember that.”

“I do like Molly. She’s sweet.”

“Then, leave her out of this, okay?”

“I wasn’t the one who pulled her into it. You’re the one who did whatever you did in the server room with her today.”

“We were talking,” Finley replied. “And yes, we’ve been on a couple of dates, but, India, please don’t tell anyone.”

“Because she could get in trouble?” India asked and sat down next to her.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I just don’t want to risk it.”

“I’m not that person, Finley. Does Molly think I am? Is she worried?”

“She was. But I told her you wouldn’t do anything.”

“I won’t,” India replied. “Sorry for my reaction. I was just surprised. In the store, you said you liked someone else, but not that it was someone we work with or someone I know or will see every day. I didn’t know you two were already… dating.”

“I didn’t plan on you finding out this way,” Finley said.

“How did you plan on me finding out?”

“I would’ve told you,” she said. “It’s only been a couple of dates. There wasn’t a point in saying anything until I knew it was serious. It’s not like I want to hurt you, India.”

“I don’t want to hurt you, either, Fin.” India moved a little closer. “I want you to be happy.”

“I know. I am.”

“With Molly?”

“We’re not together yet,” she replied and took a drink of her beer.

India took the bottle from her and downed the rest of it before she set it empty on the table.

“Half a beer won’t hurt,” she said. “And do you want to be with her?”

“I really like her,” Finley answered.

“Like you liked me once?”

“India…”

“What happened to us?”

“We said we–”

“I just mean that it was so good at first. Then, we were doing this dance over and over again. I’m still waking up in the morning and rolling over, expecting you to be there. The other day, I accidentally used that old toothbrush you have in my bathroom. I use an electric one. I don’t even know why I grabbed your regular one, but I did it without thinking and put it back in the holder after I was done and just stared at it.”

“You can throw that out,” Finley replied.

“Yeah,” India said, appearing somewhere far away from the sofa before she finally met Finley’s eyes. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

“You should try to move on instead,” Finley suggested.

“It hasn’t been that long, Finley. I didn’t have someone else on the back burner just waiting for us to break up again.”

“Molly wasn’t on the back burner. It wasn’t like that.”

“Can you tell me how it was, then? Because one day, you’re still with me. The next, we’re over again, and suddenly, you’re going out with someone else. We were together for a long time, Fin. I thought–”

“You thought what?”

“You know what I thought,” India told her.

“That this was just another temporary thing,” she said, knowing the answer.

“Yes. And, if I’m being honest, I still do.”

“Why? I’ve told you. I’ve been honest, India. I–”

“I know,” India replied. “But I can’t just give up on us, Fin. If you want to explore this with Molly, fine. You’re technically single.”

“I’m not exploring anything with Molly, India. It’s not like–”

But before Finley could finish her sentence, India was leaning in. Finley knew what was about to happen, so quickly, before it could, she jumped off the sofa, knocking the empty beer bottle off the table and onto the floor, where it let loose the small amount of beer onto her carpet, and took three big steps back toward the TV.

“What the fuck, India?!”

“You’re not together yet. You said it yourself.”

“Are you kidding me?” she asked and shook her head. “Did you honestly come here to try to get me to sleep with you when you know I’m dating Molly?”

“No, I didn’t know you were dating Molly when I asked you if I could get my stuff this morning. I found that out later.” India stood up and wiped at the invisible wrinkles on her perfectly starched pants. “I was going to kiss you, and if that led to something else, so be it. I wanted to kiss you. I miss kissing you, Finley.”

“India, can you just take your dress and go, please?” she said and looked down at the bottle on the floor. “I have to clean this up.”

“I just don’t get it.”

“What?”

“What happened with us; I don’t get it. I know we’re not perfect. I’m not an idiot, Finley. But I was yours, and you were mine. We were going to figure it out. We always figure it out.”

India turned and walked toward the bedroom, where she disappeared after turning the light on because she knew exactly where the switch was, where the closet was, and where the dress was hanging. Seconds later, she returned to the living room after leaving the light on, but at least she was carrying the dress she wanted.

“I’ll just go. I need to not be here right now.”

“Okay,” Finley said. “Are you okay to drive?”

“It was half a beer.”

“I’m just checking.”

“I’m fine. I’ll see you at work tomorrow, I guess.”

“Yeah, okay. Bye,” she said.

When the door closed, Finley went to it and locked it. Technically, India still had her key, but there was a dead bolt that Finley flipped. She didn’t expect India to just walk in, but she also hadn’t expected the woman to try to kiss her, either, so she would be extra cautious and hope India had gotten it all out of her system.

Finley did understand. As she climbed into bed later that night, she thought about how hard it had been to grasp their relationship ending for her as well. She’d washed her sheets three times before she finally couldn’t smell India on the fabric, but accomplishing that goal had also felt strange and unfamiliar because that scent had been in her life for years. She kept staring at her ceiling, trying not to think about the past and focus on the future, and her phone beeped. Finley rolled her eyes, expecting it to be India with something else for them to talk about, but then she smiled when she saw it was Molly instead.

Molly Jewel: I just wanted to say goodnight. You’re probably still up, building a whole computer or something, but I’m about to go to sleep, so I wanted to say goodnight. Hope that’s not lame.

Finley thought about how best to respond and decided to just call her instead.

“Hey,” Molly said when she answered.

“It’s not lame. It’s cute,” she replied and rolled onto her side.

“Yeah?”

“Yes,” Finley said with a smile still on her face. “You’re about to go to sleep?”

“Yes. I’m exhausted. We had a workers’ comp issue that I had to take care of tonight. One of the sales guys got drunk at their happy hour thing and decided it was a good idea to smash a beer can on his face. He broke his nose.”

“No. Seriously? They have beer cans at happy hours?”

“That’s what you took away from what I just said?” Molly asked through light laughter.

“I took the whole thing away. And the part where you worked late made me sad. I wish I could be there to massage your shoulders or something.”

“There’s always tomorrow,” Molly replied.

“I could massage your lips tomorrow, too… with my own.”

Molly laughed loudly this time and replied, “Oh, that was so bad, Finley Storm.”

“I know. I know. Talk about lame,” she said, covering her face with her free hand. “Normally, I’m much smoother.”

“Yeah? Say something smooth to me right now.”

Finley didn’t even have to think about it before she said, “I miss you, Molls.”


CHAPTER 18

“When will you be coming back?” Molly asked.

“I think tomorrow, actually,” Juliet replied.

“Really?”

“Yeah, the class is ahead of schedule. It’s a small group, only ten of them this time, and instead of it taking the whole week, I think if we stay on track today, I’ll actually get to drive home to see my girlfriend and my dog sooner than I thought. I really need that. I miss them both.”

“And your best friend, too?” Molly asked hopefully as she sat in her car.

“Of course, I miss you, Molls. But it’s different… I got used to falling asleep next to Gwen, and Carly would climb in with us, so it feels weird sleeping in this mushy hotel room bed without Gwen, you know? I love you, but I don’t want to sleep with you.”

Molly laughed and said, “I get it. And you’ve said that before; no need to keep repeating how much you don’t want to sleep with me. I love you, too. I’d fall asleep next to Carly, though. When can I borrow her?”

“Does Finley like dogs?”

“Why are you asking me that?” Molly looked around the parking garage as if Finley would be arriving any moment and would hear their conversation.

“I’m just curious.”

“Yes, she does. She’s thinking about adopting one, actually,” she said.

“She is?”

“Yeah. And so am I, honestly.”

“You’re going to get a dog? Since when?” Juliet asked.

“Finley took me to this puppy party thing on our first date, and there was this little corgi who was so sweet. I think I fell in love with her a little bit. She didn’t seem to care about what any of the other dogs were doing and was just herself the whole time. She fell asleep on Finley.” Molly chuckled.

“Is that the one Finley wants? Will she fight you for her?”

“No,” she said. “Fin wants to rescue an older dog, but she’s still thinking about it. The one I want is a puppy, and they’re more popular, so she might be scooped up soon.”

“And you’re sure?”

“I talked to Finley about it last night, and yeah, I think I am. I think I need her in a way. She’s like my opposite in dog form.”

Juliet laughed and asked, “What?”

“She doesn’t care what anyone thinks about her.”

“Oh,” Juliet replied. “Got it. You’re hoping she’ll teach you a few things about not giving any fucks about what other people think of you?”

“Maybe. Too much pressure to put on a puppy?”

“Probably,” Juliet answered.

“I think I’m going to do it, Jules. I have the number for the woman I need to contact. I don’t know how much longer Wells will be available.”

“Wells?”

“A lesbian named her,” she offered in explanation. “Anyway, you’re almost halfway through your crazy travel, and then, it’s home pretty much for good. How are you holding up?”

“I’m okay. I miss being home. This bed really is too soft for me, and my back hurts, which won’t be fun for the drive home.”

“But you have a girlfriend willing to give you an all-body massage when you get there.”

“Yes, something to look forward to,” Juliet said. “But I want to hear more about Finley.”

Molly smiled and said, “We talked for almost two hours last night. It was amazing.”

“Yeah? So, it’s going well?”

“I think so. I’m trying to keep in mind that she likes me and I’m not holding her hostage on dates, but it’s still really weird to me that she would choose someone who made mac and cheese from the box and added hot dogs to it for dinner last night when she could have anyone else.”

Juliet laughed and said, “She does like you, Molls. I could see it that day at the game.”

“She bought me a jersey,” Molly offered.

“I know. How many times have you worn it since?”

“Only every night to bed. It smells like her a little because we sat next to each other. Maybe I’m just imagining it, but it does.”

Juliet laughed harder and replied, “I get that. Gwen gave me a T-shirt of hers to bring with me, and I’ve worn it to bed every night, too.”

“Gwen is your actual girlfriend, though.”

“Finley could be yours soon. When are you going out again?”

“Tonight, I think. We haven’t officially planned anything yet; we just said it yesterday. I asked her out for last night, but she said she had plans, so I figured I’d check today to see if we’re still on for tonight, at least.”

“What plans?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t ask. Maybe some nerdy computer building thing. Do they have competitions for that?”

“I have no idea,” Juliet said through her laughter.

“Well, I need to get inside, anyway. I’m going to be late for my meeting if I don’t head in now. I’m glad you’ll be home early, though, Jules.”

“Me too. Let’s plan to hang out, okay?”

“Yes, please,” she said, hoping that didn’t come off as too needy.

“Hey, you know you’re important to me, right? I know I’ve been busy with Gwen recently and traveling, but you–”

“I know, Jules. It’s just life, you know? And I need to get myself one so that I’m not relying on my friends to give me one. I’ve been doing better. I even went to the bar that night and met Ava. Oh, shit! Ava!” She clasped her hand over her mouth.

“I forgot all about her,” Juliet said.

“Me too. Fuck! Fuck! What am I supposed to do? She texted me the other day, and I saw it, but Finley was there, and I didn’t reply. Now, it’s been days. She probably thinks I’m ghosting her or something.”

“Just text her back and tell her you’ve been busy.”

“I have been with someone who isn’t her.”

“You went on one casual date, Molly. She’s not thinking about a wedding or anything. Just text her and tell her you will message again when things calm down.”

“But I like Finley. I want things to work out with her.”

“I know. You can tell her that, if you want.”

“Why did I finally give it a shot with someone else, and then, Finley tells me she’s interested?”

“The universe is conspiring against you?”

“Yes, that’s what it feels like. I don’t want Ava to think I’m a bad person.”

“Then, text her and tell her the truth.”

“That I forgot about her because Finley made out with me in the server room, and I almost let her do other things to me, too?”

“What?!”

“Don’t yell in my ear, Juliet,” Molly said. “And yes, you heard right.” She smirked. “It was amazing.”

“You made out with her?”

“Yes. And I want to do it again tonight.”

“Then, get into the office and make those plans. I’m proud of you, Molls,” Juliet said. “You used to not be able to say a full sentence around the woman, and now, you’re thinking about having sex with her in the server room.”

“Growth takes time, I guess,” Molly replied in jest but turned serious. “I think of my dad sometimes, you know? When I feel those issues coming to the surface, I think about him. I know he hardly left the house, and I don’t have that problem, but sometimes, just thinking about talking to someone like Finley is hard for me. Just sitting in that bar that night for more than ten minutes, I would’ve been proud of myself. Logan and Rory were there and made it easier, but it was still a big step for me. You weren’t there, and normally, I would’ve just stayed home.”

“Molly, you’re making out with the woman you’ve been in love with for a long time. I’d say you’re taking some pretty big, scary steps right now. That’s a big deal, and I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks,” she said, feeling a bit sheepish because her friend shouldn’t have to be proud of her for kissing a woman she liked.

They hung up a minute later after Molly checked the time again, and before getting out of the car, she sent Ava a quick text saying that she’d gotten busy with things, but she would check in with her later. She hoped that would be good enough for now, at least. She sat in the car another moment, staring at the concrete wall in front of her with the sign on it that read, ‘Parking for Employees Only,’ and thought about her dad again. She had never considered herself to be someone like him, really. She had always thought of herself as just shy or introverted more than anything, but after she lost him, Molly had started to wonder. She could identify times in her life where she’d been overwhelmed simply standing in line at the grocery store, where there was no one behind her and she was next up.

There were times when she and Juliet had gone to a bar, and she had been fine until Juliet went to the bathroom and she’d been on her own. There were other times when Molly insisted they go out to celebrate something, though, and she had been proud of herself for suggesting that and making the effort to be social or meet new people. It didn’t hit her all the time, but sometimes, she wondered why people even wanted to hang out with her. She was boring and ate like a kid most days. She could make it through a football game in a giant stadium without issues and go on a tour around the city, and things were fine, but then, she would have a morning like this one, where she was doubting herself.

They’d had a great call the previous night, but even she could tell that something had been off with Finley. She’d been funny and sweet, as always, and they had talked about Molly adopting Wells, but then, Finley had gotten quiet, and Molly had chalked it up to being tired, but it seemed like maybe there was more to it than that. As amazing as their call had been, she still thought about that as she climbed out of her car and headed into the office.

She stopped when she saw India standing just outside the garage that ended about twenty feet before the office building door, and she didn’t know what to do. There was another exit, but she’d have to walk all the way around the garage and then into the front door just to get inside, and that would make her late for her first meeting. She also didn’t think she could face India this morning after what she’d seen yesterday.

“I know. I know,” India spoke into the phone. “I just think it’s silly. She’s dating someone else.”

Molly’s eyes widened, and she looked around, trying to plan her exit. She could jump behind the concrete pillar next to her should India turn around, but that would look ridiculous if she got caught.

“I still think we’re supposed to be together. I can’t help it. Maybe I’m crazy, but it’s Finley, you know?” India paused. “I went over there last night and–” India stopped to listen again.

Molly swallowed hard and felt the all-too-familiar stomach roiling sensation she felt whenever she thought about India and Finley kissing in this very parking garage. India had been at Finley’s. Finley’s plans the previous night had involved her ex-girlfriend, not taking apart or building computers like Molly had assumed.

“No, but I don’t understand why we can’t just have a conversation and then do what we used to do.” India paused. “I know. I just miss her. I… I know. I know.” Pause. “Shit. I need to get inside. I have a meeting. Want to talk later so I can vent some more? I think I need it.” India waited for a reply. “Great. I’ll text you later.”

Molly stood frozen in place, unable to move, but if India turned even slightly, she would spot her, and she’d be able to put together that Molly had been listening in on her phone call. Fortunately, India turned the other way and walked inside, letting the door close on its own behind her, while Molly still stood there, not knowing what to do.

Finley’s mood during their call last night suddenly made sense now. Having no time to sulk, though, because she had two minutes to get to her first meeting, Molly forced her feet to move and walked inside. India, thankfully, had already gotten into an elevator by that point, so Molly could avoid that awkward moment and wait for her own ride upstairs. She arrived at her desk in time to drop her stuff and hurry off to her meeting.

Unable to focus on what Stacey was saying, she doodled mindlessly in a notebook and waited for the meeting to end so that she could get out of this room, fake sick, and head home to work from there for the rest of the day. She even coughed a few times and cleared her throat to make it seem like it was hurting. To really sell it, at a lull in the conversation, she asked if anyone had a cough drop and hated that she’d done it a second later when someone handed her the only one they had in their bag, a honey lemon one, which meant it was a cough drop that actually tasted like a cough drop and not one that tasted like candy and probably didn’t work. She had no choice but to pop it into her mouth, though, and after the meeting was over, she spat it out into a trash can once she made sure that no one could see her.

When she returned to her desk and saw Finley sitting at her own, facing away from her, Molly wished she had Juliet to grab her things for her so that she could just go home and text her later. Instead, she forced herself to be mature and deal with this by promptly sitting down at her desk and not saying anything. She avoided Finley’s gaze and hello for the next hour and then got up to go to the bathroom. In there, she splashed water on her face and stared into the mirror. When the door opened, she worried it would either be Finley or India, and the thought of it being either of them was too much. Her heart was racing too fast, and she needed to calm down.

“Hey,” Stacey said when she walked in. “You okay? You look a little pale.”

“I might throw up. I don’t know.”

Molly, it turned out, didn’t need to fake sick at all because she actually felt sick.

“Do you need to go home? You were coughing in the meeting,” Stacey noted.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I’m trying to see if it’ll pass.”

“Maybe you just ate something you shouldn’t have?”

“Maybe,” she said, knowing that had nothing to do with it.

“I’m going to use the bathroom, but if you need to go, just head home, okay?”

“Thank you,” she replied.

When Stacey disappeared into a stall, Molly looked at herself in the mirror again and hated how bad she looked now. She had no choice, though. Even if she was going to go home, she still needed to get her purse, where her car keys, wallet, and cell phone were, and that purse happened to be on the floor under her desk, next to Finley’s.


CHAPTER 19

She hadn’t seen Molly yet, which was odd because Finley knew the woman only had one morning meeting. She’d told her as much the previous night, unless something else had come up at the last minute. She had seen India, though. Her ex-girlfriend had walked over toward Finley’s cubicle, but someone had seen India, and they’d talked there for a second before they’d walked off together without India giving her another look.

The previous night, while she’d been on the phone with Molly, Finley had wondered for a minute about how she had managed to basically kick India out of her apartment and what she would’ve done had she and Molly not been dating. She supposed that she probably would have let India kiss her to see if there was anything still there, like she’d done before. She also thought it likely that they would’ve ended up in bed together and that they would’ve woken up this morning and probably done it again.

Then, India would’ve suggested they grab dinner at her favorite restaurant, where she would have ordered a bottle of wine and asked Finley to share an appetizer that Finley didn’t really want. She didn’t actually have to wonder because she knew exactly how it all would have played out. They’d done this all before. What was different this time was that she had Molly. Well, she didn’t have Molly necessarily; they had only been on a couple of dates. But it really felt like there could be something here, and Finley wasn’t about to make a mistake with India.

“Hey,” she said happily when Molly walked toward her desk.

“Hi,” Molly replied in a clipped tone and then bent down to pick up her purse.

“Everything okay?”

“Um… I’m not feeling well.”

“You’re sick?” she asked, looking around and seeing no one in the cubes near them. “Molls, you’re sick?”

“Just a little stomach thing, I think. No big deal. Going home. Gotta go. Talk later. Bye.”

Finley hadn’t known Molly well or all that long, but she knew that rambling now. It happened when Molly was either nervous or lying. She wasn’t sure which it was this time, but she watched Molly hurry down the hall and away from her without saying another word.

“Well, fuck,” she said to herself and stood to follow.

She needed to make sure Molly was okay. She’d planned to take her to lunch to tell her about the stupid India thing and to plan their date for that night, but Molly was already in the elevator by the time she arrived. Finley grabbed the next one and headed toward the parking garage, where she saw Molly tossing her bag into the back seat.

“Molls!” Finley called for her and jogged over to the car. “Are you really okay?”

“I’m fine. Just need some rest and chicken soup or something. See you later.”

“Molly,” she said when she got closer and could finally stop jogging. “What’s going on?”

“I told–”

“If you can honestly tell me that you’re sick, I’ll go back upstairs and tell Levi to cover for me so that I can take you home and make sure you get that soup. I’ll hold your hair, if you need to throw up, take your temperature, and make you drink water. Whatever you need. But you did that thing where you barely complete a full sentence before you start the next one, and I’m wondering if you’re trying to avoid me or something.”

“I’m just…” Molly looked over Finley’s shoulder. “Can you get in the car? I don’t want to do this out here.”

“This?” Finley asked. “This what?”

“Fin, please.”

“Yeah, okay,” Finley replied and walked around to the other side of the car, her heart racing because this couldn’t be a good thing.

She opened the door and got inside. Molly didn’t turn the car on, but she did close her own door, giving them privacy for whatever was to come.

“Molls? Talk to me, please.”

“I don’t think we should do this anymore,” Molly said, staring straight ahead.

“What?”

“Date.”

“Yeah, I got that.” Finley turned to her. “Why not?”

“Fin, it’s not over.”

“What’s not over?” she asked, squinting at her in confusion.

“You and India.”

“What are you talking about? I told you–”

“She was at your place last night.”

“She was, yes. But how did you know that?”

“I overheard her on the phone when I got in this morning.”

“Molls, I was going to tell you when I saw you. I thought we could grab lunch.”

“To tell me that you’re giving her another chance or that she’s still in love with you and doesn’t seem to care that we’re dating?”

“To tell you that she came over to get a dress that she needed for something, tried to kiss me, but I pulled away.”

Molly turned to her then and asked, “She kissed you?”

“Tried to, Molly. I stood up before she even got close.”

“She still loves you.”

“I think she’s struggling with us being apart for good, yes, but I’m sorry, that’s not my problem. I’ve made it as clear as I could to her. She tried to do something stupid last night, but nothing happened, Molly.”

“You didn’t say anything on the phone.”

“No, because I was going to tell you in person. We were having a good call, and I didn’t want to make it about my ex-girlfriend.”

Molly nodded.

“Molls, I know you saw us together a lot and that you’ve liked me for a while, but I can’t really help that. All I can do is tell you that I don’t want to get back together with her and hope you’ll believe me.”

“I don’t want to be like this, you know?”

“Like what?”

Molly turned toward the wall again and stared at it.

“This insecure person who can’t believe that someone wants to be with me,” she replied. “I’ve always been this way a little, but with you, it’s way worse.”

“But why? You act like I’m something special. I’m just a nerd you met at work who happens to like the same football team you do.”

“You’re Finley,” Molly said with a smile, but still stared at the concrete. “You’re the woman I’ve wanted for a long time now, and I see India, who walks around here like she owns the place, including you, and it’s hard. I can still see the two of you kissing in this very parking garage. And when I heard her talking to whomever she was talking to earlier, it was like everything came crashing in all at once. I finally got to be with you, even if it was only a few dates and an amazing kiss, but I don’t know that I can be someone who’s confident enough to compete with someone like India.”

“No one’s asking you to. There’s no competition, Molly. I don’t want her. I want you.” She reached for Molly’s hand, but Molly didn’t move her own from her thigh, so Finley just touched it briefly and pulled back.

“It’s not you. There’s something wrong with me. I don’t know. Maybe I do have what my dad had, just to a smaller extent. The therapist I went to as a teenager said I was fine, but I’m starting to wonder.”

“The anxiety thing?”

“Some things are hard for me, and I think this is one of them.”

“I make you anxious?”

“Not knowing what to expect makes me anxious. Not knowing if you’re going to dump me either for India, someone else, or no one at all makes me anxious. Thinking about going out to a bar one night and seeing another woman hit on you and not being able to do anything about it because I’d be too scared makes me anxious.”

“Molly,” Finley began and placed her hand back on top of Molly’s. “I don’t know what’s going to happen, either. No one does. I can tell you that I’m not getting back together with India. I can say that I want you and only you. But I don’t know what the future holds. You could dump me.”

Molly laughed and said, “Yeah, right.”

“It could happen. You haven’t come over yet, expecting us to go out to eat, only to find me with my noise-canceling headphones on the floor, working on my computer, having forgotten about the date completely.”

“That wouldn’t be enough for me to dump you, Finley.”

“Okay. Well, I’m not a doctor or anything, so I’m not going to give you a diagnosis, but have you ever thought that the anxiety you’re feeling about me is because it’s a new relationship? Everyone gets anxious when it matters, Molly. I’m anxious right now.”

“You are? Why?”

“Because you just told me that this was over,” she said and shook her head. “Did you forget that part?”

“It’s too scary, Finley.” Molly shook her head. “I don’t think I can handle it.”

“Why not? We can handle it together.”

“But I can’t,” Molly said, and tears welled in her eyes. “I just need to go home, Finley. I need to be alone and think.”

Finley pulled her hand back, feeling like Molly probably didn’t want to be touched right now.

“Okay,” she said. “But can you just promise me something?”

“What?”

“I’m sorry you overheard India talking. I don’t know what she said, but if I need to yell at her for hurting you, I will, Molly.”

“That’s not a promise,” Molly said.

“Don’t give up on this yet,” Finley pled. “It’s new. It’s scary, I know. I’m scared, too. But it’s supposed to be scary right now, Molly. It’s only been two dates. We work together. There’s my ex-girlfriend and all the baggage there. There’s the fact that you liked me, and I didn’t know it. I liked you when I was trying to end things with India. I know it’s a lot, but the other night, when I held you, it felt right, Molly. I loved holding you like that. And when we kissed yesterday, that was real. That was the best kiss I’ve had in a long time; maybe my best first kiss ever. I should have told you about India being there on our call, but I wanted to buy you lunch today and talk about our date tonight. I was going to see if I could maybe stay over and just sleep next to you, or ask if you’d want to stay with me. I will take this thing as fast or as slow as you want. All I ask is that you don’t give up on it when it’s right here, Molly; this thing that we could have that could be exactly what we both need. It’s right here.” Finley took a chance and reached over, and Molly didn’t pull away when Finley pressed her hand to Molly’s heart how she’d done the other night, leaving it there for a moment before she pulled it back and covered her own heart. “It’s here, okay? When you’re ready.”

Molly just gave her a small nod, which Finley took as an agreement.

“Will you do me one more favor? Will you please text me later so that I know you’re okay? If you don’t want to text me, have Jules do it or something. I just need to know that you’re okay, Molls.”

“I’ll text you. I can at least handle that much.”

“Thank you,” Finley replied, meaning it. “Should I go now?”

“I’m sure you have work you’re missing because you’re trying to deal with me.”

