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They moved as one, their bodies rubbing together, creating
heat everywhere. Ann felt Casey’s warm breath on her neck,
Casey’s hands caressing her butt, her own hardened nipples rub-
bing against Casey’s chest. Ann’s heart was racing with excitement,
her breath coming in short gasps; she was losing control of herself.
It had been so long since she and Kathy had been this close, and
lately they hadn’t even been able to be in the same room together
without fighting. Concentrating hard on the image of Kathy’s face,
she was able to pull away from the embrace.

“Casey,” she mumbled, still just inches away from Casey’s face.
Casey traced Ann’s lips with her fingers. Ann felt swallowed up in
the dark brown eyes. Casey leaned in to touch her lips to Ann’s.

Ann had to regain control.

“Casey,” she whispered as she pushed herself away. “I need you
to leave.”
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Chapter One

“I’'m not going to have Casey Duncan star in a lesbian film,” the
actress’s agent, Sandy Sinclair, exclaimed. “She’s the hottest thing
in Hollywood right now. I won’t let her ruin her career on some
fly-by-night lesbian movie!”

“But the public knows that she’s a lesbian,” Ann Covington
argued.

“Who knows? Those that read the tabloids?” Sandy waved her
arm. “Those who’ve heard it on the talk shows?” She waved her
other arm. “The public never ‘really knows’ until they see with
their own eyes her kissing another woman.”

“But you know the film will really only be seen within the gay
and lesbian community—” Ann tried to remain calm but was
rudely interrupted.

“But what if not? What if the film catches on with the media
and it flies to the big screens?” Sandy was not backing down.
“There goes her career!” She flailed her arms again. Then, as if to
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recognize she was losing her temper over some petty item, she
calmly sat back down, placed her elbows on the desk and firmly
stated, “I will not let Casey make this film. That is my final
answer.”

Ann gritted her teeth at the use of the now overused phrase.
“Then I'd like the script back,” she said coldly.

The agent punched the intercom button. “Jill, find Miss
Covington’s script, please. She’ll wait out in the lobby.” Turning
the intercom off, she went to the door and gestured for Ann to
leave.

“Thank you for seeing me,” Ann said sarcastically. She heard
the door shut behind her and made her way to the lobby.

Moments later, Ann sat in the lobby of one of the most presti-
gious talent agencies in the nation waiting for her script. She wore
many hats—attorney, writer, screenwriter. Today she was the cast-
ing director. She still couldn’t believe her novel was being made
into a movie, a small movie, but nonetheless a movie. The project
was so small that she doubled as screenwriter and casting director.
And as casting director, she was here to try and hire Casey
Duncan. Casey was a well-known lesbian actress and a hot name in
the movie business lately. Ann’s script had been sent to her agent
months ago, however, and no matter how many times Ann had
phoned Sandy Sinclair, the agent never returned her calls. And this
was the reason Ann had insisted on seeing her. She had been
bound and determined to get an answer today. Unfortunately, the
answer was no.

There were so many beautiful people coming in and out of this
lobby, Ann wondered what they thought of her sitting there. She
was attractive, yet by no means beautiful. Her mousy shoulder-
length brown hair had highlights of blond woven in. She was a thin
five foot five. Her skin was lightly tanned thanks to the Los
Angeles sun. In San Francisco, she only saw the inside of her office
and home.

She watched as Jill, Sandy’s assistant, approached, looking
remorseful. Jill had managed a way for Ann to see the agent today.
Jill sat down next to Ann and handed her the script.
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“I'm sorry about Sandy’s attitude,” Jill said softly. “I personally
loved it.” She stared at Ann for a minute as if trying to make a deci-
sion, then stated boldly, “I think that Casey should get a chance to
look at this. I think that she might have a different opinion.”

“Yes, that would be nice.” Ann looked Jill in the eye. “But I
wouldn’t know where to find her.”

“I may lose my job for this.” Jill took a deep breath. “She usu-
ally hangs out at this bar called The Place. You can find it in the
phone book.”

Ann stood and shook Jill’s hand. “Thank you so much.” Jill
began her way back to her office when Ann called after her, “Are
you friends with Casey?”

Turning, Jill smirked. “We were once. Yes, that would be the

word, once.” She smiled and continued walking. “Good luck, Ann.
Tell Casey hi for me.”

Ann turned the key on her hotel room door, glanced into the
empty seating area of the suite and sighed. No sign of Kathy, her
partner of ten years. She looked at the closed bedroom door,
knowing on the other side Kathy was probably still in bed, at four
o’clock in the afternoon. She leaned against the couch for a
minute, deciding what stance to take this time. Kathy used to be so
energetic, so loving, so . . . fun. For the last couple of years, she had
become exactly the opposite—critical, barely wanting any sexual
contact, a workaholic. She’d once been a beautiful woman. Thick
dark brown hair graced her long fit body. But she had aged in the
last few years. Her face had wrinkled with frown lines, her body
shriveled as if she was existing only on coffee. Ann still loved her
dearly, and every once in a while she saw the old Kathy creep out.
She longed for those times, and that was what had kept her from
leaving.

She slowly opened the bedroom door. Kathy wasn’t still in bed.
Instead, she was freshly showered and packing their suitcases. Ever
since Ann had gotten involved in the movie, there had been con-
stant commuting between San Francisco and Los Angeles. Several
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times, Kathy had accompanied her. The suite had been a second
home for Ann, and she’d reserved it for an indefinite period so that
she could go and come as she pleased.

“Kathy, I've got great news!”

Kathy glanced up while she continued packing. “The picture’s
been canceled?” she said dryly.

Ann tried to remain upbeat. “Casey’s agent declined the script.”

“Yeah, I told you so, but you had to go get your idea slapped
down in person,” Kathy grumbled.

“But here’s the good news. A woman at the agency told me that
I should approach Casey in person—"

“So what? What are you going to do, search all of Los
Angeles?”

“No.” Ann crossed her arms. Kathy’s bad attitude wasn’t going
to ruin this for her. “I was told where Casey hangs out, a bar called
The Place.”

Kathy continued packing. “Too bad we’re flying out in a couple
of hours. You'll have to wait until your next trip.”

“Kath, I want to go there this evening, maybe around seven or
eight o’clock.”

“Well, I guess I shouldn’t have packed your suitcase. You’ll still
have to drop me off at the airport.”

“Do you mean you want me to go alone into a bar filled with
who knows what kind of women?” Ann whined. “God, who are
you?”

Kathy looked Ann in the eye, then went into the bathroom and
slammed the door.

Annoyed, Ann sprawled out on the couch and flipped through
the channels on the television. She tried to relax so that her
headache wouldn’t turn into a migraine. She wanted to go to the
bar tonight, not be sick in bed.

A few moments later, Kathy sauntered into the living area and
sat down. She caressed Ann’s face. Ann looked at this Jekyl and
Hyde person and closed her eyes. How many times do I have to put
up with this? she asked herself.
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“You’re right, babe. I don’t want you going to that bar all
alone,” Kathy said softly. “Let’s go out to dinner, and then we’ll
find the bar.”

Ann nodded, kissed Kathy on the cheek, then went to take a

shower.

“Gee, not really what I expected.” Ann reviewed the outside of
The Place in West Hollywood. She had expected some lavish
building. What was before her was very ordinary and somewhat
rundown. Same ol’ neon beer signs that you would find in any bar,
she thought.

Kathy shrugged. “Maybe this is where she’s always hung out
with her friends, even before she was famous.” She opened the
large wood door for Ann, then escorted her inside.

Ann felt like she had just walked into the stereotypical bar, low
lit, alcohol ad decorated, loud music. The pool table in the corner
was surrounded by several women, only a couple of them actually
playing the game. The remainder of the bar was filled with tables
around a small dance floor. The jukebox played a country song
that Ann had heard before. They took stools in front of the bar.
The tall, slender bartender looked as if she could be a model, but
her muscular arms convinced Ann that she must be a female body-
builder. She nodded toward Ann and Kathy, acknowledging their
presence.

They perused the bar as they tried to locate their target, Casey
Duncan. It was Ann’s lucky night as she suddenly spotted the
woman making her way to the bar. Ann elbowed Kathy and smiled.
Kathy nodded and almost pushed Ann off her stool as she nudged
Ann to go to her.

Casey looked exactly like the pictures Ann had seen.
Supposedly, the camera adds ten pounds, but this was clearly not
the case. Casey’s blond hair shone even in the dim lighting. Her
lean tan body could not be mistaken in the tight jeans and shirtless
vest. Her black cowboy boots looked worn and comfortable.
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“Casey Duncan?” Ann asked, leaning toward her. The brown
eyes before her were mesmerizing.

She glanced at Ann, then turned toward the bar as several
glasses of beer were set in front of her. “Depends on who wants to
know.”

Ann stretched out her hand. “Ann Covington.”

Casey dug her hand into her pocket for the money to pay for
the drinks.

Ann held out enough money to pay the tab. “Can I pay for a
minute of your time?”

Casey shrugged and nodded as she attempted to pick up all of
the glasses. Ann handed the money to the bartender, picked up
several of the glasses and followed Casey over to a crowded table.
Setting the glasses down, Ann took a seat at a nearby empty table.

Casey pulled out a chair, flipped it around and sat down across
from her. Leaning on the back of the chair, she impatiently said,
“Shoot!”

Ann set the script down on the table. “I have a script that I'd
like you to look at.”

Casey shook her head and started to stand. “All scripts go
through my agent.”

Ann placed her hand on Casey’s arm. “I've already seen her. She
said that she wouldn’t let you do a lesbian movie. Said it would ruin
your career.”

Casey shrugged. “That’s what I pay her for.”

Ann nodded. “Yes, I understand that. It’s just that when I was
leaving, I ran into Jill—"

Casey nodded and impatiently motioned for Ann to continue.

“Well, Jill said that maybe I should let you decide for yourself
and told me where I might find you.”

Casey laughed and shook her head. “She’s getting even with
me.”

Ann smiled. “Haven’t you learned not to have a one-night stand
with someone you’re going to run into on a day-to-day basis?”
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“I guess not.” Casey grinned and looked at her curiously. “How
about you? Interested in a one-night stand?”

Ann shook her head and looked over at the bar. “See the
woman in blue at the bar? We’ve been together ten years.”

Casey nodded and lifted her hands in surrender.

Ann scooted the script toward her. “Look, here’s the script. You
can toss it as soon as I walk out the door, or you can take it home
and read it. If you find that you’re interested, the director’s number
is inside the cover. If you can’t get in touch with her, you’ll find my
number at the hotel in there too.” Standing, Ann extended her
hand. “It was nice meeting you. Jill was wrong. You aren’t the
bitchiest person I've ever met.”

Casey shook her head. “I guess I deserved that.” Ann turned to
leave, but Casey stopped her. “Hey, where’s the part where you tell
me that I'm your favorite actress and that you’ve loved all my
films?”

Ann looked at her. “I'm going to be honest with you. I've only
seen a couple of your movies—well, actually only one in its
entirety. The other one was so bad that I walked out.”

Casey looked shocked by her honesty. “I guess that you're not
really big on flattery, huh? So why—"

“I said that the movie sucked, not necessarily your acting.” Ann
smiled, collected Kathy from the bar and walked out the door.
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Chapter Two

Casey awoke the next morning still regretting her actions from
the night before. She couldn’t believe that she had snubbed Ann
Covington last night. This woman was one of her favorite authors.
By the time she had opened the script and realized who had
approached her last night, it was much too late to call. First thing
this morning, she was going to rectify the situation. She glanced at
the clock, a little after ten o’clock. Pulling a robe on, she grabbed
for the phone.

Ann sat at the desk looking through a pile of 8 by 10 photo-
graphs. If Casey wouldn’t take the part, which was pretty apparent
from last night, they needed to start calling in other actresses. She
sighed. Casey would’ve been perfect for the role. Ann was even
more certain after meeting her in person. The ringing phone
broke her from her trance. She grabbed the receiver, not wanting
to wake Kathy.
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“This is Casey Duncan. I hope I'm not calling too early.”

Astonished, Ann almost dropped the receiver. “No, it’s not too
early. 'm an early riser.”

There was a moment of silence on the other end as Casey gath-
ered her thoughts. “I. .. I took a look at the script last night. Can
we meet somewhere to talk?”

Ann was still in disbelief that she was even hearing from Casey.
But, she thought, maybe Casey wasn’t interested at all and just
wanted to politely decline in person.

“Yes, of course,” Ann answered. “What’s your schedule like?”

“Well, I'm free this morning. I could come over right now.”

Ann looked at her watch. “That would be fine. I have to be
somewhere at one o’clock, but we should have plenty of time.”

“So where should I meet you?”

“Would you mind coming to the hotel?” Ann gave her the
address. “I know that it’s probably not very professional but. . .”

“That’s fine. I'll see you in about half an hour,” Casey said.

Ann hung up the receiver and ran her fingers through her hair.
She shouldn’t get her hopes up. Even if Casey was interested, Ann
knew that they wouldn’t be able to afford her usual salary. Turning
off her laptop, she wandered into the bedroom to change. She was
glad that she had already taken a shower. As she pulled on a pair of
jeans and a T-shirt, Ann saw Kathy stir in the bed, roll over and
instantly fall back asleep. Kathy looked so peaceful lying there,
why couldn’t some of that peacefulness flow into their relation-
ship? Ann finished applying her makeup and crept back to the
living area, quietly closing the door.

Just then she heard a knock. She looked at her watch. Had it
been a half an hour already? Unfortunately it was room service
with her breakfast cart. Shoot. She had forgotten that she’d ordered
breakfast but was glad as her stomach growled from the mere sight
of the food. Tearing off a piece of a croissant, she stuffed it in her
mouth and signed the tag. As she handed the pen and paper back
to the attendant she glanced over at a figure standing in the door-
way. She quickly swallowed in embarrassment and extended her
hand to Casey, who was holding the script.
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“Good morning. I hope you don’t mind. I forgot that I had
ordered breakfast.”

Casey shook her hand and smiled. “Not at all. Looks good.”

Ann shut the door and motioned to the food. “Please, help
yourself. I can’t possible eat all of this.” Then, remembering Kathy
was still asleep in the other room, she lowered her voice. “We do
need to keep our voices down though. Kathy’s kind of a late riser.”

Casey looked over at the closed door of the bedroom.

“You’d better save some of this for her,” she said, looking back
down at the cart.

Ann shook her head. “She won’t be up for quite a while. She’ll
want lunch, not breakfast.”

Casey set the script down on the coffee table and broke off a
small bunch of grapes from the fruit tray. Ann placed a few items
on her plate and poured a glass of orange juice. She plopped down
on the couch, watching Casey pace in front of the fireplace.

“This is a good script,” Casey began. Meeting Ann’s eyes, she
continued, “I think it could be as good as the book.”

Ann was taken aback. “You read The Charade?”

Casey seemed to relax and popped a grape in her mouth. “I
can’t believe that I didn’t recognize your name last night. I love
your books.”

Ann blushed. “I'm flattered that you even read them.”

Casey smiled and sat down in the overstuffed chair by the
window. “I just wish that you had liked my movies as much as I
enjoyed your books.”

Ann felt bad about the comment that she had made the night
before. “I like the characters you chose to play,” she explained.

“They were all strong women. I refuse to play a character with-
out any substance.”

“I know. That’s why I thought you’d be perfect for this role.”
Ann paused before asking, “So, are you interested at all?”

Casey leaned forward and placed her elbows on her knees.
Tucking her hair behind her ear, she sighed and raised her eyes.
“My agent will probably kill me, but yeah, I am interested.”

10
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Ann took another bite of croissant and then swallowed, trying
to hide her rising hopes. “I probably don’t need to say this, but 'm
sure we can’t offer anything closely comparable to your usual
salary. I mean, look, I'm the writer and I’'m doubling as the casting
director.”

Casey popped another grape into her mouth. “Sometimes it’s
not about the money.” She chuckled. “Don’t get me wrong.
Sometimes it’s all about the money.” Then with a shrug she con-
tinued, “This time it’s not.”

Ann took a sip of orange juice and nodded. “Okay, now the
biggest problem. Your agent had this script for months. I finally
had to camp outside her office for an answer. We need to start
shooting within the next couple of weeks. I’'m not sure what your
schedule is like.”

Casey grimaced, then massaged her temples. “Well, actually
I’'m supposed to be taking a break right now. But technically, my
next project doesn’t start for several months.”

Ann took the last bite of her croissant. “So, I guess it’s up to you
then.”

Casey searched through her jacket pocket, pulled out a pack of
cigarettes and walked over to the window. Turning back toward
Ann she brought her lighter to her cigarette. “Do you mind if I
smoke?”

“Actually, I do,” Ann admitted.

Casey lowered both the lighter and the cigarette and searched
Ann’s face. “I can’t quite figure you out. You're giving off mixed
signals. Do you want me to do the movie or not?”

Ann ran her hands over her face. “I'm sorry. I just never quite
realized how stressful all this movie stuff was. I mean, if it’s not the
actors, it’s the money. If it’s not the money, it’s scheduling prob-
lems.” Looking up at Casey, she softly smiled. “I’d really love for
you to do the movie. The truth is that you’re my first choice. But
even if you decide that you want to do this, the director still has the
last word.”

Casey smiled mischievously. “Then let’s go see the director.”

11
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Ann looked at her watch. “That’s who I’'m meeting with at one
o’clock.”

Casey grabbed her jacket. “Let’s go!”

“Okay.” Ann smiled. “Let me tell Kathy that 'm leaving.”

Casey watched Ann as she opened the bedroom door and
lightly pushed it closed after entering, leaving the door ajar just
enough for Casey to eavesdrop on their conversation. She had
picked up this habit years ago, and it had come in handy in several
situations.

“Babe, I'm leaving now.”

Kathy rolled over and moaned. “What time is it?”

Ann combed the hair from Kathy’s eyes and smiled. “It’s a little
after noon. Are you getting up?”

“No. I'm still tired,” Kathy said gruffly.

“I ordered some breakfast a while ago, and there’s still some
croissants and stuff left.”

“You know I don’t want that stuff. I'll order lunch later,” Kathy
said, jerking the covers back.

“Remember that we’re having dinner with Leslie and Debbie at
seven, okay?” Ann kept her voice soft.

Kathy rolled away abruptly. “Yeah, yeah. I won’t forget!”

Ann sighed and stood. “I’'m leaving the car for you. I’ll call you
later.”

“Whatever!” The blanket was pulled over Kathy’s head.

So much for peaceful.

“Thanks for letting me ride with you. It will be a lot easier later
if Kathy has the car.” Ann led Casey into the building on the
Universal Studios lot that housed Leslie Walker’s office. Ann had
told her the sound stage was also here, but it was small and at the
very end of the lot. It was all they could afford due to the low
budget of their movie. Casey had been here before but not in this
section of the building. As they approached the office Ann stopped
and turned to her. “Give me a minute with her first, okay?”

12
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Nodding, Casey took a seat and motioned for Ann to go on
ahead. Ann knocked on Leslie’s door and entered. Casey listened
carefully to the sounds coming through the office door. Her eaves-
dropping skills made it easy to decipher their words.

“I hope it’s a good surprise. We could use one.”

“Well, I think it’s a good surprise . . .” Ann sounded hesitant. “I
finally got in touch with Casey Duncan.”

“Ann, I told you, I don’t think—"

“She’s right outside,” Ann interrupted. “Leslie, she’s interested
in the part.”

“Look, Ann, we’ve discussed this. Her reputation precedes her.
Everyone says that she’s a real bitch. The last thing we need on this
movie set is someone like that!”

Ann must have lowered her voice because Casey couldn’t hear
the rest of the conversation. Did everyone really think that she was
a bitch? She was still trying to deal with that question when Ann
poked her head out of the office, gesturing for her to join them.
Casey slowly stood. Part of her wanted to go in and prove Leslie
wrong, part of her wanted to run. She chose to take her chances.
Putting on her best smile, she walked through the door. “Hi.
Casey Duncan,” she said, feeling confident. She extended her
hand.

Leslie stood and shook her hand. “Leslie Walker.” She gestured
for Casey and Ann to sit, then took a seat herself. “Well, Casey,
I've seen a lot of your work,” Leslie said as she removed her half-
glasses. Her reddish brown hair, which looked like it had been
recently curled, was pulled back away from her face and secured by
two pencils. By the way her sleeves were rolled up, Casey won-
dered how long she had been there.

Casey looked straight back at her and said cynically, “I hope
you thought more of my work than Ann did.”

Leslie laughed. “Ann’s a writer. She actually believes there
should be a plot.”

Casey looked at Ann, who was smiling as she shook her head.
“Well, I think there’s a good plot in this script.”

13

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



“So you’re interested in the part?” Leslie asked. “Did Ann tell
you about the money and time restraints?”

Casey nodded. “I’'m sure we can work something out. Who else
has signed on to this project?”

Leslie smiled. “Absolutely no one you’ve ever heard of before.”

Casey smiled back. “Who’s playing Chris?”

Leslie and Ann both sighed. Leslie sat back in her chair. “That’s
the problem. We wanted to cast the part of Lynn before we cast
Chris. Therefore, we haven’t been able to cast either of our lead
roles.”

Casey nodded in understanding. “So, do you want me to do a
screen test or anything?”

Leslie raised her eyebrows, apparently impressed that Casey
would actually be willing to test for the part. Most well-known
actors, Casey knew, rarely would.

“Call me suspicious, but why do you want this role?” Leslie
asked.

“No reason to be suspicious. I'm a big fan of Ann’s writing. I
think this could be a really fun experience.” Casey smiled, feeling
mischievous. “I’m always open to new experiences.”

“You know your agent is going to be really pissed,” Leslie said.

Casey laughed, picturing Sandy Sinclair’s wrath. “Yeah, but that
won’t be a new experience.”

Her laugh must have been contagious because soon Ann and
Leslie were laughing along with her.

They spent the next few hours talking. Leslie showed Casey the
pictures and biographies of the actors and actresses already cast.
Ann explained the locations of the shoots. Even after all these dis-
cussions, Leslie had still not given the part to Casey. It was
approaching seven o’clock.

“Casey, why don’t you join us for dinner? That way we can get
to know each other a little better,” Leslie suggested. Clearly, she
still was not convinced that the rumors about Casey were untrue.

“Leslie, 'm sure Casey has other plans on a Saturday night.”
Ann offered Casey a way out.

14
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Casey shook her head. “No, actually I didn’t have other plans.
I’'m really kind of a homebody.”

Ann shrugged and looked at her watch. “Well, we’d better get
going. Kathy will kill me if we're late.”

The three walked out to the parking lot. Leslie looked around
the area. “Where’s your car, Ann?”

“Oh, I came with Casey so that Kathy could have the car,” Ann
replied.

Leslie nodded as she watched Casey unlock the passenger side
door and open it for Ann.

“Thanks,” Ann said as she slid into the seat and Casey closed
the door behind her.

She climbed in behind the wheel of her Lexus RX Hybrid and
watched Ann secure her seatbelt before she began pulling out of
the parking lot. Even though she had only met Ann a few hours
ago, she felt like she had known her forever. Usually she wasn’t this
comfortable with someone this quickly. She glanced over at Ann,
whose mind was obviously somewhere else.

Ann softly smiled, trying to remember the last time Kathy
opened the door for her. “It’s been so long since anyone has
opened a car door for me. You know, after ten years, you forget the
little things. You’re happy if your partner doesn’t forget your birth-
day.” Kathy had been so absentminded lately, Ann wondered if she
would remember her birthday this year.

Casey laughed. “I wouldn’t know about that. I think the longest
relationship I had was . . . two weeks.”

Ann’s smile widened. “So, are you one of those women afraid of
commitment, or do you just like to play the field?”

Casey paused for a moment then grinned. “I guess I just haven’t
found anyone that I've wanted to make a commitment to.”

Ann nodded. “Yes, I was lucky to have found Kathy.”

At the restaurant, Casey put the car into park and placed her
hand on Ann’s knee. “Stay there.”

15
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Confused, Ann looked at her but understood as soon as Casey
came around and opened her car door. Ann smiled and thanked her.

Casey returned the smile. “I believe it’s the little things that
count.”

The two approached the restaurant. Casey opened the door for
Ann but didn’t follow her inside. Ann turned around. “Aren’t you
coming in?”

Casey pulled out her cigarettes and lighter from her knapsack.
“It’s been about three hours.”

Ann nodded in understanding and made her way through the
lobby. The two couples had eaten here, at Chan’s Dynasty, before.
The food was delicious and the place was impressively decorated
with what looked like priceless Chinese vases and gold etchings.
The bamboo trees set off the deep colors with the light green of
their leaves. The owner had spared no expense.

Peeking around the hostess counter, she immediately spotted
Leslie and her partner, Debbie, sitting with Kathy at a table near
the window. Had Debbie’s bair been cut even shorter? Ann asked her-
self. Since she had first met the couple, Debbie’s black hair had lost
several inches. The style made her look thinner and older than
Leslie. But both women were in their early forties.

“Where’s Casey?” asked Leslie.

“She’s having a cigarette,” Ann explained as she sat down.

Kathy rolled her eyes. “What a disgusting habit!”

“Actually, I just quit about three years ago, when we had our
kids,” Debbie remarked.

“Hmm . . . it was all right to destroy your health, and Leslie’s,
but heaven forbid you hurt your kids?” Kathy said sarcastically.

Ann ran her fingers through her hair and looked apologetically
at Leslie. Leslie caught the glance and took a sip of her white wine
as if to avoid shooting back. Ann felt a little apprehensive to see
Casey approach the table. She had the feeling that Casey would
not be as polite as Leslie and Debbie had been.

Casey pulled out her chair as she extended her hand to Kathy.
“You must be Kathy.”

Kathy shook her hand. “I hear you have a bad habit.”
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Casey looked confused, then realized what she was referring to.
“You know, I’ve tried to quit several times, but then I end up in a
movie where I have to smoke and it starts all over again.”

“So, don’t agree to play parts where you have to smoke. Seems
simple enough to me,” Kathy quipped.

Casey looked around the table at the three other women, then
smiled politely. “Yeah, if it were only that easy.”

Leslie gave the conversation a break. “Casey, this is Debbie.”

“Hi, Debbie.” Casey smiled and shook her hand across the
table. “I feel kind of like a fifth wheel here. I know Ann and Kathy
have been together ten years. How about you two?”

Debbie smiled as she took Leslie’s hand. “Eight years and two
kids.”

“She always says it that way. Our oldest is three. Three plus
eight is eleven. We’ve been together eleven years,” Leslie
explained.

“Wow, two kids!” Casey exclaimed. “That’s great. How old is
your youngest?”

“A year and a half,” Debbie replied. “Would you like to see pic-
tures?”

Casey smiled and nodded. Debbie withdrew her wallet from
her purse and opened it, exposing several pictures.

“The oldest is Kenny, then there’s Emily.” Debbie passed the
wallet to Casey.

Casey admired the array then handed it to Ann. “So, who was
the lucky woman to carry them? Or, I'm sorry, are they adopted?”

“No, not adopted. I carried them both, but Leslie was part of
the entire process, if you know what I mean,” Debbie said.

Ann smiled at the pictures and tried to show them to Kathy, just
to be waved away.

“And you know, Casey, Debbie quit smoking just for the kids’
sake,” Kathy said mockingly.

Irritated, Ann looked at Kathy. “Just drop it, Kathy, okay? I
mean, we all have our vices. For example, mine is lobster smoth-
ered in butter. And, Leslie, I know that you couldn’t live without
your cookie dough ice cream.”
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Leslie laughed. “I admit it. I'd die without it!”

That seemed to break the ice for the rest of the evening. They
filled the table with orders of brandied chicken wings, ginger beef,
sweet and sour shrimp and several different types of rice and noo-
dles. The five women feasted not only on the delectables, but on
stories of past adventures, mishaps and dirty jokes. Kathy’s sarcasm
was ignored again and again.

At ten o’clock, Kathy had had enough. “Honey, we need to call
it an evening. I'm really tired.”

“How can you be tired? You slept until after noon,” Ann joked.
Kathy shot her a look that could kill and the table fell silent.
Standing, Kathy dropped sixty dollars on the table, moved to the
back of Ann’s chair and placed her hands on her shoulders. Ann
swallowed the last bit of wine from her glass and rose.

“Well, I guess I'll see you Monday,” she said to Leslie. Then,
turning to Casey, she hesitated, then looked back at Leslie.

Leslie seemed to understand the unasked question and turned
to Casey. “Casey, you've got the part. That is, if you still want it
after seeing the wacky women you’ll be working with.”

Casey’s eyes lit up. “Thank you. I'd love to work with you
wacky women!”

“Well then, I guess I'll see you Monday too,” Ann said.
Responding to Kathy’s obvious impatience, Ann waved good-bye
and followed her to the door.

Casey took some money out of her wallet, wondering what
Kathy’s problem was.

“I guess we’d better get going too. We have a new babysitter
tonight,” Leslie explained.

“You mean a babysitter for the kids that you quit smoking for?”
Casey said sarcastically, remembering Kathy’s refusal to look at the
pictures. Did Kathy not like kids? She wondered if Ann wanted
children of her own, and if she would ever be able to have them if
Kathy didn’t. Casey’s heart had skipped a beat as she caught Ann’s

18

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



gaze when the wallet was handed back to her. Whoa, what was that
feeling? she’d asked herself.

Debbie handled the check and left some money for the tip.

Casey shook her head. “What does Ann see in her?” she asked.

Both women responded with a shrug.

“I'm sorry,” Casey apologized. “Maybe I just caught her on a
bad night.”

“No, she’s always like that. But Ann must see something that we
don’t,” Debbie answered as she stood and pulled out her partner’s
chair. Leslie and Casey rose and all three made their way out of the
restaurant and to the parking lot.

Casey watched as Debbie walked Leslie to her car, opened the
door for her and kissed her. Casey remembered Ann’s comment
about a long-term relationship and the things that disappear after
a while. Maybe Ann was wrong, maybe it wasn’t all long-term rela-
tionships, maybe it was just hers.
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Chapter Three

Ann sat in her car waiting for Leslie to arrive on the lot. Mondays
were always bad for Leslie because Debbie taught an eight o’clock
class at UCLA. That meant no help with the kids. This morning had
been quiet since Kathy had taken an early flight back to San
Francisco on Sunday. She felt refreshed as she had gotten quite a bit
of work done yesterday, including some research that she had put off
for way too long. Thank God for laptops and the Internet.

At nine o’clock, Shelley, the production manager, arrived with
keys to Leslie’s office. Ann watched as the stocky woman with curly
brown hair climbed the steps to the building. She was doing a bal-
ancing act with one arm full of papers and files, and the other
cradling a large plastic bag from an office supply store; all the while
she kept trying to keep her thick-rimmed glasses from falling off
her nose. Ann offered to help but was waved away. Casey appeared
shortly after that, carrying flavored coffees for everyone. Leslie
rushed in, grabbed a cup and thanked Casey profusely for her con-
tribution.
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“Okay,” Leslie said as she straightened out all the head shots
into one pile. “What we need to do during the next two days is go
through these dozens of photographs, and all these tapes. Since
Casey has graciously offered to help, we’ll split into two teams.
Shelley and I will take half. Ann, you and Casey take the other half.
Organize them into two piles, yes and no. I think the first thing we
should do is throw out all the actresses taller than Casey, which is
what . . . five-seven, five-eight?”

Casey nodded as she picked up one stack and followed Ann into
the next office.

“Let’s throw out any actresses that look a lot like you too. I hate
it when the characters look too much alike,” Ann suggested.

She and Casey proceeded to go through each photograph. At
one o’clock Leslie called them for lunch—she’d ordered up
salads—and asked them to bring their selections thus far.

“I think this one definitely has possibilities,” Ann touched her
fork to a glossy picture of a woman with blond hair.

“Yes,” Leslie agreed. “But she would have to darken her hair for
the part.”

The others nodded. “Well, we’ll just have to ask her agent,”
Casey chimed in. “What about these others though? We need to
call several in for screen tests.”