“Molly, I’m not dealing with you. I’m talking to you. God, I wish you could see yourself how I see you.” She shook her head. “You’re who I want, okay? Just… remember that while you’re doing that thinking you need to do.”

Finley pushed open the door, even though that was the last thing she wanted to do. Then, she got out of the car and closed the door behind her. She stood there for a moment, in case Molly would get out, too, but when the car started, she backed up and watched as Molly put it in reverse and headed toward the exit. Finley wanted so badly to follow her, but she had something else to take care of first.

“India, now,” she said, pointing to the server room when she saw India walking past about ten minutes later.

“What?” India asked.

“We need to talk.”

“Where was this last night?”

“Inside,” she stated and held the door open for India, who walked in before her.

“Okay. What is going on?”

“Did you tell someone about last night?” Finley asked, closing the door behind them.

“What? No.”

“You weren’t on the phone this morning, telling someone that you were at my place?”

“Oh, yeah. I forgot. Yeah, I was. Why?”

“What did you tell them?”

“Nothing. It was my sister, Finley. I told her I want you back, but you’re dating someone.”

“Right outside the office?”

“She called me,” India replied. “What is going on here? Why do you look so pissed off?”

“Because Molly overheard you, and now, she needs to think about us.”

“Well, I didn’t say anything that should make her need to think. It’s not like we slept together, and you jumped when I tried to kiss you. That hurt, by the way. You looked repulsed. So, thanks for that.”

“Can you just keep our crap out of the office, please?”

“Um… Hello?” India motioned with her open hands. “We’re in the office now. You just yelled at me and dragged me in here.”

Finley sighed and ran a hand through her hair.

“I’m sorry. But, India, Molly works here, too.”

“Finley, it’s not my job to make your new girlfriend feel good. Pretty sure that’s up to you. And I didn’t know she was there, okay? Had I known, I would have walked away or not talked about you at all. I’m not trying to be a jerk to Molly.”

“I know,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“You really like her, don’t you?” India asked.

“Yes, I do,” Finley replied.

India stared at her for a minute, seemed to realize something, and then nodded.

“I swear, I didn’t say anything that I think would make her run, Finley. I just said that I still thought you and I could figure this out, but that’s me. And I said that I missed you, I think, which is true. I didn’t say that you felt the same way or anything.”

Finley nodded this time and replied, “Okay. Well, thanks for–” She shook her head. “I don’t know. Just thanks for telling me the truth.”

“I’ve never lied to you, Finley,” India said. “And I don’t want you to hurt, either. If you really like her, just give her a minute, okay? I’m sure it’s weird for her, with us working together and everything.”

“You’re giving me relationship advice?” Finley smiled at her.

“Well, now you’re being a brat, so I’m thinking about taking it back.” India smiled back. “I have to run. I’ve got a lunch meeting that I need to get to, but I’m sorry if I caused you problems.”

“Yeah, okay. Thanks,” she replied. “And sorry for dragging you in here.”

“Yeah… That’s not a great idea if Molly already thinks we’re getting back together, Fin.”

“She went home sick.”

“Shit. Sorry,” India said.

“Yeah, me too.”


CHAPTER 20

Molly drove home in a daze and didn’t know what to do. She still had to work because she wasn’t actually sick. Yes, her mind was racing, and her heart was thundering, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t make it to her meetings remotely, so she set her stuff up at her kitchen table and pushed a vase out of the way to make room for her computer. Then, she looked up, realizing the vase was filled with two flowers from Finley, awaiting the remainder of that dozen she had been promised; one for each date they’d go on. For just a second, she allowed herself to believe that it would still happen and wondered if, after the flowers all died or after she got the first dozen, Finley would keep getting her a flower for each date. She shook her head at herself, picked up the vase, and moved it into the kitchen, where she couldn’t see it while she worked.

Having made herself some coffee before she sat down, she tried to push all thoughts of Finley and India out of her mind. She almost wished she had a morning full of meetings to offer a proper distraction, but today, of all days, she only had one in the morning and two in the afternoon. Molly did have a lot of work to do, though. At the end of the year, there would be a performance review process. Technically, part of it had already kicked off, with managers heading into meetings and training sessions to learn about the process if they were new this year or learn about the changes the company had made to it if they’d been here before.

She also had to review all of the recommended promotions. Each manager had to fill out a form to tell HR in advance who they were planning on promoting and why. Part of Molly’s job was to review the requests for the departments she partnered with and ask any questions or ask for more information from the managers in order to make the approval process go smoothly, so she opened the requests she already had and began reviewing and taking notes.

By lunchtime, she was starving and needed to stand up for a few minutes, so she went into the kitchen and opted to make herself a quick grilled cheese sandwich. While spreading butter on bread, Molly thought about Wells and how the dog really had just done whatever she had wanted, regardless of what the other dogs had done around her, and that made her smile. She decided that she needed to at least make the call, so she put the sandwich on the stove and grabbed her phone.

“Hi. Um… I was interested in adopting a dog,” she said once someone answered after a few rings.

“Oh, great. Have you been to our facilities before?”

“I went to a puppy party thing the other day, and the woman there gave me this number to call if I wanted to adopt a puppy from the event,” she said.

“Yeah, no problem. Did you get the name of the dog?”

“Wells,” she replied. “She’s a corgi.”

“Ah, that litter,” the woman said. “Let me check to see if she’s still available for adoption. Give me just a second.”

“Of course,” Molly replied as she checked on the sandwich, wanting it to get nice and crispy on one side before she flipped it and waited.

“Okay,” the woman from the puppy place said as she removed her from being on hold. “So, Wells is a popular little girl, and a family has already submitted their application to adopt her.”

“Oh,” Molly uttered. “I see.”

She’d waited too long.

“Having said that, it looks like they’ve also submitted an application for another puppy from the same litter. I’m not sure if they’re interested in adopting two dogs or if they just couldn’t choose between them, so they applied for both. The other one is available, and based on their application, I can’t see them being denied. Would you mind if I take a little time to reach out to them to confirm and get back to you? I’d still recommend you apply for Wells. She’s had another person apply. They ended up going for another dog instead, but I’m not sure how much longer she’ll be here.”

“I can still apply?” Molly asked.

“Of course. People apply all the time. We need to make sure our animals are going to good homes, though, so applications don’t guarantee anything. Besides, people withdraw all the time, too, so it’s always good to have your application next up on our pile.”

“Okay. I’ll do that,” she said, feeling slightly better.

“Great. It’s online. Do you have the link?”

“Yes, I do. Thank you.”

“And just as a tip, puppies are popular, so it’s likely we’ll get more applications for Wells. You could have a backup dog in mind just in case.”

“I have my heart set on Wells,” she said.

“Then, I’ll recommend something else. On the application, there’s a section asking why you want to adopt. Add in something special about why you want to make Wells part of your family. It’ll help you stand out.”

“That’s super helpful. Thank you!”

“Of course. Let me just get your info now, and I’ll give you a call back once I can get ahold of the other family.”

“Okay.”

Molly gave the woman her name and number, and when they hung up, she immediately went to her computer and got started on the application. Getting to the ‘why’ section that she was told about, Molly leaned back in her chair, grilled cheese cooling off on the plate by her computer, and tried to think about why she wanted this particular puppy. Then, she began typing.

For most of my life, I’ve had mild anxiety issues. I grew up with a father who struggled with them as well and often didn’t leave the house. I’ve been able to cover up my struggles for the most part, but there are days when trying to appear fine when I’m not becomes just too much to handle for me. When I met Wells at a puppy party, I felt an instant kinship with her. Here was this little puppy in a room filled with other puppies, who were all playing and jumping around the room, and she was just on a dog bed, sleeping and not caring about any of it. I think I fell in love with her then. She was just herself and didn’t seem to care about anything else around her. Then, she came over to me and the person I was there with, and she let us pet her and fell back asleep right there, on top of the person I was with. Wells stayed there for the entire time, and when we had to leave, I knew I needed to reach out to see about adopting her. I feel like we were supposed to be a family and that I need her in my life. I need that kind of self-assurance and calm, so Wells is the perfect companion for me. I hope you’ll strongly consider my application, and I promise to provide her with a happy and loving home.

Molly went on to explain that her best friend had a dog that Wells would be able to play with and that she knew the most popular dog walker and pet sitter in the city, namedropping Gwen in case they knew of her. She told them that she didn’t have to travel for work, was pretty much always home, and could alter her schedule as needed or enlist Gwen’s services to walk Wells during the day or if she had to work late. Molly hoped that would give her a leg up on the stiff puppy competition, and after re-reading every word and deciding that she’d done the best she could, she hit send.

Molly made it to her meetings and, at five, she closed her computer and went to her sofa, where she stared down at her phone. She still hadn’t texted Finley, but she knew she at least owed her that, so she pulled up her messages and sent her a short text telling her that she was fine and in for the night. She wasn’t sure why she added that last part, but she had hit send before she could stop herself.

Finley Storm: I don’t want to ask this because I know you want some space, but can I come over? It’s okay to say no.

Molly knew then why she had said that she would be in for the night. She was hoping for this kind of response from Finley. She needed to hear that Finley still wanted to do this, even though Molly had asked for some time. She knew it was wrong because she would tell her no, but she was still happy to see the message.

Molly Jewel: Not tonight, Fin. I’m just going to eat something for dinner, take a long bath, and go to bed early.

Finley Storm: Okay. Sleep well, Molls.

Molly hated that she was doing this to this woman. She pulled up the therapy app she hadn’t used in over a year and decided to see if there were any exercises that she could do to help manage what she was feeling before she could find a local doctor to meet with. It hadn’t ever been this bad, the feeling like the world was swirling around her too fast and she couldn’t keep up, and she knew she needed some help. Molly hadn’t had pride in the way of seeking help before; she just also hadn’t ever felt like something very important was happening, and she was going to miss out on it if she didn’t get herself together and soon.

◆◆◆

The next day, she woke and tried to calm herself down by doing a breathing exercise recommended by the app. She had to go to work today, and that meant seeing Finley and possibly running into India. When she arrived at the parking garage, she pulled into a spot on a different floor, not being able to take the usual one she grabbed because it reminded her of Finley now. She checked her surroundings for India, who might be on the phone again, but found only other coworkers heading into the office, so she joined them and tried to pretend like everything was normal.

When she got to her desk, Finley gave her a smile and a nod but didn’t say anything, apparently trying to respect her request for some time, which Molly both hated and appreciated at the same time. She wanted Finley to talk to her, though, to grab coffee with her, to take her into the server room and give her the best kiss of her life. She didn’t want to be this way: worrying about not being ready for a relationship with Finley now that she could finally have it; not being able to stand up to India and tell her that it was over, and to leave Finley alone. She wanted so many things, but she didn’t think she was capable of having them.

So, instead of saying hello to the woman she was technically still dating, she went to the kitchen to grab a cup of coffee on her own and ran smack into India, who was on her way out, holding a banana in her hand. Thankfully, she hadn’t had her own cup of coffee that would’ve spilled all over both of them.

“Shit,” India said. “Sorry.” Then, she looked up. “Oh, Molly.”

“Hi,” Molly said. “And I’m sorry. I was looking down,” she added, taking in India’s wardrobe, which was perfect and wrinkle-free as usual.

“It’s fine. No damage done,” India said. “Actually, can I talk to you for a few minutes?”

“Oh. I was just getting a cup of coffee.” Molly pointed behind her.

“I just wanted to apologize, Molly,” India said softly. “Not cause problems.”

Molly swallowed and gave a short nod. India nodded, too, and they walked over to a small sofa that was against a wall and nestled in a corner of the kitchen, where they could speak and not be interrupted. Molly waited for India to sit first before she followed, leaving as much space as she could between them.

“Finley said you overheard me on the phone with my sister yesterday, so I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were there. She called me right before I got inside, and I stayed out there to take the call.”

“That’s okay,” Molly said. “You can talk on the phone wherever you want.”

“Still, I wanted you to know that I get it now.”

“Get what?”

“You and Finley,” India said.

“What about me and her?”

“She really likes you. She defended your honor.” India chuckled. “And when I tried to kiss her the other night, she bolted as quickly as she could. She was repulsed at the idea of kissing me again. I’m not going to lie, that one hurt.” She shook her head slowly. “But she’s done with me. I get it now.”

“It’s only been a couple of dates,” Molly noted. “You two always get back together.”

“Not this time,” India replied. “It’s different this time. She’s never liked anyone else before. She’s never gone on a date with someone else – that I know of, at least – and you work here. It couldn’t have been easy for her to ask you out, knowing that you’d be here every day, and it would be awkward if you said no. She even moved her desk right next to you.” India chuckled. “And she could’ve sat anywhere. It’s not like it was every other time we broke up, Molly.”

Molly sat there frozen, unable to say anything.

“What?” India asked. “Something wrong?”

“I told her I needed time yesterday. It’s just a lot. I’ve… liked your girlfriend for a while now, if I’m being honest.”

“My ex-girlfriend,” India said. “She’s not my girlfriend anymore.” She shrugged. “And I get needing time thing, but, Molly, I promise you that I’m done trying to get her back. I went home last night and thought about what an ass I’ve been recently. I kept thinking that this was just us; that it was who we were as a couple. I thought if we finally lived together and took those steps, everything would fall into place. But that’s not how it works. It’s not how it should work, at least. Finley likes you now. She doesn’t want me anymore, and I need to move on, so I’m going to start doing just that by trying to be the bigger person here; or, at least, a decent one, I suppose.” India stood up then and added, “I don’t think you should give up on her, okay? Obviously, it’s not my call, but I’ve never seen her like this, for what it’s worth. She’s ready if you are.”


CHAPTER 21

Finley stood in the kitchen and waited for the coffee to pour into her cup. They had one of those pod machines in the break room that had Southern Roastery coffee available, but it wasn’t the same as the stuff they could get from the store, so she was excited that the remodel downstairs was going on now because part of it included a new, state-of-the-art store on the first floor where they could get coffee for free just by being a Southern employee. It was a sign of the growing company’s success. Prior to that, they had always had to walk to the store closest to them, and they had a discount on coffee and pastries, but now, all corporate employees would get free coffee drinks and still a discount on pastries. Well, they could get one free drink a day and then a discount on others, but it was still a nice benefit, and it would be more convenient than having to walk down the street.

They hadn’t initially planned on doing this on the first floor, but when they had made changes to how the new-hire, sales, and leadership training would work for the whole company, they had decided to build a café here, which wasn’t all that difficult because there had once been a café in this location. Well, it had been a building cafeteria for employees of the old owners, but it had the space for it, and now, Finley’s team was making sure the technology would all work correctly.

“Hey, can I see it?”

Finley looked up to see India standing there next to her.

“See what?”

“It’s got a wall up, so I can’t see it. Does it look cool?”

“The store? It’s a bunch of cables and boxes right now,” Finley replied.

“But can I go in and take a look?”

“No, because only the authorized people can be in there while the work is being done.”

“Come on, Fin.” She gave Finley a puppy dog expression and added, “I just want to look around. We’ve been talking about adding our own café in here for years.”

“It’s just a coffee shop, and it’s not even that yet,” Finley said.

“Fine. You’re no fun,” India replied. “But it’s cool?”

Finley laughed and said, “It will be, yeah. I’m working on–” She stopped talking immediately when she saw Molly looking frozen in place, not that far away from where she’d just laughed at India.

India turned around to see what Finley was staring at now.

“Molls, we weren’t–”

“Hey, India,” Molly said.

“Hi, Molly. We were just talking about the store they’re building.”

“Oh? Yeah, that’s great. It was Juliet’s idea.”

“It was?” Finley asked her.

“Yeah, she was the one who had all the training ideas and said we should build a new café here for her to use. And I know we’ll get free drinks, but I think they’ll be made by newbies, so you might want to brace yourselves.”

India chuckled and said, “I guess that’s a good point.”

“So, I should still walk to the one down the street?” Finley asked.

“I’d ask Juliet what the training schedule is first. Have your free coffee here on their fourth or fifth day in training, or if there’s not a class in session.”

“That’s very clever,” India noted. “And I should go now. I have a meeting in a few. See you up there?” she added to Molly, to Finley’s surprise.

“I’ll be there,” Molly replied.

India walked toward the elevators, leaving Finley there with Molly.

“She just wanted to see the new store. That’s all we were talking about, Molls.”

“I know,” Molly said. “And I think I’ve made you scared that you can’t even talk to her anymore without me reading into it. I’m sorry for that, Finley. I don’t know what kind of relationship you want to have with India after your breakup, but if it’s friendship, I’m sorry for making you worry about how I’ll handle you two talking at work.”

“You don’t have to be sorry. I don’t know if India and I can be friends, but I think I’d like to try it eventually, if she’s up for it. Right now, though, I don’t want to do anything that makes you uncomfortable or worried.”

Molly shrugged and said, “But that’s on me; it’s my stuff to work through, and I’m going to. I called my mom just now. That’s why I was outside. I’ve been walking around the block for an hour, asking her questions about Dad and me growing up. Ever since I lost him, it’s almost like I’ve been trying to take his place. I’ve been getting more and more anxious with things that didn’t used to bother me at all or, at least, not very much. I think finding out that you actually liked me back was this thing I never thought would happen, and it’s been hard to deal with, but that’s not because of anything you’ve done, Finley. I’ve got my insecurities about this, but you’ve done everything right.” Molly smiled at her. “India even said you jumped when she tried to kiss you. Like, literally jumped off the sofa.”

“I did.” Finley chuckled.

“So, I guess what I’m trying to say is that I’m sorry.”

“You’re sorry? What for, Molls?”

“Yesterday. And I want to go out with you, Fin. I’ve just wanted it so much for so long that I’m getting all up in my head about it.”

“Can you just not pull away if it happens again? It’s okay if it does, Molly. I get it. It’s scary, meeting someone who just feels right, so you doubt it because nothing’s ever been like it before, but I think that’s a good thing. I just need to know that if you’re feeling that way, you’ll talk to me and not pull away. Or, if you have to pull away, you’ll–”

“What?”

“You’ll come back,” she said. “I’m not sure if that’s fair for me to ask; it’s been a couple of dates. But I like you, and I understand why you’d worry about India and me. We have a pattern, and you’ve witnessed it over and over from your desk. I know it probably feels like you’re part of that pattern right now, but you’re not. I–”

“I know, Fin,” Molly said. “I know. I trust you. Hell, I even trust India now.”

“You do?” Finley asked, surprised. “Did I wake up in an alternate universe this morning?”

“I don’t think we’re going to be best friends anytime soon, but we talked this morning.”

“You talked to her? Or, she talked to you?”

“A little bit of both.” Molly shrugged a shoulder. “She told me she gets it now; that she needs to move on because you’re dating someone else. Well, me. She said you’ve never done that before, and she should have figured it out that it meant something.”

“It does mean something,” Finley replied. “And if she said that, I’m glad to hear it because I don’t want to hurt her. India is a good person. She and I were just oil and water, and not in that good, opposites-attract way. I guess we were in the beginning, but we haven’t been that way in a long time, and I know that because when I’m with you, Molls, it’s like it just makes sense to me. We don’t have everything in common, but some stuff, and you’ll go to the things I like, and you know I’ll do the same for you. I don’t think I’ve had that before, even with my girlfriends before India. All those things about yourself that you’re struggling with, they’re the things that just make you… you; the things that I like so much, Molls. I’ll buy you gallons of ketchup if you want, if it means you’ll trust that I want you and not India.”

Molly laughed and said, “I was coming over here to give you a speech about being an idiot and working through my stuff, and you had to give me that one and upstage me?”

“Sorry?” she asked and tilted her head.

“Will you go out with me tonight?” Molly asked.

“Yes.”

“Yes? Just yes? You don’t want to think about it or take a little time because of what I just put you through?”

“No, I don’t need time. And yes, let’s go out tonight.”

“I’m still a pain in the ass. I can’t fix it that quickly.”

Finley chuckled and said, “I don’t need you to fix anything. I like you, remember? I want you to be happy, though, and if you’ve got stuff to work through, I can maybe just be there while you do.”

“Ugh! Stop being so perfect,” Molly replied, obviously teasing. “You make it harder when you do that.”

Finley smiled at her and said, “I’d kiss you right now, but we’re–”

“Not in the server room?” Molly finished for her.

◆◆◆

When Finley opened the door hours later, Molly stood there, holding a bag.

“Hi?” she asked more than said, looking at it.

“You don’t seem like a girl who likes flowers, so I got you something else. It’s stupid because I know nothing.”

Molly held up the bag for Finley to take, so she opened it and looked inside. Then, she laughed.

“HDMI cables?”

“Three of them and in various lengths. I got you a three-footer, a five-footer, and a six because that was all they had at the store.”

Finley laughed louder and looked up at Molly.

“I know it’s stupid. I–”

“Molls, this isn’t stupid. This is really sweet. I can always use more cables.”

“But you could’ve bought them yourself. You probably have, like, fifty around here.”

“I have a few, yes, but not that many. And you could’ve just as easily bought flowers for yourself, but you liked the ones I got for you, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then, get in here. I’ll put these with my stuff, and we can take the tour, which will last approximately two minutes, because it’s a tiny apartment.”

When Molly walked in, Finley pushed the door closed behind her and leaned in, kissing Molly on the cheek. Molly turned and smiled at her, so Finley leaned back in and kissed her sweetly on the lips.

“Hi,” she said with a smile.

“Can we stay in and do something boring, like watch a movie together?” Molly asked, pressing her forehead to Finley’s.

“That sounds good to me. Want me to cook us something, or should we order food?”

“Whatever you want is fine with me,” Molly said and pressed her lips to Finley’s quickly before pulling back. “I just want to hang out with you tonight.”

“Okay. Well, let me put these with the rest of my computer gear, and I’ll order us something so that I don’t have to cook and miss any of that promised hangout time.” She winked at Molly and walked through the kitchen to the living room, where she dropped the bag on the floor.

“Well, I was promised computer stuff all over the floor, and I see none,” Molly noted as she followed behind.

“I picked it up and put it all in the bins I have but never use.”

“Why?”

“Because you were coming here, and I didn’t want you to see the mess.”

“After we order food, will you show me some of it?”

“The mess?”

“The computer you’re building,” Molly replied.

“Oh. I guess. You want to see it now? It’s almost done.”

“Okay.”

Finley waved around the room and said, “Living room and storage facility for my computer stuff.” She motioned to the several clear plastic bins that were stacked on top of one another and the clear plastic drawers that held her smaller pieces and extras. “You saw the kitchen. It’s small, but I don’t really need that much. There’s the bathroom.” She pointed at the first door on the right off the living room. “And the bedroom is next to it.” She headed that way. “The computer and my desk are in there because even though the apartment is fairly small, the bedroom is a decent size.”

Molly followed her into the bedroom, and Finley pointed to the desk in the corner where her custom-built computer sat, turned off and waiting for her to finish adding the extra RAM she’d bought but still hadn’t installed.

“It’s clear,” Molly said.

“See-through, yeah,” she replied. “I like to see how it all works inside when it’s going. I had the shell custom-made by this guy I know. It’s one of my favorite things.”

“I thought you meant a laptop or something.”

Molly walked over to the desk to inspect the computer.

“No, it’s a gaming PC. I don’t game as much as I used to before India, but most of the fun of gaming for me was the computer I used, so that was fine. I think I might test my skills again, though.”

“You should. If you liked it, I mean.”

Finley smiled at her and replied, “I have to install some RAM. Want to watch me after we eat?”

“You can order, and we can do it now. Will you show me how? I can maybe learn something.”

“Really?”

Molly nodded.

“Then, yeah. I can show you how to install it in this one, but it’s different for laptops. I could come over to your place sometime and install some in your computer, if you want.”

“My work computer? Are we allowed?”

“No, your personal one.”

“I don’t have a personal one. I just use my work one for everything, or my phone. I have an iPad, but I don’t use it that much.”

“You don’t have a personal–” Finley shook her head. “I have one you can have.”

“What?”

“A laptop. I built it last year and haven’t done anything with it. You can have it. You need a non-work-owned-and-operated computer, Molls. I mean, where do you watch your porn?”

Molly’s eyes went wide.

“I’m kidding.” Finley laughed.

“Oh. I thought you were seriously going to give me a computer so that I can watch porn, Fin.”

“I am giving you a computer, but you don’t have to watch porn on it. I’ll show you. Come on.”

“Porn?” Molly asked in a high-pitched voice.

“Only if you’re into that sort of thing for a third date.” Finley winked at her. “You know what? I’m just getting overly excited about this nerd stuff. We can do all this later.” She moved into Molly, and her hands went to Molly’s hips. “Let’s order dinner and find a movie.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. I just want to snuggle up with you on the couch,” Finley replied.

“That does sound good,” Molly said, wrapping her arms around Finley’s neck.

“Wanna make out before the food gets here?” Finley asked with wiggling eyebrows and watched Molly nod.


CHAPTER 22

Driving to work that morning, Molly knew it was going to be a good day. Last night had been amazing. Still, she had decided not to stay over, even though she had been invited and had wanted to, because after making out with Finley for at least half of their date, she knew they would’ve ended up sleeping together, despite both of them agreeing that they shouldn’t just because they clearly wanted to last night.

Molly didn’t want to wait too much longer, though. Her body had been on fire, and when she had gotten home, she’d taken a long shower in lukewarm water to try to cool herself off. It had already been a long time since she’d last had sex, and she had never had sex with a woman whom she’d been in love with forever and with whom she’d never thought she would have a chance, so she was nervous about it. She was scared she wouldn’t be any good at it. Her last lover had been a woman she’d gone on four dates with prior to having sex, and that woman hadn’t exactly been kind to her after. She’d told Molly that she hadn’t been close to coming and that Molly needed to work on a few things before they could try again. The woman had even offered her some instruction – like, actual instructions on sex. It was one thing for a partner to help someone find all their spots and tell them what they wanted or needed in the bedroom. Molly loved that part. But having someone try to teach her how to have good sex while they were trying to have sex was too much. That had been their final date, and Molly hadn’t been with a woman since. She was now dating Finley, and they were well on their way, but those little insecurities were creeping in, and she worried they would get the best of her yet again.

Today was going to be a good day, though, because not only had she had the best date last night, but Juliet was back in the office. Juliet’s class had ended early, after all, so now, Molly would have her best friend at least through the weekend, and she really needed to see her and update her on everything in person. The phone call just wasn’t the same, but the call when Juliet was distracted with work or Gwen was even worse.

“Well, hello,” Finley said as Molly got out of the car.

“Hey,” she said with a smile.

“If you get back inside, we can make out for at least five minutes before we’re late.” Finley wiggled her eyebrows.

“Not in the parking garage,” she replied with a chuckle and opened the back door to retrieve her bag.

“But we could reclaim the parking garage.”

“Reclaim?”

“Yeah. You saw India and me kissing here before. What if we kissed now and reclaimed it for us?”

Molly closed the door and said, “I see what you’re trying to do, and that’s very sweet, but there are people walking into the office right now, so maybe later.”

“Later,” Finley promised, taking a step toward her but not getting too close because there were at least ten people on this floor of the garage arriving for work. “Later in the car, when no one is around?”

“Yes,” Molly replied.

Finley nodded and said, “I kind of want to hold your bag for you like we’re in high school and I’m carrying your books. Is that weird?”

“No, I kind of like it. Does that make me not a feminist?”

“Well, I’m a woman, so I’m not sure where we land on that,” Finley replied. “Want to walk in together, at least?”

Molly smiled at her, and they walked toward the door, with Molly holding on to her own purse and Finley looking sexy with a messenger bag casually draped over her shoulder. Molly wasn’t sure how someone could look sexy just by carrying a bag, but Finley did. When Molly’s phone buzzed in her bag, she stopped to get it out, and even though she didn’t recognize the number, she decided to answer instead of letting it go to voicemail.

“Hello?”

“Yes. Is this Molly Jewel?”

“This is she,” she replied.

Finley stopped on the sidewalk to wait for her but kept a safe distance so that people would assume she was just waiting on something, but not necessarily Molly specifically.

“I’m the adoption coordinator for the shelter.”

“Oh, hi,” Molly said, suddenly feeling like she needed to be extra professional on the phone.

“I just wanted to call you to let you know that Wells is available for adoption.”

“She is?” she asked excitedly.

“Yes, she is. The family who had put in an application chose another puppy, and your application made us feel like Wells would have a great home with you.”

“She will,” Molly said. “I promise, she will.” She smiled widely in Finley’s direction.

Finley, for her part, just looked confused but also happy for whatever was making Molly happy, and it was adorable. The woman on the phone laughed a little at Molly’s obvious excitement, which made her even happier for some reason.

“We’ve had a mild outbreak of worms recently. Wells is fine, but we have one more shot to give her in a week. We’d prefer to keep her here to do that and make sure it goes okay. Then, you can pick her up.”

“Worms? She’s okay, though?”

“Yes. It’s common. She’s fine. She’ll need to come back to get additional shots on a normal puppy schedule, and you can have them done here for a steep discount, or you’re welcome to get your own vet to do them, but she’s perfectly fine. You can come in and visit her, if you’d like, before you pick her up.”

“Really? That would be great,” she said.

“I’m going to email you some information to the address you provided. Is that okay?”

“Yes, please do.”

“Great. Then, I’ll give you a call when she’s ready to be officially picked up and taken to her new home.”

“Thank you!”

When Molly hung up, she instantly half-jogged to Finley and smiled widely.

“I’m getting a puppy, and her name is Wells.”

Finley’s eyes widened, and she said, “I wondered where worms came from in that conversation, but that’s great, babe. I’m happy for you.”

Finley Storm had just called her ‘babe.’ Molly smiled even wider at that. Hearing Finley use a term of endearment on her, after all this time, all the wanting and wishing, had her thinking that this could be real between them; that she could actually have this thing she’d always wanted.

“Me too. What about you? Going to get that rescue?”

“How about we see how it goes with Wells first, and if I can handle you having a puppy, I might trust myself to have a dog.”

“So, I should give you puppy responsibilities, then? As practice?”

Finley chuckled as they started walking toward the building.

◆◆◆

“So, you’re getting a dog?” Juliet asked. “Officially?”

“I am,” she replied and checked her phone for the fifth time since they’d arrived at the sandwich shop.

“Are you hoping Finley texts you?”

“Huh?”

Molly looked up.

“You’ve not stopped checking your phone.”

“Oh,” she said, blushing a little. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Why didn’t you just invite her?”

“Because it’s our friend catch-up time,” she said. “And I wanted it to be just us.”

“Oh,” Juliet replied, looking like she’d done something wrong.

“You invited Gwen, didn’t you?”

“Sorry… She’s dropping off a dog down the block and is on her way. I’ll text her and tell her that it’s just us today. No problem. I just didn’t know.”

“No, it’s fine. I need to talk to her anyway about enlisting her services.”

Juliet lifted an accusing eyebrow.

“Not those services.” Molly laughed. “Those services are all yours. Gross. I need a puppy walker.”

“Well, she’s great with that, but she’s also launching her grooming business, so I don’t know if she’s taking on new walking clients.”

“Well, shit,” Molly said. “I thought I could count on her to help me out.”

“She will,” Juliet replied. “At least while you’re finding someone else. She has a ton of recommendations if needed, but you’re also my best friend, and you’ll have a new, cute puppy, so she’ll probably just do it.”

“Carly won’t be jealous?”

Juliet brightened and said, “Carly’s going to have a new best friend.”

“I hope so,” Molly replied.

“Hey, look who I found outside,” Gwen said, walking over to their table.

“Hey, Jill,” Juliet said. “Have you met my friend, Molly?”

“Hey,” Jill said to Molly.

“Hi,” Molly replied with a smile.

“She’s grabbing lunch to take back to NOLA Guides for everyone, and I told her I’d help her carry it all back later,” Gwen explained before she sat down next to Juliet and kissed her. “Hi, babe.”

Juliet smiled and said, “Aren’t you nice?”

“I’m very nice,” Gwen replied.

“I ordered ahead,” Jill said as she sat down on Molly’s side. “Should be ready soon.”

“So, Jill, how’s Willa?” Juliet asked.

“She’s amazing, and I love her. Thank you for asking.” She winked. “Seriously, she’s good. She’s loving the new job and is spending nearly every night at my place, so I’m a very happy girlfriend.”

“I bet you are,” Gwen teased.

“When is too soon to just combine apartments? She’s hardly ever at hers, anyway.”

“How long have you been together again?” Juliet asked.

“A few months.”

“You’re ready to move in after a few months?” Molly asked in disbelief.

“Not officially. Her lease isn’t up or anything, so I was thinking about a practice run. I mean, I want to marry this woman one day. So far, she’s clean and tidy. She puts the cap back on the toothpaste. Her dishes go into the dishwasher. The only thing she’s ever left on the floor is–” Jill stopped and cleared her throat. “Well, something when we’re done using it, and she picks it up the next day.”

Juliet and Gwen both laughed while Molly was still too busy thinking about how she had never wanted to move in with someone after only a few months.

“Anyway, we’re already basically doing it. We might as well make it official. Not like officially official because she’ll still have her place, but officially a practice run.”

“Well, I say go for it,” Gwen suggested.

“You do?”

“Not for us,” Gwen said to Juliet. “Don’t freak out.”

Juliet laughed and replied, “Not freaking out. Just good to know.”

“It’s confusing because when Willa and I met, she kind of got dropped right into my crazy life. It was fine before that, my life; no craziness. I had just gotten a nice apartment, my mom was relatively stable, and my kid sister was fine, too. I wasn’t all that close to them, but that just was what it was. Then, the day I met Willa was the day it got nuts, and now that things are finally calmed down, I still know.”

“Still know?” Molly asked.

“That I want her every day,” Jill said with a shoulder shrug. “It’s important to go through shit with someone to know if they’re the one for you, but it’s also important to just be with them during the regular stuff, too. It’s only been a few months. I’m not proposing anytime soon, but I know it’s her for me.”

“That’s nice,” Juliet replied, leaning into Gwen, which only meant that Juliet knew Gwen was the right one for her after a month and a half.

Molly thought about Finley in that moment and smiled. Then, she looked up at the counter behind them and at the line that had formed, and an old woman was standing there, turned toward them, waiting for her number to be called. The old woman smiled at her and placed her hand over her heart. Molly tilted her head in confusion because that move really reminded her of Finley, and she’d just been thinking about her.

“What about you two?” Jill asked.

“Not moving in tomorrow,” Juliet said.

Gwen laughed and replied, “Correct. But I hope we do one day.”

“Me too,” Juliet agreed. “Molly?”

“Huh?” Molly returned her attention to her friends.

“You wanted to update me on Finley.”

“Who’s Finley?” Jill asked her.

“A woman we work with,” she answered.

“And?” Juliet encouraged.

“A woman I’m sort of dating.”

“Sort of?” Gwen asked.

“Okay, we’re dating. We made out for hours last night, and I was in love with her when she was dating someone else. It’s a little intense and crazy, and I have no idea where it’s going, so I’m terrified, but yes, we’re dating.”

“You’re terrified?” Juliet asked.

“Definitely. Finley offered me a laptop last night. She just held it out and told me it was mine now. She gave me a whole damn computer. I mean, is a computer a third-date gift? I feel like that’s a birthday gift on your third birthday with them or something.”

“She gave you a computer?” Jill asked.

“She will,” Molly replied. “She said she wanted to add a couple of things to it for me before I take it home. I don’t even know what she’s talking about, but she’s a genius and really hot when she’s installing RAM.”

“She installed RAM on your date?” Gwen asked.

“Yes. And when she goes all rambling nerd, I go weak in the knees. It’s all very scary to me.”

“That’s a good thing, though, right? Being a little scared when you meet someone.”

“Not a little scared. I’ve already almost messed it up at least twice.”

“Molls, you’re fine,” Juliet replied in her usual calming voice that seemed reserved for Molly. “Finley likes you. You like her. That’s all you need to know right now.”

“No, she likes me. I’m in love with her. That’s different.”

“I don’t know that you are,” Juliet said. “In love yet, I mean.”

“Juliet, I have told you at least a thousand times that I’m in–”

“That was different,” Juliet interrupted. “You loved who you thought Finley was. I was there, remember? You spent hardly any time with her, and you two barely talked up until recently. I was the go-between. You loved the woman you couldn’t have, the woman who was off-limits because she had someone else. Now, you’re getting to know her, and you really like her. Maybe you’re on your way to falling in love, but I don’t think you’re as far ahead of Finley as you seem to believe. She, apparently, offered you a laptop, Molls. That’s a big deal.”

“Should I be getting Willa a laptop? Is that a thing?” Jill asked.

Molly looked back up at the old woman behind Juliet’s head. She was still staring in Molly’s direction. Her smile was kind and not at all off-putting. Molly felt like she recognized her but couldn’t place her. When the woman nodded at her, Molly wondered why. Then, she returned her attention to her friends, and the woman turned around to get her sandwich from the man behind the counter.

“I don’t think so. I’m guessing the laptop is just a Finley and Molly thing,” Juliet replied.

“She works in IT and builds computers,” Molly added. “She also got me flowers.”

“That’s sweet,” Gwen noted.

“Hey, babe?” Juliet spoke. “Can you and Jill maybe give Molly and I a few minutes to talk alone? I haven’t seen my friend in a while, and I think we have some catching up to do.”

“Yeah, of course,” Gwen replied.

“Looks like my sandwiches are ready anyway,” Jill said, nodding toward the man behind the counter, who was holding two bags up for her.

“Thank you,” Molly whispered to Juliet.


CHAPTER 23

“So, what are you doing tonight?” Finley asked.

“No plans,” Molly replied. “I guess maybe getting puppy supplies. Well, that can wait. I have a week. I’m just excited.”

“You’re getting a puppy?” the new-hire woman across from Molly asked.

“Yes, in a week. I can’t wait,” Molly replied and turned to Finley. “Want to go… to Juliet’s office?”

“Sure,” Finley replied with a chuckle, and they both got up from their desks and headed down to Juliet’s office.

“Jules is in the new training room right now,” Molly said and closed the door behind them. “So, we have a few minutes, at least. That newbie hears everything.”

“Well, you do sit about three feet away from her, and you said the word ‘puppy.’ I don’t know who wouldn’t be excited. Also, I want to kiss you right now.”

Molly looked out the glass walls and said, “Not here, Fin.”

“I know. Just wanted to tell you. That way, you know. So, tonight? Want some company getting puppy stuff?”

“You want to do that with me?”

“Why not? It’s time together, and I can get Wells some things from me, too. I’m thinking about a little sweater.”

“We live in New Orleans,” Molly reasoned.

“A raincoat, then?”

Molly laughed and replied, “We’ll talk.”

“Oh, hey,” Juliet said as she walked in.

“Hey. Sorry, we borrowed your office. The newbie who took your desk is nosy.”

“She is not.” Finley laughed. “We just needed to talk about our plans for tonight. We’ll get out of your hair.”

“No, it’s fine,” Juliet replied. “I don’t even know if I like having an office. It’s weird, being in here all on my own, but they gave it to me. Feel free to use it whenever.” She looked at Molly. “I was going to go to Candace’s tonight with Gwen. Want to double date with us? I’m not sure if Elisa and Myra will be there, but they might show.”

“Double date?” Finley asked Molly. “That could be fun.”

“After puppy supplies?” Molly asked.

“Yes, babe; after I get the puppy a raincoat.”

“Babe, huh?” Juliet teased Finley.

“Shut up,” Finley said, rolling her eyes. “And if we keep getting up to have private chats, the new girl is going to get the right idea about us.”

Molly shook her head and suggested, “Want to pretend we can’t stand each other for the rest of the week?”

“Great idea,” Finley said and pulled the door open for Molly. “After you.” She motioned for her to walk through first. “Last nice thing I’ll do for you until we’re out of the office.”

“You two are weird,” Juliet teased again.

◆◆◆

Finley took Molly’s hand as they walked along the sidewalk.

“I like it when you do that,” Molly told her.

“Do what?”

“Take my hand like it’s just a normal thing you do.”

“Well, I’m hoping it becomes a normal thing I do,” she said. “But I’m glad to know that you like it.”

“Are you sure about the double date thing? We don’t have to go.”

“Are you not sure about it?” she checked, looking over at Molly. “I like Juliet and Gwen, and this bar is cool.”

“They’re just all over each other these days, and I’m happy for both of them, but you and I just started dating, and–”

“We can be all over each other, too, if you want,” Finley interjected. “I have no problems feeling you up in the booth.”

Molly laughed and asked, “You want to feel me up in a bar?”

“I want to feel you up everywhere, if I’m being honest. I tried in a server room and on my sofa, if you remember last night.”

“Oh, I remember last night,” Molly replied.

“Yeah?” Finley said. “You went home.”

“Hands were going other places, Finley.”

“Places you don’t want hands to go?”

“Places I absolutely want hands to go.”

“And other things?”

Molly stopped walking and replied, “Yes, other things, too.”

“But you’re not ready, and that’s okay.”

“It’s not that,” Molly said. “I do want that with you. I’m just worried, I think.”

“Worried about what?”

“That I might not be good at it.”

“What?” Finley asked. “Sex?”

“Yes,” Molly said. “But please say it louder so that the guys walking in behind us can hear you.”

“Shit. Sorry,” Finley replied and moved aside to let the group of four guys walk past them and into the bar. “And you’re worried about that?”

“Why wouldn’t I be? As far as I know, the last person you were with was India, and I–” Molly stopped. “I’m not trying to compare myself with her again, but I’m sure she knows what she’s doing in the bedroom. On top of that, you were together forever, so she… knew…”

“Knew what?”

“Your body, Finley. India knew your body. She knew… No, she knows all the things that make you feel good and the things you don’t like. She’ll know that forever, and I don’t.”

“Yet,” Finley said. “You don’t yet. But you will. We’ll–”

“Hey, you two.”

Finley turned to see Juliet and Gwen walking hand in hand.

“Hey,” she said, probably not sounding particularly excited about seeing them because this was an important conversation that she and Molly needed to have.

“Are you not going in?” Gwen asked, nodding toward the bar.

“No, we are,” Molly replied and pulled on Finley’s hand, likely trying to escape the conversation.

They walked inside, and Juliet pointed to a booth where they sat. The bar was busy, but not jam-packed, which was one of the things Finley liked about it. It had that local New Orleans vibe that she liked that wasn’t exactly welcoming to tourists, but if they happened upon it, they would probably feel right at home.

“I need help,” Candace said when she hurried over to the table. “Hi, by the way.”

“Hey,” Juliet said for the group. “And you need help?”

“Rory and Logan won’t let me keep making drinks for them to try.”

“And you need them to try drinks… because?” Gwen asked.

“I still can’t figure out the main cocktail I’d like at the wedding. Keith is no help. He’s a beer guy. I want there to be something special for the bartender to make. I was thinking a punch or something because that’s easy to make ahead of time. I could make it myself, so they can’t screw it up. They’d just have to pour it.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” Juliet replied.

“Something in the rum family, maybe,” Candace said, seemingly talking to herself. “Okay. I’ll be back, and I’ll bring something for you all to try.”

Then, she was off.

“What was that about?” Finley asked as she wrapped her arm around Molly’s shoulders and pulled her against her side.

“Candace is getting married. She’s a mixologist,” Gwen said.

“Oh,” Finley replied.

Molly then placed her hand on her thigh, and Finley had no idea how she could be worried about being bad in bed or not making her feel good, because just having Molly’s hand on her thigh was already driving her crazy.

“So, you got puppy stuff?” Juliet asked Molly.

“Yes. And I let this one here buy Wells a raincoat. It’s bright yellow, has a hood, and is ridiculous.”

Finley laughed and said, “And I got her matching shoes. Four of them. It’ll be super cute.”

“You know she’s just going to kick them off, right?” Gwen asked.

“Maybe, but I’ll take a few pictures before she gets the chance,” she replied and moved the arm that had been around Molly’s shoulders to her thigh instead, holding Molly’s hand, wanting that link between them.

“Hey, Candace is in the kitchen. It’s like Breaking Bad back there. What did she tell you she was making?” a woman asked as she approached their booth.

“Something with rum in it. Maybe a punch,” Juliet said. “Logan, this is Finley, and you remember Molly.”

“Yeah, hey,” Logan said with a nod at Molly. Then, she looked down at their joined hands. “And nice to meet you.”

Finley nodded and replied, “You too.”

Then, she squeezed Molly’s hand possessively.

“Um… I don’t mean to get involved or anything, but Ava’s sitting at the bar,” Logan said.

“Ava’s here?” Molly asked.

“Yeah, she’s over there.” Logan turned and nodded toward the bar.

Molly followed her eyes before she glanced at Finley and said, “Do you mind if I go talk to her for a second?”

“No, go for it,” she replied, hating that she felt jealous, but the feeling was there, and it remained there as Molly let go of her hand, stood, and headed over toward the bar.

“What can I get you?” Logan asked her.

“Um… I don’t know. Beer? Maybe one for Molls, too.”

“Sure. A local?”

“Yeah, whatever is fine,” Finley said, not really caring about her drink right now.

When Juliet and Gwen ordered their beverages as well, Logan walked off, and Finley tried to pretend like she wasn’t paying attention to Molly and Ava, who were still talking. She knew she and Molly hadn’t made this official between them, so Molly could talk to any woman she wanted to, and if she wanted to go on another date with Ava, she could do that, too, but Finley hoped they were headed toward exclusivity. Just the thought of Molly being with someone else made her feel sick, and that had to mean something.

“Sorry about that,” Molly said when she returned to the table.

“No problem,” she replied, playing it off. “I got you a beer. I hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah, that’s great. Thanks.” Molly reached for the beer that Logan had dropped off and took a long pull from the bottle. “I invited Ava over here to join us, if that’s okay. She just ran to the bathroom first,” she added.

“I haven’t spent much time with her, but she’s cool,” Gwen said.

“So, when are you picking up Wells?” Juliet asked.

“The puppy place lady is supposed to call me with a day and time,” Molly said. “But we got food tonight, some toys, and those puppy pad things.”

“And a raincoat,” Gwen added.

Molly laughed softly and said, “And a raincoat, yes.”

When Ava walked over to the table, she took a seat next to Gwen, which was surprising. Finley had expected her to sit on Molly’s other side. Instantly, she found Molly’s hand under the table again and entwined their fingers. Molly moved their joined hands into her own lap, and her thumb grazed Finley’s hand as if she was trying to tell Finley that it was all okay.

“How’s Michelle?” Finley asked.

“Who’s Michelle?” Gwen asked.

Ava laughed and replied, “I have no idea. I haven’t seen her since that night, and I hope I never do.”

“Who’s Michelle?” Juliet asked this time.

“I met her on an app, and we went for a drink here. It did not go well. These two were on a date and saw the whole thing, unfortunately.”

“We weren’t dating yet,” Finley said, wishing that she hadn’t.

Molly leaned over then and whispered into her ear, “It’s okay. I’m here with you. You can maybe let the blood flow back into my hand now.”

Finley looked down and realized that she had Molly’s hand in a tight grip. She let go and put her hand back in her lap. She hadn’t felt this jealous in years; maybe ever. Molly picked it back up and placed it back in her lap, which made Finley feel a little better. Then, Molly rested her head on her shoulder, and Finley smiled before she caught Ava’s eyes on them. Ava gave her a soft smile, surprising her again, but now wasn’t the time to try to figure this woman out because under the table, Molly’s hands were playing with Finley’s fingers as if she needed that to keep herself focused on the conversation. Finley wondered why, but she didn’t ask with the group chatting around them. Instead, she shifted her hand up higher on Molly’s thigh. Molly didn’t move or push her hand away, so Finley left it there. Minutes later, Candace had shot glasses in front of them that had a bluish liquid in them.

“Taste it first, and then I’ll tell you what’s in it.”

Finley downed the drink, and it tasted tropical. There was coconut in there for sure, and maybe a little pineapple. It was nice.

“Sweet,” Gwen noted.

“Too sweet?” Candace asked.

They talked about the drink, but Finley wasn’t listening because Molly had just kissed her neck before putting her head back on Finley’s shoulder. Finley slid her hand up a bit higher and heard Molly gasp. She felt her shift, too.

“Should I stop?” she whispered to her while the others were distracted with Candace and talking about the drink.

Molly cleared her throat and shifted her head to look down at where Finley’s hand had ended up. She was covering Molly’s center, but not pressing down into it to offer her any pressure.

“Probably,” Molly said and looked over at her with the bluest eyes Finley had ever seen.

Finley leaned in and said, “I will if you want me to, but just know that I don’t want to.”

“Is it because…” Molly nodded toward Ava. “Because she’s here?”

Finley shook her head and said, “No.” She nibbled on Molly’s ear for a second and whispered, “I won’t lie, though: I am extremely jealous. I just also really, really want to touch you. Last night, on the couch, my hand was so close, and it was so hard to pull away.”

“Hey, you two? What do you think?” Candace asked, interrupting them.

“It’s great. Great drink,” Finley said. “Fruity.”

“Is that good or bad?”

“Just tell her it’s good so that she can pick a damn drink already,” a woman said, walking up to the booth. “She’s been very annoying. Hi. I’m Rory.” She greeted Finley.

“Finley,” she replied to Logan’s girlfriend.

“I think I’m going to go,” Ava said, standing up. “Any chance you’re leaving, too, and can give me a ride? I had a glass of wine before this, and Candace’s shot was mostly rum.”

“It’s too much alcohol? God, what is wrong with me?”

Candace rushed off.

“It’s the wedding. It’s not even close yet, but she’s already freaking out, so this should be a fun year,” Rory added. “And, yeah; Logan’s off now, so we can drop you off, if you want.”

“Thanks,” Ava replied. “Good to see you again,” she added to the table.

“You too,” Molly replied.

Finley chanced running her index finger over Molly’s center, and Molly gasped and looked down as if she needed to make sure that that had just happened for real, which had Finley smiling to herself.

“You doing okay over there, Molls?” Juliet asked.

“Yup. Great,” Molly replied in her high-pitched voice. “I’m really, really great right now.”

Finley repeated the motion, wanting to see if she could get Molly to gasp again because, it turned out, she loved that sound.

“Actually, I think I’d be even greater at home. Is greater a word?” Molly pretended to cough then. “I’m feeling a little under the weather. I think I should just get some sleep. Lots of sleep now. Fin, can you maybe drop me off at home?”

Finley smirked and replied, “Absolutely. I’ll drop you off at home.”


CHAPTER 24

What had happened? They had been talking outside the bar about sex, and Molly had been mid-confession about why she thought they should wait just a little bit longer because she had some insecurities in this department. They had gone inside the bar, chatted with friends, and it really had felt like a nice double date where they would hang out for a couple of hours and then Finley would take her home. Molly had even planned on asking her to come inside and help her unpack all the dog supplies they’d bought, and after that, she would’ve asked her to stay the night because she was at least ready for that.

Ava had been there, too, and Molly had needed to talk to her. That had been especially true because Finley had been staring daggers at the woman from across the bar, which had gotten Molly turned on immediately. She had spoken to Ava, and it had been a surprisingly good conversation, with Ava forgiving her after Molly had told her about Finley and how she’d always liked her and never thought it would happen. Ava had been more than understanding, and Molly had invited her to their booth because Ava had had yet another disappointing first date and seemed to need some cheering up. When Molly had returned to the table, though, jealous Finley had been amped all the way up, and Molly had gotten even more turned on.

She knew she shouldn’t be. She knew she should have calmed her body down by going to the bathroom and splashing freezing cold water on her face. She should have returned to the table and kissed Finley on the lips, giving her a quick, reassuring smile, and that would have been enough to make Finley realize that Molly was happy to be there with her and didn’t want to be there with Ava. In fact, she and Ava had talked about that at the bar, and Molly should’ve told Finley that before Ava had joined them, but she hadn’t. Instead, she had let Finley boil a little because… well, it was hot. It was also something she’d never thought she would have: Finley Storm jealous because Molly had gone out once with another woman before they’d even started this thing between them.

Molly hadn’t done any of the things she was supposed to, and as a result, they were now inside Molly’s apartment, and Finley’s lips were on her neck. Molly was pressed against the back of the front door, and she could only brace herself for Finley’s touch. She knew that she wanted this. Her body was tense and ready for release. She was wet and swollen and needed to be touched, but her heart was also ready for this. Even if Juliet thought she wasn’t in love with Finley all this time because she hadn’t known her well, Molly had felt it. She had felt an intense pull toward someone who had someone else, and she always had. Her heart was ready to be touched and to touch this woman. It was her brain that kept arguing with her. As Finley moved her lips back to Molly’s, Molly’s brain kept inserting thoughts that she tried to push back out.