“Speaking of screen tests, we have all of those tapes to watch,”
Leslie reminded them. “We’d better get to work.”

At six o’clock, after watching dozens of tapes, Ann was worn
out. At least they had compiled a list of potential actresses for the
part of Chris.

“It’s a good list,” Leslie remarked, then sighed. “Next are all of
the calls we need to make. We’ll start on that tomorrow.”

“Can’t we start right now?” Casey asked. “I mean, we are
behind schedule, right?”

“Well, I need to get going. I have a date tonight,” Shelley said.

Leslie also declined. “Yeah, sorry, I need to get home to Debbie
and the kids.”

21

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



Casey turned to Ann. “I’'m sure Kathy wants you back at the
hotel.”

Ann shrugged. “No, actually Kathy flew out yesterday. I'm
free.”

“Okay then. Let’s stay and make a few calls.”

Hours later, Ann sank back in her chair after accomplishing
their task. Screen tests would begin in two days. The brief silence
ended with the ringing of Ann’s cell phone. Feeling lazy, she ges-
tured to Casey to answer it.

“Hello. Ann’s phone,” Casey said. After listening for a few sec-
onds, she spoke again. “Leslie, just calm down. Ann and I can be
there in a few minutes . . .” She put her hand over the speaker.
“Ann, do you know where Leslie and Debbie live?”

Ann nodded, wondering what was up, but Casey was back on
the phone.

“We’re on our way. Everything is going to be fine.” The con-
versation ended and Casey immediately grabbed her knapsack and
motioned for Ann to do the same.

“What’s going on?” Ann rushed after Casey. “Is Leslie all
right?”

Casey opened the passenger door. “Leslie’s father had a heart
attack. They need someone to watch the kids.”

“And you volunteered us?” Ann exclaimed as she slid into the
seat. “Kids don’t like me. Do you have any experience with chil-
dren?”

“My niece and nephew have provided me with plenty of prac-
tice.” Casey started the car. “What do you mean, kids don’t like
you? How can anyone not like your sweet face?”

“Well, thanks, but for some reason, I just don’t get along with
them.”

“I don’t believe you.” Casey stated.

“Okay, I'll give you an example,” Ann offered. “My first and
only babysitting job was watching three children for a couple I
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attended church with. The kids were always well-behaved on
Sunday, so I wasn’t expecting any different in their home setting.
Everything went smoothly during the first half-hour or so, then
they wanted to play outside. They lured, and I mean /ured, me out
into the backyard. Before I knew it, the kids had run into the house
and locked me out. Of course, I didn’t have any keys, so that’s
where I stayed—for hours. I was allowed back into the house only
minutes before their parents came home.”

Casey just laughed while she listened to Ann’s experience. Soon
they were parking in Leslie’s driveway, where Leslie stood waiting
for them. Debbie came running out to their minivan, climbed in
and turned on the ignition.

“Oh, I'm so glad you’re here. Come in and meet the kids.
There’s a list of emergency numbers on the refrigerator,” Leslie
babbled. “And lasagna in the oven.”

Ann put her arm around her, trying to comfort her as she and
Casey were shown around the house and introduced to the chil-
dren, who had just been put to bed. Leslie then rushed off.

A few minutes later, Ann looked into the oven to review the
lasagna inside. The aroma made her tummy rumble with hunger.

“I don’t know how you can say that you don’t get along with
children. Kenny sure came running to you.” Casey’s voice came
from behind Ann as she reached into the cabinet for plates.

Closing the cabinet door, Ann turned and chuckled. “Yes, the
boys always seem to be running to me.”

Casey laughed. “And at what age did you realize that you didn’t
want the boys running to you?”

“Not until my early twenties. How about you?”

“I started early. While most of my friends in high school were
dating the football team, I was sneaking into the college dorm to
sleep with an older woman.”

Ann nodded. “I think everything is ready. Why don’t you grab
us something to drink?”

Casey opened the refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of wine.
“This was probably meant for tonight.”
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Ann shook her head. “I think I'll stick with a soda.”

The table already set, Casey filled the wineglasses with diet cola
and handed Ann her glass. “To good food and new friends.”

Ann smiled and touched her glass to Casey’s. “Yes, to new
friends.”

The lasagna was delicious, and Ann’s plate almost licked clean,
when suddenly Kenny rounded the corner. Clearly he hadn’t
gotten to sleep yet. He shuffled over and pulled on Ann’s sleeve.

“Kenny, what’s the matter?” she asked softly. He looked so cute
in his light blue airplane pajamas.

Kenny squeezed his blanket and hugged a children’s book.
“Can you read me this book?”

Ann reached out for it. “Miss Piggly Wiggly Goes to Town.” She
looked at Casey, then down at the boy who hadn’t been broken of
his thumb-sucking habit. “Sure, I can.”

“Go ahead and take him into the living room and I'll clean up
here.” Casey gestured toward the next room. Ann scooped up
Kenny and headed for the couch.

Finished with the dishes, Casey turned the corner into the
living room and stopped. For a moment all was frozen in time as
she watched Ann on the couch cradling the little boy in her arms.
Casey felt like she was in the sequence of a movie where a person
sees another across the room finally coming to the realization that
this was the person that they wanted to spend the rest of their life
with. Casey could not move. She had only known Ann a few days.
Wias this the woman that she was meant to spend the rest of her life
with? There was only one big problem. Ann had already promised
the rest of her life to Kathy.

“Here, let me put him back into bed,” Casey offered as she
came into the living room.

As Casey leaned over to pick up the child, she caught a whiff of
the perfume radiating from Ann. For a moment their eyes met,
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then Casey smiled tenderly as she continued to gently scoop up the
child from Ann’s arms.

“I can take the book too,” Casey whispered, holding out her
hand.

“No!” Ann whispered back. “I want to find out what happens to
Miss Piggly Wiggly.”

Casey couldn’t stop grinning as she turned and left the room.

When she returned, Ann was busy working on her laptop. The
script lay on the arm of the couch, Kenny’s book on the coffee
table.

“Do you work twenty-four hours a day?” Casey asked.

“No, I sleep about two hours,” Ann joked. She threw the chil-
dren’s book toward Casey. “Here, catch up on your reading. It’s a
surprise ending.”

Catching it, Casey dropped down next to Ann. Within minutes
she had dozed off, her head on Ann’s shoulder.

Ann felt the weight on her shoulder and sighed. Casey looked
so peaceful, she could not wake her. But try as she might, she could
not type with one hand, and she felt her own exhaustion set in and
her eyes begin drooping. Last thing she remembered was the
screen of the laptop getting blurry.

Casey heard the key turn in the lock but could not wake up
enough to open her eyes. Her body felt like lead. She hadn’t slept
this good in a long time. She could hear Leslie and Debbie talking
quietly but kept still.

“I hope that’s not going to be a problem,” Debbie commented.

“What do you mean?” Leslie questioned.

“Look at the two of them all snuggled up on the couch.”

“Well, one good thing, it would get Ann away from Kathy the
bitch.”
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“Yes, out of the fire and into the frying pan. You know about
Casey’s reputation as well as I do.”

“Sometimes someone’s reputation is all rumor. I haven’t seen
any proof and I've spent a lot of time with her this week,” Leslie
said in Casey’s defense.

“Leslie, she’s an actress. She could be acting this whole time.”

Casey stirred, not wanting to hear any more. She felt a gentle
touch on her head. “Hey, your job is over. Time to go home.” She
heard Leslie’s voice.

Casey opened her eyes, sat up and massaged her neck. “What
time is it?” Ann awoke from Casey’s movement and rubbed her
face.

“Iwo a.m. Sorry we're so late. I was going to call but didn’t
want to wake the kids. I tried your cell phone, but you must have it
turned off,” Leslie explained.

Ann closed her laptop and set it on the coffee table. “Yes, I
probably did.”

Debbie eyed her and Ann. “You guys look beat. You’re welcome
to stay the night. This couch pulls out into a bed, but you’d have
to—"

“No.” Casey stood and stretched. “I'm fine to drive.”

“How is your father?” Ann asked Leslie.

“I think he’ll be okay. We’ll find out more tomorrow. Did you
have any trouble with the kids?”

“No.” Casey smirked and looked over at Ann. “Kenny took a
real liking to Ann.”

“Really?” Leslie responded. Casey wondered if Ann had told
Leslie about her discomfort around children.

“Yeah, must have been a fluke.” Ann shrugged and smiled.

“You ready to go?” Casey asked. Ann nodded, picked up her
laptop and headed to the car. Casey opened the door for her, shut
it and made her way over to the driver’s side.

g
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Casey backed her SUV out of the driveway. She turned on the
air and rubbed her face with her hands as if trying to revive herself.

“Are you sure you're okay to drive?” Ann asked, trying to hold
back a yawn.

“Yeah, just talk to me,” Casey said, still clearly trying to shake
herself awake.

“What do you want to talk about?”

“I don’t care . . .” Casey paused. “How did you finally come to
the realization that you’d rather have girls running after you than
boys? Was it one defining experience, or a series of events?”

Ann smiled. “Just a long line of meaningless encounters with
men, and a growing infatuation with women, I guess.” She tried to
recall the real turning point for her. It hadn’t been just one person
or one experience. She remembered always wanting a boyfriend,
but only basically because all of her friends wanted boyfriends. But
there was never that emotional connection to men. She tried over
and over again. The kisses, the snuggling, even the sex had meant
nothing to her. Thinking back, the only time that she ever felt
queasy about someone was when she thought about girls. Crushes,
she thought. Her first encounter with a woman, at a friend’s party,
had been an awkward but pleasant experience. So pleasant that she
began dating women in secret, while pretending to enjoy the com-
pany of men. Soon, she became tired of the charade. Her emo-
tional and physical needs had only been satisfied by women. And
so, she had taken the step out of the closet.

She told Casey all this and before long they found themselves
in front of Ann’s hotel.

“You know, you can crash on the couch in my suite if you’d
like,” Ann suggested.

Casey stretched, rubbed her eyes and shook her head. “No, I'm
okay now. Really.”

Ann was not convinced. “Call me when you get home so I know
you’ve made it safely.”

Casey agreed. “It should take me about twenty minutes.”

“Give me your cell phone number, just in case.”
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Casey wrote the number on a piece of paper and handed it to
her. “I just want you to know, you’re one of only a handful of
people that have this number.”

Ann leaned against the car door and smiled. “I’ll die before I
give it out to anyone.”

She hadn’t been inside more than five minute when she decided
to call Casey. Even though she’d said she was okay to drive, her
eyelids were drooping.

“Hello?” Casey mumbled.

“Hey.” Ann heard music in the background—Casey’s car stereo.
“Doing okay so far?”

“You must have ESP or something. My eyelids were just failing
on me.”

“I knew that I should have made you stay,” Ann said, admon-
ishing herself.

“Talk to me,” Casey said.

“No. It’s your turn. Tell me about the college woman who
changed your life.” Ann took a swig from the bottle of water on
her nightstand.

Casey laughed out loud. “Not much to tell really. I was in this
summer softball league along with some older girls. We would
always go back to the dorm after a game and we’d order pizza and
they’d drink beer. They never let me even have a sip. Anyway,
there was this one girl that was constantly giving me a bad time.
We were in competition for everything. The night we won the city
championship, we all went back to her room for our usual ritual. It
got pretty late, and she suggested that I crash on her roommate’s
bed. Everyone ended up leaving and it was just the two of us. She
let me have my first beer. I don’t remember why, but we started
wrestling around. The next thing I knew, she had me pinned to the
bed. I don’t even remember who made the first move.”

“So she got you drunk and took advantage of you?” Ann’s ques-
tion hung in the air as she tried to stop the images in her mind of
Casey pinned to a bed.

“Oh, no.” Casey sounded mortified. “I was not drunk. And

28

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



believe me, I was a willing participant.” Ann didn’t respond, and
Casey said, “Hey, are you still there?”

Ann was having a hard time keeping the sexual images out of
her mind. She cleared her throat. “Yes, I'm still here. So how long
did this relationship last?”

“Oh, you know. She was older. After a while she found someone
her own age and dumped me. I was devastated, to say the least.”

“Hmm . . . it’s hard to imagine you getting dumped,” Ann
mused aloud.

“It wasn’t the only or last time, believe it or not,” Casey admit-
ted. “But I got even with her.”

“How’s that?”

“I ran into her, about a year ago, right after my first big hit
movie. I simply pretended not to remember her at all.”

Ann laughed. “I bet she regrets her actions now.”

Suddenly, Casey announced, “Well, ’'m home!”

“Okay,” Ann said. “Go get some sleep.”

“I'will.” Casey paused, then added, sincerity in her voice, “And
Ann? Thanks for talking me home.”
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Chapter Four

“I never realized how much went into contract negotiations!”
Ann whispered to Leslie after spending most of the day faxing
Casey’s contract back and forth between Casey’s agent, attorney
and their office. She wished that she could be out scouting loca-
tions with Shelley.

“I'm sorry, guys.” Casey had apparently overheard Ann’s whis-
pers. “I'm really trying to work it out so that you don’t have to pay
an arm and a leg for me. It’s those damn vultures representing me
that are the problem.”

“We know, Casey,” Leslie replied. “I know it was a sacrifice to
give up your own assistant, makeup and hair people. I really appre-
ciate what you’re doing.”

“Well, it just makes me mad.” Casey shook her head. “I’d do it
for free if it wasn’t for all these legalities.”

Just then the fax machine began to print again.

“Ugh . . . here we go again.” Casey moaned. “Let’s hope the
fiftieth time is the charm.”
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Ann placed the contract in the middle of the conference table
for the three of them to review, just as they had time and time
before. She sat up, rubbed her weary eyes and scrutinized the doc-
ument.

“Okay, this part looks fine.” Leslie pointed to a section of the
contract.

Casey groaned as Ann tapped another section. “But this para-
graph still reads wrong.” Taking a black pen she began crossing out
and rearranging words. “There, that should do it.” She slid it over
to Casey to review. Casey nodded, stuffed the paper into the fax
machine one more time and hit the send button.

Looking at her watch, Leslie sighed and crossed her fingers.
“It’s getting late and I really would like to have some time with my
father today. If the next contract isn’t correct, we may have to con-
tinue this tomorrow.”

Ann stood and stretched. They had run out of small talk hours
ago and everyone seemed lost in her own thoughts. After several
minutes, the machine began to whirl again. Pages were grabbed
and read as each came through.

“Well, it looks like we finally have a deal.” Leslie smiled as she
reached out to shake Casey’s hand.

Casey took Leslie’s hand and then Ann’s. “Let’s make a movie!”

Leslie grabbed her purse and quickly headed for the door, then
swung around and slapped her head. “Casey, have you gone over
the scenes that we’re testing on tomorrow?”

Casey’s face dropped. “All of the time I've had today just wait-
ing and I didn’t even bring my script.” She shrugged. “That’s okay.
I have all evening.”

Leslie nodded. “Okay, guys, I'll see you tomorrow.”

Her absence left the room still and Ann didn’t know what to
say.

Casey finally broke the silence. “I’ll buy dinner if you help me
run through the scenes.”

Ann thought for a moment. She had really enjoyed Casey’s
company the night before, but she didn’t want to give her the
wrong idea. She was with Kathy—not exactly the perfect couple
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right now, but still a couple. But running through lines . . . that was
innocent enough. She was sure that Casey had no ulterior motive.

Casey released Ann’s fingers and slid her free hand around
Ann’s back and down onto her other buttock. The two were
rehearsing the dancing scene. Ann felt the strong hands against her
taut muscles, pulling their bodies closer together.

“I don’t think that’s in the script,” she whispered into Casey’s
ear.

“Maybe it should be.” Casey’s voice was low and sexy.

They moved as one, their bodies rubbing together, creating
heat everywhere. Ann felt Casey’s warm breath on her neck,
Casey’s hands caressing her butt, her own hardened nipples rub-
bing against Casey’s chest. Ann’s heart was racing with excitement,
her breath coming in short gasps; she was losing control of herself.
It had been so long since she and Kathy had been this close, and
lately they hadn’t even been able to be in the same room together
without fighting. Concentrating hard on the image of Kathy’s face,
she was able to pull away from the embrace.

“Casey,” she mumbled, still just inches away from Casey’s face.
Casey traced Ann’s lips with her fingers. Ann felt swallowed up in
the dark brown eyes. Casey leaned in to touch her lips to Ann’s.

Ann had to regain control.

“Casey,” she whispered as she pushed herself away. “I need you
to leave.”

Casey stepped back, a look of confusion on her face.

Ann answered the unspoken question. “I need you to leave
before I do something I'll regret later.”

“Regret?” Casey responded as if insulted.

Ann tried to explain. “Oh, God, Casey, you are a beautiful,
intelligent, extremely sexy woman. But I just can’t throw away ten
years of marriage for one night!”

Casey stepped toward her. “It doesn’t have to be just one night,
Ann.”
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Ann ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. “Please,
Casey, just go.”

Casey put up her hands in surrender. “Okay, just let me stay. I
won’t touch you. I promise. I'll just stay as a friend.”

Ann shook her head. “I just really need you to leave. We’re still
friends though, okay?”

Casey grabbed her jacket then turned as she headed toward the
door. “See you tomorrow?”

Ann nodded and watched as the door shut on a very dangerous
situation. She fell back against the door. A few more minutes and it
would’ve gone too far. I could have gone to bed with almost a complete
stranger; she admitted to herself. She posed several questions to
herself as she readied for bed. Was she that starved for attention?
Or was it something about Casey? How could she be so attracted
to someone in such a short time? Ann was still pondering the
answers as she drifted off to sleep.

Casey scolded herself as she entered the elevator and then made
her way home. She had finally found a woman who actually inter-
ested her, both physically and intellectually, and she had to pounce
on her. Well, she hadn’t exactly pounced. Ann hadn’t objected
immediately. Remembering how their bodies felt together, how
Ann’s firm butt felt on her hands, made Casey wet. She jumped
into a cold shower until she felt the heat inside subside.

“Hey, are we okay?” Casey asked as she stuck her head in Ann’s
trailer the next morning.

Ann looked over at her, smiled and nodded. “Yes. Let’s just
forget last night ever happened okay?”

Casey smiled back, nodded and shut the door. Like forgetting is
that easy, she said to herself.

33

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



The remainder of the week was grueling. It was one screen test
right after another. And for Ann, it was particularly difficult as she
sat watching what had occurred in her room that night, over and
over again. Each time the scene played out, she remembered how
her body had felt as it had pressed against Casey’s. By the end of
the week, she was mentally exhausted. She went back to her trailer
to check her e-mail before heading back to the hotel. She heard a
knock on her door. Casey stuck her head in Ann’s trailer.

“God, you look terrible!” Casey exclaimed.

“Thanks!” Ann replied sarcastically, then explained, “It’s been a
very demanding day.”

“What are you doing tonight?”

Ann shrugged. “Just going back to the hotel, I guess.”

Casey shook her head. “No, it’s Friday, and you need to get out.
I’'m going to a bar with a few of my friends. Why don’t you join
us?”

Ann tucked her hair behind her ear. “I don’t want to intrude.”

Casey climbed the steps into the trailer and took Ann’s hand.
Pulling her up she demanded, “You’re coming with me. You
deserve a little fun!”

Casey didn’t have to do much convincing. Ann did need some
fun. She allowed herself to be pulled out of the trailer and out into
the parking lot.

“We’ll come get your car later,” Casey said as she opened the
passenger side door of her SUV and gestured for Ann to climb in.

The bar was dark, loud and very crowded. Casey led Ann to a
table where several women were seated.

“Hey!” Casey shouted hello to her friends. “This is Ann. Ann,
this is Tina, Gail, Barb, Pam and Diane.” The women all shouted
their hellos as Ann and Casey sat down at the table.

Ann observed the table of women. Tina looked like a stick,
probably only weighing one hundred pounds. Her blond hair was
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pulled back into a ponytail which made it easy to see her flawless
skin. She wasn’t wearing makeup, but it seemed to Ann that if she
was, Tina could surely be a model. Barb, on the other hand, was a
bit stocky with brown curly hair. She wore a Dallas Cowboys T-
shirt and had her sleeves pushed up past her elbows. Ann noticed
Gail’s eyes right away. The blue eyes glistened like crystals even in
the darkness of the room. Her white hospital doctor’s badge hung
off the green scrubs she was wearing. The colors offset her cop-
pery African-American skin beautifully. Gail was, in Ann’s assess-
ment, the most attractive woman at the table.

Pam and Diane were the only two who appeared to be a couple.
Pam had her arm around the back of Diane’s chair and the two
were sitting closer than the others. Pam’s straight dark brown
shoulder-length hair was pushed behind her ears revealing small
diamond studs. The studs were completely different than the
dangly gold and bronze ones hanging from Diane’s ears. The
colors seemed to almost match her short blond streaked hair which
framed a thin face. These two fit together, Ann thought. With fur-
ther examination, Ann could see the rings on their fingers. She
examined her own as she heard a voice from across the table.

“So, you're the writer of that lesbian movie, huh?” Tina asked.
“I can’t believe you talked Casey into that.”

“She didn’t have to talk me into it. It’s a great script!” Casey said
in Ann’s defense.

The waitress came and set down a round of beers.

“Is this okay? Or do you want something else to drink?” Casey
asked Ann politely.

“No, this is fine,” Ann answered. In fact, she liked the occa-
sional beer. “I really need a drink.”

Casey and her friends kept Ann entertained for the next hour
with stories of their adventures. The group had been friends for
many years and had some wild experiences. Finally, Ann could
laugh no more without going to the restroom. Casey pointed the
way. Ann was lucky; there was no line. She returned to the table
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within minutes. Apparently, she was back before the group had
expected. Ann hid behind a column next to the table and listened
to their conversation as she heard her name mentioned.

“So Ann must have you head over heels. I've never seen you
smile so much in my life,” Gail teased.

“I hope you’re remembering that she’s a married woman,” Tina
reminded her. “You better not get your heart involved with that
one.”

“You’re shaking your head no, but your eyes are saying yes, yes,
yes!” Diane laughed.

“She’s going to break your heart, Casey,” Gail warned her.

Ann had heard enough. She stepped up to the table, really
needing to set Casey straight about their relationship.

“Let’s dance,” Ann said to Casey as she took her hand. Casey
was clearly stunned but allowed herself to be led to the dance floor.

Ann let Casey lead as they joined the bodies on the dance floor.

“I overheard you and your friends’ conversation just now,” she
said to Casey. There was no response. “I hope our relationship
isn’t going to be a problem for you.”

Casey looked at her. “It’s not going to be a problem, I promise.”

It was nearly midnight when they walked into Ann’s hotel
room.

“I really need a hot shower. Do you mind?” Ann asked.

“T’ll just see what’s on TV.” Casey flipped through the channels
as she lay on the couch. She heard the water turn off in the bath-
room and the bathroom door open. Succumbing to temptation,
Casey wandered over to the bedroom door and peeked in. She saw
Ann’s image in the dresser mirror as Ann walked into the bedroom
from the attached bathroom. She watched as Ann let the towel
drop, revealing her nakedness. Ann loosened the towel from her
head and proceeded to towel-dry her hair. She’s just as I imagined,
Casey said to herself as she felt the heat grow in her body.
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“I thought that this wasn’t going to be a problem for you,” Ann
said out loud as she met Casey’s gaze in the mirror.

Casey was stunned. She hadn’t realized that she could be seen
in the mirror’s reflection. “I'm sorry. I guess my curiosity got the
best of me.”

Ann continued to stare at her. “So, are you done oogling or can
I get dressed now?”

Casey smiled wickedly in response.

“Do you think that you can get the ‘best of you’ to get us a
couple of cold drinks?” Ann said sarcastically.

Casey nodded, retrieved the drinks and sat back down on the
couch.

Ann came out of the bedroom fully dressed.

Casey looked up as she approached. “I’m sorry about that.”

Ann nodded. “That’s okay. I'll get to see you when you do the
nude scenes in the movie.”

Casey laughed and shook her head. “I guess you don’t remem-
ber the details of my contract. I have a nudity clause.”

Ann grinned. “Do you have a bathing suit clause too?”

Confused, Casey frowned.

“You know, the scene that you’re wearing a tiny little bikini,
covered with 0il?” Ann reminded her.

Casey chuckled and conceded, “I guess you got me on that
one.”

The two sat in silence as they watched Who's Line is it Anyway?
The comedy finally sank in and Casey began throwing out her own
humorous lines to make the show even funnier. It wasn’t long
before Ann’s eyes were watering from laughing so much.

The show ended. Casey stood and stretched. “I think I'm going
to get going. You exhausted me.”

“What?” Ann chuckled. “You were the one making me laugh!”
She stood. “But thanks, I really needed to relax and have fun.”

“By the way,” Casey asked, “why isn’t Kathy here? Isn’t she
coming in this weekend?”
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“No. She’s behind at work,” Ann answered. “Maybe next week-
end.” She shrugged.

Casey nodded and opened the door. How she wished that she
could just crawl up in bed with Ann. She leaned forward to give
Ann a hug and Ann looked apprehensive.

“Don’t worry, it’s just a hug.” Casey embraced her and gave a
gentle squeeze. “Sleep well.”
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Chapter Five

Casey awoke the next morning with the sun streaming on her
face. Looking out her window, she was taken aback by the color of
the sky. Had she ever seen it so blue? Reviewing the rest of the
scene out the glass, all of the other colors were vibrant too. The
next thought that crossed her mind was if Ann knew what a beau-
tiful day it was. Maybe she should call her. No, maybe she should
take breakfast to her. She caught herself. When did she start crav-
ing time with Ann? This sudden need for this relationship was
shocking. Yes, a relationship, she told herself. Not some roll in the sack,
but a real relationship. But then there was Kathy, she had to remind
herself. Ann already had a real relationship.

She jumped out of bed. Well, friends it had to be then.

Ann pulled her robe on and wandered into the living room.
Opening the curtains, she admired the blueness of the sky. She
grabbed her laptop and slumped down on the sofa. Another day of

39

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



script changes. She never realized the difference between writing a
book and writing a screenplay. A knock on the door threw her back
into the moment.

“Who is it?”

Ann opened the door at the sound of Casey’s voice.

“What are you doing today?” Casey asked with a glowing smile.

“I have to get these pages rewritten.” Ann gestured toward the
living room where a slew of papers and her laptop sat on the table.

Casey followed her. “You can’t stay inside on a beautiful day like
today,” she said, clearly exasperated. Grabbing Ann’s hand she
pulled her over to the window. “Look at that blue sky!”

Ann pulled away, sank down on the couch and smiled apologet-
ically. “I know but—"

“But nothing!” Casey interrupted. “We’re going to the beach
and I won’t take no for an answer. We’ll take the script and your
laptop and I'll help you finish those pages. We'll just do it out in
the sun.” She offered her hand. “Come on. Go change into some
shorts.”

Ann knew she wasn’t going to win this argument. Taking
Casey’s hand, she allowed herself to be pulled up off of the couch.
“Can we get something to eat first? I'm starving.”

Casey nodded and shooed her on her way.

Although the drive to Santa Monica Beach was beautiful, Ann
missed being able to walk almost anywhere as in San Francisco.
Even if you couldn’t walk, there were no highways or freeway
interchanges to maneuver. In Los Angeles, even if you owned a car,
it might take you hours to get to your destination. Fortunately, the
travel time today was minimal. And being with Casey made the
time in the car more pleasant than usual.

Ann frowned at the computer. They had settled themselves on
a stretch of grass on the outskirts of the sand. A small tree shaded
the spot and a cool breeze whispered through the leaves.
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“What'’s wrong?” Casey asked as she repositioned herself on the
blanket. She plucked a piece of grass and twirled it in her fingers.

Ann looked at Casey, then lowered her eyes. “Why couldn’t
Kathy be helping me like this? She’s never there for me.”

Casey reached out to touch Ann’s arm. “You guys are just
having a tough time right now. Come on, tell me one good
memory that you have about your relationship.”

Ann shrugged and picked at the fuzz on the blanket.

“Okay, tell me how you met,” Casey prodded her.

“We met in a courtroom,” Ann mumbled, remembering the first
time that she had seen Kathy. The dark black suit. That was what
had first caught Ann’ attention. Kathy had been clad in the dark suit
along with a gray blouse and a single strand of pearls. Ann was wear-
ing a créme suit with a pale green blouse. The colors of good and
evil had made Ann grin as she set her briefcase on the prosecution’s
table. Kathy’s client had been charged with the sale of an illegal sub-
stance and the trial had dragged on for several days. Ann had grown
to appreciate the woman’s choice of clothing, always dark, and very
classy. But it had been Kathy’s air of confidence that had been the
major attraction. Little did she know that the attraction was mutual.
After the battle was over, Kathy asked her if she would like to discuss
the case over drinks. Ann suggested the lesbian bar around the
corner and was thrilled when Kathy accepted the location. That was
the night of new beginnings for them. In contrast, Kathy’s client was
sent to prison for life under the Three Strikes law in California.

“A courtroom?” Casey asked in confusion.

Lost in the memory, Ann looked over at Casey. “Have we never
talked about my life back in San Francisco? You do know that writ-
ing is just a hobby for me, don’t you?”

Casey looked surprised and shrugged. “I thought you wrote for
a living.”

Ann laughed and shook her head. “I'm an attorney.”

Casey was clearly taken aback by the statement. “Like someone
who puts away the bad guys?”

“Well, I used to be a prosecutor. Now, I’'m more like someone
who helps people out of tax problems. I'm a tax attorney.”
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“And Kathy?” Casey asked.

“Kathy’s still a criminal defense lawyer. She defends the bad
guys,” Ann replied.

Ann relayed the story of their meeting and then about how
their relationship had began struggling lately because of Kathy’s
mood swings. Getting tired of her own sob story, Ann turned back
to her work.

Casey lay on her back with her eyes closed, enjoying the peace-
fulness of the day. All she could hear was the sound of the seagulls
and the soft tapping of Ann’s fingers on the keyboard. Feeling the
breeze turning cooler, she looked at her watch. The sun would be
setting soon. Casey sighed. Their day was coming to an end. She
felt her stomach twinge with hunger. Suddenly she had an idea
that would extend their time together.

“Hey,” she said as she looked up at Ann. “Can I talk you into
dinner? I know this great place within walking distance.”

Ann finished typing, looked down at Casey and shrugged. “I
don’t know. I still have work to do.”

Casey rolled over and propped herself up on her elbows.
Smiling, she knew exactly how to sway Ann’s decision. “They have
great lobster!”

Ann closed her eyes and smiled in a way that Casey knew her
ploy had worked. “You know that I can’t turn down lobster. That
would be like you giving up cigarettes.”

Casey gave her a sly look.

Finally it dawned on Ann. “Wait a minute. I haven’t seen you
smoke all day!” she exclaimed.

“It was a nasty habit.” Oddly enough, she hadn’t craved one
since her first cup of coffee that morning.

“This doesn’t mean that I have to give up lobster, does it?”

Casey laughed as she stood and offered her hand to Ann.
“Come on. Let’s go eat.”

Ann closed her laptop and allowed Casey to pull her up. They
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walked to the car and dropped off the computer and bags in the
trunk.

“Okay, which way to the lobster?” Ann asked.

“Just down the beach,” Casey said and motioned for Ann to
follow.

Casey loved the feel of the sand between her toes. She had
always wanted to live next to the ocean, but she thought the prices
of the homes were ridiculous. Especially for a single person . . .
maybe someday when she had a family. This thought brought her
back to the woman walking beside her. A writer, screenwriter and
an attorney. Would Ann ever have time for a family? Casey smiled
to herself. Ann would make a great mother. She hoped that she
herself also would, someday. They could have a nice life together.
Just then Kathy’s face flashed into her daydream, shocking her
back to reality. She remembered Ann saying, This relationship isn’t
going to be a problem for you, is it¢ Well, if it was a friend Ann
wanted, then Casey was going to be the best damn friend she’d
ever had. As Casey began climbing the stairs up to the restaurant,
she decided to put away her thoughts and enjoy the moment.