“You’re not good at this,” it said. “You know you won’t be able to make her come how India did. That woman probably knows all the moves Finley likes. She probably knows all the positions in the Kama Sutra. Hell, she probably invented some of them. You don’t know any of them. You’ve never even read that book.”

Then, her brain played devil’s advocate with itself.

“Finley doesn’t need special moves. She wants this, too. She’s the one kissing you right now, and her thigh just went between your legs. You should’ve worn a dress tonight. You’d already be getting off and on your way to touching her.”

“Hey,” Finley said, and it was only then Molly realized that she was no longer being kissed. “Are you okay?”

“What? Yeah. I’m good. Sorry.”

Her arms moved around Finley’s neck, and she smiled. It was a real smile, too, despite the thoughts bouncing around her head because she was here with Finley, and Finley was smiling back at her.

“Bedroom, maybe?” she suggested.

“Are you sure?” Finley asked.

“I’m sure,” she said.

And she was. She was sure that she wanted this woman. She just wasn’t certain that she was ready for being a disappointment, but she wasn’t sure that feeling would ever go away, no matter how long they waited. So, as Finley pulled her toward her own bedroom, Molly decided that she would do the best she could tonight. She wouldn’t think about India. She wouldn’t compare herself to any of Finley’s other lovers, whom she knew nothing about.

“Molls?”

“Yeah?”

“Babe, are you here right now?”

Molly looked around and found herself lying in bed. She had no idea how she’d gotten there, but Finley was on top of her. They were mostly still clothed, but Finley was in a sports bra. She’d missed Finley taking off her damn shirt. How had she missed that? Molly’s hands went to Finley’s back, and she rubbed up and down.

“I’m here,” she said with a smile. “I’m here.”

“Maybe we shouldn’t–”

“No, I want to,” she said, meaning it. Then, she moved to sit up a bit, lifted her arms, and added, “I want this, Fin.”

Finley reached for her shirt and pulled it off, revealing Molly’s basic white bra, and Molly’s brain had some thoughts even on that. She had bought this thing at Target for twenty bucks, when India probably had two-hundred-and-twenty-dollar bras and one for every day of the year. Maybe they were even more expensive than that. Molly didn’t know because she’d only ever bought one bra at Victoria’s Secret for eighty dollars, and that had been way too much for her to spend on something to hold her boobs up. Finley looked down and smiled as if she didn’t mind at all that Molly’s bra had a small tear in one of the straps that was probably about to rip one day, leaving Molly with her breast hanging out, and it would probably happen while at work in an important meeting and likely, when Molly would be wearing a white blouse and doing a presentation.

Then, Finley reached behind Molly and unclasped the bra, which was a relief. Her breasts felt heavy and begged to be let out. When the bra was removed, though, Molly covered them because she hadn’t thought that far ahead. They were going to have sex. She’d be naked in front of Finley for the first time if they did that.

“You’re beautiful,” Finley said and placed her hand on Molly’s arm, lowering it slowly. “Molls, you’re so beautiful, and you have no idea, which makes you even more beautiful to me.”

When Finley managed to get her arms to lower, Molly moved to lie back again and let Finley kiss her slowly as she ran her hands over her back. Finley’s bra was still in the way, though, and Finley must have realized that Molly needed it gone because she sat up and yanked it over her head, revealing her small, perfect breasts. Finley Storm was exactly her type. This woman was sexy and nerdy at the same time. She was androgenous in some ways, but was still all woman, and Molly wanted to touch her everywhere, but those thoughts that she’d promised herself she would push away were re-entering her mind and causing her to tense up and not move her hands to the breasts she’d dreamed of touching for years.

Finley’s lips moved to Molly’s breasts, though, and she kissed around them before she sucked on one nipple and then the other. Molly’s hips lifted on her own, and Finley’s hand undid her button and zipper. Molly thought she would slip inside her jeans right after, but Finley continued to lavish her swollen breasts with attention. She wasn’t sure how long Finley had stayed there, sucking and nibbling, making her nipples hard and softening them with strokes of her tongue before she would suck them into hard points again, but then, finally, Finley’s hands moved to Molly’s jeans, and she pulled them down to Molly’s thighs before her hands stopped moving.

“Oh, shit. You still have your–” Finley laughed. “Your shoes on.”

“Oh,” Molly said.

Finley stood up and pulled off her shoes and socks for her, leaving her in only jeans that were at her knees now and her white bikinis that likely showed Finley just how turned on she was for her. Molly wasn’t sure what expression showed on her face, but Finley nodded and lowered her own jeans and her boy shorts until she stood there, in front of Molly’s bed, naked. She was absolutely gorgeous, and Molly wasn’t worthy.

Slowly, Finley helped her with her bikinis and climbed back on top of her, settling between Molly’s spread thighs. She moaned when she kissed Molly then, and Molly ran her hands over Finley’s back again, needing that kind of touch to ground her in this moment because Finley was rocking into her, and it was happening. They were doing this. After all this time, Molly was pressed against the woman she had always wanted, and they fit together perfectly.

When Finley started breathing harder, and Molly could feel Finley’s wetness against her own, she realized that Finley might want them to come this way first. There would be no hands, no mouths, just the two of them rocking against one another. Molly was wetter than she’d ever been, and her clit was hard and so ready that it hurt, but as Finley continued to move against her, Molly just couldn’t seem to get her mind to focus on how good this all felt.

Finley’s hand did move between them then, but instead of stroking Molly, she merely opened her, and when Molly felt Finley’s hand move again, elsewhere, she realized it was because Finley had opened her own lower lips and now, their clits were pressed together, which Molly had never done with another woman.

“God, Molls… You feel so good,” Finley said as she rocked, grunting and moaning into her mouth.

“You too.”

That was all Molly could manage. She pressed her hands to Finley’s ass and pushed it down, giving Finley more pressure to work with.

“So good,” Finley told her, rocking harder and faster. “You’re so sexy, baby.”

Molly wondered if she really was all that sexy. She certainly didn’t see it. She also couldn’t feel it, the it she thought for certain she’d feel the first time they’d do this after all her years of wanting. No orgasm was building within her. There was no tingling in her toes and fingertips. Her body wasn’t on fire how it had always been in her fantasies. She wasn’t going to come from this.

“That’s okay,” her brain said. “She can come. You can come next time. You can show her how to touch you. This is for her.” Then, it added, “But why can’t you come like this? The sexiest woman in the world is sliding against you, and your clit is in pain, it’s so ready to come. Just come already. Make sure she knows you want this and that she’s good at it because she’ll feel bad if you don’t.”

“Molls, I’m–”

Molly decided that this was for Finley. She would just come later, and it would be fine.

Finley was rocking erratically above her now, and their bodies were still connected, but their clits were no longer seemingly locked in an embrace.

“Babe, I’m–” Finley started and stopped again.

Molly figured it out then that Finley was waiting for her to say something, maybe even do something.

“Yes, me too,” she lied.

She lifted her hips and lowered them over and over again, letting out a few moans, hoping they were convincing.

Finley’s face got scrunched up a bit. Her eyes were closed. Her mouth was open. Molly watched her and thought that she was so beautiful when she came; she forgot that she was supposed to be coming, too. She let out one more soft moan before dropping her hips to the bed for the final time, and Finley collapsed on top of her. Molly held her tightly to her body, never wanting to let her go.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” Finley said.

“You can’t believe it?”

Finley chuckled against Molly’s neck and said, “I want you again.”

“Already?” Molly asked.

“Yes. Now,” Finley replied.

Her hand slipped between them, and she lifted herself. She found Molly’s clit with her fingers and began to stroke. Her lips met Molly’s, and Molly tried to focus on how good it felt to have Finley touch her, but she couldn’t. Her clit was too sore now. It ached to come but also screamed that this was too much, making Molly think that sometimes, she hated the female body. She wanted to come ten times tonight. She wanted Finley to touch her over and over again, but because the one part of her body that existed solely for pleasure was too hard and swollen from wanting that pleasure, she knew she wouldn’t come; at least, not right now. She didn’t know what to do because Finley was amazing. Finley was kissing her neck again and whispering how beautiful Molly was into her ear. This was everything she had always fantasized about. Why couldn’t she just come like a normal person? Why did she have to ruin their first time with her stupid brain?

“Babe?”

Molly opened her eyes to see Finley staring down at her in concern.

“Is it not–” She looked down between them. “Do you want something else?”

“What? No. This is perfect,” she said, wishing that to be the truth. “Don’t stop.”

“Okay,” Finley said, but seemed to be in doubt.

Her strokes slowed before she built them back up to the pace she had had for the past several minutes, but Molly had worried so much about being able to take care of Finley that she hadn’t thought about the fact that she’d be too in her own head to come herself. After another few minutes of stroking, Molly opened her mouth and let out a small moan, lifting her hips a bit and letting them fall back to the bed. Finley slowed her strokes again and moved to lie next to her.

“Just give me a minute, and I’ll–” Molly began.

“It’s okay,” Finley interjected. “I’m okay.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m okay,” Finley repeated and looked utterly disappointed. “I’m actually a little tired.”

“You’re tired?” Molly asked, rolling onto her side now to face her. “You don’t want me to touch you?”

“You already made me come once,” Finley said with a forced smile. “I’m okay for now. Maybe I’ll wake up in the middle of the night and be ready again.”

“Oh, okay,” she replied. “Um… Yeah. I’ll just… clean up a little and come back to bed. Then, you can have the bathroom if you want.”

“Okay,” Finley said. “Sounds good.”

Molly slipped out of bed and hurried to the bathroom, where she turned on the faucet and tried to hold back her tears.


CHAPTER 25

Finley lay awake, staring up at Molly’s ceiling, with her arms behind her head on the pillow. It was after five in the morning, and she hadn’t yet fallen asleep. They’d gotten back from the bar early; it had only been around nine. And they’d gone straight to the bedroom, but their first time together had only lasted for maybe thirty or forty-five minutes. She hadn’t exactly been keeping track, but she knew it hadn’t lasted long. She also knew that Molly had faked it at least once. She tried to think of anything else now, but there it was, re-entering her brain. Finley had been a little distracted by the first orgasm. Her own had come on so quickly. Being pressed into Molly like that, having her clit rubbing against Molly’s had been more than enough to make her come, but it had been Molly’s sounds that had really taken her over the edge.

Now, she wondered if those were even real or if Molly had faked two orgasms. She knew the second one wasn’t real. Molly wasn’t exactly an award-winning actress. After several minutes of stroking, Finley knew it wasn’t going anywhere, and she was prepared to do anything Molly needed to help, but Molly chose to fake it instead. When Finley rolled off of her, the thought of having Molly touch her in the moment wasn’t something she could handle. It was their first time. It was supposed to be perfect. Or, at least, close to it.

She had pressured her. That was all Finley could think of after deciding to push the sounds of Molly’s fake orgasm out of her mind. Finley had pressured her. They’d been talking about sex before they’d gone into the bar. Finley should have suggested they finish that conversation, that they wait until they were both ready, but she hadn’t. She’d gotten jealous of Ava, who had been laughing with Molly for a minute before she joined the group at the booth, invited by Molly, even though Molly and Finley were on a double date. Finley knew Molly had been there with her, but she still hadn’t been able to shake the feeling that Molly had recently gone out with the woman sitting across from them. She also knew she had no right to be jealous when Molly had watched her date India on and off for years, and they’d been an actual couple and had done all the couple things. Molly and Ava hadn’t even kissed on their date. She’d been stupid to let the jealousy get to her and to make it more about her claiming Molly at the bar than just being with her, comfortable in the fact that Molly had chosen her, not Ava. She shouldn’t have touched Molly in the bar. She shouldn’t have taken her back to her place and pressed her against the door. Finley knew Molly wasn’t present then. Why hadn’t she stopped them? Why hadn’t she told Molly that they should finish their conversation?

“You’re awake?”

Finley looked over and saw Molly lying on her side with her eyes open, staring at her.

“Did I wake you?”

“No, I just woke up,” Molly replied in a sleepy voice that Finley loved.

“Go back to sleep. I was just thirsty, so I wanted to get a drink. I’ll be right back.”

Finley wasn’t thirsty, but it was a good excuse for being awake. She couldn’t tell Molly the real reason she was still up.

“Okay,” Molly said, sounding like she didn’t quite believe her.

Finley pushed the blanket away and stood up naked in Molly’s room, turning to her to give her a small smile before she walked out of the room and into the kitchen. She took her time filling a glass she had found in a cabinet with water and drank it down before refilling it and taking it to the bedroom with her. Molly’s eyes were closed when she returned, but Finley wasn’t sure if she was asleep already or not. She placed her glass on the table by the bed and walked into the bathroom. Having closed the door quietly, she didn’t know what to do with herself now. She didn’t have to pee, but she didn’t know how to keep lying in the bed, thinking about how she’d ruined their first time together, and what it might mean for their second time if they got one.

Would Molly give her a second chance? Was she upset? Did she regret that they had taken this step tonight? Was this the end for them? They’d been picking out raincoats and toys for a new puppy earlier that night, and now, she was staring into Molly’s mirror, thinking about how Molly had come out of this bathroom earlier, and it looked like she’d been crying. Finley covered her eyes with her hands and shook her head. What had she done to them?

“Fin?”

Finley dropped her hands and said, “Yeah?”

“Are you okay?” Molly asked through the closed door.

“Yes. I just…” She turned around where she stood. “I was going to take a shower since I was up. Will that bother you?”

“No,” Molly said. “Can I come in?”

“Oh, sure,” she replied, and took a step away from the counter toward the bathtub as the door opened. “Sorry if I woke you again. I had to pee.”

There was her second lie of the morning, and it wasn’t even six yet.

“It’s okay,” Molly said. “Are you always up this early, though? That might be a problem. It’s the weekend, Finley.”

Finley had to swallow hard because Molly hadn’t gotten dressed yet, either, and while her arms were crossed over her breasts, how they had been last night, Finley still had a pretty perfect view.

“Not usually, no,” she said and bent over to start the water. “I think I was thirsty, and then I had to pee, and that woke me up.”

“Oh,” Molly uttered. “I’m naked right now, aren’t I?”

She looked down at herself.

Finley laughed a little and asked, “Did you just now realize that?”

“Yes,” Molly said. “We fell asleep naked, and I kind of forgot, which I shouldn’t have because you’re still naked, and you’re…” Molly motioned toward her. “Perfect.”

Finley put her hand under the spray to check the water temperature and said, “I’m far from perfect. And you’re gorgeous, Molly.” She nodded toward the shower. “Want to join me?”

“In the shower?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve never done that.”

“Taken a shower?”

Molly laughed and said, “With another woman, no.”

“Really? Not your thing?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never asked a woman I was dating, and none of them ever asked me.”

“Do you want to maybe try it for the first time with me? I could wash your hair. There’s something about someone else washing your hair for you that’s just so nice.”

Molly nodded but didn’t say anything.

“Babe, come in with me,” she said, realizing that Molly was probably thinking about how some woman or maybe multiple women had washed Finley’s hair for her.

She held her hand out for Molly to take, which she did, pulling her arms away from her chest to do so. Finley pulled her toward herself, wrapped her arms around her waist, and held her close. She had no idea where they stood and knew things were awkward right now, but all she wanted to do was hold Molly and try to make her feel safe.

“Shower?” Molly asked, pulling out of the embrace.

“Sure,” Finley said.

She climbed in first and held out her hand for Molly to come in after. Then, they both stood under the water for a minute, with Finley slowly running her hands over Molly’s body, wishing this were their fourth or even fifth round because they’d been up having sex all night and decided to move into the shower to continue while they cleaned up. Instead, Molly looked sad, or maybe confused, and Finley knew she had put that expression there.

“Shampoo?” she asked.

Molly nodded and turned around. Finley picked up the bottle, squirted out some shampoo on her palm, and smelled Molly everywhere then. Every time they were together, Finley smelled this scent, and now, she was in the shower with this woman she was falling for, massaging her scalp to try to help ease whatever was causing Molly to make that face and to fake her orgasm earlier.

Finley had always been told that she was good at sex. Her other lovers had been more than generous in their compliments, and that included India, but maybe they were just being nice, and Finley wasn’t that good, after all. Maybe she was, but it hadn’t worked for Molly. They should talk. They should discuss what Molly liked, what she didn’t, and how Finley could learn. Now wasn’t the right time, though. Finley hadn’t slept at all, and Molly looked exhausted, so maybe she had been faking that, too.

“How’s that?” she asked.

“Amazing,” Molly replied in a hushed voice that had her turned on.

Finley tried to push that thought out of her mind, too. She couldn’t get turned on right now. This was about them reconnecting and enjoying each other, not about sex. When she finished massaging, she helped Molly rinse the soap from her hair and couldn’t resist pulling her back against her own body. She wrapped her arms around Molly’s waist and placed her chin on Molly’s shoulder. Molly’s hands landed on her arms, and she rubbed them back and forth as hot water rushed over them. Then, Molly’s hand lifted Finley’s and moved it to cover her heart. Finley smiled and nuzzled her face into Molly’s neck, kissing her there.

“This feels nice,” Molly said softly. “I love when you hold me like this.”

“I love it, too,” she replied.

“Do you–” Molly leaned her head back a little onto Finley’s shoulder. “I mean, do you want to… in here?”

“Sex?”

“Yes,” Molly said.

Finley kissed Molly’s shoulder and said, “I think I always want to be touching you. I have for a while now, but specifically, since that server room kiss. My lips on yours. My hands on your body. I want that all the time now.”

“Not last night,” Molly replied.

Finley lifted her head and said, “I just came. I needed a break. Then, we fell asleep.”

That was another lie.

“Oh,” Molly uttered, and her tone told Finley that she knew. “Okay. Well, I guess we should stop wasting this water and get clean.” Molly pulled away and reached for the shampoo. “Can I wash your hair now? God, we are such lesbians, aren’t we?” She laughed a little, but it was a nervous laugh.

They finished their shower and walked into the bedroom with towels wrapped around them. Finley didn’t have any clothes to change into, and it suddenly felt very crowded to her in this apartment.

“Hey, babe?” she said as she picked up her jeans.

“Yeah?”

“Um… I think I’m going to go,” she said. “I can’t sleep, and you might be able to get some if I leave, so I think I’ll just head home and call you later.”

“You’re leaving?” Molly asked.

She sat on the end of the bed, still wrapped in her towel.

“I’m not tired, and when I’m wired like this, it’s better for me to either walk it off or build something, so I was thinking I’d go work on your laptop, with all this restless energy.”

“Oh. Okay.” Molly looked down at her hands, which were joined in her lap. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

“I’ll call you later?”

“I’m meeting Juliet for breakfast. That was the plan before…” Molly continued to look down at her hands. “Last night. Gwen isn’t going to be there. It’s just for the two of us.”

“Good. You two need some friend hangout time.”

Finley pulled her underwear on and regretted it because she’d been very turned on last night. Her jeans went on next, though, and she buttoned them as she stared at Molly, who still wasn’t looking at her. After pulling on her sports bra and her shirt, she knelt in front of Molly and took her hands.

“Hey, everything’s okay, and I’ll text you later. Maybe we can hang out after you have breakfast with Jules. Lunch or a movie, if you want.”

“Sure,” Molly replied, but Finley could tell that she was anything but sure.

Finley lifted herself a bit and kissed Molly on the forehead.

“I’ll see you later.”

“Yeah,” Molly said.

Finley stood and slipped on her socks and shoes. She didn’t know why she was doing this. She could tell Molly was hurting. And she knew they needed to talk, but she couldn’t. If they talked, and if Molly told her that she regretted last night or that Finley had pushed her into something she wasn’t ready for, this would be over between them, and she couldn’t handle that on no sleep and a very sad and confused heart.

“I’ll text you,” she said again.

Then, she turned, left Molly’s apartment, and pressed herself to the wall next to the front door, taking a very deep breath. She’d known she was in deep with Molly already, but she hadn’t realized just how deep she was. She thought about the psychic old woman suggesting that the two of them should be together, and she thought about last night when she had been on top of Molly, kissing her and feeling Molly pressed to her body. It had started off so perfectly; she hadn’t thought anything could go wrong.

She walked down and outside and decided to continue walking around the block. It was after six in the morning, so not much was open. Finley had always loved New Orleans at this time of day. All the tourists were asleep from long nights out and wouldn’t wake up for hours. Most locals were still asleep, too, or were in their cars, heading to work. The sun wasn’t even up yet, but it was peeking through the night. Finley liked it because usually, this time of day calmed her, but now, she was anything but calm.

As she kept walking, she ran into a Southern Roastery location, and it was already open, serving coffee and pastries to the early risers. Deciding she would need coffee to keep her awake anyway, she went inside, showed her employee ID, and got her discount on a coffee and a cinnamon scone. She sat in the store and ate the scone slowly, nearly forgetting about her coffee until she’d finished it. Then, she took the to-go cup with her and decided to head back to her car and drive herself home to see if she could find her backbone there because she needed courage to talk to Molly later about how she was feeling.


CHAPTER 26

Molly sat on the end of her bed without moving for well over an hour. She just stared at her hands, and when she finally realized that she really had to pee, she stood up, went to the bathroom, and decided to get dressed for breakfast. She was meeting Juliet at nine-thirty, at a diner they both loved just outside of the Quarter, and she had tons of time, but she couldn’t stop herself from getting ready anyway. Then, she sat on the sofa and thought about going through all the new puppy supplies before she remembered that they had driven Finley’s car to buy them, and they’d been in such a hurry to tear each other’s clothes off that they hadn’t brought them upstairs. They were still in Finley’s trunk.

“Because, of course, they were,” she said to herself.

She checked the time on her phone and decided to get to the diner early. She needed at least three cups of coffee to get through the day anyway.

◆◆◆

“Hey,” Juliet said. “How long have you been here?” She eyed the open and empty individual creamers on the table. “That’s at least three cups for you.”

“Yes, I’ve already had three cups and peed twice while waiting for you,” she replied.

“I’m on time,” Juliet noted as she sat in the chair across from her. “We said nine-thirty, right?”

“Yes, we did,” she said. “I had a night.” She sighed.

“A good one, I hope. You left with Finley, and it was pretty clear what you two were going to do. You are a really bad actress; you know that, right?” Juliet teased, but Molly sobered. “Molls, what?”

“I definitely know I’m not a great actress because I’m pretty sure Finley knows that, too.”

“Huh?”

“Hi there. What can I get you?” a woman asked when she approached their table, smacking gum between her teeth and holding an order pad.

“Can I get coffee and pancakes?” Juliet asked. “Three stack.”

“Sure.”

“I’ll just have the same. But can I have bacon on the side and extra syrup?” Molly asked.

“No problem. And be right back with your coffee,” the woman added to Juliet before walking away.

“Molly, what are you talking about? Did you two not–”

“We did,” Molly interjected. “And I fucked it up.”

“What do you mean, you fucked it up?”

“I mean that I don’t think I was ready.”

“To be with her?”

Molly nodded and said, “I got a little carried away at the bar last night. She was touching me, and I was on fire. I’d just talked to Ava and told her that we weren’t going anywhere. She was cool with that, but I think Finley got jealous, and that turned me on more. Then, suddenly, she’s in my apartment, and I’m pressed to the door, and things are just happening.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No, because I thought I was ready. How could I not be? I’ve wanted her forever, Jules. She’s perfect.”

“She’s not perfect. She’s a human being, just like you and me, Molls.”

“But she’s Finley. I’ve had so many fantasies about being with this woman; I’ve lost count. In every single one, I made her come, and she was so impressed that she wanted another one immediately, and she made me see actual stars. Seriously, Jules, I’ve dreamed about her actually getting me to see stars.”

“Was it not good?” Juliet asked, squinting.

The waitress then dropped off Juliet’s coffee and walked away again.

“I think it could have been. I was just all in my head, so I couldn’t stop the thoughts from seeping into all the moments that should’ve been so amazing but weren’t.”

“What thoughts?” Juliet asked as she doctored her coffee.

“All the thoughts. Didn’t you have them when you and Gwen got together for the first time?”

“I think I mainly remember thinking that my girlfriend was really hot naked and that I wanted more.” Juliet tilted her head.

“You’re thinking about that now, aren’t you?”

“Always, really,” Juliet said with a laugh. “But we had sex this morning, so I’m good. Well, I’m good for now.”

“Jules, focus.”

“Sorry,” Juliet replied. “But if I’m being serious, I was nervous, sure. Who isn’t their first time with someone who might be the one?”

“Gwen is the one?”

“I don’t know. I have moments where I look at her and think that this is it; she’s it for me. Then, I try to remember that we’ve only been together for about a month, so it’s too soon to think that, but I feel it. I feel it when we’re together. I felt it this morning, too, and I don’t mean that in a sex way. Before and after, when we just lay there, holding on to one another, I felt it.”

“I feel that when she holds me,” Molly shared.

“Yeah? That’s great, Molls.”

“She holds me from behind sometimes, and I feel like I’m the safest I’ve ever been.”

“So, what happened last night, then?”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about how I might disappoint her; how India was probably a great lover and knew all about Finley’s body, which made me want to throw up a little. I was worried I wouldn’t be able to make her feel good, and when we were…”

“You can say the words, Moll. We’ve both had sex before.” Juliet smiled at her.

“Fine.” Molly leaned in and then spoke softly, “She was doing that thing where certain things touch, and well, she was on top. We were pressed together, and she was clearly going to come, but I wasn’t doing anything. She was doing all the work. I just lay there like an idiot who couldn’t even focus on the fact that the hottest woman I’d never thought I’d have was touching me and coming, and I couldn’t come myself, so I…”

“Oh, no.” Juliet leaned back in her chair. “You didn’t.”

“I did. But she was busy on top of me, so I didn’t think she’d noticed. She might not have. I’m not sure.”

“You faked it, Molls?”

“She was coming, and it was like, she wanted me to do so, too, and I didn’t want to let her down, but the thoughts wouldn’t stop.”

“Did you tell her what was going on?”

“No, because then, she was touching me again, and it was just about me this time, and I still couldn’t come. I swear, I wanted to, Jules. I really, really wanted to. But I couldn’t get out of my damn head, and it had been a while, so I–”

“Molly!”

“I know…” she said, covering her face with her hands. “I can’t believe I did that to her.”

“Twice!”

“She might only know about the one.”

“Still,” Juliet said.

“I know. Trust me, I know. I feel awful.”

“What happened when you touched her?”