They got settled and ordered a nice bottle of white wine. Ann
looked across the table at Casey and smiled.

“What?” Casey asked, having already decided on the grilled
halibut.

Ann put her chin in her hand and gazed at her. “You have the
most beautiful smile.”

Casey felt her body heating up, starting with her face and head-
ing downward. She looked across the table into Ann’s green eyes.
“Be careful. I may think that you’re flirting with me.”

Ann smiled mischievously. “Hmm..must be the wine.”

“Well, then, no more wine for you!” Casey said as she pulled
Ann’s wineglass to her side of the table.

“Can I ask you something?” Ann asked as she placed her elbows
on the table. “Why are you giving me the full court press?”

Casey put down her glass of wine and looked at her. “What do
you mean?”
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“You know exactly what I mean.” Ann leaned back in her chair
and crossed her arms. “I've already told you that all we'’re ever
going to be is friends. So why are you still hanging around with
me?”

Casey was confused. She’d really been trying to respect Ann’s
terms. “Is it so hard to believe that I may just want you as a
friend?”

“I'm sure you have plenty of friends,” Ann shot back, still on
the offense.

“None like you.”

Ann squinted as she tried to read Casey’s face. “I'm not quite
sure how to take that. Can I ask you how I'm different?”

Casey shrugged and finished her sip of wine. “You actually
laugh at my jokes.” Then, suspiciously, she asked, “Unless you’re
just trying to be polite?”

Ann smiled and shook her head.

Casey concentrated on tracing the droplets of water sliding
down her glass. “Most of my friends don’t actually get my sense of
humor.” It had been that way since grade school. She glanced up.
“Do you know what I mean?”

Ann grinned. “I know exactly what you mean. Most of the time
Kathy asks me, ‘Is that supposed to be funny?’”

“And you treat me like a normal person. A lot of my so-called
friends, even my best friend, Pam, I don’t know . . . They just treat
me like ’'m some special person.”

“You are a special person.”

“Yeah, so, you’re an attorney, a writer and now a screenwriter.
You make me feel like I've done nothing with my life,” Casey
replied.

“How can you say that? You touch more people with one movie
than I could in my entire lifetime.”

“Thank you, but I’'m not quite sure just how deeply I touch
them.” Casey smiled.

“Don’t fool yourself, Casey. Entertainment provides an escape.
That’s how I feel about my books. I mean, writing is difficult, but
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it isn’t rocket science. I don’t take it too seriously. I just want
people to be able to escape into another world . . . if only for a few
hundred pages. It’s even an escape for me to write them.”

“Hmm . . . and what is Ann Covington escaping from?”

“I’'m just like everyone else. I need an escape from . . . a lot of
things. You must need an escape too if you’ve read my books.”

Casey was still pondering Ann’s statement when their food
arrived. Her plate of fish, rice and steamed asparagus looked and
smelled wonderful. She found it hard to even look at Ann’s dinner.
It had always bothered her the way that they cooked the live lob-
ster, and then the way it was eaten. Pulling the body apart with
your fingers was so primitive. Fortunately, upon finally lifting her
gaze, she observed the graceful way that Ann accomplished the
task. It really didn’t seem that disgusting at all.

Ann moaned with delight upon tasting her first bite. When a
bit of melted butter trickled down chin, she quickly wiped it away.
She took a few more bites before the conversation began again.

“So your family must be proud with all that you’ve accom-
plished.”

Ann lowered her gaze and smoothed away the condensation
that had developed on her water glass. “I don’t have a family . . .
other than Kathy . . . and her family.”

“I'm sorry, Ann. When did you lose them?” Casey asked as she
took another forkful of rice.

“The moment I came out. They pretty much disowned me,
right then and there,” she said, still concentrating on the glass
before her.

“Now I'm really sorry. Was it just your parents . . . or siblings
too?”

“I was an only child. The key word being was.” Ann looked up
to meet Casey’s gaze. “Can you believe parents who disown their
only child . ..”

Casey shook her head in disbelief. “No. I can’t.” She paused,
trying to imagine life without her family. “How long has it been?
Have you tried to contact them?”
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“It’s been twelve years. And yes, I sent them several notes. They
all came back unopened.” Ann shrugged. “Twelve years and it still
hurts. Silly, isn’t it?”

Casey reached out and touched her hand. “No. It’s not silly at
all. I can’t even imagine it.”

“Are you close with your family?” Ann asked, swirling her next
bite in the butter.

“Very.” Casey answered. “Well, as close as I'll let them. I've
always been kind of a loner. My family has come to accept it. Kind
of a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy. But I love them very much.”

“So, how many in your family?” Ann reached across the table
and snagged a stalk of asparagus from Casey’s plate.

Casey slid her plate closer to the center of the table. “My
mother died several years ago—breast cancer—but my dad remar-
ried last year. She’s a wonderful woman. I'm glad he found her. I
have an older sister, Carol—she’s an interior designer—and her
husband, Phil, and their two kids, Nicole and Peter. Then there’s
my younger brother, Tony. He’s one of those computer geniuses,
been dating Rebecca forever. And me, the middle child, the wild
and rebellious one.”

“And they know that you’re a lesbian?”

Casey laughed. “Yes. How could they not know? I am glad that
I told them before it was public knowledge, though. They’re pretty
good about the whole thing . . . they love to tease me.”

“Do they all live around here?” Ann cracked another lobster
claw.

“Yeah, within about a ten-mile radius of my house. That’s why
I bought the house that I did. My family calls it ‘within shouting
distance.” It’s really nice to be able to depend on someone being
close if you need them.”

“I have the feeling that you don’t really need anyone that
often.” Ann smiled.

Casey nodded as she dabbed her mouth with her napkin.
“You're right. That ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy kind of flips around
to the ‘what they don’t know won’t hurt them’ policy for me.”
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“So, they never know if you’re seeing someone special?”

“Someone special?” Casey nearly choked. “I only seem to
attract the bimbos.”

“Are you sure you attract them?” Ann asked, finishing up her
lobster. “Maybe that’s all you look for.”

“Hmm . . . you think that you have me all figured out, don’t
you?”

“Quite the contrary. I can’t figure you out at all,” Ann replied.
“Why don’t you try women with beauty and brains? There are
attractive smart women, you know.”

“Well, just because I may find them attractive doesn’t necessar-
ily mean that they’ll find me attractive.”

“What woman in her right mind wouldn’t find you attractive?”

“You.”

“I never said that I didn’t find you attractive.” Ann wiped her
hands roughly with her napkin.

“But you won’t—"

“Casey, I'm a married woman. Married women don’t fool
around. At least that’s my belief.” She set her plate toward the end
of the table.

“I understand. It’s just that I find you so beautiful and intellec-
tually stimulating, I like being around you.”

“And I feel the same for you,” Ann confided as she twisted the
napkin before her. “But I treasure my marriage, and so, friends
we'll have to be.”

“Well, you certainly have a friend in me.” Casey smiled.

Suddenly, the waiter broke into their conversation. “Have room
for dessert, ladies?”

Casey glanced at Ann. “You know, you’re looking pretty tired.
Are you ready to go?”

Ann nodded and gave instructions to the waiter to bring the
bill. There was a small argument regarding who should pay the
tab, but Casey won out, and they were on their way shortly.

The traffic was heavier than in the morning but Casey was glad
that they had stayed for dinner and missed the Saturday evening
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rush into town. Her SUV was more than comfortable but she
hated being trapped between hundreds of cars for any length of
time and only gaining inches toward her destination. She turned
the radio up to sing along with a favorite song and, surprised,
found that Ann also knew all of the words. The tunes made the
drive seem quicker than usual.

“You don’t have to walk me to my door, Casey. I am a grown
woman,” Ann said as they both got out of the car at the hotel.

“Yes, well, it is my belief that you always walk a beautiful
woman to her door.”

They rode the elevator in silence. Ann opened her door, then
turned to give Casey a hug.

She squeezed back. “Good night, Ann. Sweet dreams.”
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Chapter Six

Casey joined Pam and Diane at the table on the patio. The
three (and sometimes more) had brunch every Sunday at the
Yellow Rose Café on the outskirts of Beverly Hills. The well
shaded street was lined with specialty shops including antique
stores that the women had wandered through on occasion after
breakfast.

Pam broke into a wide grin. “So . . . how was last night?” she
asked impatiently.

Confused, Casey frowned at her.

“Last night? With Amy?” Pam asked as if her question was
obvious.

Casey looked down at the menu. “I canceled on her.”

Pam purposely dropped her glass to the table. “What? You can-
celed on the woman who has been lusting after you for weeks?”

Casey did not look up from her menu. “Yeah, well, I was with
Ann, and I kind of lost track of time.”
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Pam looked at Diane and pulled out a cigarette. She handed the
pack to Casey as she fished for her lighter.

Casey looked at the pack. “No, thanks. I'm trying to quit.”

Pam almost burned her hand with the flame. “Okay. Who are
you and what have you done with Casey?”

“Ha ha,” Casey remarked with sarcasm. “You’re just jealous
because I have a new friend.”

Diane and Pam both rolled their eyes. Pam said dismissively,
“Friend. Yeah, right.”

“Okay, we're dropping this discussion right now,” Casey
declared as she took her mimosa from the waitress. She looked up.
“Hi, Jenny! I'm so glad you’re off pregnancy leave. That other
waitress had a stick up her butt.”

“Yes, she had a few things to say about you too.” Jenny laughed.
“Do you want your regular?”

“Please.” As soon as Jenny left, Casey leaned in and asked, “Do
you guys think I’'m a bitch?”

The other two women laughed.

“No, I'm serious. Do I have the reputation of being a bitch?”

Pam thought for a moment, then glanced at Diane. “You can be
bitchy at times,” Pam began softly, “but . . . you are also a true
friend and would give your shirt off your back to help someone.”

Casey grimaced. “I never thought I was bitchy . . . a little brash
at times . . . I don’t ask for outlandish things on the set . ..”

“Yes, but if they’re not exactly as you asked, that’s when hell
breaks loose,” Diane said.

Casey sank back in her chair and all she could hear were the
conversations at the other tables for several minutes. The waitress
brought her plate of Belgium waffles with strawberries and
whipped cream, but Casey wasn’t that hungry anymore.

“Hey, when did this get to be such a deep conversation?” Pam
said as she took a bite of bacon. She was clearly trying to lighten
the mood. “Sunday is fun day! What are you doing after this?”

“I'm going to try and do some repairs on my house.” Casey
pushed her fingers through her hair. “I thought I might try and put
up the ceiling fan today.”
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“That’s what you get for buying a fixer-upper.” Diane dragged
her forkful of French toast through the syrup on her plate.

“So I guess you two won’t be helping me this afternoon?” She
dabbed her spoon in the whipped cream and licked it off .

“Oh, well, we would, but . . . I have to wash my hair . .. .I'm
leaving the country . . . 'm feeling sick . . .” Pam gave the regular
excuses.

The three women finished their brunch and went their separate
ways.

Ten minutes into her project, Casey realized that the instruc-
tions she was reading weren’t sinking in. She knew the reason why.
Ann was all she could think of. She decided to take a break and
phone her.

“Good morning . . . uh . . . afternoon, Ann,” Casey said cheer-
ily.

“Hey, Casey. You sound happy.”

“Hmm . . . must have been that mimosa.” Casey chuckled. “I
had to have something to drink to get my courage up to hang up
my kitchen ceiling fan this afternoon.”

“Have you ever hung a ceiling fan before?” Ann asked hesi-
tantly.

“Nope,” Casey admitted. “But how hard could it be? Just put-
ting a couple of wires together, right?”

“Umm . . . yes, there is a little more to it,” Ann said.

“So, I guess that you’ve had experience? ’Cause if you have, 'm
swinging by to pick you up right now.”

Ann moaned. “I'll be ready.”

An hour later, the two of them were standing in Casey’s kitchen,
the instructions laid out on the kitchen table.

“I know that you don’t want any help, but I believe if you con-
nect those two wires you’re holding, you will most probably have a
very big fire on your hands.”

Casey stopped and studied the directions again. Looking down,
she sighed as she selected a different set of wires and began twist-
ing. “So you’re a writer, a lawyer and now an electrician. Is there
anything you’re not good at?”
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Ann smiled at her teasingly. “I haven’t had any complaints.”

“I do believe that’s a line from the script,” Casey commented.

“Well, you asked me the other day if there were any common
traits between me and my two women characters, and that’s one—
I haven’t had any complaints.”

“Stop teasing me and hand me that Phillips screwdriver!” Casey
chuckled.

Ann arrived back at her hotel room as the telephone rang. She
tripped twice before grabbing the receiver.

“Hello?” She was panting.

“Ann? What are you doing?” It was Kathy.

“Hi, babe.” She took a deep breath. “I was just getting in. I was
over at Casey’s house.”

“Mm-hmm. What were you doing over there? It seems like you
two have been spending a lot of time together.”

“Oh, Kath, she’s just been so nice to me, keeping me company and
all. She’ fixing up her house a bit. I was helping her with the ceiling
fan. She almost put the red and the yellow wires together . . .”

“You’re babbling,” Kathy said coldly.

“'m...Imsorry. I...you...asked me what I was doing,”
Ann stammered. Several seconds of silence followed. “Are you
feeling okay?”

Kathy sniffled. “I'm okay. I'm just so tired.”

“Honey, you're just working yourself to death. You need to
have some rest. Take some time off. Come down here. You can lie
out on the beach, get some sun . ..”

“We both know that I can’t do that. I have a whole list of people
whose lives are in my hands. I can’t just take off, on any whimsy,
like you, and fool around—"

“Excuse me,” Ann cut in. “I am not just down here fooling
around. I’'m working ten to twelve hours a day—"

“Okay, okay.” Kathy cooled down. “I’'m sorry I insinuated that
you weren’t working.” She said calmly, “I'm going to let you go.
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We’re both tired and irritable. We'll talk tomorrow, okay? I love
you.”

“I love you too,” Ann softly said. “And Casey and I are just
friends, okay?”

“I know. She’s just some silly actress. I'm not worried.”

“You're still coming next weekend, aren’t you? I miss you.”

“I’'m still going to try. Depends on how this week goes. I'll call
you tomorrow. ‘Bye.”

Ann heard the click of the receiver but didn’t think of replacing
hers. What just went on? She just stood there, receiver in hand,
replaying the conversation in her head. It was a nice conversation,
then a bad conversation, then an apology, then she blew her off.
"This job of hers, Ann thought, must be driving her crazy.
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Chapter Seven

Ann closed her magazine and shut her eyes. Kathy’s plane was a
little late and Ann used the time to try and relax in case Kathy was
in one of her “moods.” It had been a long week, full of casting
changes, set reworking and script readings. The only thing that
had saved her was the time she spent with Casey. Each evening
they had shared dinner, ran lines and watched television. The hotel
suite was feeling like home.

Hearing the flight notice, she stood and stretched. Ann caught
Kathy’s figure as she walked into the baggage claim area. The smile
on Kathy’s face made Ann feel more at ease, and they hugged as if
there had never been a quarrel. Ann picked up Kathy’s carry-on
and they headed toward the car.

“It’s January and it’s warm here. It was so cold back home,”
Kathy commented.

“Yeah, it’s been beautiful here,” Ann said. Great, she thought,
weather talk.
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“Have you had dinner yet?” Kathy asked. “I’'m starved.”

“No, I was waiting for you. Where do you want to go?”

“If you don’t mind, can we just pick something up or order
room service?”

“No problem.” Ann tried to hide her disappointment. “You
must be tired, huh?”

“You have no idea. But you and a good night’s sleep is just what
the doctor ordered.”

Ann smiled, heartened by Kathy’s last statement. Tonight was
going to be fine.

Kathy had fallen asleep after dinner and had slept most of the
next day, but Ann didn’t mind. At least they weren’t arguing. Ann
used the time to catch up on work but her concentration was weak.
She tried to call Casey but had only reached her voice mail. Casey
had told her that she would be doing yard work all day. At five
o’clock, Ann had to wake Kathy. They’d agreed to meet Leslie,
Debbie and Casey for dinner to wind down from the long week.
Ann assured her it would be an early night.

“So, how are the renovations coming along, Casey?” Leslie
asked after their drink and appetizer orders had been taken.

“Slowly.” Casey sighed.

“I still wish that you could knock out that one wall.” Debbie
had mentioned she’d taken a tour of Casey’s house when she
dropped off the business card of a handyman they used.

“I know, but Ann thinks that it’s a supporting wall . . .”

Kathy laughed. “I can’t believe she still remembers anything
from being with "Tyler.” As Ann groaned inwardly, Kathy explained,
“Tyler was a woman carpenter Ann dated before we met. I could’ve
never competed with her muscles. It’s a good thing that my intellect
appealed to Ann more than Tyler’s brawn.” She paused, glancing
pointedly at Casey. “You know, the way that your body is toned right
now, you remind me a lot of Tyler. If you had a college degree, I'd
have to worry about Ann spending so much time with you.”
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Ann cringed as she saw an argument brewing. She was right.
Casey wasn’t going to sit there and take Kathy’s arrogance.

“I do have a college degree,” Casey stated matter-of-factly.

Kathy smiled. “Well, I don’t really count a degree in theatrical
arts as intellectual.”

Casey smiled back. “My degree is in political science.”

“You’d better quit while you’re still standing, dear.” Ann shook
her head. Kathy had picked the wrong group for this discussion.
She was glad that Casey was holding her own.

“No, Ann, let Kathy explain herself.” Leslie raised her voice.
“We both have degrees in theatrical arts, Kathy. Are you trying to
say that you hold yourself above us?”

Casey gestured for them to stop. “Guys, I think the statement
was more of a personal attack on me. I'm sure she didn’t mean any-
thing by it.”

The drinks arrived and each woman took a gulp as if arming
herself for a fight.

“I didn’t mean to step on any toes.” Kathy tried to backpedal. “I
don’t think that I'm any better than you. I just was trying to say
that someone with, say, a law degree, probably appeals more to
someone else with a law degree . . . you know, intellectually.”

“Of course, we understand. We have trouble communicating at
all with Ann. Casey usually has to translate the conversation into
simple English for us,” Leslie said sarcastically.

Kathy smirked and returned her attention to Casey. “Ann never
mentioned that you had a degree in political science. What
school?”

“Berkeley.”

Kathy seemed impressed, then glared at Ann. “Maybe I should
be a little more worried about you two, huh?” Looking back at
Casey, she started in again. “Of course, why would you want to be
involved with Ann? You could have anyone.”

“I think you’ve forgotten, Kathy. Ann is a very beautiful, intel-
ligent woman.” Casey raised her glass to Ann.

“I haven’t forgotten,” Kathy said. “But I do think that you
better not look any closer at my wife.”
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“Is that a threat?”

“You bet it is. I'm tired of all this talk. Ann, let’s go home.”
Kathy wiped her mouth with the napkin and pushed back her
chair.

“Kathy! We haven’t even had the appetizers yet!” Ann argued.

“I'm going now. Are you coming with me or not?” Kathy
stalked out of the room.

Ann just shook her head in disbelief and downed the rest of her
wine.

Casey grabbed Ann’s arm. “Damn it, Ann! Why do you let her
treat you like that?”

“Drop it, Casey,” Ann replied sternly.

“No. I'm sorry. I can’t drop it. I can’t stand to see someone that
I care about repeatedly slapped in the face like that. Why, Ann?
Why do you take it?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Then try to explain it to me.” Casey was clearly frustrated.

“Look, Casey, how long was your longest relationship . . . two
weeks? So you wouldn’t understand that after ten years with some-
one, you don’t just walk away because one of you has a bad spell.”

“Okay. I can understand that. But tell me, Ann, when do you
realize that it isn’t just a bad spell . . . but just a bad relationship?”

Ann scooted out her chair, stood and threw her napkin on the
table. “Maybe it is time for me to leave after all.”

Stung, Casey did not lift her gaze but rather concentrated on
swirling the wine in her glass. Finally she looked up at Leslie and
Debbie still sitting at the table. “Do you think she left because I
planted a seed, or because I just totally overstepped my bounds?”

“You didn’t say anything that we haven’t wanted to say for
months now,” Debbie answered. “But yes, we felt like it wasn’t
really our place to say—”

“Ann was right,” Leslie broke in. “We don’t know that Kathy
isn’t just going through a bad spell. Kathy may just be incredibly
lonely . . . or jealous of Ann.”

57

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



Casey stared at her glass for a few moments, then made a deci-
sion. “Excuse me for a minute, guys.”

She dialed Ann’s cell number as she made her way out to the
lobby. She was just about to give up when she finally heard Ann’s
voice.

“What?” Ann practically yelled into the phone.

“I'm sorry,” Casey said softly. Not receiving a response, she
continued, “I stepped over the line.”

“Yes, you did,” Ann said a little more calmly.

“Forgive me?” Casey asked.

“Only if you promise never to bring up the subject again.”

Casey paused, then conceded, “Okay. Scout’s honor.”

Ann suddenly laughed. “Would that be Boy Scouts or Girl
Scouts?”

“So, should I be worried about you and Casey?” Kathy asked as
Ann slid in between the sheets.

Ann lay her head down on the pillow right beside Kathy’s. She
faced her and caressed the soft skin on her cheek. “Babe, I hope
you’re not serious.”

Kathy ran her fingers through Ann’s hair. “If you tell me there’s
nothing to worry about, then I won’t worry.”

“Don’t worry then,” Ann whispered into her ear.

Kathy touched the ring on Ann’s hand. “Just remember what
this symbolizes.”

“Our love, promises made . . . I belong to you,” Ann said softly.

“I don’t like that word belong. It sounds like we own each other
or something.”

“Don’t be silly. You know that I didn’t mean it like that.”

“Well, sometimes I kind of think that you see it that way. But it
doesn’t, not literally, because then you wouldn’t do anything that I
didn’t want you to do.”

Ann cleared her throat. “Excuse me. It’s not like I have to ask
you for permission. I ask you to consult with me about things, just
like I consult with you. It’s what couples do.”
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“The point is, you do things that I don’t want you to do,” Kathy
said sharply.

“I generally try not to. Is there an example you can give me?”
Ann remained calm.

“My God, Ann! We're living it right now,” Kathy said with irri-
tation. “I didn’t want you to come to L.A. I didn’t want you living
here. I didn’t want to fly down here all the time. I didn’t want any
of it.”

“But, Kathy . . . this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for
me!” Ann cried out.

“Yeah, well.” Kathy turned over abruptly. “It’s not keeping my
bed warm at night. Maybe you’re fine with it because your bed is
being kept warm with someone else.”

Ann groaned and rolled over to the other side of the bed. She
tossed and turned for hours before she finally got up and took a
sleeping pill. Funny, she’d been alone in a strange city for weeks
now, but she hadn’t had to take any kind of sleep aid until tonight.

Ann awoke to the sound of the telephone ringing. Rolling over,
she grabbed the receiver before it could make the shrill sound
again. She looked at the clock, nine a.m.

“Ann Covington,” she said into the receiver. She had learned to
identify herself quickly because the hotel was forever ringing the
wrong room. The voice she heard on the other end was Suzie, her
administrative assistant at her office in San Francisco. She hoped
that this wasn’t about work; after all it was Sunday.

“Hi, Ann. Look, I’ve tried to take care of this matter the best
that I could, plus I've enlisted some of your associates, but we just
can’t take care of it. I'm afraid you’ll have to.” Suzie’s words came
spilling out like supercalifragilisticexpialidosis.

Ann laughed. “Okay, maybe a bit more slowly this time. Now,
what is it that only I can take care of?”

Suzie took a deep breath and let her words out slowly this time.
“Mr. Garland, from the Internal Revenue Service, will not speak
with anyone but you.”
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“Hmm . . . Mr. Garland . . .” Ann tried to connect the agent
with one of her clients. “Ah, the Zinmans’ case.”

“Yes. He said something about the deadline for the Offer in
Compromise being last week.”

“And did you look in the Zinmans’ file?”

Suzie sighed. “I found the document that you forwarded to
him, but he won’t talk to anyone else in this office besides you.
Only you are listed on the Power of Attorney form. Blah, blah,
blah.”

Ann raised herself to a sitting position. “Well, I can’t talk to him
without the file in front of me, and it’s too thick to fax. I'll just hop
on a plane today. I have some other matters to take care of at the
office, so this will just be first on the list.”

Kathy awoke around eleven as Ann was packing her suitcase.
Rubbing her eyes, she asked, “Why are you packing?” She sighed.
“I’m sorry about last night. Don’t go home just because I don’t
want you to be here.”

Ann, still upset from last night’s conversation, huffed, “Like I
would leave for that reason. Suzie called me this morning. She
needs me back at the office. I called and got a seat on the flight that
you’re taking later.”

“Oh, yes. Suzie calls and you go running,” Kathy muttered.

Ann turned around and placed her hands on her hips. “What,
now I’'m having an affair with Suzie too?” She ran her fingers
through her hair. “Like if your work came calling, you wouldn’t
run off as fast as you could.”

“Yeah, well, I’d rather be there most of the time.”

Ann’s eyes welled with tears. She turned away, listening while
Kathy slammed into the bathroom.

Ann stumbled into the living room and sank down on the
couch. Her head in her hands, she wrestled with her situation. She
knew that Kathy was just burnt out. And now she knew that Kathy
didn’t agree with her decision to be in L.A. Just give her some space,
she said to herself. fust give her some space.

Kathy was still in the shower when Ann called Leslie. She left a
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message on her voice mail. “Hi, Leslie. Hey, I know this is short
notice, but I've got to go back home for a few days. Work needs
me. So, give me a call when you get this message.” She hung up
and began dialing again.

“Hello.” Casey was gasping.

“Casey, are you okay?”

Casey slowed her breathing. “Yeah, I had to run for the phone.
I’m trying to paint the spare room. Wanna help?”

“I'm sorry. I would if I could but—"

“I know, I know. Kathy is there,” Casey said bitterly.

“Yes, but it’s actually because I need to go back to Frisco for a
few days. I need to get some work done.”

It was so quiet on the other end of the line, Ann thought that
they had been disconnected.

“Casey?”

“Uh...Imsorry... When are you leaving?” Casey asked. Ann
thought she detected a quiver in her voice.

“This afternoon. I caught a seat on Kathy’s flight.” Ann waited
for a response, but when she received none, she continued, “I just
wanted you to know. I didn’t want you to think that I just went
away on a whim.”

“First, I find it hard to believe you do anything on a whim.”
Casey chuckled. Then in a more somber voice, she added, “Thank
you for telling me. What will I do with my nights?”

This time Ann laughed. “I'm sure you’ll find something to do.
Take a look into your little black book.”

“Hey, I resent that. I don’t have a little black book!” Casey said.
It was probably blue, Ann thought. “So . . . call me when you get
back? Or before, if you need to talk or anything.”

“You know I will, Case.” Ann felt a little twinge of sadness.
“Have a great week.”

“You too.”
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Chapter Eight

“Hey, you're in early!” Suzie stuck her head into Ann’s office.
Ann had come in early, four a.m. to be exact. She and Kathy had
gotten home around six p.m. Sunday night but were already fight-
ing when they walked in the door. Kathy went to her office imme-
diately. Ann optimistically waited up for Kathy to come home. At
four a.m. Ann gave up and retreated to her office too.

“Good to see you, Suzie.” Ann gave her a heartfelt hug. “Thank
you so much for keeping things up here. You’re doing a great job.”

“Well, I wanted to help out.” Suzie lay her hand playfully on
her own forehead. “Maybe you’ll remember me when you make it
big.”

Ann laughed. “I could never forget you, dahling.”

Both were brought back to reality when Suzie’s phone rang at
her desk. “Can I get you anything?” Suzie asked quickly as she
backed out of Ann’s office. Ann shook her head as her office door
shut.
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The day went by quickly. She resolved the matter with “Mr.
Cranky,” as she thought of him, at the IRS and informed her
clients that their offer had been accepted. Before she knew it, the
office was shutting down for the day. She dialed Kathy’s number,
but her voice mail answered.

“Hi, Kath. It’s me. I was just wondering if you had time for
dinner with me tonight. Give me a call when you get this mes-
sage.”

Ann walked out to Suzie’s desk to drop off some paperwork.
Suzie was pulling on her jacket, preparing to leave.

“So, is Kathy excited to have you back at home for a few days?”
Suzie asked.

“I'm not sure that it really matters to her.”

Suzie sighed. “Is she still being moody?”

Ann nodded, then, hearing her direct line ringing, said good
night and jogged to the phone.

“Ann Covington.”

“Hey, babe.” Kathy’s voice was soft and calm. “I’d like to go and
relax for a while. How about meeting me at The Greenhouse in
about half an hour?”

“Sounds great. I'll see you there.” Ann was pleasantly surprised.
She hung up and actually began humming.

Walking into The Greenhouse, Ann felt all tension drain from
her body. She loved this place, the greenery hanging from the lat-
tice-like ceiling and walls. There was a cool breeze . . . was it from
open windows, or from the ceiling fans circling slowly? She looked
around for Kathy but was seated without her. Sinking back into the
plush oversized chair, the waiter took her drink order. She dared
not order for Kathy—who knew what she would want—and Ann
didn’t want it to start an argument.

Ann had just closed her eyes when she heard the familiar voice.
Before she opened her eyes, she tried to gauge Kathy’s mood:
happy, relaxed, tired. Yes, definitely tired. She just about fainted
when she felt lips on her face. Soft kisses, one at a time on each
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eyelid. She slowly opened her eyes. Kathy was placing a final kiss
on her lips.

“You are still the most beautiful woman I've ever seen,” Kathy
whispered.

Ann didn’t quite know what to do. She was paralyzed. Who was
this woman, and what had they done with Kathy? Kathy sank into
the chair opposite Ann and sighed.

“I...didn’t order . .. anything for you,” Ann stuttered. “I . ..
wasn’t sure . ..”

Kathy smiled. “That’s okay. I'm really not sure what I want yet.
Are you having your usual?”

Ann nodded as she sipped from her glass of white chardonnay.
The waiter approached.

“Martini, dirty, and double the olives,” Kathy said decisively.

The waiter nodded in understanding and whisked away. Kathy
reached across the table for Ann’s hand. Ann clasped her hand, still
believing that this was another woman sitting across from her.

“I'm sorry for last night. Your first night at home and we went
and screwed it up.” Kathy gently rubbed Ann’s hand.

“I'm sorry too,” Ann said, although she really had no reason to
apologize. It was Kathy who had gotten upset over something
petty, and Kathy who’d stormed out. It was flat out Kathy’s fault.

The waiter came back to the table with Kathy’s drink and reeled
off the specials in a memorized fashion. He then left to give them
a few minutes.

“Have you looked at the menu yet?” Kathy asked as she opened
her menu.

Ann shook her head and proceeded to read the listings. Each
dish sounded savory, but she selected the broiled salmon with
garlic and mushroom glaze and relayed her choice to Kathy.

“Wow, I would’ve bet that you would have chosen the lobster
special,” Kathy said, still looking at the menu.

“Casey took me to a place down on the beach that had incredi-
ble lobster. I was afraid if it wasn’t as good here that I'd be really
disappointed.” The words left Ann’s mouth without her brain
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being consulted. As soon as they were out she realized that she had
brought up Casey. She felt a lump form in her stomach. She just
sat there waiting for a backlash and took a deep breath when Kathy
spoke.

“Well, you’ll have to take me there one of these times, honey.
You know I love lobster almost as much as you do.”

Ann waited . . . and waited. But that was it. No harsh words. No
anger. Kathy was an alien.

The waiter arrived back at their table as soon as the menus were
set on the table. Ann ordered her dish and Kathy ordered the
grilled scampi with white wine sauce. Dinner was served. The
women commented on how delicious each entrée was and tasted
forkfuls across the white linen tablecloth. The conversation was
light and amusing. Ann felt like she was floating on a cloud.

“Are you going back to work?” Ann asked gingerly.

“No. Tonight is about us. Work will be there tomorrow.”

It was eleven o’clock by the time they walked in the door to
their apartment. Ann surveyed their home through the dim light as
they made their way into the bedroom. They both undressed and
began taking their makeup off in front of the bathroom mirror.
Ann finished first.

“Go ahead and get into bed. I'll just be a minute,” Kathy said to
Ann’s reflection.

Ann nodded and went into the bedroom. Kathy closed the door
to the bathroom behind her. Folding the comforter back, Ann
heard the slamming of drawers and cabinets coming from the
bathroom. Then the swearing started.

“Shit!”

“What’s the matter?” Ann called out.

“Uhhh . . . I'm out of this special lotion for my face!” Kathy
answered, followed by more opening and slamming of drawers and
cabinet doors. Finally she emerged and slid into bed. Ann nestled
up to her.

Kathy rolled over. “You know that I can’t stand to have you
right next to me.”
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“I'm sorry.” Ann moved away. “So what’s this new lotion your
using?”

“Just something for my oily skin,” Kathy mumbled.

“What’s it called?”

“I can’t think of the name right now.”

“You got so upset over something you can’t even remember the
name of?”

“Look, I can’t remember everything. I've got a full plate right
now.”

“I was just thinking that I could try and pick some up tomor-
row,” Ann said softly through the dark.

“Well, then, Il tell you tomorrow.”

“You’ll probably leave earlier than me.”

“Just drop it, Ann! Jeez!”

“Why are you getting so irritated?” Ann asked.

“God. At least when you’re gone I don’t have to play twenty
questions!” Kathy scooted out of the bed, stood staring down at
her and proceeded to drag her hands fiercely through her hair.
“I'm going to the office!” she blurted out. She pulled on her
clothes while she began muttering, “I didn’t have time to lollygag
about all evening. What was I thinking?”

“Kathy? Kathy!” Ann tried repeatedly to get her attention. She
watched as Kathy dashed around the room getting dressed. It felt
unreal.

Finally Kathy looked at her. “I can’t just drop everything when
you decide to drop into town, you know!” She stomped out of the
room, grabbed her keys and slammed the front door.

Ann felt the air whoosh from her lungs. She fell back onto her
pillow. The alien was gone.

Finally asleep at one a.m., Ann tossed and turned and dreamed.
Her mind took her back to Los Angeles . . . she was lying in Casey’s
arms, and they were comfortable in their silence. She closed her
eyes, but when she opened them, she found herself wrapped in
Kathy’s arms. And then Kathy spoke, but it wasn’t her voice but a
voice out of a horror movie, deep and angry. She closed her eyes
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again, opening them again when she was back with Casey, but then
Kathy’s monster voice came from Casey’s lips. Just as abruptly,
Kathy’s voice suddenly turned calm and soothing.

Ann awoke to the sound of Kathy’s voice on the answering
machine. She looked at the clock, three a.m.

“I'm sure you're asleep—"

Grabbing for the phone, Ann interrupted her. “No, I’'m not
asleep.”

Kathy sighed on the other end. “You should be asleep. Asleep
and dreaming sweet things.”

“Yes, well . ..”

“I know. I upset you and so you haven’t been able to relax.”
Kathy sounded cool and composed. “God, Ann, why do you stay
with me? Why do you put up with my shit?”

Ann was silent for a moment. “Because I love you.”

“I love you too, but sometimes I don’t feel like I know you any-
more.”

“I don’t feel like I know you anymore either. You have these
mood swings that come out of nowhere.”

“Well, I'm just so overloaded with work . . .” Kathy began to
take the defensive.

“We both work hard, Kath .. .”

“I'm sorry, I know we have busy lives.” Kathy paused, then con-
tinued, “I’'m going to try and spend more time on ‘us.” Okay?”

Ann felt a sense of relief. “Okay, baby. I would love that.” Her
body became heavy and she knew that she would be able to sleep
well now. “I'm going to try and get some sleep now. Are you
coming home?”

“No, I'm not that tired. I have this couch in my office if I need
to nap.”

“Good night then.”

“Sleep well,” Kathy whispered, then hung up.

Ann placed the cordless phone on her bedside table, rolled over
and slept soundly the rest of the night.
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Chapter Nine

“Ann, do you want to take a call from a Casey Duncan?” Suzie’s
voice came over the intercom.

“Yes, I'll speak with her,” Ann replied with a smile. “Ann
Covington.”

“Hey, girl. Are you whipping the IRS into shape?” Casey’s
cheery voice came over the line.

Ann laughed. “Not today. Today I'm working on trying to alle-
viate the capital gains on a sales transaction.”

Casey made a sound like she was snoring. “Such exciting work.
How’s everything else going up there?”

“Oh, okay, I guess.”

“So, when are you coming back?” Casey asked her.

“I'm not sure. I can tie up work in a couple of days.”

“Great!”

“Yeah, but Kathy and I need to spend some time together.” Ann
relayed the problems that she and Kathy had been having and that
Kathy wanted to spend some time on just the two of them.
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“Yes, relationships come first.” Casey was obviously trying not
to sound disappointed.

“TI’ll call you as soon as I know when I'm returning, okay?” Ann
hung up and immediately dialed Kathy’s number. Kathy was in
court and so her voice mail would have to do. “Hi, it’s me. Just
wanted to know what we’re doing for dinner tonight. You said you
wanted to spend some time on ‘us,” so I hoped we’d have some
time together. Give me a call, okay? Love ya!”

Ann filled her afternoon with research. Boring research. But it
had to be done. She was ready to call it a day at six o’clock. Several
calls had come through but none had been from Kathy. Ann dialed
her number, just to get her voice mail again.

“Hi, babe. I left a message earlier. Just wondering if we are
going to eat together. I'm leaving the office now, so call my cell
phone.” Ann sang her parting words: “I'm getting pretty hungry!”

It was nine o’clock when she finally heard from Kathy. She had
already given up on plans for dinner with Kathy; the Chinese food
had been delivered two hours ago.

“Hi, hon.” Kathy sounded wired. “I only have about five min-
utes to talk. I hope you’ve eaten already.”

“Uh-huh. Chinese food. There’s leftovers if you’re hungry. I
can start heating them up for you,” Ann offered.

“Well . . . I'm not going to make it home anytime soon.
Actually, I may only come home to take a shower and change.”

“Kathy, when do you sleep? Did you get any sleep since I spoke
with you last night?”

“I took a little nap. But 'm fine right now . . . not tired at all.
have a lot to get done before court tomorrow morning.”

“Okay . . . .so ... will you wake me when you come home?”
Ann asked, not really sure of what she wanted the answer to be.

“I don’t want to wake you. I'll only be there for a few minutes,”
Kathy stressed.

“Well, when will I get to see you again?”

“Tomorrow night, for sure. We’ll rent a movie, snuggle on the
couch...”
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“Mmm . . . sounds nice. Call me tomorrow and I’ll pick up a
movie.”

Ann heard someone walk into Kathy’s office and ask her a ques-
tion.

“Five minutes are up, babe. Call me tomorrow.”

“Wait! You're supposed to call me—” But it was too late. The
line was already disconnected. Her disappointment from tonight
was overcome with hope for tomorrow night.

The morning came and went with no phone call. Ann left a
voice mail for Kathy. The afternoon came and went with no return
call. At seven o’clock, Ann tried her line again from home. This
time an actual voice answered. Unfortunately, it wasn’t Kathy’s.

“Can I speak with Kathy, please?” Ann said politely.

“She’s awfully busy right now. May I ask who’s calling?”

“This is Ann . . . her wife.” Ann kept her voice calm.

“Can you call her back later? She hasn’t even been able to eat
the food we ordered in.”

Ann’s irritation was beginning to rise. “Id really like to talk to
her now.”

“Just a second, I’ll ask her.”

Ann listened as a hand was placed over the receiver. She only
heard mumbling. Finally, the hand was removed and the voice
came back.

“I'm sorry. Kathy says she’s really busy and can’t talk right now.
She’ll call you back later.”

Ann didn’t get a chance to say another word. The line went
dead. Now she was livid. She poured herself a glass of wine,
downed it and poured another. Calming down a bit, Ann began
unwrapping the leftovers from the night before. For a minute, she
imagined that it was Kathy’s head being pushed into the
microwave. She pushed the buttons and Kathy’s head exploded
under the heat. She smiled.

70

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



The next morning, Ann got to the office two hours late and
brushed past Suzie’s desk without saying a simple “good morning.”

Suzie followed her into her office and leaned against the closed
door. “What’s wrong, Ann?>”

Ann sank into her chair and covered her eyes. The office light-
ing made her head throb more than the sun had. “She didn’t call
last night.”

Suzie frowned. “Who didn’t call last night? Kathy?”

Ann nodded slowly, then proceeded to tell Suzie about the past
few days, weeks and months. “And now, the whole thing has given
me a migraine.”

Suzie sat down opposite her. “I'm so sorry, Ann. This should be
an incredibly happy time for you right now.”

“Yeah, well, it’s not.” Ann said, angry. There were no more
tears; she had cried them all out last night and this morning. “It’s
just that she keeps setting me up and I keep crashing down. I must
be an idiot.”

“You are not an idiot. She’s the idiot. My husband asks me all
the time what you see in Kathy. I tell him that she used to be a dif-
ferent person. When I first started working for you, she called you
ten times a day, dropped by just to say hi or to take you to lunch.”
Suzie sighed. “She’s just not the same person anymore.”

“Okay, enough about Kathy. Anything pressing for today?”
Ann tried to focus.

“You’re going to try and work with your migraine?”

“I need to finish up a couple of things.”

“Well, there’s nothing pressing,” Suzie assured her as she stood.
“You know, Ann, if at any point you don’t have time to come back
and work here, I wouldn’t mind at all flying to Los Angeles and
working out of your hotel room.”

Ann smiled. If it had been anyone else making that offer, she
might suspect an ulterior motive. But this was Suzie, and although
Ann had always thought she was extremely cute, she was also an
extremely happy heterosexual woman.

“T'll keep that in mind, Suzie. Thank you,” Ann said sincerely.
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Several hours went by before Ann took a break. She had just
stood up and was wandering from window to window, taking in
her view of the grand architecture of the buildings below her and
the bay bridge behind them. The silence was interrupted by the
intercom.

“Ann, it’s Kathy’s office.” Suzie’s voice was gone as quickly as it
came.

Ann took a deep breath before picking up the receiver. “Ann
Covington.”

The voice was not Kathy’s, nor was it the voice from the day
before. “Yes, Ms. Covington, Kathy requested that I call you. She
needs to cancel any plans that you and she may have made tonight.
She asked me to express her deepest apologies about the matter.”

Ann thought that she should feel angry, furious, even livid. But
the feeling that overcame her instead was that of extreme sadness.
Kathy couldn’t even make the call herself.

“Thank you for the message. Please give a message to Kathy,
would you? Please inform her that I will be leaving for Los Angeles
this afternoon and that she may call me there if she ever gets a free
minute.” This time she hung up first.

Suzie stuck her head into Ann’s office. “Well?”

Ann shook her head. “One of her associates canceled our plans
tonight.”

“What plans?”

Ann shrugged. “We didn’t have any plans. It was just another
way of saying that she wouldn’t be around again tonight.”

Suzie gave Ann a hug. “So what are you going to do?”

Ann pulled away. “Get me on the next plane to Los Angeles.”

Ann sat in her window seat watching the men load the baggage.
Luckily, the next flight had been at five o’clock. She had gone
home directly from the office to pack and still had time to lie down
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after taking her migraine pills. Glad to be feeling better, she made
conversation with the man in the next seat. It wasn’t until he made
a comment about calling his wife that Ann remembered she had
promised to call Casey. She quickly dialed the number before the
plane departed the gate.

“Casey, it’s Ann. I'm coming back,” she said when Casey picked
up.

“Great! When? Tomorrow?” Traffic hummed in the back-
ground.

“Well, actually, I'm on the plane right now.”

“Thanks for the early notice.” Casey laughed. “I guess I'll have
to forget about the cake and the balloons.”

Ann smiled. It was nice to hear her voice. “No cake?”

“No, but I can cook you dinner if you’d like. Just come to my
place from the airport. What do ya say?”

Ann’s stomach rumbled. She hadn’t eaten anything all day.
“You’re an angel. That’s what I say.”

“Okay. See you in about an hour or so?”

Ann agreed and hung up the phone. Before she knew it, the
plane was in the air. She adjusted her seat. Laying her head back,
she felt a warmth envelop her. Casey was excited about seeing her.
It felt nice.

Ann arrived at Casey’s feeling oddly refreshed. Casey welcomed
her with a big hug and a delicious Italian meal . . . delivered from
her favorite Italian restaurant. Casey emptied the cartons of food
onto their plates. Ann was handed a dish of ravioli with Alfredo
sauce accompanied by warm garlic bread. A mixed green salad was
in the middle of the table.

“Hey, I thought you were going to cook dinner for me,” Ann
joked as Casey filled their glasses with red wine.

“When you see my kitchen, you’ll be glad that I didn’t.” Casey
laughed.

Finished with the meal, Ann stood and picked up several plates.
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“Well, let’s take a look at that kitchen. I'll help you with the
dishes.”

Casey took the dishes and set them back on the table. “No,
don’t go in there, you're too clean. I have to move a couple of
things just to get to the sink.”

Ann wandered over to the kitchen and looked at the disarray.
“Don’t you need my help to move those things?”

“No. But wait a minute, I don’t want to get this shirt dirty.”
Casey peeled it off to reveal the undershirt beneath. She hefted the
large box by the sink.

“Jeez, Casey!” Ann exclaimed as she watched Casey’s bulging
biceps flex under the weight.

“What?” Casey looked down as if expecting to find something
on her shirt.

“These!” Ann said as she reached out and felt the muscles.
“Have you been working out more or what?”

Casey blushed as she completed the task at hand. “Yes. Thanks
to you I've been assigned a personal trainer five days a week.”

“Thanks to me?” Ann was baffled.

Casey nodded. “You had to write about how muscular my char-
acter is.”

“Well, I thought you were fine before, but now . . .” Ann,
impressed, admired the muscles.

Casey flexed in response. “You think that’s pretty sexy, huh?”

“Oh, now you’re going to be all full of yourself, huh?” Ann
smirked. Eyeing the plant water spray bottle, she picked it up and
aimed it in Casey’s direction. “Here, this should cool you off!” She
pumped the lever.

Seeing the revenge in Casey’s eyes, she dropped the bottle and
ran out of the kitchen.

Casey followed after her with the squirt bottle. Ann darted
down the hall with Casey closely behind her. All of a sudden Ann
tripped on the area rug, causing her and Casey to tumble to the
floor. Ann was laughing so hard that she had a hard time catching
her breath. Clearing the tears from her eyes, she found Casey lean-
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ing on her elbow smiling at her.

“It’s good to see you laugh. You don’t smile often enough,”
Casey said.

“You make me laugh!” Ann was still wiping the tears of laugh-
ter from her face.

“Should I consider that a compliment?”

Ann reached out to brush the hair from Casey’s face and smiled.
“Of course.”

Casey placed her hand over Ann’s and brought it to rest on her
cheek. “God, I missed you!” she whispered. Then, with a look of
panic on her face, she sat up and stuttered, “Did I say that out
loud?”

Ann nodded and softly smiled. “I’'m sure that you meant it in a
purely platonic sense, right?”

Casey closed her eyes as she took Ann’s thumb and ran it over
her own lips. When she opened her eyes, Ann could see her pas-
sionate need.

After several minutes of intense gazing at each other, Casey
quietly admitted, “This time, I need you to leave.”

Ann closed her eyes and sighed. Slowly she stood, grabbed her
purse and shut the door behind her.
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Chapter Ten

Ann awoke with the sun streaming in her eyes. Slinging her legs
over the side of the bed, she stretched. She felt a lot better this
morning. Last night she had come back to the hotel and gone
straight to bed. The blinking red message button caught her atten-
tion. She pressed the button, one message.

Kathy’s familiar voice grated in Ann’s ear. “I thought that we
were going to try and work on ‘us.” But you go running off, back to
Los Angeles, just because I've been unable to keep you company
for the last few days. I can see how important our relationship is to
you. Well, it’s damn important to me. I love you, Ann. Call me.”

If the phone had been cordless, Ann probably would’ve thrown
it across the room. Instead, she just crashed the receiver down.
Again, it’s all my fault, she said to herself.

She began pacing, then caught a glimpse of the blue sky
through her window. Brushing the curtains aside, she was over-
whelmed with the warmth of the sun flowing through her. It lifted
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her up, and suddenly she was no longer irritable but eager to enjoy
the day. It was Saturday and she was going to make the most of it.

“I am going to the beach today. Would you like to join me?”
Ann asked Casey cheerily.

“I don’t know. I have so much to do around here.” Casey
moaned.

“Haven’t you been working hard all week?”

“Yes, but—"

“I'm going to ask you again. Would you like to join me at the
beach?” Ann said whimsically.

Casey laughed. “How can I say no to you?”

“T'll pick you up in about an hour,” Ann responded, excited.

“Are you ready to go?” Ann asked as she closed Casey’s front
door behind her.

“Yeah, I just need to put my shoes on.” Casey replied. Ann fol-
lowed her into the bedroom. Casey sat on the edge of the bed to
pull on her shoes. Ann sniffled and looked around. “Do you have
any tissue in here?”

Nodding, Casey motioned with her chin. “On the bedside
table.”

Ann pulled out a tissue and the box fell to the floor. Leaning
over, she spotted an item that made her blush. “Hmm . . . what are
these for?” She smiled as she pulled a pair of handcuffs from under
the bed.

Casey’s face turned bright red. “Please don’t tell me that you’re
really asking. You're just trying to embarrass the hell out of me,
right?”

“You must have some sex life!” Ann laughed as she placed the
item back on the nightstand.

Casey turned her attention back to her shoelaces. “So, you and
Kathy never—”

“Please,” Ann cut in. “Kathy’s idea of something new and dif-
ferent is to be on the top instead of the bottom.”
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“And your idea of something new and different?” Casey
grinned as she finished her process at hand.

“'m not going to have this discussion with you!” Ann
exclaimed.

Casey whined, “Come on . ..”

“No! I am not going to discuss my sexual fantasies with you.”

“I’d love to hear them,” Casey teased.

Sauntering over to Casey, she leaned over, making Casey col-
lapse back on the bed. Ann looked down at her. “And I’d love to
show them to you, but it’s not going to happen. So let’s get going.”

Ann straightened up and pulled Casey up off the bed.

Casey and Ann spread out the blanket on the sand and stripped
down to their bathing suits. Thirsty, Ann opened her soda while
Casey unwrapped the sandwiches they had picked up.

“Damn it. I told them no mustard.” Casey opened her sandwich
and held out the bun for Ann to see. “I told them twice. They
probably did it on purpose. If we were closer to the deli . . .”

Ann laughed. “Are you going to throw a fit, or what?”

“Oh, yes. Calm Ann. Don’t you ever throw a fit?” Casey said
sarcastically.

Ann nodded. “Yes. But I've learned to pick my battles. You see,
I've learned that if you overreact all the time, no one takes you
seriously when something is really important. Being an attorney,
I’'ve come to understand that there is usually some kind of com-
promise that you’ll be happy with. For example . . .” She paused as
she took the bun with the mustard off of Casey’s sandwich and
replaced it with the bun without mustard from her sandwich.
“Now, you see? We're both happy.”

Casey smiled. “I bet you’re pretty good at this compromise
thing.”

“I'haven’t had many complaints. Just last week I saved my client
from one hundred and forty-five thousand dollars in back taxes.”
Ann mentally patted herself on the back.
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“Gee, when I grow up, I want to be just like you.” Casey
laughed.

“That’s a pretty high aspiration when you only have about three
years to go.”

“Okay. You know my age. What else do you know about me?”

Ann tried to remember the details. “I know that you’re origi-
nally from Malibu. You graduated with a degree in political science
from Berkeley and intended to work in politics. Then you went to
your first audition on a dare and caught the acting bug.” She
paused. “I know that you have brown eyes that remind me of dark
caramel, your hair always smells like vanilla and you have a tiny
little scar on your chin.” She gently touched Casey’s face. Realizing
immediately that she was getting too hot, in more places than one,
she jumped up and grabbed Casey’s hand. “Come on, let’s go in the
water. I need to cool off.”

Casey allowed herself to be pulled up and smiled. “You and me
both.”

Ann toweled off after a long shower in which she found she was
switching the water from hot to cold and back to hot again. Her
day in the sun had left her exhausted from playing in the water and
sunburned. Collapsing onto the bed, she felt her skin scratching
against the rough comforter. She needed the lotion that she had
purchased in the hotel gift store. It was cool against her skin and
she decided against dressing to avoid agitating the burn. She wres-
tled whether or not to call Kathy. Did she want to ruin such a nice
day? Stop thinking like that, she told herself. You love Kathy and you
will work out your problems. She tried to convince herself. She
picked up the phone and dialed.

“Kathy?”

“Were you expecting someone else?” Kathy quipped.

“No, it’s just been so long since I haven’t gotten your voice
mail,” Ann explained.
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“Yeah, well, ’'m working from home and trying to relax just a
little.”

“Try that wine in the refrigerator. It’s wonderful.”

“It’s already gone, my dear, and yes, it was good,” Kathy
replied. “So, what’s kept you so busy that you’re just now returning
my call?”

Ann cringed. Tell the truth. “Well, last night Casey offered to
feed me after my flight in. And then today, we went to the beach.
It was a beautiful day—"

“So did you have sex with her?” Kathy burst in.

“What?” Ann was speechless.

“You heard me.”

“It’s just that I didn’t know that word was still in your vocabu-
lary,” Ann snapped back. “It’s been so long since I've seen you
naked that I don’t know if Id even recognize you.”

There was silence on the other end of the line. Finally Kathy
asked again, “Did you have sex with her?”

“No, Kathy. I didn’t.” Ann was irritated. “Now, can we talk
about something pleasurable for a change?”

The line was silent for a moment. Finally, Kathy began telling
her about some of the cases she was presently working on. Ann dis-
agreed with a lot of Kathy’s tactics, but she was, after all, a defense
attorney. It was her job to defend the suspects until proven guilty.
The conversation went on until Ann felt herself falling asleep.

“I'm sorry, babe, my eyelids are closing, I'm going to have to
say good night.” Ann said delicately.

Kathy said lovingly, “Okay, sweetie. Sleep well.” Then her soft-
ness turned sour. “Oh, and tell Casey hi for me.”

Ann heard the line go dead. Her head hit the pillow and she
wished that Kathy hadn’t let her sarcasm end the evening.

Suddenly, the phone rang, reawakening Ann with a jolt. Maybe
Kathy was calling to apologize. Yeah, right. She grabbed the
receiver.

“Hey, are you sunburned? Need someone to rub lotion all over
over?” Casey chuckled.
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Ann smiled. “Yes, I am sunburned. And no, I already took care
of the lotion myself.”

“Too bad. Lotion is my specialty,” Casey said. “Are you naked?”

Laughing, Ann confirmed that she was indeed without clothes.
“I was just falling asleep. I am so tired.”

“Oh, 'm sorry. I was just calling to say thank you for a great
day.”

“It was a nice day, wasn’t it? But I might be hating you tomor-
row morning when I wake up.”

“Mmm . . . call me if you need me to rub on some more lotion.
Good night.” Casey’s voice warmed Ann from head to toe. She
drifted off to sleep remembering Casey’s body in her bikini . . . her
teeny tiny bikini . . .
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Chapter Eleven

Ann dreamed of doughnuts. She could smell them. Wait a
minute. She could smell them. Opening her eyes, she stared into a
glazed doughnut being waved in front of her nose.

“Hey, I brought breakfast, sleepyhead!” Casey’s face was hover-
ing over her.

Ann rolled over onto her back and rubbed her eyes. “I knew
giving you that key would come in handy.” As she moved, her skin
felt like it was cracking. “Oh . . . ouch.” She moaned.

“I brought this too!” Casey pulled some aloe vera lotion out of
a paper bag.

Grabbing the bottle, Ann chuckled. “I think I can take care of
that for myself.”

Ann shooed Casey out of the bedroom, but not before stealing
the glazed doughnut out of her hand. Ann washed up, covered her-
self with lotion, then rifled through her clothing to find something

extremely loose-fitting.
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Joining Casey in the living area, Ann gently lowered herself
into the overstuffed chair. “This room needs another couch,” she
said as she tried to get comfortable.

“Sorry. I got here first.” Casey stretched out. “You snooze, you
lose.”

A pillow flew through the air and landed on Casey’s head.
Within minutes, Casey had her wrestled to the ground.

“Ouch, ouch, ouch!” Ann cried out. “I need more lotion!”

“Fine!” Casey let her go. “Oh, you’d better start getting ready
anyway.”

Ann stood. “Ready for what?”

“Did I forget to tell you? You're going to a baby shower with
me tonight,” Casey said casually.

“A baby shower?” Ann shook her head. “No, thanks. I won’t
know anyone.”

“You’ll know me,” Casey whined. “I don’t want to go alone.”

Ann thought for a moment. She certainly didn’t want to sit all
night by the phone for Kathy’s call . . . if she called. And a baby
shower with Casey just might be fun. “What should I wear?”

The party was . . . pink. Not just a slight hint of pink here and
there. The afghan covering the sofa was pink. The chair pads were
pink, as well as the tablecloth and every single throw pillow in the
room. Balloons were everywhere, of course, also pink. If she had
been a baby coming into this room, she’d puke.

Casey nudged Ann. “Think it’s a girl?”

Ann tried to squelch her giggles as they made their way
through the swarm of women making small talk. Casey left her
side to find beverages for them. Ann wandered through the crowd
to observe the presents being opened. As she watched, she never
realized how many baby items there were.

“Unbelievable, huh?” Casey said from behind her. “I bet it’s
been a long time since you’ve been to one of these.”
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Ann nodded. “Do you want kids?” she asked as Casey handed
her a glass of wine.

Casey fiddled with her earlobe. “Yes, I think I do. But only if I
had a partner to help out. Someone who I knew was going to be
around for the long haul.”

“Yeah, same here. Plus I wouldn’t do it if I was still busy all the
time. You really need time for kids.”

Casey agreed. Suddenly, a woman interrupted their conversa-
tion.

“Casey, there’s someone back here that I want you to meet.”
The woman grabbed her by the arm and led her away. Casey
looked back at Ann and shrugged.

Ann felt a twinge of jealousy. What was that about? she asked
herself. Turning around she was absorbed in the unwrapping of
presents.

A while later, Ann casually searched the room for Casey. She
was feeling tired and her sunburn was starting to itch. The search
ended as she located Casey in the corner, laughing with several
young attractive women. Instinctively, Ann met Casey’s gaze. She
was captivated by the look in those deep brown eyes, then she
quickly glanced away. The look sent a warm gentle wash over her
entire body. She had seen that look before. Kathy used to look at
her that way . . . long ago. The look had said, “Don’t worry, my
heart belongs to you.”

Ann sensed a panicky feeling growing inside. She needed some
fresh air, so she wandered out onto the patio. Taking a deep breath,
she tried to overcome the emotions inside her. What was happen-
ing to her? Was she just lonely, or was she actually falling for this
woman? She chided herself. Casey could probably give Wilt
Chamberlain a run for his money in the one-night stand depart-
ment. Yet she couldn’t help but feel something was different
between her and Casey. The connection was undeniable. It ran
deep, she had to admit, deeper than anything that had ever been
between her and Kathy.

“You okay?” asked a voice out of the darkness.
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Ann turned as Casey approached her. “Yeah. Just needed a
breath of fresh air.”

They stood in silence, Ann ignoring the growing sounds of the
party behind them.

“Missing Kathy?” Casey said hesitantly, as if not really wanting
an answer.

“No.” Ann ran her fingers through her hair and stared straight
ahead. “I think that’s the problem. I really don’t miss her at all.”
Realizing what she had just said, she tried to change the subject.
“Are you ready to leave? I'm getting tired.”

“Hell, I was ready a long time ago,” Casey confessed. “I just
kept getting pulled from one person to another . . .”

“Yeah, I saw some of the women you were pulled to,” Ann said
sarcastically.

Casey smiled and that same look was in her eyes from earlier
that evening. Don’t worry, my beart belongs to you.

“Let’s go.”

Ann opened the door to the dimly lit hotel room. She had been
continuously trying to scratch her back during the drive home.
Casey followed her in.

“Bring the lotion out to the living room and I'll rub it on your
back.”

“Excuse me?” Ann stopped in her tracks.

Casey put her hand on her heart. “I promise. I won’t try any
funny stuff. You just aren’t able to reach your entire back area.”

Ann stood still for a minute, trying to make a decision. Itchy
skin, or nice soothing lotion? Itchy skin or Casey’s warm hands
rubbing in the soothing lotion? Her heart was racing. Maybe it
wasn’t such a good idea. It wasn’t a good idea at all.

“Okay, I'll get the lotion,” Ann blurted, then pointed her finger
at Casey. “No funny stuff.”

Ann changed into her pajama pants and wrapped a towel
around her upper body. While picking up the lotion, she glanced
at herself in the mirror. Ann Covington looked back at her. Ann
Covington—attorney, writer, wife, woman. God, help me be a strong
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woman tonight, she repeated as she went into what she knew was a
risky situation.

“Ahh.” Ann moaned. She had removed her towel only after
positioning herself on the couch in a safe manner . . . no access to
her breasts. Casey caressed her skin with the silky lotion, making
her way from Ann’s shoulders to her lower back. All Ann could feel
were the sensuous hands massaging her, and the wetness forming
in between her legs.

“I want to touch you, Ann. Let me touch you,” Casey almost
begged.

“Oh, God, Casey,” Ann said breathlessly.

“Let me touch you, Ann,” Casey repeated.

This bas gone way too far, Ann said to herself. But it felt so good
... Casey felt so good . . . It had been so long since anyone had
made her feel this way. She felt like she had an angel on one side of
her brain, and the devil on the other, just like in the movies. Yes,
no, yes, no. Ob, brother, no. No, no, no, no, no. The angel had won
out. Ann held on to her towel as she rolled over.

“I can’t, Casey. I just can’t,” Ann murmured.

Casey sat up and dragged her fingers through her hair over and
over again in frustration. “No one has to know, Ann.”

“I'm sorry, Casey, but I'll know.” Ann held steadfast to her
towel as she tried to sit up.

Casey stood and helped Ann stand. “Well, then, I guess this is
my cue to leave.”

Ann nodded and walked Casey to the door. She reached out and
gave her a hug. Casey hugged her back.

“I'm really sorry, Casey,” Ann said as she pulled away.

“You know, many more nights like this and I’ll need to go buy a
jumbo pack of batteries for my vibrator,” Casey said with a gleam
in her eye.

“Yeah, well, you may want to pick up a pack of those for me
too,” Ann replied with her own teasing smile.

NS
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When Ann arrived in her trailer late the next morning she
found a present on her desk. As she pulled the tissue paper out of
the brightly colored bag, she chuckled. Along with the jumbo pack
of batteries was a small note: “What do you want to do tonight?”
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Chapter Twelve

“Cut! Cut!” Leslie yelled. “Casey, you're supposed to be in love
with this woman. Take five.”

Ann stopped her modifications to the stage directions in
another scene. Watching as Jennifer plopped down in a chair, she
found herself thinking how glad she was that they had found her.
Jennifer was exactly as Ann had pictured the character of Chris in
her mind: thin, medium height and brunette. The actress’s
crooked smile completed the vision.

Casey came to where Ann was standing. “I don’t think I can do
this,” she whispered.

“Yes, you can,” Ann said reassuringly. Then with a teasing
smile, she looked into Casey’s eyes. “If it helps, pretend it’s me.”

Casey returned the remark with a grin and went back over to
her mark.

“Okay, let’s roll!” Leslie called out.

Casey stepped over to Jennifer, the actress playing Chris. She
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wiped the tears from Jennifer’ face, kissed her softly, then played
out the remainder of the balcony scene. Ann felt her entire body
heat up. Looking around, she saw that it apparently had the same
impact on the others.