“Nothing because I didn’t. She didn’t want me to, and I think it’s because she knew I’d just faked it. I hardly slept, and I think she might have been up all night. I don’t know. At, like, five, though, she was up, and I was up, and we took a shower together.”

“You better not have faked it a third time.”

“I didn’t. And we didn’t do anything. I mean, we took a shower, but that was it. Then, she left. She said she was wired and needed to deal with the energy, but she could’ve stayed. There are other ways to deal with excess energy that she didn’t want anything to do with because I am such a fucking spaz all of a sudden. What happened to me, Jules? I’ve had sex before, and it was fine. I didn’t freak out like this. I didn’t lie to someone I care about.”

“You really do love her, don’t you?”

“Duh. Where have you been?”

“No, I mean, I thought it was just an infatuation thing at first. You loved who you thought Finley was, but you didn’t really know her. You do know her now, though, and you love her.”

“When she holds me, Jules, it’s the only place I want to be ever again: in her arms. Last night, when she was on top of me, it was everything I’ve ever wanted, and I messed it up. I am so tired of messing things up with her. How many more chances is she going to give me before she leaves?”

“Molly,” Juliet began as she leaned back in. “You need to talk to her. You need to tell her what happened.”

“And see a shrink, apparently. A therapy app just isn’t enough for someone like me with my issues.”

“Anxiety?”

“Like my dad,” she said with a shrug. “I think it’s just hitting me more now because of Fin. It’s never been like this before. You know me.”

“I do. But so does Finley. And I don’t think she’s going to give up on you when you tell her what happened. I’d be flattered. Does that make me sound bad?”

“You’d be flattered if I faked an orgasm with you?”

Juliet laughed and said, “No, but I’d be flattered that I mattered so much to you, that you got that nervous. I’d want to try again and help you through it.”

“You’re taken, Jules. Don’t let Gwen hear you talk like that.”

“I love Gwen. Had this happened our first time, I’d want her to tell me so that we can work through it.”

“It’s sex. It’s our first time. We shouldn’t be working through it.”

“Okay. I know you’ve had bad first times before. You know that’s what happens, like, ninety percent of the time. It’s like, ‘No, not there. Over there. No, too hard. Not hard enough. Higher. Lower now. Let’s try again. Sometimes, it just takes me a while,’ and all that. We’ve all had that kind of sex before, especially the first time you’re with someone.”

“Was it like that with Gwen?”

“No, but she’s just… I don’t know. I was nervous, but I wasn’t anxious. I haven’t been in love with Gwen for years, though. I haven’t been in meetings with Gwen’s girlfriend or watched her kiss that girlfriend in the parking garage. I imagine, that’s part of what you’re dealing with here.”

“Yes,” she said.

“Finley deserves honesty, Molls. You know that.”

“I know,” she agreed. “And I’m going to tell her if she doesn’t already know.”

“You should. And you should be able to talk about all of this with her. The thoughts, the feelings, and the faking it.”

“Here are your pancakes,” the waitress stated, setting down their plates in front of them.

“Faking the test results,” Molly lied. “For the pregnancy test. No, that sounds awful, too. I didn’t mean that.” She looked up at the waitress.

“Your life, honey,” the woman replied before leaving them alone again.

“God, you are terrible at lying,” Juliet said, laughing.

“And sex, apparently.”

“Sorry, I forgot your bacon.”

The waitress had turned around when someone else had handed her the side plate with four strips of bacon on it.

“You heard that?” Molly asked her.

“I heard nothing.” The woman winked at her.

“She’s getting a huge tip,” Molly said when the woman left.

“Hey, there’s a barbecue at Elisa and Myra’s today. Gwen and I are going. Everyone’s going to be there, from what she told me. We’re bringing Carly so that she can play with Buster. You should come and bring Finley.”

“To a barbecue with, like, a bunch of people who will think we’re a couple?”

“Aren’t you?”

“We’re dating. I can’t imagine she’ll want to take that step with me anytime soon, after what I pulled last night.”

“Finley will understand. Just invite her. We’re heading over around two.”

“But do I have to? I was planning on sitting around my apartment, moping and eating a bunch of junk food.”

“Molly, you can do this. You can finally have the girl you’ve always wanted because she’s totally crazy about you.”

“How do you know that?”

“Please, we can all see it. We were talking about you after you left last night. I could tell from the Saints’ game. Gwen said she could, too, but I think she’s just lying.” She smiled. “Finley lit up around you that day. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen her like that, honestly, and I’ve spent more time with her than you have. I can tell you for sure that I never saw her look at India how she looked at you when you were stabbing ketchup-covered garlic fries with a plastic fork. Then, last night, she was all over you, and I’m sure some of that was jealousy because Ava was there, but she looked happy, Molls. Like, really happy. And I’m sure right now, she’s probably just as worried as you are about what happened last night.”

“You think she’s worried?”

“I would be. If I thought Gwen had faked it with me and possibly more than once, yeah, I’d be worried I wasn’t good enough and she had pitied me instead of just being honest. I’d worry she didn’t feel like she could trust that I wouldn’t make it about me or her. It would be about us together. I’d worry that maybe she’d had second thoughts about us and–”

“I’m not having second thoughts. I want her. I love her, Jules. I love her in the way you love Gwen. She is building me a computer I don’t need, and she went shopping for my new puppy. She loves that I eat junk food like a kid, and she–”

“She what?”

“She’s beautiful when she comes, and I want to be the one to make her feel that good.”

“Molly, you were,” Juliet told her with a soft smile. “She was with you.”

“It’s not like I actually moved or anything.”

“That doesn’t matter. She was with you. You did make her feel good. We’re eating breakfast, but I think you should call her after. Invite her to the party. There will be a lot of people there, so you can just be with her around everyone else for a while, and it might help ease the pressure before you talk to her.”

“Do you think it’ll be better the second time?”

“I think it can be, if you talk to her and tell her what you’re thinking or feeling.”

“Yeah,” she said and stared down at her bacon. “She’d love that I got extra syrup to dip my bacon in.”

“She’d probably think it was cute,” Juliet said.

“I’ll call her and invite her.”

“Good.”

“And I’m going to talk to someone else, too.”

“Someone else?”

“A therapist. For real, I mean. I think I need to find out why it’s suddenly hitting me when it never did like this before.”

“I’m not going to talk you out of that if you need it, but is it impacting you in any way outside of Finley?”

“Sometimes, but it’s usually pretty mild.”

“Well, do whatever you think you need to do, Molls, but my guess is that it’s extra heightened because you’re dating the woman you’ve been drooling over for years, and that’s scary.”

“Hey!” Molly laughed. “I didn’t drool.”

“You sure? I sat across from you for a while there, and I seem to remember drool.”

“Asshole,” Molly said through her laughter.


CHAPTER 27

“Oh, hey,” Finley said when she saw India walking by her.

“Oh, hey,” India said back, repeating Finley’s greeting. “What are you doing out here?”

“I’m walking around the city,” she replied. “Have been for a couple of hours now. I haven’t done this in a while. It’s nice.” She looked around the still-not-busy sidewalk. “You?”

“I went for a run. I’m in my cooldown,” India said, pulling the earbuds out of her ears and pressing the screen of her phone, probably trying to turn off her workout playlist that Finley knew all too well. “Why are you out walking? It’s, like, ten in the morning. And you’ve been out for a couple of hours already?” India squinted at her in suspicion. “You don’t wake up before ten on the weekends.”

“Well, today is the exception,” she said.

“What’s going on with you right now?” India asked her. “You don’t seem like yourself, and you look exhausted. Wait. Were you with Molly last night? And you’re exhausted. Don’t tell me. I don’t need details.”

“I’m just tired. I woke up early, for some reason, and my body needs more coffee than the one cup I’ve had.”

“Well, I can let you get back to it. I was going to walk the rest of the way home and get some work done.”

“Okay. Yeah. Cool,” Finley said.

“Hey, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Can we just… I don’t know. Can we maybe try to be friends? I mean that for real. No tricks. No trying to get you back or anything. I know that you’re with Molly now, and I respect that. I think I’m only starting to realize that I really miss you. I’m not talking about the being together part. I do miss that part, but I mainly mean the part where we hung out sometimes. It was nice.”

“It was nice because we always did the things you liked. You wanted to go shopping. I went with you. You wanted to see some French film with subtitles. I went with you.”

“Okay. So, I was a bad girlfriend. I get it, Finley. I’m trying here.” India tucked her phone into the side pocket of her workout pants and asked, “What would you want to do if we just hung out?”

“Grab a beer. Go to a football game. Shop at a tech store; not one that sells clothes.”

India laughed and replied, “So, nothing I’d want to do. Got it.”

“You can have wine, India. I can have the beer. And I don’t actually expect you to go to the football games or even watch them. Molly loves football.” She shrugged a shoulder. “I don’t need you to go shopping with me, either, so maybe we just grab a beer and wine one night sometime.”

“Molly would be okay with that?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I can talk to her if you really mean this, India. It’s not a ploy?”

“It’s not.” India shook her head. “I wouldn’t do that. I like Molly, and I can tell you really like her. I’m not trying to cause problems for you two. I just don’t have many friends.”

“You have a ton of friends.”

“Not real friends, Fin. I have a few friends from work, but they’re not going to be there for me when I really need a friend. Case in point: they’re not here for me now when I’m trying to get over a bad breakup.” India looked around then. “I have my old college friends, but I barely talk to them these days, and I’ve got a couple of old family friends, but they’re the rich people friends. They’re the kind of people you see at parties, and you all brag about things and embellish to make yourself look good, so you’re not really friends with them.” She looked at Finley. “I know I wasn’t perfect, and I’m not great at compromise, but I’d like to try to work on that if it means we can attempt to be friends. I’ll even consider letting you pick out a beer for me or something.”

Finley laughed a little and said, “Okay. Maybe.”

Her phone buzzed in her pocket then, so she pulled it out and was surprised and grateful to see a text from Molly, even without knowing what the message would say, because she’d worried that after she had run out on her this morning, she might never get a text from Molly again.

Molly Jewel: Hey. I’m not sure if you’re awake, but Jules invited us to this barbecue thing with Gwen’s sister-in-law and her partner. I guess it’s pretty open, and a lot of people will be there, so it’s not a big deal to add two more to the list. Logan and Rory, whom you know, and maybe Ava. Plus, Candace and some others. They’re going to be there around two. Do you want to go? We could hang out, meet some new people, and maybe talk. Let me know.

“Molly?” India asked.

“Yeah,” she said and looked up at India. “Do you want to put your money where your mouth is?”

“What money, exactly?”

“There’s a barbecue today. It’s an open thing hosted by a friend of Juliet’s. Or, I guess, her girlfriend’s. Molly and I are going. Do you want to go, too? I think it’ll be a bunch of lesbians, and at least one of them is for sure single.”

India laughed and said, “You’re trying to set me up?”

“No, but if you’re looking for something else, it might be a place to meet someone.”

“I’m not really looking to meet someone at some backyard barbecue, Fin.” India shook her head and smiled. “But I don’t have any good plans today. Are you sure it’s okay with Molly?”

“I’m sure it’s fine. We all work together, and she knows I’m with her. Besides, it’ll be a dozen or more people, so my thought was even if you don’t meet someone to date there, you might make some more of those friends you want.”

“Are you trying to offload me on other friends now, too?”

“I’ve got some baggage, India. You and I were in this thing for a long time, and I don’t know that I can just jump into a friendship with you, especially one where we’re alone together. I’m with Molly now, so nothing would happen, but last time you were at my place, after you promised you were only there to pick your stuff up, you tried to kiss me, and–”

“I know.” India looked down at the sidewalk. “I know. And I’m still really sorry about that. Do I need to apologize to Molly, too? I will. I was an idiot.”

“I don’t think so personally, but that’s up to you. I know you’re trying. I’m just not sure that I can trust you fully yet.”

“So, this backyard thing is a test or something?”

“Not a test,” Finley said. “It’s a chance for you to meet some new people and see if you like any of them. In time, I think we can be friends, but things are still so new with Molly and me; I don’t want to risk that. I don’t want any confusion about what I want.”

“Or whom?” India guessed.

“Yes.”

“Okay. Well, if you think she’ll be okay with it, then, yeah, I think I’d like to give it a try.”

“I’ll text you the address when I get it.”

“What kind of wine should I bring as a hostess gift?”

“None,” Finley told her with a laugh. “It’s a barbecue. Bring beer.”

“Beer? Gross,” India replied. “Something else, please.”

“Fine. Go to the store and buy a few of those premade pasta salads or something. Everyone loves those things.”

“You want me to buy premade pasta salad from a grocery store? Are you crazy? I don’t know how old that stuff is. What if people get sick?”

“No one is getting sick.” Finley laughed. “Get a few of those, and if you really want, bring a fruit tray or something, too.”

“A tray? Like, buy that, too?”

Finley laughed and said, “Yes, they make them for you. All you have to do is pay for it.”

“I’ll bring fruit, but I’m slicing it up myself and putting it on my tray. No pasta salad, Finley.”

“Whatever you want. I’ll see you around two.”

“Okay. Hey, Fin?” India asked when Finley started to walk past her.

“Yeah?”

“Thank you for this.”

Finley nodded and went on her way. She responded to Molly’s text, and after getting home, she hopped into the shower, taking her second one of the day but needing it after her long walk. She still had no idea how to bring things up with Molly, and that was after many practice conversations she’d had with her in her head. At a barbecue, they would at least be around other people instead of alone right away. Finley could use the warm-up to, hopefully, help them go back to being how they were with one another before last night.

◆◆◆

“Hey, babe,” Finley greeted when she got out of her car and saw Molly doing the same on the other side of the residential street.

“Hi,” Molly replied with a cautious smile.

‘Okay, so we definitely need some of that adjustment time,’ Finley thought.

Molly walked over to her, carrying a six-pack of beer and a container of what looked to be pasta salad, which made Finley smile. When she arrived at Finley’s car, Finley took the beer from her, leaned in, and kissed her on the lips.

“I could’ve picked you up,” she said.

“I know. But this is fine. I don’t know how long I’ll stay. You might want to stay later.”

“Why would I want to stay later if you’re not here?”

“Jules is your friend, too. Maybe you’d want to hang out longer.”

“Molls, can we–”

“Hi. Is this the house?” India asked.

Finley looked across the street and saw her ex carrying a fruit tray that she’d undoubtedly made herself. India nodded at the house behind them as she walked toward them.

“Hey, Molly.”

“India,” Molly said, turning from India to Finley.

“I invited her,” Finley explained. “I hope that’s okay.”

“You didn’t tell her? Finley, what the hell?” India said.

“I fell asleep,” she said, trying to defend herself. “Sorry, babe. I ran into India this morning on a walk, and you invited me here, so I invited her here. I meant to tell you, but I took a shower and passed out until it was just time to get here. I was going to tell you when I saw you, but she’s–”

“I’m here. And I’m sorry, Molly. Finley was supposed to ask if it was okay. If it’s not, I can go.”

“No, it’s fine. I mean, of course, it’s fine. It’s not really my party, but I’m sure it’s okay. Yes, this is the house. Juliet told me they own both of them and kind of share a yard. You can just go on back, if you want. I need to talk to Finley just for one second.”

“I bet you do,” India said, glaring at Finley. “I’ll maybe wait for you before I walk in, though, if that’s okay. I don’t know anyone back there.”

“Sure,” Molly replied.

India gave Finley another glare and walked to the front yard and toward the houses. Finley didn’t follow her with her eyes, though, because she was too busy staring at Molly.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“You invited your ex-girlfriend?” Molly asked.

“Not like that,” Finley replied. “We bumped into each other this morning, like I said, and she asked if we could be friends, Molls. I told her that I don’t know yet, but you said everyone would be here right when she was telling me that she doesn’t really have any good friends, and I thought she might get along with some people at the barbecue. It was totally innocent, I swear. I should’ve asked you first, though, and I didn’t.”

Molly sighed and replied, “It’s fine. She’s here. It’s not like I’m going to tell her to leave.”

“Am I in trouble? I’m in trouble, aren’t I?”

“You’re not in–” Molly stopped. “Finley, I’m in trouble. I need–”

“Hey, you two,” Juliet said from just down the sidewalk.

“Fucking hell,” Finley said under her breath. “Can we just go somewhere and talk? We keep getting–”

“Finley, hi,” Gwen said.

“Interrupted,” Finley finished and took Molly’s hand with her free one. “Hey, Gwen.”

“Why are you all out here?” Gwen asked when she approached hand in hand with Juliet.

“Babe, let’s go inside. Maybe they were talking or something.” Juliet turned her head. “Is that India?” she asked and turned back to look at Molly with a concerned expression on her face.

“She’s here as Finley’s friend,” Molly shared. “I didn’t know.”

“You invited India?” Juliet asked.

“Can we do this whole ‘scold Finley for being an idiot’ thing later, maybe? There’s a party or something we’re supposed to be attending. Besides, my girlfriend is the only one, really, who can be mad at me for inviting my ex, anyway.”

“Girlfriend?” Juliet asked.

Finley closed her eyes. She hadn’t meant to say that.

“Let’s just get inside,” Molly suggested. “India is waiting patiently, and by patiently, I mean she’s glaring at us.”

She pulled her hand away from Finley’s, and they all walked toward the back gate together. Molly joined Juliet and Gwen, leaving Finley back with India, who still held on to her fruit tray.

“You’re in trouble,” India said. “I should just go. You can take the fruit tray.”

“If I’m already in trouble, you should just stay. I can’t get into any more trouble, right?”

“I don’t know, Finley. Did you invite any of your other exes to this party without telling your current?”

“I’m an idiot,” she said.

“Here, have a strawberry,” India said, removing the bit of cellophane from her tray and shoving a berry into Finley’s mouth. “Feel better?”

“What? No,” she said as she chewed.

Molly had, of course, chosen that moment to turn around and saw the exchange between them.

“Can you walk, like, far ahead of me and maybe let Jules introduce you around?” Finley asked.

“Sure. I’ll stay out of your way.”

“Thank you,” she said.

India walked through the gate right after Gwen and Juliet, which left Molly and Finley standing outside. Music was playing, and Finley could see two dogs running around.

“Gwen brought Carly over earlier and left her to play with Buster. I guess they’re boyfriend and girlfriend,” Molly said as she looked out at the women in the yard. “I don’t even really know these people. What am I doing here?”

“It’s a party. You can get to know them.”

“It’s a lot of people, though,” Molly said. “And they’re all coupled off. That makes it harder.”

Finley placed her free hand on Molly’s back and rubbed it.

“You’re here with me, Molls.”

“Am I?” she asked.

“You said Ava might be here.”

“She’s over there,” Molly replied, pointing to Ava, who was standing next to Rory and Candace. “Why?”

“I thought she and India might hit it off.”

“You set your ex up with Ava?” Molly turned to her.

“I knew she’d at least have one single woman to talk to, and I thought maybe they would like each other enough to hang out. You’re not interested in–”

“Finley, last night I told Ava it wasn’t going anywhere. I told you I was with you, remember?”

“Yeah, I just…”

“Hey,” Logan said, walking up from behind them. “You heading in? I forgot the booze Candace contributed in the trunk. Mind if I get by? It’s heavy.”

“Oh, sure,” Molly replied and moved out of the way so that Logan could carry a box of alcohol through the gate. “We should get in there,” she added and didn’t wait for a response before she walked through the gate and seemed to reluctantly join the party.


CHAPTER 28

“She brought India? What the hell is going on?” Juliet asked.

“She didn’t bring her; she invited her. It’s different,” she said. “And she’ll be right back, so I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Are you okay, though?”

“No,” she admitted just as Finley approached with two beers and handed Molly one. “Thanks.”

“Sure,” Finley said. “So, I know a few of them, but who are all these people, again?”

“Oh, I should introduce you. Gwen knows them better than me, but that’s Elisa and Myra. These are their houses.” Juliet motioned behind them. “They got together right before us, basically.”

“And they bought houses next to each other?” Finley asked.

“No, they were neighbors. That’s sort of how they met,” Juliet explained. “Buster is Elisa’s dog.” She nodded to the two dogs that were now lying in the yard after playing together for the past several minutes. “And that’s Logan and Rory, who you know already, with Candace.”

“Who’s next to them?” Molly asked.

“That’s Monica and Bridgette. They’re engaged. That’s Melinda and her fiancée, Kyle, walking their way.”

“We know Melinda,” Finley shared. “She was our tour guide.”

“Do you know Jill and Willa?”

“No,” Finley said.

“Jill works with Melinda. Willa is her girlfriend. Then, there’s Sophie and Bryce.” Juliet pointed to the couple standing off to the side of the main group gathering in the middle of the yard.

“We sort of met them at Candace’s,” Molly said.

“Okay. Well, Asher and Linden are over there.” Juliet pointed to the food table where two women were kissing and looking very happy, which made Molly a little jealous because Finley was standing at least three feet away from her. “And Caroline and Enid are over by the beer, with Jodie and Viv. You know Ava already, and she’s on her way here now, so I’ll stop there.”

“Hey,” Ava said to Molly.

“Hey. How are you?”

“Good. You?”

“Yeah, good.”

“It’s weird, being here. I think I’m the only single woman in the place.”

“Better than being Keith, who’s the only guy here. I think they put him on the grill just to give him something to do,” Juliet said of Candace’s fiancé.

“And you’re not the only single one here,” Finley said. “My friend India is here. She’s single.” Finley nodded toward her ex, who was standing by Myra and Elisa, no longer holding the fruit tray that would undoubtedly be the best fruit tray ever made.

“Is this your not-so-subtle attempt at setting me up with someone other than Molly?” Ava teased.

“What? No. I just–”

“India is Finley’s ex-girlfriend,” Molly said. “She’s here to meet some new friends, maybe. Right, Fin?”

“Right,” Finley replied. “I just meant that you two could talk about being single or something. Not that you have to talk about that. You don’t, obviously. You could talk about anything you want.”

“Finley?” Molly said, smiling at her because God, this woman was cute.

“Yeah?”

“She gets it.”

Finley nodded and gave her a small smile. That was when Molly realized that she was being rude, and she shouldn’t be. They definitely needed to talk, but she didn’t have to make things more awkward by being rude about this whole India thing. She did wish that Finley had given her a heads-up or asked if she would be okay with it, but Molly liked India, and India had helped Molly see that she was about to give up on something that could be really great between her and Finley.

“Well, I’m going to get a drink,” Ava said. “I’ll catch up later?”

“Sure,” Molly said.

“Is that weird?” Gwen asked when she joined them after Ava walked away.

“Is what weird?”

“Ava being here. She’s Logan’s best friend, but she’s just now kind of joining the group around the same time you two went out.”

“One date,” Molly replied and looked at Finley. “It was more of a hangout than anything else. We didn’t even kiss.”

“Hey. Just wanted to say hi again,” Bryce said, walking over with Sophie. “You met us already, but we were a little off that night.”

“Oh, hi. Yeah, nice to see you again.”

“It’s Molly, right?” Sophie asked.

“Yeah. And this is my–” She motioned to Finley. “My date, Finley.”

“Nice to see you again,” Bryce said to her.

“How’s the movie thing going, Bryce?” Gwen asked before taking a drink of her beer.

“It’s still going, but not until next year, unfortunately. It’s some Hollywood thing, from what they tell me, which is whatever, but it’s left us in a bit of an in-between place, and we’re trying to figure it out.”

“What do you mean?” Juliet asked.

“They’ve got it slated for production for December of next year now instead of this year, and I have a job offer in LA.”

“You’re moving to LA now?” Gwen asked.

Molly listened to them talk but stared at Finley, who was looking out over the yard at nothing in particular. Molly decided to be the one to fix this chasm that had grown between them since she had been the one to cause it. She doubted that Finley would’ve invited India today had she not left Molly’s apartment so early that morning and needed that walk where they bumped into each other. She’d only left because Molly had screwed up their first time together, and it was up to her to fix this somehow. She moved between the gathered group of women until she was standing in front of Finley. Then, she turned back around and took a drink of her beer, hoping Finley would know what she was going for with the move. When Finley wrapped an arm around her from behind and tentatively rested her chin on Molly’s shoulder, Molly knew that she had.

“I’m sorry,” Finley whispered in her ear.

With everyone around, Molly couldn’t exactly respond, but she put her free hand over Finley’s and linked their fingers, hoping that would convey her message that she was sorry, too. Asher and Linden walked over from the food table, and eventually, the group split up, with Juliet and Gwen heading toward the dogs who had started playing again. She and Finley remained standing on the deck, though, and Molly didn’t know how to proceed. Finley took her beer from her and set both of their drinks on the table behind them.

“Want to go talk to some people? Or maybe go inside and talk?” she asked.

“Inside?”

“We can stay out here, if you want.”

“Are you trying to be extra nice to me right now because of the whole India thing?”

“Not just that,” Finley said.

“What do you mean, not just that?”

“Molls, if we just stand out here, we will get interrupted again, and I don’t want to get interrupted, babe. Can we please go inside and talk?”

Hearing the concern in her voice, Molly nodded, and Finley nodded, too, but toward the open back door that was probably meant for people needing to go to the bathroom and not people needing to have serious conversations about the state of their relationship. Molly followed her inside, but since neither of them had been here before, they had no idea where to go. She walked through the long hall with Finley in front of her, and when Finley turned, Molly realized they were in the living room. Finley then sat on the sofa, facing the front window, and Molly sat down next to her, leaving some space between them because she had no idea what was about to happen.

“I’ll start,” Finley said, looking down at the floor.

“No, I should start. This is all my fault.”

“What’s your fault? I left, Molls. I left you this morning, and–”

“I made you leave.”

“No, you didn’t.”

“Yes, I did, Finley. You know what happened last night, don’t you?”

“I think I know what happened,” she said. “Did you?”

Molly nodded in confirmation, letting the shame wash over her for making Finley feel like she was responsible for all this.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“I guess it happens,” Finley replied. “Was it not–” She looked up to meet Molly’s eyes. “Was it not good at all?”

“What? No, it wasn’t that.” Molly moved closer to her on the sofa, taking Finley’s hand in her own. “I just couldn’t focus. I couldn’t get out of my own head. You were on top of me and coming, and I thought you wanted me to come, too, but I couldn’t, and I felt like I needed to, so I–”

Finley nodded and asked, “And the second time?”

“Yes,” Molly replied. “You didn’t do anything wrong. I did. This is all my fault.”