“Cut! That was excellent. Let’s get ready for the next scene,
people.”

Casey smiled and walked past Ann. “Great advice.”

After a few minutes Ann heard the same voice just over her
shoulder.

“You know, if 'm going to continue following your advice, it
would be helpful if you didn’t watch.” Casey spoke softly into
Ann’s ear.

Ann turned to find that Casey was indeed serious. Shrugging,
she walked off the set and to her trailer, where she tried to work
out some kinks in a later scene. She found that she couldn’t con-
centrate, instead daydreaming about what if Casey had been kiss-
ing her. An hour later she was interrupted by Caitlin, one of the
production assistants, ranting and raving as she entered the trailer.

“Wow! You left at the best part!” she exclaimed. “After that first
take of that balcony scene, I thought Casey was going to be a cold
fish. But man, was I wrong. She heated up the entire crew in there.”

Ann looked at her, feeling a twinge of jealousy as Caitlin pro-
ceeded to give details.

“The way she kissed and caressed . . .” Caitlin shivered. “Well,
I don’t think I've ever been made love to like that before.” She
asked, “Do you think that there’s something going on between
those two?”

Ann shook her head and tried to look as if she was concentrat-
ing on her work.

Caitlin grabbed a pile of papers from the table and headed out
the door. “In case you wanted to know, they’re through for the
day.”

Ann waited until she heard the door close before she lowered
her head into her hands and repeated to herself, “I'm a married
woman, I’'m a married woman, I’'m a married woman.”
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“So, aren’t you going to say anything about the dailies?” Casey
asked without looking up from her menu.

Ann thought the dailies were excellent. It was always surreal
watching her characters come to life. She always found it odd that
she had an upset stomach while the dailies were rolling, but as
soon as they were over, she was ravenous. Casey had suggested a
little Mexican food place around the corner.

“T’ll tell you one thing. You sure made Caitlin’s panties wet. She
couldn’t say enough about your performance,” Ann said, scanning
her menu.

Casey raised her eyes. “And what did you think?”

Ann glanced up at her. “I’'m having a hard time thinking about
anything else but begging you to take me right here on this table.”

Casey raised an eyebrow. “You wouldn’t have to do much beg-
ging.” Her gaze flicking to the tables around them, she bent for-
ward with a mischievous grin. “I don’t think anyone would mind.”

Ann leaned toward her with a straight face. “I think there’s
someone who would mind.”

Casey looked around again, clearly confused. “Who?”

Ann sat back in her chair. “Kathy.”

Casey’s grin was immediately wiped from her face.

“Here, this should cool you ladies down,” the waitress said as
she placed the margaritas on the table.

“What?” both Ann and Casey exclaimed. Ann wondered if the
waitress had overheard their conversation.

The waitress gave them a funny look, then explained, “It’s like
a hundred degrees out here. Aren’t you guys hot?”

Casey mumbled, “Actually, I just felt a sudden chill.”

The waitress shrugged slightly. “Well, are you ready to order?”

Ann decided on the fajitas, and Casey opted for the enchilada
dinner. The waitress departed , and Ann stirred her drink in
silence, watching as the ice circled in the glass.

Casey sighed and fell back into her chair. “God, I'm sorry. It’s
just that you start putting these ideas in my head—.”
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Ann broke in. “And I have to do something to bring myself . . .
us . . . back to reality.”

Casey glanced up at Ann, then focused again on her drink as
she nodded. “So is she coming this weekend?”

Ann shook her head. “She’s busy.” She had spoken with Kathy
earlier, and was reminded about a deadline on a case.

“Maybe you should go to San Francisco,” Casey said, a glim-
mer of pain in her eyes.

“Is that what you want?” Ann asked, irritated.

Casey ran her fingers through her hair. “Damn it. It’s not about
what I want!”

“God. It seems like everyone is having relationship problems,”
the waitress said as she set the hot plates on the table.

“It’s not like that,” Casey explained to her.

“Really?” The waitress crouched down next to the table as she
propositioned Casey. “Well, I get off in half an hour. I'd love to
buy you a drink.”

Clearly tongue-tied, Casey looked her, and then at Ann.

“Oh, you don’t have to answer right now.” The waitress winked
as she left the table. “I’ll be back.”

Watching her as she walked away, Ann mumbled, “She’s cute.
You should go with her.”

Casey looked up. “Now I’ll ask you the same ridiculous ques-
tion. Is that what you want?”

Ann smiled and simply shook her head no.

Ann spooned the fajita fillings into a tortilla. Visions of the
scenes she just watched kept flashing through her mind. Between
the spices of the food and the excitement from her imagination,
the heat was almost unbearable.

“So, how does one manage a steamy love scene like that and not
get totally hot and bothered?” Ann asked after a few minutes.

With fork still in hand, Casey explained, “Well, this is the first
time I've ever done a scene like that with a woman . . . but I took
some advice given to me before my very first love scene. Before we
began the scene, the actor took me aside because he had heard that
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it was my first. He put his arm around me and said, ‘Sometimes it’s
really hard not to get too excited in one of these scenes. I find it
helpful if I tell the woman what really gets to me, then ask her
politely to refrain from that action. That way, I don’t get too
aroused.””

“And what did he ask you to refrain from?”

Casey chuckled. “To tell you the truth, I don’t remember.”
Then, setting her fork down, she continued, “But then he asked
me if there was anything that he should hold back on.” Laughing,
she finished, “I told him he could do anything he wanted because I
was a lesbian. I guess I shouldn’t have said that because that
seemed to excite him even more.”

Taking another bite of beans, Ann asked with a teasing smile,
“So, what did you ask Jenny to refrain from?”

Blushing, Casey exclaimed, “Are you asking me what my
biggest turn-on is?”

“Yes...no...Oh, Idon’t know...” Ann felt her face getting
hotter.

Casey leaned forward and motioned for Ann to join her in a
secret. “Doing anything to my neck . . . especially those little teas-
ing bites . . . it drives me crazy.” Casey fidgeted in her chair as she
felt the wetness forming below as she imagined the feeling.

“And Jenny . . . what did she ask?” Ann asked.

Casey shook her head. “I'm sorry, I don’t really feel comfortable
about divulging that information. It’s a pretty personal thing . ..”

Ann nodded. “You’re right. I'm sorry. I really shouldn’t have
asked.”

“And you? What’s your biggest turn-on?” Casey asked teasingly
as she took a bite of her enchilada.

Ann blushed again. “It’s really kind of a personal thing . . .”

Casey huffed. “Oh, I tell you, but now you won'’t tell me. You
are such a tease.”

Ann smiled and shrugged. “You didn’t have to tell me.”

After dinner, Casey drove Ann back to the hotel.

Ann leaned back in the window. “Oh, and Casey . . .” she said
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with a glimmer in her eye, “the smooth line where your leg meets
your hip . . . that’s what drives me crazy.” She watched as Casey’s
face flushed with excitement. “Sweet dreams!” she chimed and
waved good-bye.

Casey just sat in the car for a moment in a daze. She didn’t even
think about moving the vehicle. All she could concentrate on was
Ann’s body and the area that made Ann crazy. Her body was over-
heating. Suddenly, she heard a car horn behind her. She swiftly
placed the gear to drive and was on her way. Looks like it’s going to be
another vibrator night! Casey said to herself.

Back in her suite, Ann noticed the red light blinking on the
phone. Great, she thought, this ruins the perfect ending of a nice
night. She switched on some lights on the way to what seemed like
a strobe light through the darkness. Sinking down onto the couch,
she called in for her messages. She prepared herself for whatever
Kathy had to say. But the voice was not Kathy’s. Suzie had received
a call from a new client and wanted to schedule a meeting this
week.

Ann pushed the delete button, then made the appropriate calls
to Suzie, the airline and Casey.

“You’re leaving tomorrow morning?” Casey asked. “How long
will you be gone?”

“Just a couple of days. I can’t leave for very long. We’re in the
middle of trying to secure the beach house for the shot on location.
Then we have to adjust the script for the design of the house.”

“Well, it will be good for you to have some time with Kathy,
too.” Casey’s voice was tinged with sadness.

“Yeah, if she’s not too busy to see me,” Ann said pointedly.

“I’m sure she misses you. She just isn’t communicating it very
well.”

“Whatever,” Ann stated. “I’ll call you when I’'m returning to
L.A., okay?”

They said their good-byes, and Ann found that she too was
overcome with sadness.
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Early the next morning, Ann stepped off the plane into a hazy
fog, one of the things that she didn’t miss about San Francisco.
Leaving the airport she was confronted with a sea of cabs. She
looked for the cleanest one, then climbed in. Sighing as they
entered the traffic, she pulled out her cell phone. Maybe Kathy
would want to know that she was in town. The call went straight to
voice mail.

“Hi, babe. Just callin’ to let you know that I'm in town for a
couple of days. It would be nice to have dinner with you tonight,
or just to see you later on. I'm headed toward the office right now.
Give me a call, okay?”

Ann hadn’t heard from Kathy by mid-morning. She was trying
to concentrate on work, but her mind kept going back to the sad-
ness she felt about her connection with Kathy. Their relationship
wasn’t failing because Ann had decided to go to Los Angeles. It
had begun a long time before that. Kathy with her mood swings,
her work habits . . . was it all Kathy’s fault? Yes, Ann decided. Yes,
it was all Kathy’s fault. She had just thrown another log in the fire
by pursuing her dream. When the movie was over, Ann would
come back and work on rebuilding their life together. She knew
she could make it work.

The intercom broke into her thoughts. “Ann, your appoint-
ment is here.”

“Suzie, give me a minute, then show him in.” She needed to get
herself together. She needed to concentrate on the matter of the
Red String Corporation, a company focused on cat toys.
Unfortunately, their prior accountant had been a little playful with
their tax returns.

The meeting went well, and Ann wandered back into the office
about three o’clock. Her client had suggested that they talk over
lunch, her favorite kind of business meeting. Suzie followed her in
and sat down.

“You got that fax that you’ve been waiting for. Oh, and you got
flowers,” Suzie said as she dug in her pocket. “Here’s the card.”
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Ann was confused. “And you had the card in your pocket
because . .. ?”

“You wouldn’t believe how many people wanted to know what
that card said.”

“Wow! These are beautiful,” Ann exclaimed as she admired the
two dozen yellow roses. She hadn’t even been aware of the flowers
sitting on her credenza. She smiled as she opened the card and
read the message:

1 miss you. (Platonically, of course.) Casey.

Still admiring the flowers, she glanced over at her assistant. “So
why did everyone want to see the card? No one usually cares
around here.”

Suzie closed the door to the office. “I've always felt like you've
been more than a boss to me, kind of a friend, so I'm going to be
honest with you.” She motioned for Ann to sit back down.

Wary, Ann slowly sank into her chair. “Okay, what?”

“There’s a rumor going around the office that you’re having an
affair with someone on the set.” Suzie folded her hands nervously
in her lap.

Ann raised her eyebrows with surprise.

Suzie continued, “Now, I've known you long enough to know
better, but if my opinion matters at all, if you were having affair, I
wouldn’t hold it against you. In my opinion, you deserve to be
treated better than Kathy treats you.”

Ann smiled. “I am not having an affair. I have a new friend there
that I spend time with, but no affair. Sorry to disappoint everyone.
I still take my marriage vows very seriously.”

Suzie sighed in relief. “You know that I'm here if you need
me?” It was more of a statement than a question.

Ann nodded. She watched Suzie close the door then glanced
over at the roses. She went over and let the aroma fill her lungs,
then let the petals caress her face. She felt a small tear flit down her
cheek. At least someone misses me.

NS
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That night, Ann tossed and turned in her sleep. Kathy had
called her early in the evening, once again to tell her that she
couldn’t drop everything just because Ann decided to come into
town. Around one a.m., Ann gave into her sorrow and confusion
and let the tears flow freely. She barely noticed when Kathy came
in and turned on the bathroom light. Ann sniffled.

“Ann? Are you crying?” The voice came closer and closer to the
bed. Kathy sat down and ran her thumb over Ann’s cheek. “You are
crying. What’s the matter?”

“What’s the matter?” Ann whimpered in exasperation. “Do you
still love me, Kath?”

Kathy chuckled. “Of course I do. What brought this on?”

“You never want to see me . . . .or talk to me anymore . . .”

“Ann! I have a busy schedule. It was much easier when you were
here. Whenever I did have time, you were right here waiting. It
doesn’t work that way anymore.”

“It seems like your work is more important than our relation-
ship.” Ann’s heart ached.

“Don’t you even go there! Your work is more important than
‘us’ right now. Hell, you left town. I didn’t leave town.” Kathy’s
face reddened as her anger grew. “I need to unwind. I'm getting a
bowl of cereal and watching some television.”

Ann’s tears turned to resentment. She popped a couple of sleep-
ing pills and drifted off to sleep. Kathy fell asleep on the couch.

Ann was out of the house early, leaving a note behind for Kathy
who was still sleeping. She dropped by her office to go over some
files before she flew back. When Suzie arrived, Ann handed her a
list of items to follow up on.

“So, you’re leaving town right now? You just got here.”

“I know, but it’s a busy time back in L.A. They need me there,”
Ann explained.

Suzie examined Ann’s face. “You and Kathy had it out again,

huh?”
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Ann’s eyes welled up. “Anyway, if your offer is still good, I'd like
you to fly down next week for a few days. It won’t be all work—you
can play too.”

“Okay,” Suzie said softly. “Now, do you have everything that
you want to take with you?”

“Yes, I think I do.” Ann closed her briefcase and headed out the
door.

“Um ...Ann...you might need this.” Suzie handed her the
Red String file.

Ann smiled as she reopened the case, stuffed the file in and
closed it again. Suzie rode the elevator down and walked to the
enormous glass doors with Ann.

Suzie lay her hand on Ann’s shoulder. “Remember, I'm here
Ann. If you ever need to talk.”

Ann nodded then pushed through the doors and slipped into
the waiting cab.
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Chapter Thirteen

Ann was still depressed when she spoke with Casey to let her
know she was back in town. Saying she wanted to cheer her up,
Casey surprised her by taking her to the hottest place in town.
Unfortunately, she thought, Casey had forgotten that Ann wasn’t
impressed with the rich and famous. The lobster, however, cer-
tainly made an impact on her.

She’d just finished on one claw when a woman approached
their table. Upon further review, she recognized her as Toni
Williams, a very young but famous actress best known for her
work on an evening legal drama. Ann watched as Toni whispered
something in Casey’s ear, then with a seductive smile gently
touched Casey’s shoulder before whisking away. Ann smiled as
Casey’s face turned red.

“You’ve worked with her, haven’t you?” Ann asked.

Casey did not look up from her honey grilled salmon as she

nodded. “Uh-huh.”
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Ann reached over and pulled Casey’s plate away. Casey looked
up with a sheepish grin.

“Casey, did you do something else with her?”

Casey’s face turned an even deeper shade of red as she once
again nodded.

“Really?” Ann looked into her eyes. “What?”

Casey looked as if she was trying desperately to find the word
she was looking for.

“Was she kinky or something?” Ann was by now really curious.
Her thoughts went back to the handcuffs that she had found at

Casey’s place.
Casey lowered her eyes. “I think the word that would best
describe her was . . . .inexperienced.”

Ann gasped. “Casey, were you her first?”

Casey let out a slight laugh. “No, but I wouldn’t be surprised if
I'was her second.”

“So what did she whisper to you?”

Casey tucked her hair behind her ear. “She said that she had gotten
a little more knowledgeable, if I wanted to give her another try.”

“Well, are you going to?”

“What?” Casey asked. “Give her another try?” She shook her
head, then looked Ann in the eye. “She isn’t the type of woman I
want to be around.”

Ann blushed and went back to her lobster.

It was still relatively early when they finished dinner, so Ann
invited Casey back to her hotel. Ann excused herself to change into
something more comfortable while Casey surfed through the tele-
vision channels. Casey, deciding that she wanted to relax too,
pulled off her over-shirt.

“You come out in that little undershirt, and I’'m not supposed to
get turned on?” Casey asked.

Ann pointed to Casey. “Oh, yeah, and that little ‘sports bra’
showing off all your muscles isn’t supposed to make me hot?”
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“What, this?” Casey smiled mischievously as she reviewed her
outfit.

Ann laughed as she playfully nudged Casey. Push came to shove
and they wrestled until Casey had Ann pinned underneath her on
the couch. They once again, in Ann’s opinion, made the ultimate
error of locking eyes. For some reason this eye contact seemed to
hypnotize both of them, practically drawing them into a trance.
Ann reached up and drew her finger across Casey’s lips.

Casey lowered herself, bringing her face down to Ann’s. “I'm
warning you, I'm not feeling very strong right now.”

“And I'm so tired of fighting this thing between us,” Ann
admitted.

Casey, just inches away now, whispered, “Maybe just one kiss
wouldn’t hurt.”

Ann reached out to touch Casey’s cheek. “Oh, sweetie, I
couldn’t stop at just one kiss. Not even if it was one kiss on every
inch of your body.”

“Ann . ..” Casey held her gaze, clearly looking for direction.

“Casey—" Ann began in response, her sentence interrupted by
the sound of the telephone ringing.

Casey smiled in surrender as she sat up. “That would probably
be your wife.”

Ann softly smiled and grappled for the phone. “Hello?”

Casey pulled on her over-shirt and headed to the door.

“Yes, she’s right here.” Ann put her hand over the phone and
motioned to Casey. “It’s Pam.” Ann remembered meeting her and
her partner, Diane, at the bar the other night. Through the stories
told that evening, she found out that Pam had been Casey’s best
friend for years. Ann also got the feeling that night that Pam didn’t
really care for her at all.

Casey hurried over to the phone. “Pam?” After listening for a
few seconds, she spoke again. “Of course, I'll be right there.”
Casey hung up the receiver and turned to Ann. “Diane’s been in an
accident.” Grabbing her bag, she located and inspected her cell
phone. “Damn, I still had it set on silent.” She moved again to the
door.
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“Can I go with you?” Ann asked as she pulled at Casey’s arm.
Casey nodded and waited while Ann changed into another shirt,
then the two headed to the hospital.

Ann followed Casey into the hospital room. As they entered,
she heard the police officer questioning.

“So you just turned around and the car was there. Is that what
you’re saying?”

“Yes, yes, that’s what I just said. It’s the same thing that I told

'”

you an hour ago!” Diane replied in frustration.

“And you hadn’t had any alcohol?” he proceeded.

Diane shook her head adamantly. “No! I already told you that!”

Ann watched with irritation. She had seen this happen before
during the years she spent prosecuting. Officers questioned a sus-
pect over and over again, hoping that the person would get con-
fused and slip up. Finally Ann could take no more.

“Officer, I believe your interview here is over,” she said sternly.
“You have your statement.”

The officer halted his inquisition. “And you would be?”

Ann reached into her purse and pulled out a business card. She
was glad that she had never added the words tax attorney to her
card. “I'm a friend.” Then handing the card to the officer, she con-
tinued, “I'm also their attorney.”

Clearly confused, Diane looked at Pam. The officer examined
the card. Glaring at Ann he proceeded to return the card. Pam
grabbed the card out of his hand and reviewed it.

The officer shook his head as he closed his clipboard. “All you
dykes stick together,” he mumbled.

Ann was relieved that a nurse had entered the room. “Excuse me,
nurse?” She turned in Ann’s direction. “If you were asked to testify
in court, could you repeat what this officer just said?” Ann asked.

The nurse smiled and nodded. “Do you mean what he said
about ‘you dykes sticking together’?”

“Thank you.” Ann smiled as she looked back at the officer, who
huffed and stalked out the door.
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Casey smiled proudly and put her hand on Ann’s arm. “I
thought you were a tax attorney.”

“I'am a tax attorney. That doesn’t mean that I haven’t had any
experience on these matters. I worked as a prosecutor for several
years.”

Ann waited until the nurse had finished her duties and followed
her out the door. “I’ll be right back.”

Pam looked at Casey and then walked out into the hall to find
Ann who was getting the contact information from the nurse. Ann
turned to find Pam at her side. She took the piece of paper con-
taining the nurse’s information and offered it to Pam. “I know you
don’t really like me, but I will take on the case if you find that you
need my services.”

Pam took the information and looked at Ann. “It’s not that I
don’t like you . . .” She paused as she examined the slip paper. “I
just don’t like you fucking Casey.”

Ann looked at her in astonishment. “I'm not fucking Casey!”

Just then Ann felt a hand on her shoulder, and heard Casey’s
voice from behind her. “Pam, did you think that I was lying to
you?”

Pam looked at Casey, then at Ann. “I’'m sorry that I misjudged
you.” She offered her hand.

Ann shook her hand. “No apology necessary. You’re a good
friend, Pam. Casey’s lucky to have you.”

“Hey, Casey.” Ann had thought about going home alone, but
she just couldn’t bear it. “Will you stay at my place tonight?”

Ann was pulled back into her seat as she felt the effects of the
accelerator being pushed down.

“What do you mean?” Casey choked out.

Ann felt the speed being corrected. She could practically read
what Casey was thinking and laughed. “It’s not like that!” She
slapped Casey lightly on her shoulder. “I just don’t feel like staying
alone tonight. You would just be there to keep me company.”
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Casey mopped her brow. “Um . . . sure. I can do that,” she said,
not sounding sure of herself at all. “Good thing your couch is com-
fortable.”

“I wouldn’t make you sleep on the couch, silly!” Ann laughed
again. “The bed is king-size, so there’s plenty of room for both of
us. You just stick to one side, and I'll stick to the other.”

Back at the hotel, Casey felt herself getting heated again. How
could Ann have offered that they sleep in the same bed so casually?
Didn’t she know how hard it was already to be near her and not be
able to touch her? Hadn’t they both almost crossed the forbidden
line just hours ago? Even so, Casey crawled into Ann’s bed. She fell
asleep clinging to the side of the mattress.

Awhile later, in a sleepy haze, Casey suddenly felt a movement
behind her. Ann had her arm around her waist and was molded
into her backside. A warm feeling of contentment overwhelmed
her as Ann pulled her body into hers. Casey lay there for a moment
assessing the situation. What would be the consequences of
remaining in this position? On the one hand, if Ann awoke she
would be angry with Casey for not showing strength and could
insist on never seeing her again. On the other hand, Ann could get
carried away in the moment of closeness and they would make
mad, passionate love, in which case Ann would be overcome with
guilt and insist on never seeing her again.

It was a no-win situation, Casey conceded, and slowly rolled
away and out of bed. For a minute, she stood there watching the
woman she loved lie there dreaming. Part of her wanted to climb
back in bed and take her right then and there. The other part of
her was willing to wait, hoping that someday she would actually be
invited into Ann’s bed. Casey turned away, tiptoed from the room
and curled up on the couch, falling into a sweet dream.

NS

103

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



Casey awoke as the curtains on the windows were swept to their
sides. The sun streamed into the room. Raising one hand she tried
to block it from her eyes. Ohhh, she was sore. The couch just
wasn’t quite long enough.

“Wake up sleepyhead!” Ann sang. “What are you doing out
here? Wasn't the bed comfortable?”

“Yes, well, you tend to move around a lot when you sleep,”
Casey answered. “I thought you were going to keep to one side.”

Ann gasped. “I am so sorry! I had no idea.”

“No problem, the couch was okay,” she lied through her teeth.

“Well, time to get up. It’s Friday, the end of a very bad week,
and we have that beach party with all of the cast tomorrow. Our
weekend is looking up.”

“Oh, yeah, I have tickets to a play tonight if you’d like to go.”
Casey said while she rubbed her eyes.

“Okay then. Let’s start the day. The beginning of a great week-
end.”

Casey drove home to change and to pick up her clothes for the
evening. At least today would be on location instead of that dreary
sound stage. The shoots were going to be at a local country club.
She had been there before. The place was elegant but conservative.
It had reminded her of the club used in the movie Dirty Dancing.
Showered and refreshed, she loaded her clothes for the play. She
also packed a few extra comfortable clothes to keep at the hotel
since it seemed like she was spending a lot of time there.

The day turned out to be somewhat enjoyable, Casey thought
as she made her last wardrobe change. The dancing had been fun,
and the food delicious. Too bad the liquor hadn’t been real.
Stepping into her shoes, she felt her excitement growing. This
would be the last scene of the day, and then she would spend the
rest of the weekend with Ann.

The play was to start at seven o’clock. Casey and Ann had gone
straight from the set to the hotel room to get ready. Ann was tap-
ping her foot, trying to get Casey to hurry. It was six-thirty.
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“Come on, slowpoke!” Ann called out. “We’re going to be
late!”

“Okay, okay,” Casey said as she put on her shoes on the way to the
door. She was still hopping as Ann grabbed her purse and jacket.

Ann opened the door to leave. There stood Kathy.

“Surprise!” Kathy exclaimed, looking first at Ann and then over
at Casey. Reaching out, she grabbed Ann to kiss her.

Stunned, Ann turned her head and the lips met her cheek
instead of her mouth.

Kathy pulled away. “Not exactly the greeting I had expected.”

“I thought you weren’t coming,” Ann explained. “I’ve kind of
made plans with Casey.”

Kathy glanced at Casey and sarcastically smiled. “I'm sure she
understands, don’t you, Casey?”

Casey nodded and smiled politely. “Sure.”

“Please excuse us.” Kathy motioned for Casey to leave. “We
have a lot of catching up to do, if you know what I mean,” she said
with a wink.

At the door, Casey turned to look at Ann who felt frozen in
place. Kathy closed the door and pulled Ann to her once again.

Ann looked into her eyes and softly pushed away. “Kathy, give
me a minute, okay?” She then rushed out the door.

Casey was waiting for the elevator.

“Casey!” she called out.

Casey looked toward her and waited even though the elevator
door opened and then closed again. Ann approached her and
placed her hand on her arm.

“Casey, I'm sorry. I didn’t know what to say.”

Casey looked at her with complete understanding. “You don’t
have to say anything. She’s your wife. Go to her.”

Ann slightly shook her head. “But I don’t want—"

“Don’t finish that sentence,” Casey interrupted. Then, taking
Ann’s left hand, she pulled it up so that Ann could examine the
ring. “This piece of metal has been between us from the begin-
ning. It represents the woman back in your room, and the vow that
you made to her.”
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Ann concentrated on the ring, but more on the heat that was
penetrating from the hand that held it.

Casey touched Ann’s cheek with her other hand. “Now, go and
keep that vow. You need to get laid anyway, right?”

Ann closed her eyes, feeling Casey’s touch through every inch
of her body. She met Casey’s gaze. “I don’t know if I can.”

Casey softly smiled and entered the elevator. Ann heard her
return some advice that she had given several days ago. “If it helps,
pretend it’s me.”

Ann returned the smile as the elevator doors closed. Turning,
she made her way back to Kathy.

Ann’s thoughts swirled as she walked back down the hall. How
could she be with Kathy, she berated herself, when all she could
think about was being with Casey? Maybe she just needed to spend
some time with Kathy. Maybe she just needed to remember what
she loved about her.

Ann composed herself before entering the room. Shutting the
door behind her, she felt a twinge of apprehension as she saw that
Kathy was not in the living area. She made her way to the bedroom
and tried not to react negatively to the woman sprawled naked on
her bed.

“Hi,” she said softly as she leaned against the doorway.

“Don’t act so excited, darling,” Kathy said mockingly.

Ann walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. “I'm sorry. It’s
just that we have hardly spoken in a couple of weeks, and now you
want to jump right into bed.”

“Are you sure that’s what’s bothering you?” Kathy asked as she
took Ann’s hand and placed in on her breast.

“What do you mean?” Ann asked confused.

“Is something going on between you and Casey?”

Swallowing hard, Ann tried not to act guilty. “I've told you
before, we’re just friends.”

“Then come here and convince me,” Kathy said as she pulled
Ann to her.

“You’ve got to be kidding!” Ann backed away.

“What, baby?” Kathy acted innocent as she reached out for her.
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“I just saw you a couple of days ago. You wouldn’t even sleep in
the same bed with me!”

“I know. I’'m sorry about that.” Kathy sighed. “But what you
asked that night really got to me. I mean, you actually asked if I
still loved you. I had to come prove it to you. I still love you, Ann.”

Kathy took Ann’s hand and gently pulled her to the bed. The
lovemaking was awkward and dull. Ann remembered how to sat-
isfy Kathy, but it felt like Kathy had forgotten all about Ann’s body.
Ann faked an orgasm just to end the ordeal.

“You do remember that the beach party is tomorrow, right?”
Ann asked just as Kathy was taking a bite of her sandwich. They
had ordered room service and were sitting cross-legged on the
couch.

Kathy swallowed. “Gee, sounds like fun,” she quipped.

“Well, it will be fun. It’s all in your attitude.”

“So now I have a problem with my attitude?” Kathy snapped,
clearly irritated.

Ann sighed not wanting another argument. Putting down her
sandwich, she stood and sauntered toward the bedroom. “I’m tired
Kath. I'm going to bed.”

The next morning, Ann had to drag Kathy out of bed. “Come
on, Kathy. It’s almost eleven o’clock.”

“Do I have to go?” Kathy groaned.

“No, you don’t have to go. But I'm going, and I'm leaving in
thirty minutes.” Ann was at wit’s end and left the room. She heard
Kathy angrily throw back the sheets, her feet heavy on the floor
and finally the bathroom door slamming.

She and Kathy walked out the door at eleven-thirty exactly.

Just as they arrived a half-hour later, a set decorator, Linda,
approached. “Hey, Ann!” Glancing at Kathy, she asked, “Where’s
Casey?”

Ann winced at the question that she knew probably irritated
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Kathy. Shrugging, she introduced her to Kathy. “Linda, this is my
partner Kathy. Kathy, this is Linda, one of the set decorators.”

Linda looked confused as she shook Kathy’s hand. “Hi, Kathy.
How come I haven’t seen you around the set?”

Kathy looked annoyed. “I’'m not living here. I needed to stay in
San Francisco with my job.”

Linda nodded her head in understanding, then turned to Ann.
“So you don’t know when Casey is coming?”

Ann shook her head. “Sorry. Maybe we’ll see you later.”

She and Kathy walked in silence for a moment, Ann trying to
find the exact words to say. Kathy broke the silence.

“So this Linda person didn’t know that you had a partner?”

“I hardly know her,” Ann quickly replied. “That’s probably only
the second time I've even spoken to her.”

Kathy smirked. “She seems to know you well enough to think
you’d know where Casey is.”

Ann didn’t know how to respond. Suddenly Kathy, as if sensing
Ann’s nervousness, grabbed her hand.

“Come on. Let’s go see who else doesn’t know about me,” she
said meanly.

The answer became apparent as everyone seemed to stop their
conversations as she and Kathy walked by. Ann could tell that
Kathy was getting more and more pissed off. She was relieved as
Leslie shouted out a greeting.

They chatted with Leslie for about ten minutes until Ann’s stom-
ach rumbled from hunger. The aroma of barbequed hamburgers led
them to the buffet table. Ann and Kathy set their plates on the table
and sat down. Noisy chatter filled the air. Another woman
approached the table with her hands full and looked to see if there
was room enough for her to sit down. Starting to turn away, some-
one else motioned for her to sit in the empty space beside Ann.

The woman shook her head. “No, Casey will want to sit there.”
She wandered over to the next table.

“Funny how they would assume that Casey would be sitting
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there,” Kathy said dryly as she unrolled her napkin.

Ann turned to her. “Kathy—”

“Just go get us some drinks, okay?”

Just then, Casey sat down in the empty space beside Ann and
placed a diet soda in front of her.

Kathy, watching this action, mumbled, “How special.”

Ann sighed and rose from the table to retrieve a drink for
Kathy.

Casey chided herself. She should have brought a drink, or an
assortment of drinks, for Kathy. Ann will probably pay for that one,
she thought to herself. Opening her own drink, Casey tried to
relax. She felt tense, not only because of Kathy’s obvious dislike for
her, but also not knowing what had happened between Ann and
Kathy the night before.

After an uncomfortable silence, someone across the table from
Kathy tried to strike up a conversation. “So, Kathy, since Ann’s
been here all alone, we’ve really tried to keep her from being
lonely.”

“Yes, well, it seems some of you have been trying a little harder
than others,” Kathy quipped, glancing over at Casey.

Casey ignored the comment and politely tried to sway the con-
versation to another topic. “Kathy, meet Penny and Dawn. They
play Sam and Beth in the movie.”

Kathy finished her bite, then leaned forward conspiratorially.
“To tell you the truth, I can’t say that I know much about the char-
acters. I never read the entire book. I'm really too busy do any
light reading.”

Penny and Dawn looked surprised and didn’t respond to the
statement. Casey just shook her head and dropped her utensils
loudly on her plate. Kathy shrugged and continued eating. Casey
stood and carried her plate and soda away.

NS
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“So, what are you guys talking about?” Ann said as she set a
soda in front of Kathy and sat down. Glancing around, she tried as
nonchalantly as possible to find out where Casey had gone.

“We were just talking about how busy Kathy is,” Penny replied
with a tone of irritation.

“Yes, she is a busy woman,” Ann agreed. “She can’t just set her
clients aside like I can.”

“Don’t tell us that you’re an attorney too?” Dawn asked.

“Yes, but she’s a tax attorney,” Kathy answered, evidently bored.

“Kathy is a criminal attorney. She probably has, let’s see, about
ten cases on her plate right now,” Ann put in.

Kathy looked surprised. “You actually keep track of my case-
load?”

Ann nodded as she took another bite of her hamburger.

“So, you’re an attorney, a writer, and you take time to keep
track of Kathy’s workload. Wow! That’s busy.” Penny said directly
to Kathy. Kathy glared back at her.

Ann shook her head modestly. “Being a defense attorney is a lot
of work. I remember when I was a prosecutor, I hated it.” She took
a breath. “That’s actually how we met. I was the prosecutor on the
same case that Kathy was defending.”

“So who won?” Dawn asked.

Ann looked at Kathy and smiled. “I did.” Kathy just rolled her
eyes. “After we got together, I became a tax attorney so that we
wouldn’t be put in that situation again.”

“So you changed your whole career?” Dawn proceeded with
the subject, as if to further irritate Kathy.

She succeeded. Kathy stood. “Excuse me, I need another drink.”

Ann smiled, suspecting exactly what Dawn had done. She then
explained, “Really, it was my choice. I hated the courtroom. It
turned me into a real bitch.”

A while later, Kathy strolled back and sat down next to Ann.
“So how long are we supposed to stay here?”

“But we just got here!” Ann wasn’t ready to leave. She was just
finishing dessert. Dawn and Penny had gone to locate the volley-
ball net and volleyball.
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“Yeah, and how long do we have to stay? I'm bored already.”

“Just wait a few minutes. I think we’re going to play volleyball,
and we can go into the water if you’d like.”

Kathy rolled her eyes. “I'm going to the car to make a call.”

Ann stood and headed to the water. All she could hear was
laughter and music behind her. In front of her were rolling waves
that came in with a roar, but ran gently over Ann’s bare toes.
Swishing her feet in the cool water, she wished that Kathy was in a
better mood to play.

Casey spotted Ann wading in the ocean and strolled over.
Leaning forward, she peeked at Ann’s face. “Hi.”

“Hi,” Ann said as she continued to watch the tide. “I would’ve
come over but I didn’t want to interrupt your little groupie thing
going on.”

Casey laughed. “Yeah. They were trying to talk me into a three-
some.”

Ann’s gaze never wavered. “Sounds interesting.”

Casey rolled her eyes and admitted, “Like I could keep up with
those two young things.”

“I see you gave it some thought.”

“Sure. I figured if you were getting laid this weekend, why
shouldn’t I?”

Ann didn’t respond.

“Hey, I was just kidding,” Casey said as she touched Ann’s arm,
then immediately pulled away. She’d noticed Kathy in the parking
lot not far away.

Ann finally turned to face her. “Why? You should be out there
having some fun.”

“I do. I have fun with you,” Casey explained, looking into Ann’s
eyes.

“Okay, let me rephrase. You should be out there getting laid,”
Ann said, turning back toward the water.

“I don’t want any meaningless sex,” Casey stated. A second later

they both looked at each other and laughed.
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“I wish I had a tape recorder.” Ann chuckled. “Your friends
would have loved to hear that.”

The two turned somber and looked out at the bluish green
water.

“So, how’s it going with Kathy?” Casey asked, not really want-
ing to hear the answer.

“Great!” Ann replied dryly. “I remember all the reasons that I
fell in love with her.”

“Really?” Casey said, feeling a pain inside.

Ann looked down and sighed. “No.”

Just then, Kathy came jogging up behind them, put an arm
around each of them and squeezed. “Hey, guys, they’re putting up
the volleyball nets!” she said excitedly.

Casey had heard Ann speak of Kathy the alien. Was this her, or
was this just sarcasm? “Great! Let’s go play!” Ann had taken the bait.

“How about you, Casey? You any good at volleyball?” Kathy
asked.

Casey looked at Ann, then back at Kathy. “I haven’t played
since college, but I'll give it a try.”

The three women joined the others and amused themselves
until they were all drenched with sweat and rolling in sand.
Someone threw the volleyball out into the water, and it became a
new game in the waves.

Several hours later, as the sun was setting, the party came to an
end. Ann and Kathy were almost to the car when Ann remembered
that Leslie had requested some additional changes to the script.

“I’ll be right back. I forgot something.” Ann began jogging
back to where several people were still conversing. Grabbing the
script from Leslie, she pulled Casey aside.

“Is your birthday party still at the bar tomorrow night?” Ann
murmured into her ear.

Casey sighed. “Like Kathy will really let you come.”

Ann turned Casey’s face toward her to look into her eyes. “I
won’t miss your birthday.”
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Casey averted her gaze. “Have a good time tonight.”

Ann flipped through the script as she headed back to the car.
“Did you tell your girlfriend good-bye?” Kathy asked sarcastically
as Ann slid into her seat.

She threw the script onto the dashboard. “The script. See, I
went back for the script.”

“You still didn’t answer my question,” Kathy replied.

“It doesn’t deserve an answer.”

“Hell, she’s probably already in your pants,” Kathy said dis-
gustedly. “I should have said ‘lover.””

“Look, I'm only going to say this once. I am not now fucking
nor have I ever fucked Casey. And if I hear one more word about
it, I won’t be fucking you either!” Ann shouted.

“Such nice language from a prominent attorney,” Kathy

quipped.
Ann sighed. The alien was gone again.

Back at the beach, Dawn cornered Casey and asked, “So did
you tell Ann what Kathy said?”

“About what?” Casey replied.

“What Kathy said about not really reading her book.”

Casey shook her head. “It would only hurt her.”

“Yeah, but maybe it would send her straight into your arms.”

Casey was appalled. “Look, Ann takes her commitment to
Kathy and her marriage very seriously. I really respect her for
that.”

Sitting down in the sand, after Dawn had walked away in a
tizzy, Casey watched the sun sink into the darkening water. She
went to her car and drove home, all the while trying to keep Ann
out of her mind and yet wondering what she and Kathy would be
doing that night.
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Chapter Fourteen

Opening the door of the bar, Ann’s eyes adjusted to the dim
light. She smiled as she saw the big banner, “Happy Birthday,
Casey!”

Ann approached the table of rowdy women. Stopping, she
placed her hands on Casey’s shoulders and leaned over to whisper
in her ear, “Happy Birthday, beautiful.”

Casey must have been a little tipsy, Ann thought, because there
were tears gathering in Casey’s eyes as she broke into a wide smile.

“So how come the birthday girl isn’t dancing?” Ann asked as
she massaged Casey’s shoulders.

“Probably because she can’t stand!” Somebody chuckled. The
rest of the group broke into laughter.

Ann reviewed the various bottles and glasses that cluttered the
table. Looking down at Casey she asked, “Is that true?”

Casey shook her head and laughed. “No.”

Ann held out her hand. “Then dance with me.” Casey took her
hand and followed her to the dance floor.
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Casey looked into Ann’s eyes as she took her in her arms, allow-
ing several inches of space between them. “I wasn’t sure you’d be
here.”

“I told you that I wouldn’t miss your birthday party,” Ann
replied, watching as Casey scanned the room. “Are you looking for
someone?”

Casey brought her gaze back to Ann’s and said, “Kathy.”

Ann grimaced. “She went home tonight.”

Casey was evidently confused. “Didn’t she realize that tomor-
row is a holiday?”

“Well, I may have led her to believe that we were working
tomorrow.”

Casey raised Ann’s chin so that Ann would be forced to look at
her. “You lied to her?”

Hearing a trace of anger in Casey’s voice, Ann tried to explain.
“I'wanted to be here and I didn’t think you’d feel comfortable with
Kathy here.”

Casey looked away not knowing quite how to feel. Part of her
was indeed angry that Ann had lied to Kathy. But another part of
her was overjoyed that she had been chosen over Kathy. And yet
another part of her was confused as to where she stood in this rela-
tionship. She couldn’t help but to pull Ann closer as she pried for
further information. “So can I assume that she satisfied you sexu-
ally seeing as you allowed her to leave?”

Ann murmured seductively into Casey’s ear, “To be totally
honest, she hasn’t satisfied me in years.”

Casey felt her entire body heat up. “You do realize that you’re
telling me, the woman who dreams every night of a different way
to make love to you, that your current lover doesn’t satisfy you?”

Ann whispered, “Only at night?”

“You're just teasing me now.” The warmth inside her had
turned to frustration.
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Ann pulled her hand from Casey’s and wrapped her arms
around Casey’s neck, pulling her even closer. “What did you want
to hear? That I had an orgasm on every flat surface available?”

Casey decided to tease back. “Only on flat surfaces?”

“Now you're just teasing 7ze!”

“I guess you’ll never know, will you?”

The song over, the two wandered back to the table. Over the
next hour, Ann watched as Casey downed shot after shot with her
friends. After the waitress had delivered several trays of drinks, the
bartender visited the table.

She leaned into the group. “Okay, can I ask who the designated
driver is here?”

Ann immediately raised her hand in response. “I'hat would be
me.”
The bartender nodded. “I’ll bring you a free soda. So, do you
have all of their keys?”

Pam threw her keys onto the table and looked at Casey. Casey
grinned as she pulled her keys from her pocket and jingled them in
front of Ann. But as Ann reached for them, Casey stood up and
dropped them down the front of her jeans.

“Come and get them,” she dared.

Pam and Diane broke out in laughter, but Ann looked at the
bartender, unamused. “I'll have them by the time you get back.”
The bartender left and Ann, annoyed, said, “Come on Casey, don’t
be a jerk.”

“Hey, this gives you a good excuse to get in my pants,” Casey
teased.

Ann stared at her, not finding her comment appropriate in this
setting. She looked over at Pam and Diane, but neither would offer
help. Reluctantly, she stood and stepped behind Casey. She slipped
her arm around her waist and under Casey’s jeans.

“Gee, no foreplay?” Casey chuckled.

Ann was angry now. She was not about to make this enjoyable

'”

for her. “This wasn’t the way I pictured this happening!
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With one swift jerk, she reached in, grabbed the keys and
pulled them out. Stuffing the keys into her own pocket, she looked
sternly at Casey and dragged her onto the dance floor.

“Is this the obligatory snuggle after intimacy?” Casey joked.

Ann was finding no humor in the situation. “Why are you
drinking so much?” Ann snapped.

Casey took several moments before answering, tears in her
eyes. “I was just trying to numb myself of the pain . . . the confu-
sion . . . the burning sensation in my body. I want you so bad,
Ann.”

Ann’s wall of anger crumbled. Looking into Casey’s eyes, she
responded with a soft voice. “I'm sorry. I didn’t realize how all this
was affecting you. Maybe I should leave.”

“No!” Casey cried as she clung to Ann’s body. Ann lay her head
on Casey’s shoulder and gently rubbed her back in a soothing
motion as they continued to move to the music. They found a
comfortable rhythm that seemed to ease the sexual friction. Then
Casey slid her hands down onto Ann’s butt.

“Casey . ..” she warned her.

Casey whispered in desperation, “Please, Ann, it’s my birthday.
Let me have a little leeway.”

Ann conceded and let Casey’s hands remain. She felt her own
burning sensation under Casey’s caress. Caught up in the moment,
Ann let her own hands roam down Casey’s back and onto her butt.
A moan escaping Casey’s throat brought Ann back to reality.

Stopping abruptly, she grabbed Casey’s hand. “Come on, it’s
time to go home.”

Ann grabbed the other keys and motioned to Pam and Diane
that it was time to leave. Ann helped Casey into the passenger seat
and made sure Pam and Diane were buckled up too. “You guys want
to sleep in the spare bedroom?” Ann asked Pam and Diane. She
didn’t really feel like playing taxi service tonight. They said yes, and
Casey immediately lay back in her seat and closed her eyes. Ann
wasn’t sure exactly what was happening in the backseat on the way to
Casey’s house. At one point she looked into the rearview mirror and,

upon passing a bright light on the freeway, caught the sight of a hand
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on a bare breast. Shaking off the image running through her head,
she remained focused on the road ahead.

Turning into the driveway, Ann hesitated to look behind her
into the backseat. She was relieved when she heard the doors open.
Coming around the car, she opened the passenger door, woke
Casey and helped her into the house.

“Where are you going to sleep?” Pam smiled suspiciously.

Ann shrugged. “On the couch, I guess. I'm too tired to drive
back to the hotel.”

The two nodded and stumbled down the hall toward the spare
bedroom.

Ann led Casey down the hall to her room, turned down the bed
and sat her down. Sitting next to her, Ann began to help Casey pull
her overshirt off. All of a sudden, Casey showed a burst of energy
as she grabbed Ann and pushed her down on the sheets. Next
thing she knew, Ann’s arms had been pinned underneath her and
Casey was looking down at her with a teasing smile. Ann was too
tired to play this game.

“Casey, please, I'm too tired for this.”

“I’ll wake you up,” Casey said as she slowly unbuttoned Ann’s
shirt and ran her hand along Ann’s bare skin and over her bra. Ann
closed her eyes as she felt the sensation, and then Casey’s lips as she
kissed her neck. This was indeed waking her entire body. Luckily,
the next thing she felt was Casey’s body falling limp as she passed
out on top of her. Ann smiled in relief as she rolled away.

Ann stood and went to turn out the light. Looking back, she
watched as Casey lay limp. Smiling to herself, she thought, revenge
is sweet. She was amazed how easy it was. Within minutes she had
undressed Casey and stood back to admire the tan, muscular, com-
pletely nude body, before her. She covered Casey with the sheet,
shut off the light and closed the door.

Casey was awakened by a noise coming from another room.
Rubbing her eyes, she moaned as the light made her eyes burn and
her head ache. Attempting to sit up she felt the sheets against her
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naked body. She lay her head in her hands, trying to remember
how she got home last night and how she had gotten undressed.
Responding to the sound of clatter from the kitchen, she got up
and pulled on her robe. Heck with how she had gotten home. The
question was, who had she brought home and would she remem-
ber her name upon seeing her face?

Stumbling through the living room, Casey stopped and leaned
against the doorjamb with a sigh of relief. The woman standing in
the kitchen was Ann.

“God, am I glad it was you,” Casey exclaimed.

“Of course it’s me,” Ann replied. “Wait a minute. You're not
going to tell me that you don’t remember my birthday present to
you last night, are you?”

Casey tried desperately to remember but her mind was blank.
“We didnt. . .”

“Why do you think you were naked?”

Casey saw a little glimmer in Ann’s eyes but wasn’t sure what it
represented. Hoping that Ann was just teasing, she asked, “You are
kidding, aren’t you?”

Ann came toward her, brought her face in close, then tweaked
her nose. Smiling, she said, “Gotcha!”

Casey returned the smile but questioned, “So how did I end up
naked?”

Ann laughed mischievously. “I told you I'd get to see you naked
someday.”

“You didn’t!” Casey was appalled.

“Not a natural blonde, huh?” Ann laughed again as she left the
room.

Casey wobbled over to the cupboard and pulled out some
aspirin. Pouring herself a cup of coffee, she swallowed several pills.
What else did she smell besides coffee? She checked the oven and
found biscuits. Although they weren’t quite ready, they looked like
something her stomach could take. Hearing voices from the living
room, Casey wandered in and found Pam and Diane sprawled out
on a couch, both holding their heads as if they were going to fall
off. Casey slumped down into the other sofa with a moan.
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“There’s more orange juice and it looks like some biscuits on
the way,” she mumbled. “Ann’s sure in a cheerful mood this morn-
ing.”

“We’re actually surprised that she’s even talking to you after last
night.” Pam snickered.

Confused, Casey looked at them.

“You don’t remember, do you?” Pam asked. Casey shook her
head. “You made her go fishing for your keys in your pants!”

Casey almost choked on her coffee. “You mean in my pockets,
right?”

Pam and Diane shook their heads. Diane said, “No, we mean in
your pants.”

Casey’s face burned as she hid it in her hands. “Oh, my God.”

Ann came in with a fresh pitcher of orange juice. “What’s the
matter?”

Diane giggled. “We were just telling Casey about the key inci-
dent last night.”

Casey couldn’t bear to face her, but muttered, “I am so sorry.”

Ann sat down and leaned back in the chair. “I don’t know why
they’re giving you such a hard time, I think you all embarrassed
yourselves a little last night.”

Pam looked innocent. “What did we do?”

Ann looked her straight in the eye. “What exactly were you two
doing in my backseat on the way home last night?” She asked as
she made her way back to the kitchen.

Diane reached over and slapped Pam. “I told you that she could
see us. God, that’s embarrassing.”

Casey moaned at the sound of the telephone ringing. On the
second ring, Pam held her head and glared at Casey. “Get the
damned phone!”

Casey groaned as she leaned over and hit the speaker button.
“Hello?”

“God! You sound terrible,” said the voice on the other end.

“Bad hangover from last night,” Casey replied, wondering who
the hell was calling so early.
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“Last night?” the voice asked.

“My birthday party.” Confused, she tried to place the voice.

“How’s Ann doing?” the voice continued.

“Fine.” Casey gave up. “I’'m sorry, who is this?”

“Kathy. You remember, her wife?” There was a pause. “No
wonder she wasn’t home last night. And the funny thing is, no one
is working at the studio today. I guess I should’ve known to call
your house first.”

Casey winced and tried to sound calm as Pam and Diane looked
panicked. “Let me go get Ann, okay, Kathy?” Casey called out to
Ann.

Kathy ignored Casey’s statement. “I bet I can guess what Ann
gave you for your birthday last night.”

Casey grabbed the receiver and spoke directly into it. “I'm
going to get Ann.” This time she yelled louder for Ann.

“Don’t bother,” Kathy said as she hung up. Casey closed her
eyes as she heard the dial tone.

“What?” Ann came rushing in the room.

“Umm . . . you need to call Kathy.”

“Why?” Ann drew out the word while looking at her suspi-
ciously.

“She just called . . . and hung up on me.”

“Because I wasn’t getting to the phone quick enough?” Ann
paused to think. “Wait a minute. She called here . . . on your home
phone?”

“Yep. I told you that you shouldn’t have lied to her about work-
ing today.” Casey sang the words.

“Shit! What did she say?”

“She knows that you’re not working today. She knows it was my
birthday yesterday. She knows that you were with me last night
and today. She said that she could guess what you gave me as a
birthday present.” Casey replayed their conversation.

Ann covered her face in horror. “Oh, God, what am I going to
do. I bet she’s really angry now.”

Casey nodded. “I’d say she’s furious.”
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Ann sighed. “Okay. Well, 'm going back to the hotel. Maybe
I'll think of something to say on the way there.

Ann called Kathy. No answer. She busied herself with trying to
clean up her work area as she was expecting Suzie to arrive soon.
Ann called several time more. Still no answer. When the phone
finally rang, Ann grabbed the receiver immediately. It was Suzie,
down at the hotel desk. She quickly stacked some papers and set
them on the desk before she left the room. She would have to try
Kathy again later.
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Chapter Fifteen

Casey stood at Ann’s door as it swung open. Before her was a
woman in her twenties in a white hotel robe combing through her
wet hair.

“Can I help you?”

Casey looked at the number on the door and then again at the
woman. “Is Ann around?”

The woman looked at her curiously then motioned for Casey to
come in. “Yeah. I'll go get her.”

Casey watched as the young woman went into the bedroom and
shut the door. Soon after, Ann emerged.

“What are you doing here?” Ann asked.

“Now I see why you didn’t answer your phone last night,”
Casey quipped.

“You tried to call?”

Casey frowned at her. “Yeah, several times.”

“Suzie, my assistant, arrived at the hotel last night and they
didn’t have her reservation.”
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Casey nodded, still irritated. “And you weren’t answering your
phone because . . .”

Ann shrugged. “She hadn’t had anything to eat so I sat with her
down in the restaurant. Maybe you called while we were out.”

“So where’d she stay last night?”

“Here.” Ann was clearly getting tired of this line of question-
ing.
“And where did she sleep?”

“Is there a reason you stopped by, Casey?” Ann snapped.
Apparently, she was aggravated by the insinuation.

“Are you going to answer my question?”

“Are you going to answer mine?” Ann responded.

“I thought maybe since Leslie gave us another day off, we could
go to lunch. I didn’t realize that I needed to call first.” Casey’s hurt
came out as sarcasm.

“Where were you thinking of eating?”

“Dominic’s.”

“Okay. I need to drop Suzie off at the rent-a-car place. Can I
meet you there in, say, half an hour?”

Casey nodded and looked into Ann’s eyes. “Are you going to
answer my question?”

Headed toward the bedroom, Ann shot back, “It doesn’t
deserve an answer.”

When Ann didn’t come out, Casey left the hotel room slam-
ming the door behind her.

Ann met Casey at Dominic’s and she had just sat down when a
voice came from behind her.

“Casey!”

Casey looked up and politely smiled. “Hello, Karla.”

The woman walked over and stood with her back to Ann. “Did
you get my letter? I haven’t heard anything from you.”

Ann looked at Casey for an introduction. Casey complied.
“Ann, this is my attorney, Karla Kaufman. Karla, this is—”

Karla had turned toward Ann and interrupted Casey in mid-
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sentence. “Oh, my God. Ann Covington. Are you trying to steal
away my client?” she joked.

Ann broke into a smile. “Karla! God, no. These actors are way
too temperamental for me.”

Casey looked confused. “Do you two know each other?”

“For . .. what has it been, five years or so?” Karla turned to Ann
again. “What are you doing in Los Angeles? I wish I would’ve
known you were in town. Wow, did we have some crazy times,
huh?”

Ann laughed and gestured to keep those memories a secret.
Casey mentioned business and then shooed Karla away.

“Did you sleep with my attorney?” Casey said looking up from
the menu.

“Before I respond to that question, I want you to take a
moment and consider when she and I knew each other. Five years
ago...hmm...I've been with Kathy ten years . . .” With that, she
expected the question to be dropped.

Instead, Casey asked again, “Did you sleep with my attorney?”

Ann sighed angrily and threw her napkin down on the table.
“You know, that’s the second time today that you’ve questioned my
integrity.”

Casey still had her eyes glued to the menu before her.

Ann scooted her chair back and rose. “Suddenly, I'm not very
hungry.” She picked up her purse and stalked out of the restaurant.

What nerve, she thought. She was proceeding to back out of her
parking space, when suddenly Casey appeared beside her, slapping
the card door to stop her.

Ann rolled down her window. “What do you think? That I've
slept with other women and that I’'m just holding out on you?
Playing hard to get? If you have to hear it then I'll say it. No, I
have never been unfaithful to Kathy in the ten years that we’ve
been together. And here’s another thing that I'll admit. You are the
first and only time that I've been seriously tempted to do other-
wise. But right now, I'm extremely thankful that I haven’t acted on
that temptation!”

“Ann . ..” Casey stuttered.
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“You know what? We need some time apart,” Ann said as she
backed out and sped out of the parking lot.

Casey checked several places before she found Ann, two hours
later, sitting alone on the beach, at the exact spot they had pic-
nicked days before. Ann was shivering as the cool breeze ran across
the water. Grabbing a jacket from her car, Casey approached her,
gently placed the jacket across her shoulders and sat down beside
her. The two of them sat in silence for several moments while
Casey organized her thoughts.

“I'm sure that you’ve heard stories about my reputation of
being a cold-hearted bitch.” Casey sighed. “Well, all the stories
you’ve heard are probably true. But lately, I've found myself with
feelings that I've never allowed myself before. Jealousy, for one.”
She paused, but Ann still sat staring out at the sea. “You asked me
a few weeks ago if our relationship was going to be a problem for
me. Never in my wildest dreams would I have imagined what a
problem it’s become. I'm finding it extremely hard—"

“And you don’t think that it’s hard for me? To want someone so
badly in Los Angeles, and yet have someone back in San Francisco
who expects me to be faithful?”

Casey’s heart went out to her. Until now, she hadn’t realized
Ann’s agony. “So what’s the solution?”

Ann sighed. “I'd say we shouldn’t see each other anymore, but
I don’t know what would be more painful. Seeing you every day, or
not seeing you.”

“Not seeing you would definitely be more painful for me,”
Casey said softly. “Please don’t ask that of me.”

“If we’re going to continue seeing each other, I can’t guarantee
that I can be strong one hundred percent of the time. I'm going to
have to ask you to be strong when I'm not.” Ann turned to look
her in the eye. “It’s extremely important to me, Casey.”

Casey nodded. “I know it is.” After a long moment of self-
reflection, Casey said, “All I can do is promise to try.”

“That’s all that 'm asking.”
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Chapter Sixteen

Trouble on the set. First day back for shooting. What a day for Leslie
to be sick, Ann thought as she approached Casey and Jenny who
were practically screaming at the top their lungs.

“So what’s going on guys?” Neither of them stopped their rage
until Ann turned to Casey and placed her hand on her arm.

Suddenly Casey, and then Jenny, broke for a breath.

“One at a time, please,” Ann said, giving Jenny the first oppor-
tunity to speak. Casey immediately started ranting and raving
again. Ann turned to her. “Shut up!” Turning back to Jenny she
noticed Casey beginning to walk away. Ann snapped, “Don’t even
think about it, Casey.”

Before addressing Jenny, she narrowed her eyes at Casey then
said with a teasing smile, “God! You can be such a bitch some-
times.”

Ann, now facing Jenny, whispered, “Is she smiling?” Jenny
peeked over Ann’s shoulder. Ann felt relief as she watched Jenny
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nod and her lips turn up into a smile. Sighing, she walked over to
Shelley.

“Has this been going on all day?”

“Just in the last couple of hours.”

“Well, if it gets out of control again, just call it a day.” Ann
placed her hand on her forehead; it was almost the end of the day.
“I can’t deal with it. I have a migraine and I intend to lay on the
couch in my trailer until someone can take me home.”

“I'm so sorry you're feeling bad. Are you absolutely sure that
there’s nothing I can do?”

Casey had given Ann a ride back to the hotel and helped her
undress. Ann shook her head and fell into bed. “I've just been
under a lot of stress lately.”

“I know . . . and you have to feel better by tomorrow. We go on
location, remember?”

“Thank you for the added pressure,” Ann mumbled.

“It’s only one night,” Casey said soothingly. Ann didn’t seem to
mind her presence. “Are you and Kathy back on speaking terms?”

“No. She still hasn’t answered my calls.”

Casey caressed Ann’s cheek. “I’ll be right back.” She shut the
bedroom door and sat on the desk that Suzie was using. Casey
extended her hand. “Hi, I'm Casey. I guess we didn’t get off to a
great start yesterday. Can we start over?”

Suzie smiled. “I'm sorry about the misunderstanding.” She
laughed. “Me and Ann having an affair . . . my husband and I both
laughed about that last night.”

“So, when Ann has migraines in San Francisco, what do you
do?”

Suzie shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t do much. I call Kathy, call her a
cab and send her home.”

Casey nodded. “Do you have Kathy’s number? I'm going to try
and give her a call.”

Suzie took out a card from her Rolodex and handed it to her.

“Good luck.”
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Casey began calling immediately.

An hour later, the phone rang. It was Kathy.

“Kathy, I'm so glad that you finally called. Ann has a migraine
and I don’t know what to do.” Casey was frantic.

“Oh, how sweet. You want to take care of your girlfriend, or
wait . . . is it my wife? I keep forgetting,” Kathy replied sarcasti-
cally.

“Stop with the sarcasm, Kathy. The only reason that 'm here
taking care of your wife is because you’re too damn busy to take
care of her yourself.” Casey willed herself to stay calm. She took a
deep breath to soften her mood. “Please, Kathy. I just want to
make her feel better.”

After several moments of silence, a more rational, gentler voice
came over the phone. “You need to make sure that the bedroom is
totally dark. Even the slightest bit of light hurts her.” Kathy
sighed, then continued, “There’s some pills in the cabinet in the
bathroom. I made sure that they were there. The label says to take
one pill every four hours, but you need to give her two because one
just doesn’t do the trick. She’ll fight you on it because she hates
them, but it’s the only thing that works. The pills will knock her
out for a while and then she’ll try to get up because she feels better.
Don’t let her because when she gets up too quickly the migraine
just switches sides. So make her take more pills until she sleeps,
like, twelve hours straight.” Pausing, Kathy added, “and I can’t
believe that I'm actually saying this, but you need to hold her until
the pills take effect, otherwise she won'’t stay still long enough for
them to help.”

Hearing silence on the other end of the phone, Casey was
unsure if they were still connected. “Kathy?”

Kathy responded quietly, “Just take care of her Casey. You’d
better get used to it because it happens all the time, and it looks
like she wants to spend more time with you than with me. I can
understand it. God knows I haven’t been doing a very good job of
taking care of her lately.”

The next sound Casey heard was the dial tone on the other end
of the line. Casey hung up and went into the bedroom to find Ann
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lying on the bed with a pillow over her head. Immediately she
noticed how much light was in the room. Closing all the blinds
and drapes, she made her way to the bathroom to locate her med-
icine.

“Ann?” Casey whispered as she tenderly removed the pillow
from Ann’s head. “You need to take these,” she said, holding out
two pills and a glass of water.

Ann objected just as Kathy had said but finally conceded and
swallowed the medicine. Casey wrapped her arms around Ann and
held her as she was told. As they both drifted off to sleep she
remembered Kathy’s gentle voice on the phone. For the first time
she realized that maybe Kathy really did care about Ann. And for
the first time Casey felt guilty for wanting to take Ann away.

Casey opened her eyes upon hearing Ann’s voice. “Hey, you
need to get up and get in the shower if we’re going to make it on
time.”

Casey looked at her, fresh out of the shower. “How are you
feeling?”

Ann shrugged. “Okay, I guess. I always have this blurriness the
next morning. But I'll feel better as the day goes on.” She sat down
on the bed. “How did you know about my medicine last night?”

Casey wasn’t sure if Ann would be angry about her phone call.
“I ... called Kathy.”

Evidently shocked, Ann stood up. “Oh, so she would talk to you
but not to me?” She shook her head.

“It’s not like that. I called about every five minutes begging for
suggestions on helping you to feel better.”

“And she actually told you?” Ann asked in disbelief. “I would
have thought that she would want me to be in pain.”

“No, actually she was very helpful. She cares about you, Ann,”
Casey admitted.

“Uh-huh.” Ann stared into the mirror on the wall. “Get in the
shower.”
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Chapter Seventeen

It was a long drive to Coronado Island in San Diego where they
would be on location for the next two days. But once they arrived
in the area, they both agreed it was well worth it. The grassy knolls
stretched out forever. This is where the various outdoor competi-
tions written about in the fictional ‘Sun and Fun’ day in her book
would be shot. Losing track of time, they were the last to make it
to the hotel to get their room assignments.

“And here’s the room key for Casey and Ann,” the production
assistant said as she handed the key to Casey.

Ann looked confused. “Why does everyone else get separate
rooms and we have to share?” she asked.