“I pressured you last night, Molls. I got jealous because of Ava, and I pressured you. I feel horrible. I feel like you were trying to tell me something before the bar, and I didn’t listen. Then, Ava was there, and I thought about how you and I still hadn’t called this thing between us anything official, which meant that you might still want to go out with her, or maybe you didn’t, but she did. I let it get to me, and I started touching you. I knew what I was doing, and then, we were at your place, and I could tell you weren’t really there sometimes.”

“I told you that I wanted it.”

“Wanting it and being ready are two different things,” Finley pointed out. “I made you feel like we had to do that last night, and I am so sorry. I’d never–”

“You know what I’ve really been struggling with?” she interrupted.

“What?”

“There’s the ex-girlfriend being a perfect specimen of a woman, yes.”

Finley laughed a little and said, “She’s far from perfect. If you want a list of her imperfections, I can give you one.”

“I mean that that’s only part of it. Yes, I was worried I wouldn’t be enough, or that when I touched you, it wouldn’t be good, and it did get to me when you were touching me, but there’s more to it than that.”

“What?” Finley asked, squeezing Molly’s hand.

“I fantasized about that with you so many times, Finley. I wasn’t joking before when I said that in my fantasies, we’d done it on my desk, in the server room, in the kitchen, and in every room in my apartment and in yours. I didn’t know what your apartment looked like back then, of course, so it was mostly in mine.” Molly took a deep breath. “I let myself ruin what could have been. That’s what I’m so mad about.”

“What do you mean?”

“I should have told you that I wasn’t ready yet. Not last night, anyway,” she replied. “I got really turned on, and I let my libido and the chance of finally being with you get in the way, even though my brain kept telling me over and over again that–”

“It was a mistake?”

“No,” Molly said quickly. “Being with you can never be a mistake, Fin.” She cupped Finley’s cheek with her free hand. “But I should’ve been strong enough to tell you that I would have loved another long make-out session and maybe to let you get to second base or third, depending on where your bases are. My second base is shirts off.”

“I would’ve loved second base.” Finley smiled. “Second base with you is great. Your boobs are fucking amazing.”

Molly allowed herself a little laugh and added, “I wanted that perfect first time with you, and I got in my own way. I got in your way, and I’m sorry.”

“It will never be like your fantasies, Molls. You know that, right?”

“I know.” She ran a thumb over Finley’s cheek. “I don’t need it to be. I don’t know what will happen if we try again, though.”

“If?”

“It’s up to you.” She leaned in a little. “I don’t want this to be over, and I don’t think I’d forgive myself if I ruined it, but it’s up to you if I get another chance, Finley.”

“I want one,” Finley replied instantly. “I want another chance.”

“You do?”

“Yes. Molly, you can trust me,” Finley told her, pressing their foreheads together. “If you’re in your head, you can trust me; you can tell me when that’s the case. You can tell me to stop or ask me to start doing something else. You can tell me if it doesn’t feel good or if you need something else to help you get there. I just want to touch you. God, I want to touch you again. I would love to make you come, but it’s not about that. It’s about being with you. I wanted to come with you for the first time. I wanted that connection to you. If you don’t like that, though, or if it doesn’t make you come–”

“Do that again next time,” Molly interjected.

“Yeah?” Finley asked.

“I liked it. And I wanted it, Finley. It’s not that I didn’t. It was just so much pressure to finally have you there with me that I crumbled beneath it, and I wasn’t ready to say anything about it last night or even this morning, so I’m sorry I’ve left you feeling like this all day.”

“Can we just start over?”

“Over?” she asked, pulling back a bit to stare into Finley’s eyes.

“Not all the way.” Finley smirked. “Just at that part. I know we can’t technically undo it, not that you’re saying you would, but maybe we can try our first time again.”

“I’d like that,” Molly replied. “But not tonight.”

“Tonight, I’ll just stay over, and we can try to get some sleep. Is that okay? I want to fall asleep next to you, Molls.”

“Maybe second base?”

Finley laughed, and for the first time that day, it seemed like she had a genuine smile on her face and appeared to be relieved.


CHAPTER 29

“You know, I’m thinking I might give up on dating for a while,” Ava said.

“You will?” Logan asked.

“To be honest, I thought I was over her, but I’m not.”

“She means Bonnie,” Rory explained to India, Finley, and Molly, who were the newest additions to this large group. “Her ex,” she added for Finley and India’s benefit, mainly, since Molly would have known that already.

“Sorry, Molly,” Ava said.

“No need,” Molly replied.

Finley glanced over at her and watched Molly casually sip on the beer they were sharing. India looked at Finley and just rolled her eyes. Finley thought about how India seemed to be genuine in her request for a friendship between them; she just wasn’t sure if she was ready to dive right into that. That was especially true because, even though Molly seemed okay with India being here, that didn’t mean she’d be okay with Finley pursuing a friendship with her right now.

“So, I think I’m deleting the app.”

“I tried an app once,” India said.

“Yeah? Didn’t work?” Ava asked.

“No. I ended up with zero dates, but that was more about me than anyone else.”

“You tried a dating app? When?” Finley asked.

“Oh. I think it was during our second or third breakup.” India shrugged a shoulder. “I created a profile and scrolled through it, but that was about it.”

“You know, Asher met Stephania through an app,” Linden said as she and Asher sat down on a patio lounge next to them.

“Stephania? The model Stephania?” Molly asked.

“Yes. She went on a date with her,” Linden said.

“We weren’t together yet,” Asher explained, placing her hand on Linden’s thigh. “And I just came out as bi. I couldn’t believe it myself, but we’re friends now.”

“You’re friends with a supermodel?” Finley asked.

“Sort of. She’s been to town once since we met, so it’s not like I see her all the time. We all went to coffee one afternoon.”

“I’m confident that Ash loves me, so I’m cool with it,” Linden said. “But the woman is just as gorgeous up close as she is on all those billboards.”

Asher laughed a little.

“Is she single?” India asked. “I’m looking now that Finley over here has found Molly.”

Finley looked over at Molly, who looked back at her in surprise.

“On second thought, maybe I should just be single for a while. It’s been a long time since I’ve put myself back out there. I might need to warm up to it,” India added.

“And I think I need to maybe just call Bonnie and talk to her,” Ava said.

“What? Why?” Logan asked.

“Because I need some closure. Things were left unsaid, and I think if we say them, I’ll be able to move on.”

“Are you sure?” Logan checked. “That could open up a can of worms.”

“No, I’m not, which is why I’m not doing it right now, Logan.”

“Fine. Fine,” Logan replied and wrapped an arm around Rory’s shoulders.

Rory rested her head there, and Finley looked down at her own hand joined with Molly’s. She thought about wrapping her arm around her, but Molly’s head went to her shoulder without her having to move, and they stayed like that as the group continued to chat and get caught up on people’s lives. Myra and Elisa sat down to join them, and Finley found out that Elisa had twins in college, a boy and a girl, and her daughter was in love with a girl named Wendy. They were already planning on moving into an off-campus apartment for the semester next fall, even though they attended different schools.

“They’re an hour away from each other now, so they’re thinking about getting a place in the middle and just commuting,” Elisa explained. “I can’t believe my little girl already wants to live with someone she’s dating. She’s eighteen.” She shook her head. “And Archie plays soccer. He’s starting as a freshman, which is amazing. His coach thinks he has a shot at transferring to a D-I school with how well he’s playing right now. He’s a defender, but he’s scored three goals this season and has five assists. He told me that’s a pretty high number for someone in his position.”

“That’s awesome.”

Myra smiled at Elisa, and Finley could tell that the two women were in love. She hadn’t hung out with this many lesbians in a long time, maybe ever, but it was nice.

“So, how long have you two been together?” Asher asked, looking at Finley.

“Oh, we’re not–”

“Not long,” Molly said. “We started dating recently.”

“And you two used to date?” Asher asked India.

“We did,” India replied.

“Ava and Logan used to date, too,” Linden said.

“Don’t forget about how Enid and Jill dated briefly,” Melinda added, walking over with Kyle, Jill, and Willa.

“Hey, I’d like to forget that. Thank you,” Willa noted.

“Me too,” Caroline said as she and Enid joined the group around a firepit that Myra and Logan had constructed when the sun started to set. “No offense, Jill.”

“None taken,” Jill replied. “I like to think that I got her ready for you.”

“What?” Enid asked through laughter. “That’s not what happened.” She turned to Caroline.

“I know, babe,” Caroline said. “We were about to take off, if that’s okay. I’m setting up in the Square tonight.”

“Setting up what?” Finley asked.

“She’s an artist. She sells her sketches and paintings there a few times a week now,” Enid explained, sounding like a very proud girlfriend. “And I’m her ride, so I’m going to take her, but if anyone wants to hang out with me at Café Du Monde for a couple of hours while she works, feel free.”

“Want to go?” Jill asked her girlfriend.

“I could go for a beignet,” Willa replied.

“We made them in Asher’s kitchen,” Linden shared. “They were good, but not the same.”

“There’s so much sugar,” Asher said, shaking her head.

“She’s still eating healthy, despite my terrible influence,” Linden teased.

“Anyway, we’re taking off. Thanks for having us, Elisa and Myra,” Enid said.

“Thanks for coming. Take any of the extra food. We can’t eat it all.”

“Okay. Have a great night, everyone,” Caroline said and took Enid’s hand.

Finley watched them walk toward the back gate, and then, Asher and Linden both stood up.

“I think we’re going to go, too.”

“Café Du Monde?” Jill asked.

“No, home,” Linden replied with a smile. “We’ve been busy with work, and we haven’t…”

“Linden!” Asher slapped her playfully on the shoulder.

“What? We’re all friends here. They get it. I miss my girlfriend. We’ve been too busy and haven’t–”

“Cleaned the house recently,” Asher interrupted. “And we need to do that tonight, so we’ll see everyone later, okay?”

Molly laughed against her body, and it made Finley smile.

“I think we’ll catch up to Enid and Caroline to get some beignets for ourselves,” Jill said and turned to Willa. “Want to grab some extras and run them over to Mom and Juni?” she asked of her little sister.

“Sure,” Willa replied. “Maybe Juni will want to watch a movie or something.”

“Let’s not get carried away,” Jill told her. “Dropping off beignets is one thing. Giving up a Saturday night with my girl to watch a cartoon is quite another.”

Willa laughed and said, “We’ll be cleaning the house later, too, I guess.”

“Lots and lots of cleaning.” Jill pulled on Willa’s hand. “Thanks, everyone.”

They left, and Asher and Linden followed them out. One by one, or rather two by two, people left the party until it was just Gwen and Juliet, Molly and Finley, India, Logan, Rory, and Ava helping Myra and Elisa clean up and put things away. They talked, laughed, and divvied up the leftover food and drinks that Elisa insisted they take. Finley caught Rory and Logan making out in the backyard more than once until they finally left, claiming they’d be cleaning their apartment, too, tonight. When Finley looked over at Molly after the last time she caught Logan with her hand moving under Rory’s shirt, Molly appeared to be in deep thought, sitting in a lounge chair, staring at the two dogs who were asleep on the deck.

“Penny for your thoughts?” she asked as she approached. “Actually, no; your thoughts would be worth way more than a penny.”

Molly smiled up at her and patted the open space behind her, encouraging Finley to sit.

“Fine. But you’re leaning back against me so that I can hold you. Best I can do,” she joked.

Molly did lean back into her, and Finley wrapped her arms around her as Molly’s back rested against her front.

“Everything okay?” she checked, kissing Molly’s neck.

“Does it bother you that I’m like this?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know; anxious about those steps. Cleaning the house.”

Finley laughed a little and said, “I think you’re anxious because it matters, and that’s a good thing.”

“You’re not anxious about it,” Molly pointed out.

“Not in the same way you are, no, but I’m still anxious.” She kissed Molly’s neck. “Part of me is glad it happened because it got us to talk like this, but the other part of me wishes we hadn’t taken that step until you were ready for it. I want to live up to your expectations, Molls. I know I can’t be the fantasy, but I want to get as close to that as I can. I’m nervous I won’t be able to do that.”

“You shouldn’t be, though.”

Molly leaned her head back on Finley’s shoulder.

“Well, you shouldn’t worry about not being enough for me. I don’t want you to ever have to worry about that. I think you worry you’re not enough for me, but I worry that there’s not enough of you for me. I want to have everything with you, Molls.”

“Everything? We just started going out,” Molly said.

“I didn’t say I wanted it right now. I just know I feel it. I feel like I’m with someone; I’m not single. I know you called me your date earlier, and I let the girlfriend thing slip out, but that’s how it already feels to me. We’re shopping for puppy stuff together, and I’m planning on being part of your puppy’s life. That’s a big commitment.”

Molly laughed and said, “That is a big commitment, but you’re not moving in, Fin.”

“I was thinking we could talk about that in about a year or something,” she replied and kissed Molly’s neck again.

“That’s a long way off.”

“I know,” she said confidently. “And I feel it; I told you. Why do you think I knew for sure that it was done with India?”

“I know. I just… I worry that I keep getting in our way, and there are only so many times you’re going to be okay with that. I used to have a therapist. I went for a while, but it was a once-every-couple-of-weeks thing, mostly a check-in, and I had an app that I could use if I needed something immediate. I signed back up for it, and I was thinking about going back to therapy for my anxiety, but this morning, Juliet suggested that maybe the anxiety I’ve been dealing with recently, all the thoughts that swarm my brain, are because of you.”

“Just what a girl wants to hear; that she’s the cause of her date’s anxiety,” Finley joked.

“I don’t mean that it’s your fault. I mean it’s because I wished for this for so long, and now, my brain doesn’t know how to believe that it’s happening.”

Finley got an idea and suggested, “Let’s go back to your place.”

“I thought that was the plan.”

“No, I mean right now. We’ve done our part in cleaning up. India is talking to Logan, Rory, and Ava inside, and I don’t feel like I need to babysit her, so let’s just go.”

“You don’t want to see what everyone else is doing after this? It’s only seven.”

“Molls?”

“Yes?”

“Are you asking me that because your brain is telling you to stall because you don’t know what I’m going to want to do when we get to your apartment?”

“Yes,” Molly admitted.

Finley ran a hand up over Molly’s knee and onto her thigh and said, “Here’s what I’m thinking. We’ll go to your place and get the stuff for Wells out of my car because we forgot to last night. We’ll spend a few minutes putting it away because I know you want to make it a home for her the moment she walks in, or probably saunters, because she seems like she’s the kind of dog that just does what she wants. Honestly, your new dog has real cat vibes.”

Molly laughed.

“After that, I’m going to take you to bed, but we’ll change first, and I’ll borrow some of your clothes. We’ll lie in bed, and I’ll spend the rest of the night touching you to make you feel like this is real.” She pressed her lips to Molly’s jaw. “We will stick to some above-the-waist action tonight, but I promise you, by the end of it, you’ll know that I’m here, I’m with you, and I mean it when I say that you’re who I want, Molls.” She kissed her neck again. “Only you. And we’ll have nights like tonight as many times as you need to know that for sure.”

“Hey, lovebirds? I think I’m going to take off,” Ava said as she walked outside.

“Okay. It was good to see you,” Molly replied.

“You too. And thanks for trying with India. She’s great, but not my type.”

“What is your type?” Molly asked.

“I’m thinking Stephania,” Ava teased with a wink.

“What? Really?” Molly laughed.

“Asher gave her my info.”

“What?” Finley asked, laughing.

“Yeah. I just decided to put myself out there, you know? She’s hot, and Asher said that she’s nice. She’s also coming to New Orleans around Halloween for some job, and I need to get over Bonnie already, so why not meet up with a sexy supermodel?”

“Good for you,” Finley said.

“I’m still going to call Bonnie to lay it all out there, but yeah, good for me.” Ava smiled. “I mean, I know it won’t go anywhere; she’s freaking Stephania. But maybe she’ll agree to coffee or something.”

“That’s awesome,” Molly replied. “Good luck.”

“Thanks. And hey, if you want to grab coffee, let me know.”

“Hey!” Finley said with mock jealousy.

“I mean just coffee. I get what’s happening here,” Ava said, pointing at them.

“What’s happening here, exactly?” Molly asked.

“From what I can tell, it’s two people falling in love.” Ava winked again, turned, and walked toward the gate without another word, leaving Finley there to worry that it might be too much for Molly to handle.

“So, Stephania,” Finley said, changing the subject.

“Yeah,” Molly replied, turning a little in Finley’s arms. “Are you still ready to go?”

“To your place?”

“Yes.”

“Yeah, I’m ready. Just need to say goodnight to everyone.”

“Then, let’s say goodnight because I want to go home and spend some time alone with my girlfriend,” Molly replied.


CHAPTER 30

“You didn’t tell me you got this. When did you buy it?” she asked. “I was with you the whole time.”

Molly held up a red-and-white rope toy.

“You went to look at the bones in those plastic bins. It was by the cash register, so I grabbed it.”

“It’s too big for a puppy.”

“She’ll grow,” Finley said.

“She’s a corgi. She won’t grow that much. This is meant for a larger dog, babe.”

Finley smiled.

“What?” Molly asked.

“You called me ‘babe.’ I like it,” Finley replied and took the rope toy from her. “Maybe I’ll keep this.”

“For all your rope toy needs? Wait. Do you have rope… things? I’ve never done anything like that before, Fin, so–”

“No,” Finley said, chuckling. “I don’t have rope things, Molls. If you really want to know, though, I have a few toys, but nothing involving rope. I meant that I could keep this for the dog I might adopt.”

“We’ll come back to the dog thing later.” Molly put the plastic bag, still filled with stuff for Wells, on the coffee table and turned to Finley on the sofa. “You have toys?”

“You don’t?”

“I do. Well, I have one.”

“Only one?”

“A vibrator. It’s my favorite. I have others. I just don’t count them because they don’t do it for me.”

“No?”

“No. How many do you have?”

“A few,” Finley said with a smirk. “I like them.”

“For you, or for the person you’re with?”

“Both,” Finley said and turned to face her on the sofa. “I like this. Let’s do this.”

“Do what?”

“Talk about this stuff. It’s good. I think it’ll help.”

“Talking about sex toys?”

“Talking about what we like, what we don’t, what works, what won’t.”

Molly laughed and asked, “Did you rhyme that on purpose?”

“No, I didn’t. But it worked. So, tell me about your favorite toy.”

“I can just show you.” She stood. “It’s in my drawer.”

“Yes, please,” Finley replied, sounding very eager.

Molly laughed as Finley gripped her hips and followed her into the bedroom, where Molly swallowed hard before she opened the top of three drawers in the table by her bed and pulled out a pale-pink vibrator that was meant to go inside and hit her G-spot, but she had tried that, and it hadn’t worked.

“I use it on my clit,” she said and set it on the bed.

Finley sat down next to it, picked it up, and inspected it.

“Not inside?”

“It didn’t work. I tried.”

Finley bit her lower lip as if she were trying to figure out why the vibrator didn’t do its job.

“It works outside, though.”

Finley nodded and looked back up at her.

“You said you had more?”

“Oh, yeah. Well, that’s the thing.” She bent down and opened the bottom drawer. “I have a lot more.” She stood and moved out of the way. “Finley, I’ve never shown anyone these, okay? It’s weird. I’m weird.”

Finley stood and looked into the drawer.

“You said you had one.”

“I said I had one that counted. These don’t.”

“Why not?” Finley bent down to look closer.

“Because none of them make me come.”

“Is that why you have so many? You kept trying?”

“Yes,” she admitted as she sat on the side of the bed, watching Finley pick up one of the vibrators she had bought about a year ago. “That one is supposed to move inside you.”

“I know. I’ve seen it.”

“You have?”

“In a store. I don’t have it, though,” Finley said, turning it over. “It’s big, Molls.”

“Yeah. It’s the only size they make it in, and I wanted to come inside, so I bought it.”

Finley looked down and squinted.

“Most of these are for inside.”

“Yeah.”

“And none of them have worked?”

Molly shook her head and said, “I even bought that one that is shaped like two fingers and is supposed to move like it’s flicking, but I couldn’t get over the noise. It’s really loud, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how a machine was inside me, not making me come because it sounded like a robot.”

She laughed a little but noticed that Finley wasn’t laughing with her.

“Molly, have you never… come inside before?”

“No. But no one knows that but you,” she said.

“Your exes?”

She shook her head again and said, “No. I have a really bad habit of faking it, I guess.”

Finley stood and moved to sit next to her.

“So, with me, you thought you had to?”

“I didn’t want you to be disappointed in me, or in our sex, I guess.” She shrugged a shoulder.

“I don’t want you to fake anything with me. If you don’t come, that’s okay,” Finley said.

“I know. I heard you earlier.”

“But, babe, if you never told anyone that, they couldn’t, I don’t know, get any better. They didn’t know to do anything different because they thought you–”

“I know. It wasn’t fair to them.”

“Or you,” Finley said. “You’ve always been in your head a little, haven’t you?” She tucked a stray strand of hair behind Molly’s ear. “It wasn’t just with me.”

“It was worse with you.”

“What if you used this?” Finley asked, holding up Molly’s favorite toy.

“I come with that one.”

“I know. I meant, what if you used it with me?”

“With you?”

“Yeah. Like, if you used it to get yourself there, but I’m kissing you or something.”

“I don’t have a problem coming outside normally. It’s not, like, a fast thing; it usually takes time, but I want you to touch me, Finley.”

“I will,” Finley said, leaning in. “I will touch you everywhere.” She kissed the corner of Molly’s mouth. “And when you’re ready, you can use this, at least the first time. Maybe it would help you get out of your head a little. We can work up to other stuff.”

“Other stuff?”

Finley nodded and said, “My fingers.” She kissed Molly again. “My mouth.”

“I want all of that.”

Finley smiled then and asked, “So, what do you think of my idea?”

“It’s bad that I’d need that, Finley. I–”

“No, it’s not,” Finley said, shaking her head. “Babe, I didn’t figure out how to touch myself until I was in my mid-twenties. I tried for years. I used my fingers inside and out. I, embarrassingly, tried rubbing against things. I bought my first toy, but it didn’t work very well for me, so I tried it… Well, differently than it was intended.”

“What do you mean?”

“Okay. Now, it’s my time to confess. No one knows this, Molls.”

“No one? Not even–”

“No. I was too embarrassed to tell her.”

“But you’re going to tell me?”

Finley smiled sweetly and said, “It was one of those rabbit things with the little ears at the end. I tried it a bunch of times, changing the batteries over and over again, and I’d get close, but it wouldn’t push me over the edge. No matter where I held it, how hard I pressed it, or how fast I moved it, I just couldn’t come. One night, I was so frustrated that I decided to put it on the corner of the bed.” Finley stood, took Molly’s toy, and placed it on the corner at an angle. “And I… Well, honestly, I humped it hard until I came.”

“You–”

“Yeah,” Finley replied and lowered herself down to the corner of Molly’s bed, rocking her hips a few times to imitate what she’d done.

“Oh,” Molly said, feeling her cheeks blush.

“Yeah, exactly. Embarrassing, but it worked. I bought another toy, and after a lot of trial and error, I figured out how to touch myself with my fingers to make myself come. It’s not easy for everyone, Molls, and there’s nothing wrong with needing to learn your own body or someone else’s, for that matter.”

“I know. It’s easier said than believed for me.”

“Well, I would love to help make you believe. We talked about that at the barbecue.” Finley moved to sit next to her again. “Are you ready?”

“For sex?”

“No sex tonight, but if you’re still up for that second base thing, I’m prepared to deliver.”

“Deliver?” she said, laughing a little.

“Yeah, come here.” Finley patted her lap.

Molly wasn’t sure what she meant at first, but she stood and watched Finley shift back just enough to give her space to straddle her hips. Molly moved into her then, and Finley wrapped her arms around Molly’s back.

“I’m real. This is real. I’m here because I’m crazy about you,” Finley told her as she ran her hands up under Molly’s shirt. “Can I show you?”

Molly nodded, so Finley licked her lips and kissed her. It was slow, and it didn’t build into anything more heated, despite Molly’s body now wanting it to do just that. Finley’s tongue moved into her mouth and flicked Molly’s until Molly moved her own against it, feeling its softness and warmth, making it real that she was kissing Finley Storm. They stayed like that for a long time, with Finley’s hands moving over her back, sometimes slowly and other times, quickly. Then, they cupped Molly’s ass through the sweats she had changed into when they got here. Molly wanted them on her skin, but she knew what Finley was doing, and she wanted this even more.

“Can I take off your shirt?” she asked. “Well, my shirt.”

When they arrived here, Molly had handed Finley her comfortable clothes to change into, and now, she was asking for permission to take them off. Finley nodded, and Molly swallowed before reaching for the hem. Finley’s arms lifted over her head, and Molly pulled off the shirt, revealing her bare breasts because Finley had, apparently, taken off her bra when they’d changed in separate rooms.

“You can touch them,” Finley encouraged as she took one of Molly’s hands and placed it between her breasts over her heart. “Do you see my nipples?”

“Uh… Yes. I’m staring at them right now, Fin.”

Finley laughed a little and said, “They’re hard, Molls.”

“I can see that.”

Finley moved Molly’s hand to cup her breast, and Molly did, feeling the hardness against her palm.

“God,” she said.

“They’re real, too, and they’re yours.” Finley ran a hand up under Molly’s shirt and rested her hand between Molly’s bare breasts. “My heart is yours, too.”

When Molly nodded, Finley knew what that meant, so she reached for and pulled off Molly’s shirt. Molly’s hands went to Finley’s breasts, cupping them and massaging them because she hadn’t done this last night. Finley lay back and held on to Molly’s hips, letting Molly continue to stroke her breasts and use her thumb and forefinger to play with her nipples, earning a little moan from Finley.

“Should I stop?”

“No. Why would you stop?” Finley asked.

“If we’re not… You’re getting… I mean, I think you’re getting turned on.”

“You are very much turning me on right now, yes,” Finley said and cupped both of Molly’s breasts. “I could honestly come from just this.”

“No, you couldn’t.”

“Yes, I could. My nipples are very sensitive, and if you touch them a certain way, I’ll feel it down there.”

“You would?”

Finley nodded.

“You’ve come that way before?”

“Only on my own. I have these nipple clamps at home.”

“You have nipple clamps? You said you had a few toys.”

“I do. Nipple clamps are one of the few things I have. I also have a strap-on, but I think I’ll buy a new one.”

“Why?”

“Because if you want me to use one on you, I want you to pick a new one out with me.”