The assistant seemed embarrassed. “I'm sorry. I was told that
you would want a room together.”

Ann looked at Casey, who raised her hands in defense. “Don’t
look at me. I didn’t have anything to do with this.”

“She didn’t,” the assistant admitted. “It was Shelley who told
me how many rooms to get.”
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Shelley came over to the group after hearing her name. “Did I
hear my name?”

“Yes,” said the assistant. “You told me to only get one room for
these two.”

Shelley’s face turned red with embarrassment. “I am so sorry,
you guys,” she apologized. “I was being sarcastic. I said that a lot of
your problems would be solved if you two would just get a room
together.” She laughed nervously.

The two women did not smile back.

“Just get another room, okay?” Shelley told the assistant.

“There are no more rooms.” The assistant grimaced. “And this
one only has one king-size bed.”

Casey shrugged and looked at Ann. “We’re two adults. We can
sleep in the same bed.”

Later, after midnight, Casey felt Ann stir and watched her get
up and close the window. She rubbed her arms as she shivered.

“Cold?” Casey asked out of the darkness.

Ann’s voice shook. “I'm freezing.”

“Come here.” Casey raised the covers and reached for her. Ann
climbed back into bed, where Casey tried to rub the goosebumps
from Ann’s arms. Then, pulling her down into her arms, Ann’s
backside molding into Casey’s stomach, she held her close. Side by
side, they both drifted off to sleep.

Ann was rudely awaked by the buzz of the alarm. With Casey
still half asleep, Ann reached over to stop the noise.

Casey murmured, “Are you still cold?”

Ann smiled and placed Casey’s fingers on her nose. “Just my
nose.” Then she added, “You know what they say. ‘Cold nose’”—
she brought Casey’s hand from her nose down to her chest,—
“‘warm heart.””

Casey clasped Ann’s shirt, pulled her forward and kissed her
nose. Their gazes met, their lips just inches away. Casey slowly
shifted her thigh in between Ann’s legs.
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“Mmm . . . you don’t fight fair.” Ann smiled as she felt the
gentle pressure between her legs.

“All’s fair in love and war.” Casey smiled back.

“Oh, and which is this?”

“I"d say a little of both,” Casey replied.

Ann’s memory of the tan, firm body below her flashed through
her mind. She felt Casey’s fingers comb through her hair. She felt
Casey’s grasp of her T-shirt pulling her closer. Something in her
made her surrender. Their lips just a breath away, fate struck again.

“I swear the telephone company must be conspiring against
us!” Ann smiled as the phone rang beside her.

Moving away, Ann picked up the phone and set it back down.
“Our wake up-call.” She explained to Casey. Rising from the
warmth, Ann asked teasingly, “Do you want the first cold shower,
or should I?” Then, knowing Casey so well, she answered what she
thought would be Casey’s next question. “And, no, we can’t take
one together.” Ann chuckled as Casey tried to look innocent.

“You go first.” Casey crossed her arms and grinned. “And Ann,
make sure you lock the bathroom door behind you huh?”

Ann smiled, grabbed her robe and shut the door. She heard
Casey’s laughter as she turned the lock on the door.

“Hey, today was a great day! We got want we wanted on loca-
tion, it was a beautiful day for the beach scenes . . .” Casey paused.
“So . .. why the long face, cowboy?” She said in her best John
Wayne imitation.

Ann looked at her and laughed. “Don’t quit your day job!”
Then, sobering, she said, “Kathy just canceled on me this week-
end. It wouldn’t be such a big deal but we have the LAC dinner
this Friday night.”

Casey looked confused. “LAC?”

“Lesbian Attorneys of California,” Ann explained. “I hate going
to those things alone.”
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“I'm sorry,” Casey replied.

“Hey, what are you doing Saturday night?” Ann smiled.

“Oh, no. It sounds like a thrilling evening . . .” Casey said, her
sarcasm sneaking out. “But I think I’'m going to be out of the coun-
try.”

“Come on. It won’t be that bad,” Ann whined.

“What’s it worth to you?” Casey teased.

Ann blushed. “What do you have in mind?”

“Wipe that smirk off your face. My intentions are honorable,”
Casey replied. “If I go to the LAC dinner with you, you have to go
to that premiere with me next week.”

“Are you sure that you want to show up with a ‘nobody’ at that
premiere?” Ann kidded.

“Are you sure that you want to show up with a temperamental
actress at your dinner?” Casey kidded back.

“Hmm . .. I'll be the talk of the evening.” Ann smiled.

“Hmm . . . so will I.” Casey smiled back.

Ann walked out of the bedroom still fidgeting with her dress.

“Wow,” Casey exclaimed as she stood. “Do all attorneys clean
up this well? Because if they do, I'm calling mine right now.”

Ann smiled as she modeled her periwinkle-colored dress. “So I
look okay?”

Casey could not keep the smile off of her face. “Yeah, but I
don’t know if I’ll be able to drive.”

Clearly confused, Ann looked at her.

Casey could not take her eyes off of Ann, but clarified her state-
ment. “I won’t be able to keep my eyes off you.”

Ann walked over to Casey and lifted her chin so that their eyes
met. “That’s okay. It’s not your eyes that I'm worried about!”

“Don’t tell me that you didn’t do this on purpose. You wore this
dress to drive me wild all night.”

Ann said with a devilish smile, “Maybe.”

NS
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Casey was overwhelmed by the crowd at the LAC dinner.
There must have been five-hundred women in attendance. The
dinner had been delicious. She had been afraid that some kind of
puny salad would be served. However, when the tri-tip and garlic
mashed potatoes were set in front of her, she squelched a joyous
scream inside. And the chocolate mousse dessert had been superb.
Now that all the dinnerware had been removed from the table,
Casey found it difficult to stay awake. All of the women at the table
had been pleasant, but their banter was dull. As Ann and the
woman beside her engaged in a legal conversation, Donna, the
woman across the table, rose and approached Casey.

“Wanna dance?” she asked over Casey’s shoulder. Casey
glanced at Ann, who clearly had her full concentration on the sub-
ject at hand. “They’ll be at it for an hour,” Donna explained as she
offered her hand.

Casey allowed herself to be led to the dance floor.

“I have a feeling that you're used to leading,” the woman said to
Casey as she stepped into her.

Casey nodded and took the lead.

Donna immediately began a conversation. “So I was little sur-
prised to see Ann here tonight without Kathy. I notice that she’s
still wearing her ring. Why is it that you’re here with her?”

“Kathy couldn’t make it tonight. And Ann isn’t here ‘with’ me.
It’s not like that,” Casey replied.

Donna smiled. “Who do you think you’re kidding? She may
not be here ‘with’ you, but you, my dear, are most definitely here
‘with’ her.”

Baffled, Casey looked her.

Donna began again, “I've been watching you all night. You
can’t take your eyes off of her.” Donna paused to look Casey
straight in the eye. “Look, you’re barking up the wrong tree. I
know Ann. She’s straight as an arrow. She won’t cheat in business
and she won’t cheat on Kathy.”

Just then, Ann appeared and tapped Donna’s shoulder.

“May I cut in?” she asked Donna.
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Donna stepped aside and smirked at Casey. “Hmm . . . I stand
corrected.”

Casey beamed as she took Ann in her arms.

“So, was Donna trying to pick you up?” Ann asked with a smile.

Casey laughed and shook her head in disbelief.

“What? You are the sexiest woman here,” Ann teased.

Casey blushed. “Actually, she was warning me away from you.”

“Really? What brought that on?”

Casey shrugged. “Something about my not being able to keep
my eyes off you all night.”

Ann met Casey’s gaze. Casey, caught up in the moment, let her
hand slide down from the small of Ann’s back onto her butt. Ann
closed her eyes, obviously taking in the sensation. Suddenly, Ann
reached back and moved Casey’s hand back to its proper place. She
caught Casey’s gaze again, relaying an unspoken message. Casey
returned the look with complete understanding.

The evening winding down, Casey followed Ann as she made
her way through the crowd relaying her good-byes and promises
to stay in touch. It was almost midnight when they climbed into
Casey’s car.

“God, I feel like I embarrassed myself in there. I could hardly
carry on a conversation with those people. I hope I didn’t embar-
rass you. Maybe you should’ve taken someone else.”

Ann laughed and brushed the hair away from Casey’s face. “I
think you held your own in there. I had a great time. There’s no
one I would have rather been with.”

Casey looked into Ann’s eyes. “Not even Kathy?”

Ann lowered her eyes then raised them again to meet Casey’s.
“Don’t make me admit it out loud.”

Casey softly smiled. She did not need to hear it out loud. She
saw everything she needed in the green eyes before her.
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Chapter Eighteen

A quiet evening sounds wonderful, Ann told herself. She and
Casey would just relax and watch movie rentals. She needed some
peace in her life right now. The shoot had dragged on that after-
noon, and so Ann left early. Casey was off that day. She wouldn’t
mind, Ann felt sure.

Knocking on Casey’s door helped her unwind. That was, until
the door opened.

There stood an attractive woman inside Casey’s doorway. Ann
heard the voice but was too frozen to move.

Clearing her throat, the woman asked again, “May I help you?”

“Umm...I'mAnn...I’'malittle early . . .” she stuttered.

“Oh, Ann! I'm Carol, Casey’s sister. I've heard so much about
you.” She ushered Ann into the doorway. “Casey’s in the kitchen.
I’'m just here to give her some decorating advice.” Carol pulled her
into the kitchen where Casey was holding up paint samples to her
wall. “Hey, sis, look who I found on your doorstep.”
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Casey turned around and smiled broadly. “Ann!” Her eyes gave
away her happiness at seeing Ann. Ann couldn’t help but smile too.
Carol stood and watched.

“Sorry, 'm a little early.”

“It’s okay. I need to leave anyway,” Carol said. “But first, Casey,
let’s show her what colors you’re thinking about.”

The next hour was a blur. Casey’s sister ushered them from
room to room showing Ann colors and fabric. It was so fast, Ann
couldn’t remember afterward if the master bedroom was going to
be brown and the spare bedroom would be gold, or the other way
around.

“I thought you said Ann was just a friend,” Carol said slipping
her arm around Casey as they walked out to Carol’s car. She turned
to Casey. “I saw the look in her eyes when she didn’t know I was
your sister. I saw the look in your eyes when she walked into the
kitchen.” Raising Casey’s chin so that she could look in Casey’s
eyes, she continued, “I also saw the ring on her finger.”

Casey didn’t know what to say. She just looked into her sister’s
eyes.

Her sister shook her head. “I hope you know what you’re
doing.”

Casey broke away from the eye contact and lowered her gaze.
“I don’t have a clue. I just know how I feel about her.”

Her sister turned and opened the car door. “Well, 'm sure
you’ll figure it out, you always do. But if you need to talk to
anyone, I’'m here.”

“Thanks.”

Ann waited on the couch, watching TV, while Casey walked her
sister to her car. She reprimanded herself as she thought about the
way she had reacted when an unfamiliar face opened Casey’s door.
It was jealousy, and it was wrong, she knew it. She was lucky this
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time, but next time it could very well be one of Casey’s lovers.
What then? She pondered the question until she lost herself in the
murder mystery on the screen.

“What are you watching?” She heard Casey call out from the
kitchen. Ann could smell popcorn and could hear the popping of
the kernels against the bag in the microwave.

Soon, Casey came into the living room balancing a full bowl, a
soda and a bag of M&Ms.

“You’re my kind of woman,” Ann said as she reached for the
candy. “I'm not sure, but I think that man may have killed the
woman in that picture.” Ann tilted her head to the side, confused.
“Or he was the husband of the woman, and the other woman is her
sister.”

“I think the uncle of the husband’s mistress did it,” Casey joked.

“What?” Ann turned to find Casey smirking and threw the
remote control at her. “Here, you find something else to watch.”

Settling on an old black and white movie, they stretched their
legs out and relaxed to the soothing voice of Kathryn Hepburn.
Several hours later, Casey awoke to the sounds of slicing and
dicing on an infomercial. Ann had curled up on the other side of
the couch and was clearly in a deep sleep. She covered Ann with a
blanket, kissed her gently on the check and whispered good-night.

The next afternoon, Ann sat with Casey as a fire blazed in the
fireplace. The weather outside was eighty degrees, but Casey had
wanted a cozy atmosphere. She had turned on the air-conditioner
to offset the heat in the room. Casey was curled up on the couch
reading a biography of Sandra Day O’Connor. Right near her Ann
sat cross-legged on the floor working on her laptop. The mood
was warm and relaxed. They were each lost in their own worlds
but comfortable with their closeness.

“Damn it!” Ann cursed loudly as her screen went black before
her eyes. She fell back against the couch in exasperation.

Casey looked up from her book. “What’s the matter?”
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“I think my computer just crashed,” Ann said, frustrated. “Now
what I am going to do?”

Casey patted her shoulder. “Can’t you work on my computer?”

“All my notes are on mine.” Ann sighed, hoping they hadn’t
been lost. “Plus, your computer is ancient.”

“Yeah, I keep trying to get my brother to update it.” Casey
smiled “Hey, I've got an idea.” She picked up the phone and
dialed. “You forget. I have connections. I bet he’d love to help
out.”

Ann watched as Casey tried to convince her brother to make
the trip to her house. “What do you mean, ‘What’s it worth to
me?’ I seem to remember pulling some strings to get you into—
yeah, that’s what I thought.” Casey turned to Ann. “Now he’s
changing his tune . . .”

Within minutes, Casey answered the door and led her brother
into the room. Ann smiled as Casey introduced him, still holding
his hand. What would it be like to be this close to your family?

“Ann, this is Tony.” Casey grinned with pride. “My baby
brother.”

"Tony rolled his eyes. “Not exactly a baby anymore . . .” Then,
extending his hand, he approached Ann. “I heard Casey had a . ..
special friend.”

Ann tried not to laugh at his expression, ‘special friend.” “Nice
to meet you, Tony. How are you at working miracles?” She ges-
tured to her lifeless laptop.

“Hmm . .. ’'m not sure I can work miracles . . . but I'll give it a

try.”

An hour later, the laptop was working again.

“Thanks so much for coming all the way over. I really appreci-
ate it,” Ann said sincerely.

“No problem. Any friend of Casey’s is a friend of mine,” Tony
replied. “I was going to come over anyway . . . I have some good
news.” He turned to Casey. “I finally popped the question to
Rebecca last night . . . I guess I'm getting married.”

Casey yelled with happiness and grabbed her brother. “It’s
about time!”
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“Congratulations,” Ann offered.

“Thanks,” Tony said. “Now, Casey, walk your baby brother to
his car.”

Ann made herself a glass of soda, glad that her laptop had been
restored, no data lost.

“What was that all about?” Ann asked when Casey returned.

“He wanted to know what was going on with us. I guess Carol
talked to him,” Casey said hesitantly as if expecting Ann’s wrath.

Ann just smiled and kept reviewing her paper notes.

“Aren’t you going to go on some tangent about what people
think?” Casey said in astonishment.

Ann gazed warmly at Casey. “Neither you nor I can deny that
there’s something between us. Everyone we encounter sees it.
Even Kathy . . . but as long as we don’t act on our feelings . . .”

“You say it like it’s so easy,” Casey mumbled.

“You know that’s not true.” Ann looked into Casey’s eyes.

The next several minutes were spent in silence.

Ann finally spoke. “Kathy’s coming next weekend . . . or so she
says.”

Casey nodded then chuckled. “I have a date this evening.”

“What?” This caught Ann off-guard. Why did it hurt so much?

“I’ve been postponing this date since I first met you.”

“Oh.” Ann didn’t know what to say. “What time?”

“I'm supposed to meet her at the restaurant at six o’clock.”

Ann looked at her watch. “Well, it’s three o’clock. You’d better
start getting ready.” She started picking up her paperwork.

“Wait, Ann,” Casey put her hand on Ann’s shoulder. “It doesn’t
take me three hours to get ready. Don’t leave yet.”

Ann stayed for a while and tried to relax. Turmoil consumed
her entire body. How would she occupy her time tonight while
Casey was on her date? She didn’t want to just sit around and think
about it. Stop 7t/ she said to herself. Casey is just a friend. She should
be out dating and baving fun. All the way home, she repeated to her-
self, I am a married woman, I am a marvied woman, I am a married
woman.
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Ann swung open the door and laughed as she saw Casey stand-
ing in front of her. She looked at her watch. The date had only
lasted two hours. “Well, I guess it wasn’t such a good date, huh?”

Casey shrugged as she brushed past Ann. “It was okay.”

“Just okay?” Ann poked her in the ribs. “What was wrong with
this one? Too fat? Too thin? Too tall? Too short? Too medium?”
She was kidding.

“She was fine,” Casey snapped. “Just drop it.”

“Oh, come on. Tell me.” Ann prodded her, chuckling.

Casey tucked her hair behind her ear and looked at Ann but did
not respond.

“What? She wasn’t easy enough for you?” Ann teased.

Casey’s face turned red as she finally responded. “She wasn’t
you, okay?” Then, lowering her eyes, she crossed her arms and
leaned back on the counter. She finally met Ann’s gaze again, this
time with tears in her own, and softly admitted, “She just wasn’t

»

you.
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Chapter Nineteen

Casey grabbed Ann’s hand and guided her through the rain as
they ran to the limousine. The driver was waiting with an open
door. Casey helped Ann into the car, for which Ann was grateful,
and slid in beside her. The driver shut the door and ran around to
his side of the car. In back, Ann was still laughing when the car
began to move.

The premiere had been grand, she thought, just as she had seen
on television a time or two. Casey had bought them both new out-
fits just for the occasion. No one had even cared that they came,
two women, together. Of course, when the paparazzi had wanted
pictures, they all ushered Ann out of the way. But she had expected
that, and Casey only stayed with the cameras for a few seconds.
Casey was not in this movie, so when Ann asked why they had
bothered to come, Casey said that it was just out of professional
courtesy.

She settled back in the seat for the ride. Glad to be in dry sur-
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roundings, she looked over at Casey, then down at her hand, which
was still being held by Casey’s.

Casey began to pull her hand away. “Sorry,” she apologized.

Ann held Casey’s hand tightly in hers, not allowing it to escape.
Instead, she intertwined her fingers further. She stared into the
dark brown eyes before her. She and Casey sat in silence, content
with the longing, knowing that their hand clasp was crossing the
forbidden line. Ann took her other hand and placed it over their
intertwined fingers. Softly she caressed the skin on Casey’s hand,
feeling the heat rise in her from even this simple action.

Casey took her other hand and traced along the line of Ann’s fin-
gers. Slowly she ran her fingers around Ann’s thumb, along her
index finger. A shiver ran through Casey’s body as she imagined
what these fingers would feel like as they entered her. Continuing,
she let her fingers slide along Ann’s middle finger feeling the soft
skin on her fingertips. Moving to Ann’s ring finger, she was suddenly
knocked back into reality as she stumbled onto the ring that had
been placed on Ann’s finger by another. She lowered her eyes and
examined the ring as she twisted it around Ann’s finger. She concen-
trated on the significance of the piece of metal that she was touch-
ing. Slowly she pulled her other hand away from its embrace and slid
her body away, creating distance between them. Running her fingers
through her hair, Casey turned toward the window trying hard to
stop the tears welling in her eyes from the pain she felt inside.

“Casey . . .” Ann said softly, wanting to sooth her. But Casey
held her hand up in response, signifying that there would be no
further conversation. Ann sank back against the soft leather seat,
her mind racing, her body flooding with emotions. The feeling of
want conflicted with her feeling of betrayal. Leaning back, she
closed her eyes, surrendering to the tears that began flowing down

her cheeks.
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The middle window of the limo rolled down. “Am I still taking
you to Hillside Road?” He specified the exact address.

Casey verified the address, then touched Ann’s knee and offered
her a tissue. “Are you okay? Do you still want to go to Pam’s
house?”

Ann nodded, took the tissue and began blotting at her tears.
“I'll be okay.”

The car pulled up to the house as Pam was opening the front
door. Diane ran out with umbrellas. They all made it inside before
getting too wet. Pam led Ann to their sunroom, which Ann really
thought of as a screened in porch. She stepped into the room and
immediately loosened up. Pam had dimmed the lights, candles
were lit, and soft music floated through the air. You could, she
thought, still here the pitter patter of the rain as it fell.

“Diane is coming with dessert.” Casey came out with steaming
cups of coffee. “Wow. It looks really nice out here.”

“Hey, we’re our own little ‘after-party’ here.” Pam smiled.

Casey placed the coffee on the table and sank back into a chair.
She watched as Ann took a sip and made a sour face.

Casey jumped up immediately. “I’'m sorry, Ann, I'll bring more
cream and sugar out.” She said as she jogged from the room.

“You have her wrapped around your little finger, don’t you?”
Pam kidded.

“Yeah,” Ann replied as she watched Casey close the glass door.
Trying to decide how to approach the subject with Pam, she pre-
tended to tear at a string on the tablecloth. Finally, raising her
eyes, she found Pam staring at her.

“What’s on your mind?” Pam asked.

Ann looked her straight in the eye and asked, “From one mar-
ried woman to another, do you think lusting after another woman
is considered cheating?”

Pam grinned. “I hope not. Otherwise I've been unfaithful a mil-
lion times.”
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“You? But Diane is an intelligent, beautiful woman.”

“From what I hear, so is Kathy,” Pam replied. “Unfortunately,
so is Casey.”

“But Casey is also fun, impulsive, witty . . .”

Pam nodded in agreement. “You’ve brought a lot of things out
in Casey that we’ve never seen before. I think this may be the first
time she’s been in love.”

The word love pierced through Ann. Love? Pausing for a
moment, she sat up in her chair and tried to assemble her
thoughts. “I can’t do this to her. I've got to walk away.”

Pam sat up and placed her hands over Ann’s. “Look, Casey isn’t
stupid. She knows exactly what she’s gotten herself into.” Then,
looking into Ann’s eyes, she asked, “Has she ever said anything to
you about leaving Kathy? I don’t think so. Which leads us to the
bigger problem.”

Ann looked at her in confusion.

Pam posed the obvious question. “What? Do you think that if
you don’t say it out loud that it isn’t real?” She waited for a
response, but when there was none continued, “Casey’s not the
only one in love here. You're just as in love with her. I can see it in
your eyes every time you see her. I bet Kathy can see it too.”

“Here’s dessert!” Diane sang as she headed into the room with
Casey in tow carrying cream and sugar.

Ann quickly looked away and tried to calm down. She did not
want to have to explain the certain redness in her face. Pam lightly
squeezed Ann’s hand while she put her cup down.

“Okay, Casey, let’s hear all the details.”
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Chapter Twenty

“Hi, Casey, it’s Kathy. Let me talk to Ann.”

Kathy had flown in Saturday morning, and she and Ann were
fighting already? Casey wondered.

“Kathy? Ann isn’t here,” Casey replied.

“Casey, please, I know I was a jerk, just let me apologize to her,
okay?”

“Kathy . . . she really isn’t here.”

“Fine.”

Casey heard the phone slam down. Forty-five minutes later,
there was a loud knock on her door. She looked through the peep-
hole and sighed before swinging it open.

“Kathy, I told you that she’s not here.”

Kathy stalked into the entryway and surveyed the room. Casey
watched as her forceful shoulders suddenly sagged in disappoint-
ment. Kathy skulked over to the couch, plopped down, then cov-
ered her face with her hands. As Casey shut the door, an
uncomfortable silence ensued.
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“I don’t know what to do.” Kathy lifted her face toward Casey.
“Ann always ends up running away from an argument. In San
Francisco, I know exactly where to find her.” She ran her fingers
through her hair and smiled. “There’s this little bench in
Ghiradelli Square . . . she always ends up there, watching the
tourists, the street entertainers . . . .” She rose and walked over to
the mantle, then shrugged. “I don’t even know where to look
around here. I don’t suppose you have any ideas.”

Casey struggled with the decision. Should she take Kathy’s
word that she wanted to apologize? Or should she let Ann cool off
and come back when she was ready? She thought back over the
arguments that the two of them had had. Sighing, she realized that
Ann rarely made the first move to end a fight.

“I may know a place,” Casey admitted.

“Would you take me there?” Kathy asked softly. “Ann took the
car. I had to take a cab here.”

Casey nodded, grabbed her keys and headed out the door.

“So what was your fight about?” Kathy asked as she stared out
the windshield.

Casey swallowed hard. “Excuse me?”

“Well, you know where to find her . . .” Kathy said, “so you
must have found her there after a fight, right?”

Casey looked over at Kathy who was still gazing out the
window. “I had gone to her hotel room to see if she wanted to have
lunch . . . A young woman in a robe answered the door. I made
some accusations that I shouldn’t have made.” She tried her best to
skirt around the real reason for the fight; she had been jealous
because Ann wouldn’t have an affair with her. Running her fingers
through her hair, she explained further, “I had never met Suzie
before. The hotel lost her reservation. She had to stay in Ann’s
room . . . In short, I made a fool of myself.”

“Mmm..I see.” Kathy looked at Casey. “How nice of you to
look out for our marriage.” Casey just met her stare. Suddenly
Kathy laughed. “Ann and Suzie, that would be funny.”

Casey smiled as she got a glimpse of the side of Kathy that Ann
loved. The glimpse was short-lived.
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“Yeah, I’'m apologizing for some accusations that I made too.”
Kathy looked out the window once again. “But I don’t think my
accusations were unwarranted.” Turning back toward Casey, she
asked, “Do you think my accusations were unwarranted?”

Casey felt her voice quiver. “What accusations?”

Kathy shook her head in disgust. “Don’t treat me like I'm
stupid, Casey.”

“You know”—Casey tried to steady her voice—“I don’t really
like to get in the middle of people’s arguments.”

“Sounds pretty cowardly to me.” Kathy turned away.

Casey tried to turn the subject around. “So, if you think there’s
merit to your accusations, why are you apologizing?”

Kathy shrugged. “Because that’s what Ann wants to hear. She
always chills after an apology. So, that’s what I give her.”

“Whether you really mean it or not?” Casey’s tone hardened.

“You're right. Maybe you should stay out of people’s argu-
ments,” Kathy snapped back.

Pulling into the parking lot, Casey spotted the rental car before
Kathy did. She swung into a space and shifted into park. She and
Kathy followed the path to the area that Casey knew all too well.
Stopping, she pointed to a bench looking out over the cliff. Ann sat
alone staring out at the ocean.

Kathy squeezed Casey’s shoulder. “Thanks.”

Casey watched as Kathy walked over to the bench, then eased
down beside Ann. Ann suddenly swung around to meet Casey’s
gaze. Casey backed away, she couldn’t stay any longer. No one
wanted to watch the person she loved reconcile with someone else.
Especially when the person was a version of Dr. Jekyl and Mr.
Hyde. She didn’t feel the first tear roll down her cheek until she
slid behind the steering wheel. By the time she pulled back out
onto the highway, her quivering breaths had turned to sobs.

Casey took a sip of beer and set the bottle down to join in the
argument over a movie that she and her friends had just seen that
evening.
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“No, I don’t agree,” she said. “ This was a sexy, intelligent
woman. Why would she want to be someone’s mistress?”

All of a sudden the entire group fell silent. Casey looked around
at the women who seemed to be extremely focused on anything
else but meeting Casey’s eyes. Pam was the only one who dared to
speak.

“Doesn’t that sound familiar at all?” she asked Casey.

Casey tucked her hair behind her ear. “What are you talking
about?”

“Oh, I don’t know. You wait around for Ann to call. Drop
everything and everyone when she’s around . . .” Pam tried to
explain.

“Pam!” Casey was surprised. The thought had never crossed
her mind. “You guys!” All eyes were now focused on her. “God.
The major point of being someone’s mistress is the sex, right?
We’re not having sex. So there, I've proved my point, so let’s just
drop it.”

Pam looked at Casey and shook her head as if to imply that
Casey was obviously in denial. Casey glared at her then put her full
concentration into peeling the label from her beer bottle.

Ann had dropped Kathy off at the airport that afternoon and
then had a business dinner with an old client. Pulling into Casey’s
driveway, she sighed in relief. She had looked forward to having
some time with her all day. Ann used her key to let herself in.
Hearing voices coming from the patio, she wandered outside.

“Oh, sure, just let yourself in. Heaven forbid I have a date here
with me!” Casey exclaimed.

Ann stopped in her tracks. “Am I intruding on something?”

Casey raised her arms in exasperation. “No. Of course not. I
was just sitting around waiting for you.”

Ann looked over at Pam and Diane who were sitting at the

patio table. Neither would raise their eyes. “What’s going on?” she
asked.
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“Why don’t you guys tell her?” Casey said sarcastically. “Tell
her that you called me her mistress tonight. Tell her that you said
that I just sit around waiting for her.”

Both Pam and Diane stared at Casey. She was a lousy drunk,
Ann thought.

“Well they’re right, aren’t they? You expected me to be here
alone, waiting for you, didn’t you?” Casey asked loudly.

Ann looked at her. “I didn’t expect anything.”

“You know what I told them?” Casey said as she balanced her-
self on the back of a patio chair. “I told them that only a fool would
be someone’s mistress without getting any sex out of it.” Laughing,
she said, “I guess that makes me a fool, huh?”

Ann turned toward the sliding glass door. “You know, I think
that I’ll just go in and change my clothes . . .” She was glad that she
had brought a pair of jeans and a T-shirt, if only to escape the awk-
ward situation.

“Yes. Please go change your clothes. How dare you show up in
that business suit. I hate seeing you like that. You know why?
Because it’s just another reminder that your life isn’t here with me.
You belong at another job, in another city, with another woman.”

“Maybe I should just leave. Is that what you want?” Ann asked,
feeling hurt.

“Since when is it about what I want? It’s never about what I
want,” Casey said.

"The words stung as Ann remembered Kathy’s complaints about
the same thing. She turned back toward the women sitting at the
table. “I'm just going to leave. I'll see you guys later.”

“Yes!” Casey shouted. “Just go ahead and leave. You're so good
at that. Don’t deal with anything . . .”

Ann looked Casey in the eye. “Good-bye then.” She watched
Casey raise her bottle, signifying her dismissal, then walked
through the glass doorway and out the front door. Climbing in her
car, she drove directly back to the airport and took the next flight
back home. Back to San Francisco.

NS
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Ann heard a knock on her office door just as she had ended her
conversation with a client. Suzie must have been watching the
light on the phone signifying that Ann had ended her call, Ann
thought. Suzie waited until Ann finished writing her notes.

“Leslie just called.” Suzie stated.

“Okay,” Ann said as she picked up the phone to return the call.

“No.” Suzie stopped her. “She left a message.”

Ann looked up waiting for the message.

“She told me to tell you that she was trying to be as polite as
possible with the following statement. ‘You’d better get your ass
down to L.A. as soon as possible to deal with Casey, before she
does.””

Ann closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair. “When—"

Suzie was already answering her question. “The next flight
leaves in an hour. After that, you’d have to wait until six o’clock.”

Ann looked at her watch. One-thirty. If she took the next flight
she could deal with the situation at the set instead of having to find
Casey after they shut down for the day.

“Get me on the next flight and call me a cab.”

Suzie nodded and left to handle the details.

"Two hours later, Ann called Leslie as soon as she got off of the
plane to tell her she was on her way. “I’ll be there in about forty-
five minutes. What'’s going on anyway?”

“What’s going on? I'll tell you what’s going on. Casey’s mind is
obviously somewhere else because it’s certainly not here. She won’t
talk to me—she’s like a brick wall. We’ve wasted so much time in
the last three days that we may have well just stayed home!” Leslie
vented. “I’ll call for a break in forty-five minutes. You’d better be
here by then.”

Ann got to the set before the break was called. She went
directly to Casey’s trailer, let herself inside and spent the next few
minutes pacing. She still hadn’t arranged her thoughts when Casey
came in the door.

“What are you doing here?” Casey said angrily.

“Don’t worry. I'm here in a purely professional capacity,” Ann
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explained, reminding herself to stay calm. “Leslie told me to get
my ass back here and deal with you before she did something dras-
tic.”