Molly nodded and said, “You used that with–”

“Yes. So, it goes into the trash when I get home, okay? We’ll get a new one if you decide that you want that.”

“I do,” Molly said. “Not tomorrow, though.”

“Okay. We’ll go pick something out together.”

Molly tweaked Finley’s nipples and asked, “You really can come like that?”

“If you started moving those hips while you did that to them, yes, I’ll come. It takes a while, and I’m guessing here, but if you… sucked on them and maybe… nibbled a little, I’d come, too.”

“I want to do that,” she said.

“We’re only going to second base tonight,” Finley noted.

“But I want you.”

“And I want you,” Finley echoed, sitting up and kissing Molly’s neck. “But I don’t think we should let our hormones get the better of us tonight.” She kissed the same spot again. “Will you show me how you like your breasts touched?”

“Yes,” Molly whispered.

Finley held up her hand, and Molly took it, placing it on her right breast. Then, she squeezed Finley’s hand.

“Like this?”

“Yes,” Molly said. “My nipples aren’t very sensitive, but I like this.”

“Massaging?”

Molly nodded and felt Finley’s other hand on her left breast. That caused her to wrap her arms around Finley’s neck because she needed to hold on to something. Finley moved her lips back to Molly’s, and they kissed as Finley continued to massage her breasts in a way that had her nipples standing to attention. When she couldn’t take it anymore, she lowered Finley’s hands back down to her hips, lifted Finley’s breasts because she had to due to their height difference at the moment, and moved into her, pressing herself into them. Feeling their rock-hard nipples pressed together now, Molly moaned into Finley’s mouth.

“Fuck,” Finley let out, and Molly felt Finley’s hips jolt underneath her. “We should maybe pause after all because you’re driving me crazy.”

“I want it,” Molly replied.

“Molls, we–”

“No, the thing you suggested earlier. My toy. I want it.”

“Are you sure? We don’t have to do anything but this tonight. This is perfect.”

Molly held Finley’s face in her hands and said, “You’re real. This is real. I know that now.” She reached for her toy, which was still sitting beside them, and was grateful that she had charged it recently. “Just like this.” She moved it inside her sweats and into her soaked panties, letting it slip between her folds. The cold silicone pressed into her clit, and Molly hissed at that and spread her legs a little more over Finley’s body. “Is this okay?” she asked.

“Molly, are you sure? I swear, I will wait as long as you need.”

“I want to come. I want you to come, too.” She pressed the on button, and the lowest vibration setting made her hips cant forward. “Oh, God,” she said.

“Baby…” Finley let out as if in awe.

She held on to Molly’s hips as Molly pressed the button again. There were five settings on this one, each increasing in intensity. She usually liked the third level, but she wanted Finley to feel this, too, so she turned it all the way up and pressed her sex down into Finley. Finley flopped back, which gave Molly the chance to shift her toy and begin rocking against the woman beneath her.

“Can you feel it?” she asked.

“Yes,” Finley said, helping Molly move her hips.

They didn’t say anything for a while after that, and Molly closed her eyes, listening to Finley’s sounds. She tried to let them ground her in reality and keep her from feeling like this was just one of her fantasies.

“Look at me, please,” Finley requested.

Molly opened her eyes and saw that Finley was staring up at her.

“I’m going to come,” Finley said as she grasped one of Molly’s breasts in her hands. “Baby, you’re making me come. God!”

Finley’s head went back, and her eyes closed, but Molly kept her eyes open and watched.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Finley cried out.

‘God, she’s beautiful,’ Molly thought to herself.

Then, she decided to just say it out loud, “God, you’re so beautiful,”

Next second she knew, the orgasm ripped through her.


CHAPTER 31

Finley shifted until she was lying on the bed, and Molly moved with her, lying atop her. The toy that had been between them was now on the bed, somewhere beside them. Molly was still breathing hard as she came down from her high, and this time, Finley knew she hadn’t faked a thing. She smiled as Molly kissed her neck and pressed her forehead to Finley’s chest.

“God, that was…”

“Yes, it was,” Finley finished for her when it was clear that Molly wasn’t going to. “Are you okay?” she asked, wrapping her arms around Molly’s back and holding her close.

“I’m very okay,” Molly said before she lifted herself a little and looked down at Finley. “That was a good idea.”

“Yeah?” Finley smiled and ran a hand through Molly’s now-messy hair.

Molly nodded and said, “Definitely.”

“I’m glad.” Finley cupped her cheek. “Want to maybe watch something? A movie or–”

“No,” Molly said, shaking her head. “I want more.”

“You said you weren’t ready before, Molls, and this was already more than what we had planned.”

“I know. But I want more,” Molly replied. “I promise, I’ll tell you if I’m thinking those thoughts again.”

Finley smiled and said, “Okay. If you’re sure.”

“I am.”

Molly moved until she was reaching for the pants Finley had borrowed, and Finley watched as she removed them along with her underwear. Molly then stared at her for a long moment before she ran her hands up and down Finley’s thighs. Finley spread her legs and saw Molly’s eyes dart to her sex. Molly licked her lips, and for a second, Finley thought she was about to go down on her, but Molly continued to stare. Finley watched her and hoped Molly’s thoughts weren’t the rambling kind that would have her doubting herself. When Molly stood, Finley worried that she’d had second thoughts, but Molly only removed her pants and underwear, leaving them on the floor before she moved until she was on top of Finley, resting her hips between Finley’s legs and pressing down into her. Finley gasped.

“Right now, I’m thinking about how sexy you are, and I’m hoping you find me sexy, too.”

“Are you kidding?” Finley wrapped her arms around her again and held her close. “Molls, you are totally sexy to me. I mean… Fuck. I nearly came from you just looking at me with those eyes a second ago.”

“You did not,” Molly said with a smile.

“Yes, I did.” She cupped both of her cheeks. “There is nothing sexier than those eyes staring down like you want to devour me.”

Finley watched Molly swallow.

“I want to do that thing you did.”

“Okay.”

“But I’ve never done that before. I mean, I have now with you, but I’ve not been on top.”

“More of a pillow princess?” she teased.

Molly laughed and said, “A little, yeah.”

“Want to roll over? I love being on top.”

“Because you’re one-hundred-percent a top,” Molly said.

“Like, ninety-five, but I see your point. Did you think I was a top before?”

“You mean when I was thinking about us doing this?”

“Yes,” Finley said.

“You were definitely on top. I think in all my fantasies, I was maybe on top for about five percent of them.”

“Well, look at that,” Finley replied with a smile. “I am ninety-five percent a top, and you’re five percent. Perfect fit.”

She reached between them, spread Molly’s lower lips, and when Molly gasped, she took Molly’s hand and moved it into position.

Molly spread Finley’s lips, and Finley lifted herself a bit, removing her hand and pulling Molly’s back as she did. Molly lowered into her then, and there was another sexy gasp.

“Now, just move. You can go slow at first. Slow is so good,” Finley said.

Molly rocked her hips, moving them forward and back, and did just as Finley suggested: she went slow. Finley cupped Molly’s ass and pushed down, indicating that she would love more pressure. Molly gave it to her, and her lips moved to Finley’s, kissing her just as slowly, matching that pace she’d set that was driving Finley wild.

“I might not come like this,” Molly shared after a few minutes.

“That’s okay. Does it feel good?”

“God, yes. I love touching you like this,” Molly replied.

“Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” she requested as she pushed Molly’s hair out of her face.

“I’m worried that I won’t be able to make you come like this.”

“I think I can take care of that for you,” she said and kissed Molly hard. “Go faster.”

She stared into Molly’s eyes and gave her the smallest nod, trying to tell her that she was already so close.

Molly rocked a little faster.

“And harder,” Finley added before she moaned. “Yes. Just like that, baby. So good.” Her head went back, and she closed her eyes. “I’ll come, Molls. You’re making me come.”

Molly gasped and moved her lips to Finley’s neck. She kissed and sucked, and Finley wanted her mouth on her nipple, but the angle wouldn’t work, so she hoped she would get that later. As she came, she held on to Molly’s hips, helping her move against her in just the way she wanted. The orgasm wasn’t the strongest of her life, but it was up there as one of the best. It was longer than usual because Molly kept moving against her, even when Finley tapped her hip, telling her that she could stop because she’d come. She just opened her eyes when Molly kept going, though, and she watched her. Molly’s eyes were closed. She appeared to be trying to come herself, and Finley didn’t want to stop this for anything. So what if her clit was getting a little sore or might come again if Molly didn’t stop soon?

“Babe?”

“Yes?” Molly said in a whisper.

“Are you…”

“I don’t know, but I feel close.”

“What do you want?”

“To come,” Molly said a little louder. “I want to come like this.”

“Get your toy,” Finley said.

“What? No, I mean like this.” Molly’s eyes opened.

“I know, babe. Just trust me.”

Finley reached for the toy and placed it between them. She held it to Molly’s clit as Molly stopped rocking. Then, she turned it on, and Molly’s hips jerked.

“Fuck,” Finley said because her hips jerked, too. “Just for a second. Move for me.”

Molly rolled more than rocked, and her hands ended up on either side of Finley’s head. Finley could only watch as Molly brought her to yet another orgasm just by hovering over her and looking so damn sexy.

“Tell me when you’re close,” she said, trying to hide the fact that she had come again because this was about Molly. “Tell me when–”

“I’m going to come,” Molly told her.

“Toy or–”

“No,” Molly replied.

Finley yanked the toy out of the way, and Molly shifted until their clits were pressed together once again. Then, she rocked hard and fast. Finley could see the sweat building up on her skin, and she wanted to lick it off. When Molly came, it was with thrusts and jerks, and Finley wasn’t sure how their centers were even still touching, but Molly kept going until she finally stopped, frozen above Finley, her eyes opened, and she stared down at Finley for a moment before she smiled. Finley smiled back up at her.

“Yeah?”

Molly nodded. She was still trying to catch her breath, so Finley wrapped her arms around her and pulled her down on top of herself to try to get her to relax.

“How was it?” Molly asked. “For you?”

“Which one?” Finley asked.

“Yours, I mean.”

“I know. Which one?” Finley chuckled.

“What?”

“I came twice.”

“You did?” Molly looked at her in confusion. “When?”

“Once before and once with your toy.”

“Oh,” Molly said, sounding a little disappointed.

“Because you looked so good, Molls. God, you letting go like that looked so good, you made me come again.”

“It was the–”

“No, it wasn’t. It was you.” She cupped Molly’s cheek. “When you come by yourself with that thing, is it the same as what you’ve felt twice tonight?”

Molly shook her head slowly.

“Same,” Finley told her with a smile. “Now, I’d love to be on top because I think your five percent is up. May I?”

Molly laughed as Finley rolled them over and straddled her hips. It was her turn to stare down at this beautiful woman now, and she did. She admired Molly’s body, thought about how much she wanted to make her come again, and lowered her lips to her neck.

“Do you need a break?” she asked.

“My clit does,” Molly said with an adorable little laugh.

“Just your clit? So, I can touch you elsewhere?”

“Yes,” Molly replied.

“Thank God.”

Finley took her time lavishing Molly’s body with attention. She licked and sucked and kissed her everywhere and for long minutes until Molly’s body began to shift under her. Finley smirked as her lips met Molly’s hip bone. She grazed her lips over the skin and breathed her in. The whole room smelled of sex now, but Molly’s arousal was strongest here, and Finley never wanted to leave this spot. Well, she did, but only to move a few inches over to take Molly with her mouth.

“Molls?”

“Hmm?”

Finley looked up to see that Molly had her eyes closed, and she looked totally and completely relaxed for the first time ever. Finley smiled at her and thought about how much she cared about this woman and how it had all happened so fast. One minute, she was in a relationship that was going nowhere, and the next, she was seeing Molly in a new light for the first time and thinking about how this could be something. Now, it was something; something important, something special, and she never wanted to let this go.

“Are you ready?”

“For what?” Molly asked with her eyes still closed.

“For me to lick you,” she replied and kissed the coarse hairs between Molly’s legs.

Molly’s eyes opened then, and she lifted her head a bit to take in the sight of Finley poised and ready to make her come with her mouth. Molly gave her a small, hesitant nod.

“What are you thinking now?” Finley asked her, kissing the spot again.

“That I want it.”

“Yeah?”

“I want your mouth on me.”

“Good,” Finley said. “Because I need to taste you.”

She lowered herself until her lips were on Molly’s sex, applying kisses everywhere. A few moments later, she spread Molly and stared at her with greedy eyes, licking her lips because she knew Molly would taste so good. She let her tongue go first and licked Molly to the tip of her still-swollen clit, earning a gasp and a jerk of the hips.

“Fuck. You taste perfect,” Finley said and repeated the movement. “God.” She moved back in for more. “I knew you would, baby.” She licked her again. “And you’re soaked. God, Molls.”

“Sorry,” Molly said.

“What? Never be sorry for that,” Finley told her as she lowered her tongue and pushed it inside.

“Oh, God,” Molly let out.

“I’m going to lick you until you come. I don’t care how long it takes. Say you’re mine tonight, baby.”

“I’m yours,” Molly said, sounding a little frantic as she pressed her hand to the back of Finley’s head.

“Yes, push me down where you want me.”

Molly pushed her head down, and Finley licked around her clit, feeling its heat before she sucked a little to feel how hard it was for her.

“You’re so sexy,” she added. “All of you is so sexy to me. Never doubt that.”

Finley took her then. She alternated slow licks and hard and fast sucks until Molly was quivering beneath her. When she thought Molly was about to come, she poised a finger at her entrance, not sure how much Molly would be able to take at first.

“Please,” Finley said and didn’t say anything else.

Molly pushed down against her finger in response, and Finley knew that she wanted it. She slid one finger inside to the first knuckle and continued to suck. When Molly opened up to her a little more, she pushed slightly farther inside and sucked harder. Molly bucked, and Finley’s finger slipped all the way inside.

“Oh,” Molly let out.

“Good?”

“Yes,” she said. “More.”

Finley knew she wasn’t ready for another finger, so she curled the one she had inside as she stroked Molly’s clit with her tongue.

“If you come outside, it’s easier inside. Let me make you come, babe,” she said. “I want to hear those sounds.”

Molly moaned when Finley lowered her lips and kissed her clit before she sucked on it, using her teeth just enough to make Molly start lifting and lowering her hips. Finley’s finger moved in a little deeper, and she started slow and deep thrusts. She didn’t expect Molly to come inside just yet, but she hoped it would happen eventually. If not tonight, another night with her.

“I’m coming,” Molly said.

Finley continued at the same pace, repeating the same motions because she didn’t want to change a thing and risk Molly losing her orgasm. After a few seconds, Molly’s body went rigid, and she fell all the way back against the bed.

“Stay.”

“Okay,” she replied, knowing what Molly meant.

“Just for a minute,” Molly added.

“I’ll stay down here as long as you want me to.”

“That was…”

“Finish,” Finley said as her free hand moved between Molly’s breasts. “Finish it this time. Tell me.”

“The best orgasm of my life,” Molly replied.

Finley smiled up at her and rested her head on Molly’s thigh.

“I didn’t come inside, Fin. I don’t want to lie to you.”

“That’s okay,” Finley said. “We can work up to that.”

“Yeah?”

“I love being inside you,” she revealed and moved her finger a little. “Molls, this is all I want, okay? Just you and me and honesty with a side of communication so that I can make you feel so good, babe.”

“You know what made me feel good?”

“Hmm?”

“When you told me to tell you that I was yours tonight,” Molly confessed with flushed cheeks. “I really liked that.”

“Yeah?”

“Except, it’s not just tonight, Fin. I’m yours, period.”

“And I’m yours.”


CHAPTER 32

“What about this one?” Finley asked her.

“Tried it once. No joy,” Molly replied as she ran a hand through Finley’s sex-mussed hair.

“It has ridges. Those are nice sometimes,” Finley said and dropped the toy back on the bed. “This one?”

“Fin, the answer to your questions will be that I tried it, and it didn’t do anything for me. You can go through each one and ask if you want, but that’s the truth.”

“I know. I’m just looking for the one that maybe got you the closest,” Finley replied and picked up a purple dildo that Molly had bought a few years ago.

Molly shook her head.

“This one?” Finley asked, lifting up a smaller blue one.

Molly laughed a little and replied, “That one was better than most, I think. But why are you so curious?”

“I thought we could try it with me holding it for you this time. Maybe that makes a difference.”

“Why wouldn’t you just wear it?”

“Because my harness is at home. Do you want to get dressed and go to my place?”

“We can go to your place. You’ve stayed at mine twice now. But I have a harness. It’s in there.”

“You have a–” Finley looked surprised and stood back up, rooting through the drawer filled with hundreds of dollars in sex toys. “Why do you have this if you–”

“It came with one of them.” Molly pointed at the ten or so toys now littering her bed. “I’ve never worn it or had anyone wear it for me.”

“Can I?” Finley asked, her eyes darker now.

“Now?”

Finley nodded and said, “We don’t have to. I can wait. I just… I didn’t know you had this, and now that I know you do, I want to use it.”

“We fell asleep last night without me getting to touch you,” Molly said.

“You touched me. I had two orgasms.”

“You know what I mean,” Molly said.

“Babe, we were exhausted. We didn’t get any sleep the night before and had a rough start to our Saturdays because of it. I needed to sleep. You made me come so hard; I could pass out.”

“I know.” Molly laughed. “I was there, watching your eyes close as you muttered something under your breath.”

“I think I said to give me five minutes, and I’d be ready for the next round.”

Molly smiled up at Finley, who was standing in her bedroom naked, holding a harness in her hands. They’d passed out on each other because Molly hadn’t been awake for more than ten minutes after Finley had gone to sleep. She had lain there and stared at the naked woman in her bed, thinking about how Finley was here, and she was hers now. They were each other’s, and that was a miracle to Molly, who could still remember watching Finley and India walk down the office hallways, smiling and laughing at one another, when Molly never understood how they worked as a couple.

Molly had woken up first and had gone to the bathroom around six in the morning. Finley had slept for another few hours, waking up only at nine when Molly had begun rubbing her back to see if she wanted breakfast. And she had wanted breakfast. It just hadn’t been food. Finley had wanted Molly again. Molly had wanted to brush her teeth. Somehow, they had ended up with her in the bathroom, doing just that, and with Finley pulling out various toys and putting them on the bed in an attempt to learn which one had gotten Molly the closest to an orgasm.

“I don’t know, Fin,” she replied. “I thought I would wake you up by going down on you, and now, you’re standing there with a harness in your hands.”

“You were going to wake me up like that? That was an option, and I ruined it?”

Molly laughed a little and said, “You didn’t ruin it. It’s still very much an option. I want to taste you, Finley. Now actually. I might not be–”

“Nope. Stop that,” Finley interrupted and dropped the harness on the bed before she climbed on top of Molly. “I’ll come, Molls. I woke up so horny and ready for you. I’ll come if you just touch me, I swear.” She hovered over Molly and leaned down to kiss her.

Molly tapped her on the ass as their kiss continued, and Finley broke it to roll onto her back. Molly was nervous. She hadn’t done this in a while, and she wasn’t sure she had ever been particularly good at it, but she was tired of letting those thoughts get in the way of what she wanted. What she really wanted right now was to make her girlfriend come with her mouth, so she kissed Finley’s neck before she moved down to the nipples that she still hadn’t tasted. When she took one in her mouth, Finley gasped, and it was clear that they were incredibly sensitive. Molly played with the other one as she continued to suck and lick, using her teeth a bit.

“If you keep doing that, I’ll come,” Finley told her.

“I want you to come,” she replied.

“But you said you wanted to go down on me.”

And the way Finley said it got Molly to smirk against her nipple. Finley wanted her. She wanted her mouth on her. Finley wanted Molly to make her come over and over again, and that was something she was finally ready to believe.

“Do you need that first, or can I maybe see if you can come like this?”

“Later. Nipples later. I need your mouth, baby,” Finley replied with that need in her tone as Molly lowered until she settled between Finley’s legs and breathed her in.

“You’re already wet,” she said when she spread Finley’s lower lips and stared at her sex.

“I told you, I woke up ready for you, Molls.”

Finley ran a hand through Molly’s hair, and when Molly ran her index finger over Finley’s clit, Finley shuddered.

“Fuck, babe.”

Finley’s hips jerked at the second stroke.

“You’re hard.”

“Yes,” Finley said on a gasp. “I’ll come fast.”

“You don’t have to. You can take your time. I plan to.”

“What? No, I’m ready now. You can–”

Finley looked to be close to begging, and Molly smiled up at her. That was it. That was the thing she needed that told her that she could be good enough. Finley Storm underneath her in her bed, practically begging Molly to make her come, was, for some reason, what Molly had needed to know that Finley would come for her. She’d help Molly get her there by talking her through what she wanted if that was what it took, and Molly understood now that that was okay. She lowered her mouth and took Finley, sucking hard on her clit.

And, as promised, it didn’t take long.

“God, yes,” Finley moaned, gripping the back of her head. “Fuck, I’m coming.”

It was too fast. It was seconds, really. Molly hadn’t had nearly enough time to enjoy tasting her. She wanted more, so as Finley’s hips jerked, she kept sucking.

“Babe, I came,” Finley added.

Molly sucked gently for another moment before she stopped and looked up at her.

“Tell me.”

“Tell you what?” Finley asked as she tried to catch her breath.

“You came that fast because you woke up ready, but tell me what you really like so that I can do it again.”

“Oh,” Finley said, and her mouth stayed in the little O shape for a second before she licked her lips. “Pull on it with your lips.”

“Tug on it?”

Finley nodded and said, “I like that a lot.”

“What else?”

“Your tongue. Put it inside me.”

Molly knew her own eyes had to be darkening now because that might have been the sexiest thing anyone had ever said to her. She lowered her mouth and pulled a little on Finley clit, testing how much she could take.

“Yes,” Finley said. “Just like that. Over and over.”

Molly did as requested and pulled on Finley’s clit with her lips, offering little flicks with her tongue until Finley gripped the back of her head again and pushed Molly down into her, telling her silently that she wanted more. Molly tugged a little harder, earning a gasp. Then, she lowered her mouth, gripped the outside of Finley’s thighs, and lifted her a bit. She pushed her tongue inside and moved it in and out.

“Fuck, Molls,” Finley let out, and Molly hadn’t realized Finley used swear words so much.

Then again, it might only be in the bedroom that they came pouring out of her mouth.

“My clit, baby. My clit,” Finley said after Molly thrust inside with her tongue a few more times.

Molly moved back up and sucked hard until Finley was a mess of gasps and moans beneath her, with hips thrusting wildly into Molly’s face. When her quakes finally subsided, Molly slowed and then stopped.

“I think I…” Finley couldn’t finish her sentence, which was something Molly was more known for.

“You what?” she asked and kissed Finley’s clit.

“Molls, we need to change the sheets.”

Molly wasn’t sure what she meant until she pulled back a bit and looked down. There was a wet spot the size of her hand on her sheets.

“I think I… Well, I know I can feel it under my ass, so I assume you can… see it. Did I?”

“You came all over my sheets?” Molly asked, knowing the answer because she was staring at the evidence. “Jesus, that’s so hot,” she added before she climbed up Finley’s body and kissed her. “I made you do that?”

“Yes,” Finley replied with a smile. “It was so fucking good, Molly.”

“God, I want–” she stopped and sat up to straddle Finley’s hips. “I want everything with you.”

Finley smiled up at her and asked, “Really? Everything?”

Molly nodded.

“Will you let me get ready for you, then?”

“Get ready? What–” Molly realized what Finley meant mid-sentence. “Yes.”

Finley smirked, and it was so hot, Molly almost rubbed against her stomach, thinking that might make her come. Instead, she moved off Finley and watched her as Finley stood and quickly slipped the unused harness over her hips, tightening it because she was smaller in that department, and Molly loved that about her. When Finley stared down at the bed and the assortment of dildos she had left out, Molly grabbed the blue one and handed it to her. Finley smiled and inserted it into the harness.

“Lube?”

“You won’t need it,” Molly replied.

“It’s better with it,” Finley suggested.

“Okay. Well, I have some. These little packets of it. It was free with purchase.”

She pointed to the drawer.

Finley saw them and tore one open. Molly watched her rub it slowly over the dildo and licked her lips because that was hot, too. Watching Finley prepare this thing for her was so sexy.

“I’m going to lie on my back,” Finley said, tossing the empty packet onto the floor to deal with later. “You’ll be on top.”

“I will be?” she asked, surprised.

“Yes, so that you can control it and take in as much or as little as you want, rock on it, or lift yourself however you want. I’m here to hold you in place and watch you.”

“There’s a vibrator that goes in that one. Do you want it?”

“No, babe. This is for you.”

Finley lay down, and the dildo stood at attention, waiting for Molly, who was already nervous.

“What if I don’t come?”

“Then, you don’t,” Finley replied. “And we can try again another time, if you want.”

“That’s it? What if I don’t like it or I can’t ever come from it, Finley? I get the impression that you like this; wearing this.”

“I do, but only if the woman I’m with likes it as well. If not, it loses the appeal.”

“I don’t want to be the reason you can’t do something you like.”

“Molls?”

“I know. I should stop the thoughts,” she said, moving until she was straddling Finley’s knees and looking down at the dildo.

“No, that’s not what I was going to say. I was going to say that if you like this, but it doesn’t make you come, we can always do this because it makes me come. If you don’t like it at all, we don’t have to do it again, but we’ll never know until we try.”

“Wait,” she said, backing off Finley and rolling to her side.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. But if I’m going to come inside for the first time, I don’t want it to be with this.” Molly pointed. “I want it to be with your fingers.”

“Oh,” Finley said and nodded. “You’re right.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Finley removed the harness and dropped it to the floor by the bed. “I’ll clean that up later.” She rolled on top of Molly and asked, “Like this?”

Molly took Finley’s hand and moved it to her own sex. She ran Finley’s fingers through her wetness, coating them before Finley lowered them on her own to her opening.

“Like this?” Finley asked again.

“Yes,” she said.

Molly didn’t know what would happen. She wasn’t confident that she would have an orgasm, but she was willing to try, to allow Finley to touch her, to allow herself to experience pleasure, even if she didn’t peak. Finley entered her with one finger, and as Molly stretched for her, she wished she could handle more right away. Finley didn’t curl or thrust, though. Molly could tell she was moving around with one purpose: to stretch her further until a second finger could slip inside. She kissed Molly slowly as she moved her finger out and pushed back with two.

“Okay?”

“Yes,” Molly said, closing her eyes.

Finley slid deeper inside, and Molly tried those breathing exercises she had learned from her app. She focused on the sensations of Finley’s lips on her neck and then her breast. She focused on pushing the tension out of her body, on the feeling of Finley’s fingers curling slowly inside her, and then, it happened.

“Oh,” she let out, mostly to herself. “Oh, there,” she added more for Finley.

“There?” Finley asked and licked up to Molly’s earlobe. “Your G-spot is here.” She flicked a few times. “Is that good, baby?”

“Oh, fuck,” Molly said, realizing that she’d never in her life felt this sensation on that spot.

How was that possible? She had had other lovers. Not many, but a few, and they’d all tried to make her come this way. Finley had taken only a few minutes to find this spot that felt so damn good, Molly’s skin was overheating. Her toes and fingertips tingled. Her cheeks burned. Her head felt like it was going to explode.

“One day, I’ll fuck you hard and fast, and you’ll come all over my hand,” Finley said.

“God, Finley!”

She wrapped her arms around Finley’s shoulders and held her close.

“Now, I’m going to curl my fingers and do this.” Finley pressed her thumb to Molly’s clit and flicked it side to side. “And this.” She curled her fingers in time with the flicks.

“Oh, God! God! Yes!”

Molly’s hips jerked, lifted in the air on their own, and lowered over and over again as Finley brought her to an orgasm.

“Finley!”

“Yes, baby,” Finley said into her ear. “Yes, come for me. You’re so beautiful, Molly. God, you’re perfect. Come, baby.”

And Molly did. She came once and then again, when Finley moved back inside her twenty minutes later. The second time, Finley had her mouth on Molly’s clit as she flicked that spot she had found, or maybe even created, inside her. Molly, who had always wondered if the whole G-spot thing was a myth, came twice because someone took the time to get to know her body, to talk to her about her hang-ups, to share some of her own, and to tell her that no matter what, everything would be okay.

When Finley moved back up and rested her hand on her chest, Molly knew that she may only be a five-percent top, but she was one-hundred-percent in love with Finley Storm.


CHAPTER 33

It was interesting to Finley. She had always thought that she and India had had a great sex life. She supposed that was still true, to a degree, but it wasn’t like this. Sure, she had been tempted to do things with India in the office at times, but not nearly in the same way that she was tempted to take Molly into that server room right now. She’d also never had conversations about sex with India how she had with Molly. Her relationship with India had been, for the most part, on India’s terms. She had known that before, but it was even clearer to her now that she had someone with whom she didn’t feel that way. It was partly her fault for giving in to India every time, letting her dictate things, but it had always been easier like that for her. The one way to avoid a fight was to give in to India and go along with whatever it was that she wanted.

Finley was currently watching Molly make a presentation to a room full of managers, and she wasn’t paying attention. She knew she should be. This was important. HR was training all people managers in the company on the new performance management process, and Finley was a manager now. She needed to know this stuff. But Molly was wearing a black pencil skirt with a short slit below the knee and a white button-down tucked into it, and she looked totally and completely sexy. Finley also knew what she looked like under all of that now, and that made it even more difficult for her to focus.

As she looked around the conference room with nine more managers, eight of them men, Finley wondered if they were thinking about Molly how she was right now, and she shook her head rapidly because they better not be.

“Finley?”

“Huh?” she asked, looking up when she realized that Molly was talking to her.

“Are you okay? You were shaking your head. Do you have a problem with the self-evaluation process?” Molly asked with a smirk.

“What? No, it’s great. Love it,” she replied.

Molly lifted an eyebrow at her and said, “Okay. Then, let’s move on.”

‘Yes, let’s,’ Finley thought to herself. ‘Let’s move on to the end of the day when we’re at home and I can get you naked again and hear those sounds I love so much.’

No, she needed to focus on this stuff, or she would be the only one not following the process in a couple of months. She listened and opened her laptop to take notes, which she only needed to do because it would help her keep her focus on what Molly was teaching and not the teacher herself.

When the meeting was finally over, Finley stayed back and waited for the others to leave.

“Hey, can I talk to you for a second?” Molly asked as she packed her computer and notebook together and slipped them under her arm.

Finley checked that the glass door was closing, and they were alone in the room.

“Molls, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to distract you with that stupid headshake. I was basically objectifying you the whole time because you looked so hot up there, so confident. But when I thought that maybe the guys in the room could be doing the same thing, I felt really bad and also like I wanted to punch them, which I still might do because at least one of them was staring at you and not the projector screen behind you.”

Molly laughed and said, “You think they were objectifying me?”

“I know I was. Babe, you looked hot up there, telling everyone what to do.”

“You like that? Me telling people what to do?”

“And if you want to tell me what to do later tonight, I wouldn’t mind,” Finley offered.

Molly laughed again and replied, “You saw me put this stuff on this morning.”

“I know. Still looks good on you. And you were in your element up there.”

Finley nodded toward the front of the room.

“Well, if you want these guys to stop objectifying me, which I doubt they were doing, at least not in front of you, I have a possible way to do that.”

“You do?”

“They’re moving people around. I had IT before. Then, they shifted things again. It happens a few times a year in HR because we hire more people on one team than another, and an HR partner needs more support or gets pulled to support that growth.”

“You’re moving? Your desk?” she asked. “I just sat next to you.”

“No,” Molly replied with a smirk. “But I now have IT to support.”

“IT? I’m in IT.”

“I know.” Molly laughed.

“Why are you laughing? Shouldn’t we be worried about this? You can’t be my HR person if we’re dating. I don’t want you to get into any trouble.”

“Because there’s a simple solution.”

“What’s that?”

“We just sign a piece of paper that says we won’t blame the company or sue Southern Roastery for anything. We tell them we’re dating.”

“Oh,” Finley said. “I never even did that with India.”

“You and India were in different departments, and she wasn’t your new HR person,” Molly said, looking concerned for the first time. “Do you not want to–”

“No, I do,” she interrupted. “Yes.”

“Yes?”

“Yes, let’s do it. Where’s the form thing I need to sign?”

“I’d have to tell Stacey, and she would print it out. We would meet with her, and she’d give us some speech. Legal might be there. I don’t know.” Molly shrugged. “Then, we sign the form, and we’re good to go.”

“Legal has to be there?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.” Molly shrugged again. “I’m in HR, so they might want the extra protection.”

Finley nodded and replied, “Okay. Tell Stacey.”

“Are you sure? It’s only been a few weeks,” Molly said. “I found out about the change in my first meeting this morning. I don’t want to get in trouble if something comes up and we didn’t tell them, but I also don’t want to rush something if we’re not there yet. I can always ask Stacey to just put me on another team.”

“Won’t she ask why?”

“Probably.”

“Then, you’d have to tell her anyway,” Finley reasoned.

“She’s going to remove me no matter what when I tell her about us. I can’t be your HR person if we’re together. IT will get reassigned, and I’ll get another team.”

“Which one?”

“Not sure, but–” Molly stopped. “Actually, I do. I can guess, at least, based on the new structure.”

“What team?”

“India’s.” Molly laughed.

“No,” Finley said, laughing a little, too.

“Yup. Most likely. That’s something to deal with later, though.”

Finley really wanted to hold her. She wanted to step into Molly’s space, pull her into a sweet kiss, and hold on to her forever.

“Tell Stacey, babe,” she said and smiled wider. “I want her to know. And once that’s done, we tell everyone whenever, or we can just be ourselves, and they’ll all find out in time.”

“If people know, I doubt they’ll be objectifying me in front of you.” Molly winked.

“They better not be.”

“I like when you objectify me, though,” Molly replied.

“You do?”

“You’re the only one who gets to do that,” Molly said. “And yes, it’s hot.”

“Hot, like you want me to objectify you later?”

“Your place?”

“Yes,” Finley said with a nod.

They left the conference room and went back to their desks, where the new girl sat reading from one of her training manuals. Molly left after a few minutes and returned not long after that.

“We can go into Stacey’s office now if you want,” she said to Finley.

“Already?”

“She had a meeting cancel,” Molly replied. “But are you sure? I didn’t tell her anything yet; just that we needed to talk to her about something.”

“I’m sure,” Finley said.

“Are you finally telling HR you’re dating?” the new girl asked.

Finley and Molly both looked up at her in surprise.

“What?” Molly asked.

“Oh, please. It’s obvious. Finley stares at your ass every time you walk. And Molly is always looking over at you with heart eyes when she thinks you’re not paying attention.”

“I do not,” Molly protested a little too much.

Finley laughed and said, “Let’s go tell Stacey, Molls.”

“I don’t do that,” Molly argued as they walked toward Stacey’s office.

“Yes, you do. It’s cute. Don’t stop doing it, okay?”

“Are you going to stop staring at my ass?”

“Couldn’t even if I wanted to.” Finley winked at her.

“What’s going on, you two?” Stacey asked from behind her desk as they walked into the office.

“We have something to tell you,” Molly replied as she closed the door behind them.

“You just took on IT, Molly. What the hell happened already?”

“Nothing,” Molly said.

“We’re dating,” Finley added. “We’re a couple. Molly and I just wanted you to know so that we can sign whatever paper thing that we need to sign, and she can get put on a different team.”

“What she said.” Molly nodded toward Finley.

“I thought you were with India,” Stacey replied as her eyebrows knitted together.

“I was. We broke up.”

“You and India never signed the paper.”

“No, but Molly and I want to,” she said. “I don’t want her getting into any trouble because we’re a couple. She’s in HR. India wasn’t.”

“Molly, you’ll have to get put on another team.”

“I know. That’s fine.”

“Can I say something not as HR for a second?”

“Sure, I guess,” Finley said.

“I can see it.” Stacey pointed between the two of them. “I can see this. You and India… Not so much, if I’m being honest. But this, I can see this. I’m happy for you two.” She dropped her pointing hand. “Okay. Now, I’m in HR again. You two really like to make my life difficult, don’t you?”

Finley and Molly both laughed a little.

“Well, all right. Let me get someone from legal in here to make sure that this is all good, and I’ll print the form for you to sign. There’s no rule against you dating. This is mainly to protect both of you and the company, but mostly the company, so keep that in mind before you sign anything. If this isn’t serious, it might not be worth it. I can still reassign Molly to partner with a different team just in case, but no one else needs to know.”

“It’s serious,” Molly replied.

Finley smiled over at her and said, “Definitely serious.”

◆◆◆

“Okay. It’s all done,” Finley said and handed Molly the laptop.

“Why does it look completely different from how it did when you showed it to me the first time?”

“It is different,” Finley replied. “I may have added a lot more to it than I said I would, but now, it’s basically state of the art.”

“Finley, I don’t need this. You should keep it.”

“But I built it for you.”

“I wouldn’t even know how to use it.” Molly opened it. “Is it special or something?”

Finley smiled and ran a hand through Molly’s hair.

“I built it for you, so yeah, it’s pretty special.”

“What does it do that my work computer doesn’t?”

“Well, you might get mad at me…” Finley turned it on for her as they sat on her sofa and swallowed. “I had to call in a favor from Juliet, so now I owe Gwen tech support for her grooming business, but don’t be mad at her if this isn’t okay.”

“If what isn’t okay?”

“It’s a regular computer. I mean, I added a few things that’ll make it run faster, and there are a couple of programs on there that I thought you might like, but…” Finley faded when she saw the wallpaper appear.

“It’s my dad,” Molly said. “And me. You put a picture of us on here?”

“Yes, but I did a little more than that. I’ve been working on this whenever I could. I got Juliet to ask your mom for stuff, and she sent it to me, so here you go.” Finley clicked on a desktop folder. “I digitized all of your old family photos. Well, not all of them, probably, but most of them. The ones your mom sent me, at least. Luckily, cell phone cameras became a thing a while ago, but all your younger photos were still in photo albums. Your mom trusted me with them, and I sent them back already, but you now have all of the photos on your computer here.”

Molly looked over at her in shock.

“Mad?” Finley asked.

“What? How could I be mad about that? When? How? My God, Finley. You really did all that for me?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I know you’ve been struggling a bit, and I thought this might be a nice thing.”

“It’s more than a nice thing. Are you kidding?” Molly opened one of the folders and clicked on the first image. “I’m a baby here. I haven’t seen this in years.”

Finley wrapped an arm around Molly’s shoulders as she began to tear up.

“Dad…” Molly said and put her hand over her mouth.

Finley kissed Molly’s temple.

“I thought you said you sent everything back,” Molly noted.

“I did. Why?”

“There’s a box over there.” Molly pointed to a box on the floor.

“Oh, that’s India’s stuff,” she said. “I got tired of waiting for her to do it, so I boxed it up for her. I’m going to take it to work tomorrow and get my key back.”

Molly turned to her and asked, “You are?”

“I was planning on giving it to you, but if you want me to give you mine, I can take hers. Not sure if you’re superstitious about stuff like that.”

“You want me to have your key?”

“And when you’re ready, I’d like yours, too, but mainly because you’ll have a cute puppy I want to hang out with, so don’t get a big head about it.”

Molly kissed her and said, “I get to pick her up tomorrow. Stupid puppy worms making me wait to get my puppy. Want to come with me?”

Finley nodded and asked, “Want to look at these pictures now?”

“Yes, but wait.”

“What?”

Molly looked worried.

“You talked to my mom? My mom knows about you?”

Finley just laughed and pulled Molly back into her side.


CHAPTER 34

“I can’t believe we’re losing to Jacksonville,” Juliet said.

“It’s not over yet,” Molly replied. “We’re only down by fourteen.”

“With five minutes left, and Jacksonville has the ball,” Juliet pointed out.

Molly handed Juliet the bowl of chips she’d just refilled and said, “Take those to the couch and give them to my girlfriend, who is also sulking.”

“I heard that,” Finley said from the couch.

“Why aren’t you sulking?” Juliet asked. “You love this team more than I do.”

“Not much to sulk about these days,” she answered. “I mean, look at my life right now. It’s Sunday afternoon. I’ve got friends in my apartment, including my best friend, whose girlfriend is sitting next to my girlfriend. I’ve got a puppy who is asleep in the corner in her bed.” She looked over at Wells, who, indeed, was asleep and uninterested in football. “Plus, I’ve got Fin’s new doggy here, and Carly is hanging out with her.”

“They’re all going to be best friends, I think. Of course, Wells would have to wake up for that to happen, but I can feel the bond.” Juliet walked over to the living room. “For you from your girlfriend.” She handed the bowl to Finley.

“Thanks, babe,” Finley said.

“No problem,” Molly replied before she opened two beers and carried them into the living room as well, where she sat down next to Finley on the sofa. “Yours.” She passed one of the beers to Finley, who took it from her.

“Babe, you ready?” Gwen asked Juliet. “I don’t think the Saints are going to win this one, and you have to pack.”

“One last trip,” Juliet said, and sighed. “Thank God. I’m so ready to be done with this travel.”

“I’m ready for you to be done with it, too,” Gwen said, standing up.

Carly jumped up instantly and walked to Gwen’s side as if she’d adopted Gwen as her person, along with Juliet, and she probably already had. Molly looked over at Wells, who woke up, stared at the group of humans and dogs, and lowered her head back to her bed. Molly laughed silently and rested her head on Finley’s shoulder.

“I’d walk you two out, but I don’t want to move,” she said.

“That’s okay. I get it.” Juliet winked at her and held out her hand for Gwen. “Ready?”

“Yeah. Carly needs to go out anyway,” Gwen said after she attached Carly’s leash and took Juliet’s hand in her free one. “See you two later?”

“Yeah, we have beers this week,” Finley replied.

“See you then,” Gwen said.

Juliet and Gwen walked out, leaving Molly with Finley, Wells, and Echo, a boxer-pug mix with light-brown hair, who snored when she slept. Molly knew that because the first night after they had picked Echo up from the shelter, Molly had stayed at Finley’s with Wells. Wells liked her bed, and Finley had bought a nearly identical one for her to have at her place. Wells had claimed it instantly. When they had brought Echo home, though, she hadn’t wanted the bed Finley had picked out for her. She’d preferred Finley’s. That had been a problem because Echo snored like crazy. She was nine years old and had been in the shelter for over seven months after being found walking around by the water. Molly loved that Finley had given her a home, and she loved that Finley and Echo had really bonded. It was also clear that Wells loved Finley, too, which meant that Finley was stuck with Molly because Molly had no intention of ever disappointing her dog.

“So, should we accept defeat?” Finley asked.

“There’s still four minutes left,” she said. “And it’s third down. We’ll get the ball back, and then we need an onside kick, and we’re in business. We haven’t had to use one this season yet, so I don’t know how we’ll do, but there’s always a chance at a recovery.”

When Finley said nothing, Molly looked up at her.

“What?”

“It’s hot how much you know about football. Like, really, really hot,” Finley replied.

She moved until she had Molly under her on the couch.

“Babe, the game’s still on,” she said through her laughter but wrapped her arms around Finley’s neck anyway.

“I know,” Finley said, leaning in for a kiss. “But you’re here, and I’m here, and our friends are gone now.”

“You can’t wait four minutes?” she teased.

“For you? No way. Besides, you know four minutes in football is really thirty, with commercials and timeouts.” Finley’s hand moved under Molly’s shirt, and she asked, “What are you thinking right now?”

She placed her hand over Molly’s heart.

“That therapy went well this week,” Molly replied honestly.

“That’s what you’re thinking about?”

“You asked,” she said, running her hand through Finley’s hair, loving how she could do that whenever she wanted to now.

Well, not whenever she wanted to. They couldn’t do this at work. But everywhere else, she could hold Finley’s hand, hug her, kiss her, and run her hand through her hair. Molly also loved the new thing she’d started doing: she put her hand in Finley’s back pocket whenever she could now. She had never done that with anyone else because it had always seemed silly, but when they’d gone to the bar this week to hang out with Sophie, Jill, Asher, and Enid, she had walked with her hand in the back pocket of Finley’s jeans, and she’d loved it. She’d done it wherever they’d gone ever since.

“It went well? We haven’t talked about it yet. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to.”

“It did,” Molly said. “First session in a while, but it was nice to check in. She told me that it was normal for me to be a little anxious, given my situation, and I told her I was more than a little anxious. She said that was okay, too.”

Finley smiled down at her and said, “It is okay.”

“You help, you know?”

“I do?”

“You make it feel okay to be this way sometimes.”

“It is okay, babe.”

Molly’s attention was pulled back to the TV when she heard cheering. The Saints had just scored a touchdown.

“No way!”

She pushed a little until Finley was kneeling on the couch and Molly was sitting up, staring at the TV as the kicker made the extra point.

“I can see you put football above sex.” Finley chuckled. “That’s good to know.”

“Huh?” Molly said but didn’t remove her eyes from the screen.

“Echo, should I be worried?” Finley asked the dog, who was chewing on a giant bone in the bed Molly had bought for her the previous day.

“What? No, sorry,” Molly told her. “Sex. Yes, let’s have that.”

Finley laughed wildly. Then, the Saints lined up for an onside kick.

“You really want to watch this first, don’t you?” Finley asked her.

“It’s, like, two minutes, or ten in football time. Then, you can do whatever you want with me.”

“Whatever I want?” Finley lifted an eyebrow.

If any other lover had asked that question of Molly, she would have hesitated and asked what they had planned. With Finley, though, it was different. They’d made love nearly every night since their first time. They’d slept over at each other’s apartments every night regardless. Molly kept waiting for Finley to ask to have a night to herself, but she never did. Molly kept waiting for that need to be alone to come over her, too, but whenever she woke up next to Finley, she just felt like she wanted to do it again the next night and the night after that.

“Whatever you want,” she replied with confidence.

“Want to try again?” Finley asked.

Molly coughed a little then, making the mistake of taking a drink of her beer right before Finley spoke. She set it back down on the table and turned a little toward her girlfriend.

“You mean… that?”

“Yes, that,” Finley said with a smirk.

“It didn’t work last time.”

“Oh, it worked,” Finley replied.

“You know what I mean,” she said.

“Yes. And that’s why I was thinking we could try again.” Finley moved until she was straddling Molly’s thighs.

“This is weird. It’s weird with you on top.”

“But I’m a top. We’ve talked about this.” Finley lifted and pulled off her own T-shirt.

“Oh, fuck,” Molly said as her hands went immediately to Finley’s breasts over her sports bra. “You’re cheating.”

Finley stood up and said, “Just taking off my shirt.”

She then unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans.

“The Saints have the ball!”

Molly looked around Finley when she heard the announcer on the TV.

“They recovered it,” she said excitedly because the Saints had the ball on the forty-yard line with one minute and thirty-two seconds left. “Plenty of time to score and tie things up.”

Finley slipped her jeans off and left them on the floor, now standing there in her boy shorts and sports bra, looking sexy.

“What are you thinking about now?” Finley asked as she pushed her hand inside her boy shorts.

“Oh, my God,” Molly let out.

“Want to watch the game still, or…”

“Get it,” Molly told her. “Now.”

“You sure? I think I’m okay right now.”

Finley’s hand was moving inside her underwear, turning Molly on as she watched.

“You can keep doing that if you want,” Molly said. “I… like… it.”

“You don’t want to do this yourself?”

“First down!” the announcer yelled. “Twenty-five-yard line. The Saints have no timeouts, so they need to move quick.”

Molly swallowed hard and reached for the boy shorts, pulling them down Finley’s legs as Finley pulled off her own bra. Molly leaned forward and kissed Finley’s stomach over and over again.

“Second and five,” the announcer said. “They’ve got to move fast.”

“You heard him; we’ve got to move fast,” Finley said.

Molly looked up at her and replied, “I was thinking we could go slow.” She kissed Finley a little lower. “And I could be on top again.”

“Yeah?” Finley asked.

Molly’s tongue circled around Finley’s belly button.

“First down at the seven-yard line. The Saints have thirty-nine seconds to score.”

“Do I only have thirty-nine seconds?” Molly joked.

“If you touch me, I might come in thirty-nine seconds,” Finley replied.

“Let’s test that before we go into the bedroom.”

Molly lowered her mouth to Finley’s sex and began sucking, not wanting to waste any time.

“Oh, fuck,” Finley said and moved her hands behind Molly’s head.

Molly had learned now how to touch her, how to suck on her and lick her, flick her, and move inside her to make her come. Surprisingly, it hadn’t taken her all that long. Finley usually came very fast and was ready for a second one not long after that. Molly wasn’t sure if it was because she was that good or because Finley’s body just worked that way. She chose to believe it was because Finley’s body responded to her, and Molly was made to make love to this woman.

“Fifteen seconds, and it’s third down on the three-yard line.”

“Oh, it’s more than third down here,” Finley said. “Yes, baby. Don’t stop.”

Molly tugged on Finley’s clit, gripping Finley’s ass in her hands and pushing Finley into her mouth more. She moaned when Finley’s hips started to rock against her face because she knew what would happen next.

“Touchdown, Saints!”

“Yes! Yes!”

Finley came hard and continued rocking as Molly continued to suck before slowing and then stopping altogether. Molly licked her lips and looked up at Finley, who looked thoroughly satisfied.

“Go, put it on,” she said.

“Okay. Yeah. Sure,” Finley replied and walked toward the bedroom, looking a little wobbly on her feet.

Molly smirked and stood up. She pulled off her shirt and bra, removed her jeans and panties, and turned toward the TV just in time to see the kicker tie up the game, which would now be headed to overtime. Normally, Molly would be glued to her seat, waiting for the extra period, but she walked into the bedroom instead to see Finley strapped on and ready for her in bed. They’d tried this twice before, and Molly hadn’t come inside yet. She knew it didn’t matter, though, because Finley loved sharing this with her, and Molly loved watching Finley in her element.

As Finley ran her hand up and down the blue dildo, adding lube to it in preparation for her, Molly felt that little bit of anxiety because she really did want to come like this. She’d always wanted to come like this. It was why she’d bought so many toys. It wasn’t a question of Finley’s fingers not being enough. Her fingers had made Molly come every single time now, a modern miracle in Molly’s opinion. Molly had always wanted a woman like Finley – a butch, for lack of another word that she could think of right now – to strap on and make her come, so she climbed onto the bed and moved until her sex was over Finley’s stomach as she straddled her.

“It’s okay if it doesn’t happen this time, too,” Finley told her.

“I know,” she replied, massaging Finley’s breasts. “I get it now.”

“Get what?”

Molly lifted herself and moved over the dildo, letting it slip inside just a little.

“Making love.”

She lowered herself a bit more, and Finley gasped.

“It’s about you and me right now.”

“Yes,” Finley said, watching Molly slip down over the dildo.

“And you only want me to feel good.”

“Yes,” Finley repeated.

“You want me to come because it makes me feel good, not because it’s about you.”

“Yes, baby,” Finley said as Molly lifted up on the toy.

“I get it now.”

“I’m glad,” Finley replied, watching the toy disappear inside Molly again.

“Me too,” she said.

Molly hadn’t found out if the Saints had won the game for another three hours. She had had her first orgasm inside with a dildo, quickly followed by her second as Finley had climbed on top and moved inside her. She had made Finley come with her fingers and her mouth, and Finley had pushed two fingers inside Molly after that, bringing her to another orgasm that had been even better than the first two.

“Molls?” Finley asked as they lay in bed, with Echo at their feet and Wells in her bed by the window.

“Hmm?” she asked back, already half-asleep.

“Is it too soon to say it?”

Molly’s eyes shot open, her heart raced against Finley’s naked chest, and she felt her cheeks flush. But there was something that didn’t happen in that moment. Her thoughts were settled. She wasn’t worried. She wasn’t scared. She smiled because she knew that this was right. She was exactly where she belonged and with the woman she’d always belonged with.

“Say what?” she asked, knowing the answer.

“That the Saints are going to win the Super Bowl this year,” Finley replied.

Molly shook her head against Finley’s chest because that was not what Molly thought Finley was going to say.

“What?” Finley asked her, laughing. “I’m superstitious. I don’t want to jinx it.”

“I love you, too,” Molly said and kissed Finley’s breast.

Finley stopped laughing, but Molly didn’t worry. When Finley kissed the top of her head and started playing with her hair, Molly knew it was okay.

“Good,” Finley said after another minute. “That’s… really good.” Her arm wrapped Molly up more tightly. “I mean, that’s not–” Finley sighed. “I should’ve said–” She kissed Molly’s forehead. “I love you, too.”
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