“Of course, in a professional capacity. You wouldn’t be here
otherwise,” Casey snapped.

“Excuse me, but you’re the one that pretty much told me to
leave you alone,” Ann snapped back. So much for staying calm.

“I had a little too much to drink. I didn’t know what I was
saying.”

Ann shook her head. “Those words came from thoughts that
you obviously had somewhere. They wouldn’t just come from out
of the blue.”

Casey raised her hands in exasperation, then placed them on
her hips. “Well, sometimes I do feel like your mistress.”

“So what do you want me to do? Leave Kathy?” Ann waited for
a response, then continued, “Never once have you expressed a
desire for permanency in our relationship. A desire to sleep with
me, yes, but never permanency.”

Casey just looked at her so Ann went on.

“But before you ask me to leave Kathy, you’d better look deep
down in your soul and make sure it’s what you want. You’d better
make sure that after this movie is over and you go off to New York
or Canada or Europe for your next project that you’re not going to
become infatuated with someone else who just happens to be there
at the time. I know all about your exploits. You’ve been with and
thrown away more women than you can probably remember. I'm
not willing to throw away my marriage just because I'm your latest
conquest.”

Just then Leslie came through the door. “Jeez, you guys, can
you keep it down a little? I can hear you all the way outside!” She
looked at Casey, then at Ann. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on
between you two, and frankly, I don’t want to know. But you’ve got
fifteen more minutes to settle whatever it is.” With that she left,
slamming the door behind her.

NS
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Clearly exhausted, Ann sat down. Casey came to kneel before
her and stared into Ann’s eyes. “I’m truly sorry about what I said
the other night. And yes, I want to sleep with you. But more than
that, I want the bigger picture. I want us to be together. But if you
leave Kathy it will be of your own accord. I will never, ever ask you
to leave Kathy.” Brushing the hair away from Ann’s face, she con-
tinued to look deep into her eyes. “Do you understand? Those
words will never leave my mouth.”

Ann nodded in understanding as she caressed Casey’s cheek.

“Now, can we make up?” Casey asked. “Because I can’t seem to
remember my lines, I can’t hit my marks, and Leslie’s about at the
end of her rope.”

Ann smiled softly and reached for Casey. “I know.”

Casey slid onto the couch next to her and the two embraced.
Casey squeezed tightly and thought to herself, if it hurt this much
just having a disagreement, how was it going to feel when Ann left
for good?

Leslie opened the door. “That’s it. Time’s up.”

Standing, Casey grinned at Ann. “Dinner tonight?”

“At the hotel, okay? I'm pretty worn out.”

Casey nodded and followed Leslie back to the set.

That evening, at the hotel restaurant, Ann sat with Casey at a
table scanning the menu. She heard Casey’s voice but her face was
hidden behind her menu.

“So if you heard all about my exploits, why did you get involved
with me?”

Ann smiled, moved Casey’s menu aside and teased, “Probably
the same reasons all of the other women got sucked in. Your deep
brown eyes, your beautiful smile, your inexplicable charm.”

Casey did not smile back. “Ann. I'm serious. Why did you get
involved with me?”

Ann examined the serious face before her. “That night when
you volunteered us to babysit for Leslie and Debbie . . . I saw
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something in your eyes. I can’t really explain it . . . almost like . . .
I was seeing something, someone, no one ever saw before.”

Casey broke eye contact so that Ann couldn’t see the fear that
had creptinside. The fear that someone actually had seen inside of
all the coldness, had broken into the wall that she had kept up for
so many years. Amidst all of the thoughts racing in her mind, she
kept coming back to the words that she had just sworn she would
never say out loud, ‘please leave Kathy’.
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Chapter Twenty-one

“Well, well. Why am I not surprised to see you two together?”
Kathy said sarcastically as she sidled up to the table.

Casey was stunned. Even with her acting ability, she was
speechless. Ann was trying to hide the look of shock on her face,
but only ended up looking guilty.

“Kathy?” Ann stammered. “You didn’t tell me you were
coming.”

“I needed to talk to you, wherever you were.” Then Kathy
mumbled, “I had to call your assistant to find you.”

“What'’s wrong?” Ann motioned for her to take a seat.

Kathy sat down and immediately blurted out, “I couldn’t wait
any longer to tell you. I'm sleeping with someone else.”

Uncomfortable with this conversation, Casey fidgeted in her
chair. “I think that this is a private conversation.” She started to get
up, but Kathy held her down by grabbing her arm.

“You might as well hear this too,” Kathy said. Then, turning to
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Ann, she continued, “It’s been going on for a couple of weeks now.
I just wanted to come and tell you in person.”

Ann looked at Kathy with a fiery gaze, then stood and stalked
away.

Kathy looked at Casey. “I don’t know what the big deal is. You
can’t tell me that you two haven’t been having an affair.”

Casey tried to calm the anger rising inside her as she looked
Kathy in the eye and shook her head. “We haven’t been having an
affair.” Lowering her gaze, she said, “Not that I haven’t tried.” Then,
looking back up, she confessed, “She hasn’t even let me kiss her.”

Casey saw the shock in Kathy’s eyes, then the tears.

“What have I done?” Kathy put her head in her hands. “I just
threw away ten years of marriage!”

It took all Casey had in her but she put her hand on Kathy’s shoul-
der. “Go after her. Talk to her. I know you two can work it out.”

Kathy bowed her head. “I did the one thing that she’ll never
forgive me for.”

“So you’re not even going to try and talk to her?” Casey said,
confused.

Kathy just shook her head, stood and stumbled away.

Collapsing back into her chair, Casey watched Kathy leave the
restaurant. She was still in shock when the waitress brought the
drinks that she and Ann had ordered. Running her fingers through
her hair, she wondered if she should go up to see Ann or if she
should leave her alone. After downing both drinks, she decided to
make an attempt to comfort her.

Casey let herself into Ann’s hotel room. Leaning on the railing
watching the lights that were evidently captivating Ann, she asked,
“I wasn’t sure if you wanted me to go home.”

Ann did not turn but stared straight ahead. “I don’t want you to
leave.” After several moments of silence, she asked, “Did she say
anything after I left?”

“She said that she didn’t understand why you were so upset

since we had been having an affair.” Casey grimaced.
Ann shook her head. “She never believed me.”
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“I told her that you’d never even let me kiss you.” Casey quickly
added, “She was surprised, to say the least. I told her to go after
you. She said that she had done the one thing that you’d never for-
give her for.”

Ann sighed, and nodded still keeping her gaze forward. Only
the sounds of the street below were heard for what seemed like an
eternity.

Finally, Casey decided to break the silence on the balcony. “So
what are you feeling? Are you angry?”

Ann shook her head. “No, not angry. How can I be angry at her
for doing something that I've fantasized about for weeks now?”

“I thought you said you could look just not touch,” she said.
“We never touched.”

Ann chuckled. “No, not physically, just emotionally. Honestly,
looking back now, I really don’t know if there’s a difference.”

“So what are you feeling?” Casey asked again, truly curious.

Ann ran her fingers through her hair. “Truthfully, I don’t know.
Hurt, I guess, although I have no right to be. But mostly”—finally
she turned toward Casey—"relief.”

Casey looked at the woman before her. “You’re not going to try
and work things out?”

Ann shook her head. “What I’'m going to do right now is take a
hot shower.” Stopping at the balcony door, she turned to Casey.
“Please stay.”

An hour later, Ann, still in her bathrobe, lay down next to Casey
on the couch. The shower had done her good. Casey combed her
fingers through Ann’s still wet hair. Looking into her dark brown
eyes, Ann traced Casey’s lips with her finger. The room was dark,
the only light flickering from the television danced across the
smooth tan skin before her. She slowly moved toward the lips she
had dreamed of.

Casey pulled back slightly. “I don’t think—"

Ann placed her finger over Casey’s lips. “We’ve both been
doing too much thinking. I don’t really want to think anymore, do
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you?” She ran her fingers through Casey’s blond hair. Searching
Casey’s eyes, she still found hesitation. “What’s wrong? I know that
you’ve wanted this as much as I have. Don’t you see? There’s noth-
ing in the way now.”

Casey lowered her gaze and gently touched the skin exposed
between the lapels of Ann’s robe. She whispered, “I don’t want this
to be ‘rebound sex’ that you regret and end up asking me to leave.
Don’t you understand? I’'m in love with you. It may sound corny,
but I want to stay the night, eat breakfast with you. I want the
whole package.”

Fine, Ann thought. She picked up the phone and dialed. “Room
service? Yes, I'd like to order two breakfasts for, say, nine o’clock.
Eggs and bacon, and some of those waffles with the strawberries
and whipped cream.” Pausing, she turned to Casey and asked,
“Would you like me to order lunch and dinner too?”

Casey smiled and shook her head.

Ann said into the receiver, “That will be all. Thank you.”
Rolling back toward Casey, she placed her hand on Casey’s cheek.
“As for the ‘rebound sex’ thing, I believe we would be making
love.”

“It takes two people in love to make love,” Casey replied softly.

Ann was confused. “You know how I feel about you.”

“Humor me,” Casey replied, looking into Ann’s eyes.

“I love you,” Ann said, stroking Casey’s hair.

Casey closed her eyes. “Say it again.”

Ann whispered, “I love you, Casey.”

She brushed away the single tear that had escaped Casey’s eye.
Casey placed her hand on Ann’s, fingering the ring that still
remained. Ann twisted the ring in place, tears now streaming down
her face. Casey gently took Ann’s hands and pulled her close.

“You don’t have to do that right now. You’ve been through
enough tonight. I'm in no hurry. ’'m content just holding you in
my arms.”

Ann let herself relax as the strong arms wrapped around her.
She nuzzled her face against the soft skin of Casey’s neck. Within
minutes both women had drifted off to sleep.
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Chapter Twenty-two

Ann awoke to the pounding on the suite door. It was then that
she noticed that she was in her bed, but still in Casey’s arms. Funny,
she didn’t remember moving to the bed in the middle of the night.
Looking at the clock, she realized that their breakfast must be a
little early. She caressed Casey’s cheek lightly. “I think our breakfast
is here.” She lightly kissed her cheek before getting up.

She swung open the door expecting to find the room service
attendant with their breakfast. Instead she found Kathy.

“Hi.” Kathy smiled shyly. “Don’t you look sexy all bundled up
in that robe.” She seductively ran her finger along the open neck-
line of the robe.

Suddenly Ann heard Casey’s voice. “I'm hungry.”

Kathy was clearly stunned as Casey wandered out of the bed-
room.

Casey stopped dead in her tracks and pulled at her robe. “I'm
sorry. I thought it was breakfast.”
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Kathy stormed past Ann. “Well, you certainly didn’t waste any
time, did you?” she growled at Casey.

Ann recognized Kathy’s fury, but clearly Casey wasn’t going to
let herself feel guilty. “Hey, you’re the one that closed the door. I
just opened the window.”

Kathy stared coldly at Casey then turned to Ann. “So are we
even now? I slept with someone, you slept with someone?” She
scowled. “You know, I decided to stay last night, decided to try and
work things out between us. But I guess you didn’t give it another
thought, huh?”

Ann looked down, fixating on the floor, knowing nothing she
said would make a difference.

Turning to Casey, Kathy started in again. “And you. You were
just waiting around until you saw your chance.”

“It wasn’t like that,” Casey said angrily. She turned to look at
Ann and admitted, “I just fell in love. I just wanted to be near her.”

Ann raised her eyes to meet Casey’s and softly smiled in com-
plete understanding. “You know, Kathy, this isn’t all of our fault.
You left me here alone for way too long. I haven’t seen you in
weeks. Your voice was so cold in our telephone calls—”

Kathy cut in, “Yeah, lonely and cold, that’s why I cheated too.”

Ann shook her head. “You’re right. Our relationship has been
failing for a long time now. Let’s just end it now before we end up
hating each other.”

Knowing that the two women needed time alone, Casey slowly
backed out of the room and closed the bedroom door. She
reemerged ten minutes later, fully dressed. It wasn’t even nine a.m.

Ann got up from the couch where she and Kathy had been sit-
ting and approached her. “Where are you going?”

“I'm just going to give you two some time to sort things out,”
Casey replied.

Ann touched her arm. “She and I are through. I haven’t
changed my mind.”
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Casey sofly smiled at the words. “I'm just going home. Call me
when she leaves.”

As soon as she climbed in her car, Casey dialed Pam’s number.

“Hey Casey, we haven’t heard from you in a while.”

“Yeah, sorry. But I really need to talk to you now.” She relayed
what had transpired in the last twenty-four hours. “Ann told me
she loved me, Pam.”

“Haven’t we all known that for quite some time?”

“Well . . . T had hoped. But now it’s for sure, she actually said
the words,” Casey said, nervous.

“Casey, isn’t this what you’ve wanted? Why are you so nerv-
ous?” Pam asked softly.

“I don’t know . . . it’s all so real now. What if I disappoint her?”

“She loves you. She’s spent practically every night and day with
you. How could you possibly disappoint her?”

“You know . . .” Casey mumbled.

“Oh, God, you can’t be serious.” Pam chuckled. “She loves you.
Nothing else matters.”

The two talked a few minutes more then said their good-byes.
Immediately after hanging up, the phone rang again. Casey
answered quickly.

“Sorry, it’s just me, Pam, reminding you about the anniversary
party tonight. Don’t miss it.”

Casey heard the dial tone as soon as Pam had finished.

Back home, Casey paced back and forth in her living room
waiting for Ann’s call. She had heard Ann’s words, but how could
she compete with all of those years of marriage? And, if it was over,
why was it taking so long for a phone call?> Maybe Ann had decided
to give Kathy another chance; maybe she decided that she needed
some time apart from both her and Kathy. The phone finally rang,
this time giving Casey the answer that she had longed to hear in
Ann’s voice.

“I love you Casey Duncan.”
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That evening Casey picked up Ann for the drive to the party in
Malibu. Once there, Casey rang the doorbell, and as they stood on
the porch, Ann placed her hand in Casey’s.

“Is this okay?” Ann asked.

Casey pulled their intertwined fingers up and gently kissed the
back of Ann’s hand. “It’s more than okay,” she said softly.

Just then, the door swung open.

“Oh, my God! Hell must have frozen over!” Jenna squealed.

At that moment Judy approached and placed her hands on
Jenna’s hips. “Look, honey, Casey actually brought a date.”

Casey gave out a sarcastic laugh before making introductions.
“Guys, this is Ann. Ann, the comedian here is Judy, and this is
Jenna.”

Ann smiled. “Happy Anniversary!”

Judy showed the couple in. “Yeah, can you believe it? Ten years.
Not many couples make it that long anymore.”

Casey cringed. She knew that Judy had no idea what signifi-
cance her comment just had. She glanced at Ann, who shot her a
smile to show her that all was okay.

Jenna pulled at her partner’s arm. “Honey, you’re needed in the
kitchen.”

Judy nodded then motioned toward the patio. “Come on in and
enjoy yourselves. I believe Pam and Diane are outside.”

Casey led Ann through the crowd, clasping Ann’s hand. After
stopping several times to greet friends, the two finally made it out-
side. She and Ann called out greetings to Pam and Diane as Casey
scooted two more chairs to the table. Casey motioned for Ann to
take a seat, then asked her if she wanted something to drink.

Ann nodded and motioned for Casey to come closer. “Why
don’t you just get us a couple of sodas? I don’t want our senses to
be dulled tonight,” she whispered into Casey’s ear.

Casey flushed, nodded and left to find their drinks.

NS
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Pam leaned forward and placed her hand on Ann’s arm. “Casey
called and told me about the events of the last day or so. How are
you doing?”

Ann smiled. “Good. A lot better than I thought.” Pausing, she
confided, “But I am a little worried about Casey. She doesn’t seem
herself, kind of withdrawn and—"

“Nervous.” Pam finished her sentence.

“Nervous?” She hadn’t pegged it as nervousness, but something
was making her fidget.

Pam nodded. “She’s worried that you’ll be disappointed.” Ann
frowned, and she continued, “I guess you told her at one time that
Kathy didn’t satisfy you? She’s worried that she won’t either and
you’ll question your decision about Kathy.”

Ann closed her eyes and shook her head. “That’s ridiculous.”

Pam shrugged and lifted her chin, signifying Casey’s return.
“Well, that’s why you’re here tonight and not spending the evening
alone.”

Casey and Ann swayed slowly to the music.

“I hope you don’t mind being here tonight,” Casey said into
Ann’s ear.

“You know, last week at this time, I was happy just to be in the
same room with you. Tonight I'll be totally satisfied if all we do is
hold hands. Just being with you, freely touching you without any
feeling of guilt, it’s all I need.” Ann replied as she brushed the hair
away from Casey’s face.

Casey looked deeply into Ann’s eyes. “God, I love you.”

“I love you, Casey.”

Casey moved in for their first kiss. Ann grinned and slightly
pulled away. “I can’t believe our first kiss is going to be in front of
all of these people.”

“Do you want me to stop?” Casey teased.

“God, no!” Ann whispered. Her excitement was visible.
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Casey’s lips touched Ann’s gently at first, the pressure increas-
ing as the heat grew between the two women.

Casey pulled away. “Let’s get out of here.”

They said their good-byes. Their friends argued that they had
just arrived, but Pam rushed Ann and Casey along with a glimmer
in her eyes. By the time they got back to Casey’s car, the two were
kissing passionately.

Casey pulled away as she started the ignition. “If you keep kiss-
ing me like that, 'm going to take you right there in the backseat.”
She looked at Ann. “I don’t want our first time together to be in
this car, do you?”

Ann shook her head and let Casey drive. Just Ann’s hand on her
knee made Casey delirious. Her kisses at the stoplights almost
drove Casey over the edge.

The two barely got into Ann’s suite before Casey pinned her to
the wall. Her hands explored Ann’s body and her lips and tongue
were on every area of exposed skin. Ann moaned in delight.

Suddenly, Casey pulled away and took a deep breath. She
needed to put on the brakes.

“What’s wrong?” Ann choked out.

Casey leaned against the wall with an arm on each side of Ann.
“I need to slow down . . . I wanted to make love to you tonight. . .
not pounce on you like some hungry animal.”

Ann’s breath was ragged as she raised Casey’s chin with her fin-
gertip to meet her gaze. “Oh, Casey . . . don’t you understand?
Whatever . . . however we do this tonight . . . we’ll be making
love.”

“But...” Casey stammered, unsure how to proceed.

Ann took Casey’s face in the palms of her hands. “God, Casey, I
don’t care how you do it . . . just take me . . . now!” She sounded
frustrated.

Casey gave into her longing and took her hand. “Well, let’s at
least go into the bedroom . . . I don’t want our first time to be
against a wall either.”
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“You’re right, the wall can wait till tomorrow,” Ann said with a
teasing smile.

Casey led her into the bedroom where they began kissing hun-
grily, their tongues exploring new territories. Ann pulled Casey’s
shirt over her head with ease, but Casey fumbled with the buttons
on Ann’s blouse. Ann took Casey’s shaking hands and slowly
assisted in the task, finally letting the blouse fall to the floor.

Ann’s lips found Casey’s neck, and Casey let out a deep moan.
Ann smiled at the sweet sound as she nipped at the silky skin with
her teeth. She got the reaction that she wanted . . . needed.
Apparently, Casey couldn’t take it anymore. She turned Ann
swiftly and pressed her down to the bed.

Bras were unhooked and thrown to the floor. Jeans unzipped
and pulled off. Wet panties peeled off and lost somewhere in the
struggle. Casey found Ann’s hardened nipples with her tongue and
made them swell with excitement. Ann clutched Casey’s butt and
straddled her thigh. The action did not go unnoticed. Casey
pressed into Ann’s wetness and rubbed her thigh against the heat,
creating even more friction. Ann slightly adjusted her own thigh to
press into Casey, who moaned again with delight.

Finally Ann could take no more. “Casey . . . please . . .”

Casey kissed her roughly as she slid her fingers into Ann’s
awaiting body. Ann gasped and fell back against the bed, twisting
and grinding with desire. Casey felt lightheaded with passion as
she thrust herself deeper and deeper inside Ann. She pressed hard
against Ann’s thigh to relieve some of her own anguish. The two
rocked back and forth as one. She felt Ann’s fingers dig into her
back, then that wonderful sensation, pure rapture just as Ann came
in her arms.

Ann flipped Casey over on her back. Keeping her fingers inside
Ann, Casey felt Ann thrust her own into the body now underneath
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her. Casey soared. Beads of sweat served as a further source of fric-
tion between them. Seconds later, Casey screamed out in ecstasy.

Collapsing against her, Ann gasped. “Oh, my God!” she said
breathlessly as she gazed at Casey.

Casey smiled, unable to speak just yet. She felt Ann’s hair on
her breasts. The two women chuckled as they both clearly tried to
ease their breathing patterns.

“I feel like I've waited an eternity for that!” Ann groaned.

Casey laughed. “I thought I was never going to get your blouse
off. I'm sorry, I'm usually a bit more coordinated than that.”

“I know,” Ann said. “It only took you a few seconds on the
night of your birthday!”

Frowning, Casey raised Ann’s face to hers. “I thought nothing
happened on the night of my birthday.”

Ann smiled. “Nothing did happen. You passed out.”

Casey’s face burned. “But you were going to let me—"

“I didn’t say anything about my letting you. You had my arms
pinned down underneath me . . . I can’t match your strength. You
unbuttoned my shirt, caressed my breast . . . then passed out as you
were kissing my neck.”

“I passed out,” Casey said, mortified. She covered her face in
embarrassment.

“Hey.” Ann stroked Casey’s cheek. “I’'m glad you passed out. It
wasn’t the right time . . . or the right place . . .” She circled the still
erect nipple with her fingertips.

“But now . . . now’s the right time . . .” Casey said, feeling the
heat rise again. She turned Ann onto her back and began kissing
her way down her body.

“Mmm . .. .now is definitely the right time . . .” Ann whispered.

Casey felt the excitement build as she reached her intended
destination—the soft smooth line between hip and leg . . . the
place where she had spent most of her wet dreams. Her tongue
softly drew the invisible line as Ann moaned. She then kissed all
along the line, softly sucking as she withdrew her lips. Ann writhed
with pleasure. Casey moved to the opposite side, this time kissing
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hungrily and nipping at the tight skin, the motion much like what
she had enjoyed on her own neck. Ann grabbed hold of Casey’s
hair and guided her mouth to the area in great need, the moist spot
where the invisible lines both led.

Casey felt intoxicated at Ann’s sweet scent. She drank in the
juice as she probed expertly with her tongue. Her hands grasped
Ann’s hips and brought the soft folds closer still. She felt Ann
moving in time with her gentle strokes. The movement quickened,
Casey felt Ann’s tight muscles constrict then relax as they rolled
into a deep wave, finally crashing into the awaiting shore.

She and Ann made love until the early morning hours, until
their bodies could take no more. They drifted off to sleep wrapped
in each others’ arms.

The next morning, Casey awoke first. She was in heaven as she
found Ann in her arms. It was not a dream. Caressing Ann’s cheek,
she felt the body next to her stir. Ann’s eyes fluttered open and she
smiled. Casey kissed her lightly, but the flame ignited almost at
once. They were soaring at new heights within minutes.

Hours later, Ann finally had to get up to go to the bathroom.
When she emerged, she found Casey staring at her. Wondering
what Casey had up her sleeve, she stopped for a moment. “What?”
She smiled at her.

Casey smiled back. “Is it too early to ask you to move in with
me?”

Ann opened the closet door and pulled out her suitcase.

“What are you doing?” Casey asked.

Ann laughed as she pounced on the bed. “I'm packing! I'll move
in today.”

Casey grabbed her and squeezed her tight. “We can start, but
there’s a family dinner at four o’clock.”

“A family dinner?” Ann gulped.

“Yes, a family dinner,” Casey confirmed. “And you’re coming
too. You're part of my family now.”

NS

168

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



“So, how do you feel about displays of affection in front of your
family?” Ann asked, as they drove across town.

“Are you asking me if you can hold my hand in front of them?”
Casey answered her question with another question. Receiving a
nod from Ann, she said, “I’'m sure they won’t have a problem with
it.”

Getting a feeling of hesitation from Casey, Ann said, “you act
like you’re guessing . . .”

Casey shrugged, then turned to Ann with a sheepish grin.
“There’s something I've been meaning to tell you . . . but I thought
that it might make you even more nervous, so I've waited.”

Curious, Ann waved her hand for Casey to continue.

“You’re the first woman I’ve ever brought to a family dinner,”
Casey admitted.

“Excuse me?” Ann was astonished. “Oh, my God! I can’t
believe you didn’t tell me before.”

“You see? I was right. Now you’re even more nervous.” Casey
smiled. “But it’s too late to back out now, because we’re here,” she
said as she pulled into the driveway.

“Casey . . . what if they don’t like me?” Ann said anxiously.

Casey leaned over and took her chin in her fingers. “They’re
going to love you. They’re going to love you . . . because I love
you.” With that said, Casey gently kissed the lips before her.

“Hey! Stop making out in the driveway and get your ass inside,”
"Tony shouted in the car window then laughed.

Casey turned to Ann and smiled. “I don’t think they’re going to
have a problem with it at all.”

“Cassandra!” Casey’s dad, Ted, hurried toward his daughter as
she came through the door.

Ann looked at Casey. “Cassandra?”

Casey shrugged and embraced him. She made introductions as
her niece and nephew pulled on her arms. Ann felt at home imme-
diately as she was welcomed with a parade of hugs. The family
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accepted Ann with open arms that night and every other family
dinner that followed.

Ann moved into Casey’s house and they began the renovations
and decorating together. Soon the movie shoot was completed and
it was time for Casey to begin her next project. The two were in
bliss for the weeks leading up to her departure. When the time
came, Casey flew out to Arizona and Ann went back to working
out of an office in Los Angeles. After much bribery, Suzie joined
her at her new location.

170

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



Chapter Twenty-three

Casey slid out of the car and entered the Phoenix hotel. She was
in a foul mood. The script had been changing daily and her char-
acter had taken a turn for the worse. Due to the script changes
their days had been getting longer and longer. Now, here she was
on a Thursday night at nine o’clock just getting back to her hotel.
Stopping in the bar, she had intended to eat and throw back a few
drinks. Unfortunately, the kitchen was already closed, which
meant she dined on peanuts and several beers. She had never felt
so alone. Casey grabbed her cell phone; she needed to hear Ann’s
voice. Ann was attending a seminar in Palm Springs for the week.
After several attempts, she finally got something besides Ann’s cell
phone voice mail.

“Where have you been?” Casey asked irritated.

“I had dinner with an old friend that I ran into,” Ann replied.
“We went to law school together.”

“Want something to drink, Annie?” the friend asked in the
background.
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“Yes, please,” Ann said.

“Annie?” Casey repeated, never having heard Ann referred to
by that name.

Ann chuckled. “Like I said. I knew her a long time ago.”

Casey wasn’t amused. It sounded like a term of endearment to
her. “So, did you ever sleep with this woman?”

Ann sighed. “Yes, Casey. But again, it was a long time ago. She’s
with someone now, I’m with someone now . ..”

The friend in the background said, “I hope you don’t mind. I
opened the wine in the refrigerator.”

Casey kept silent as she listened, fuming.

“Just give me a minute, okay Rini?”

“Rini? What kind of name is that?” Casey snapped.

Ann sighed again. “It’s not her real name—"

“Kind of a pet name, huh?”

“Casey, what’s going on, honey?” Ann asked softly.

“Obviously not as much as in your room.”

“Casey, come on . . .” Ann was trying to appease her, which
didn’t make her any happier.

“What? I shouldn’t be upset that you’re alone in your room,
drinking with a ‘supposed’ ex-lover?”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Are you actually asking me if
I’'m going to sleep with her tonight?” Ann’s voice rose.

“Well, are you?” Casey asked.

“That doesn’t even dignify an answer!” Ann said angrily and
immediately hung up.

Ann couldn’t believe what Casey was thinking. She opened the
bedroom door and practically threw the phone back on the base.

Rini laughed. “Trouble in paradise?”

Ann shrugged. “Casey seems to overdramatize everything. I'm
sure it stems from her line of work.”

Her friend seemed confused. “What does she do?”
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“She’s an actress.” Ann sighed.

Rini nodded in understanding. “What’s her last name? Have I
seen her in anything?”

Ann paused. She really didn’t like to advertise her relationship.
Oh, well, Rini was an old and dear friend. “Duncan. Casey
Duncan.”

“Your Casey is Casey Duncan? Oh my God! I can’t believe it!”
Rini looked shocked.

Blushing, Ann replied. “Yeah. And right now, believe it or not,
she’s jealous of you. Don’t you feel special?”

“Yeah. I do.” Rini laughed, then asked sincerely, “So, do you
need me to leave?”

“No. She’s probably just lonely. We haven’t seen each other for
two weeks. She’s on location in Arizona and I just haven’t been able
to get away from work, and then I had this seminar—”

“What a minute. You're at this seminar instead of being with
her?” Rini interrupted. “You’re crazy. I'd catch the next flight out.”

Ann thought about Rini’s words. “I don’t know. Maybe you’re
right. I'll check when the next flight leaves.”

At ten o’clock, Casey struggled back to her room. Sticking her
room card in the door, she staggered into the dimly lit area.

“Well, hello there, stranger,” came a sexy voice from the living
area.

Casey tried to focus her eyes in the soft lighting. Finally, she
saw the woman lying on the couch wearing only a black lace bra
and panties. She looked familiar, but Casey could not place a
name.

“How did you . . .” Casey started to ask.

“Baby, where there’s a will there’s a way!” The woman seduc-
tively rose and approached her.

At first Casey backed away, but the woman grabbed at her belt
loops, pulled her close and hungrily kissed her.
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“You don’t remember me, do you?” she asked as she searched
Casey’s face. “Well, I thought that last time was pretty memorable,
but I guess this time I'll have to try harder.”

Casey started to object but the woman again covered her
mouth with her own. Suddenly, the woman’s hands were every-
where. Trying to maintain control, Casey pushed her away. “I can’t
do this . . .” she stammered. “I have someone—"

The woman brought her finger to Casey’s lips. “Don’t worry.
She doesn’t have to know.”

Casey looked at her. She felt her heart racing, her body heating
up at the sight of the lace, which barely covered the woman’s
breasts.

She took Casey’s hand and placed it inside her panties and into
her wetness. “Oh, God, Casey. Feel how wet you make me.”

Casey found it difficult to restrain herself. She did not have to
be alone. No one would have to know. Her fingertips explored the
moisture and the woman moaned with pleasure.

Stepping toward Casey, the woman whispered, “I remember
what you like,” then softly bit at her neck and slid her hand into
Casey’s jeans. Casey gasped and lost all control.

Within seconds the woman had stripped off all of Casey’s
clothes. Casey expertly unhooked the woman’s bra and let it fall to
the floor, then shot her panties like a slingshot across the room.
Casey first found herself pinned against the wall where the woman
bit at her neck so hard that she wondered if the woman was part
vampire. She writhed with pain and pleasure as the woman
brought the same biting motion down to her now hardened nip-
ples. Before she knew it Casey had been flipped around onto the
marble column in the entryway, her bare breasts against the cold
stone. Casey had never really liked being taken from behind, but
she didn’t really have a choice. The woman entered her like a
hammer. The woman’s nipples raked against Casey’s back as she
thrust deeper and deeper. Casey hung onto the column for dear
life as she felt herself rise higher and higher. The woman plunged
so hard into her that several times she swore that she felt her feet
leave the floor. With an explosion inside, her knees buckled and
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she felt herself losing her grasp on the stone. The woman slid to
the floor alongside her. Casey collapsed, her back against the
woman’s breasts, her buttocks resting against the wetness of the
woman’s coarse hair. Legs wrapped around her, pulling her legs
apart, and another sensation began as the woman reached around
and stroked her. A deep moan escaped from Casey as the wave
came to sweep over her body. The woman’s teeth found her neck
again and the wave crashed to the shore, ripples running through
her body over and over again.

Casey awoke still sprawled on the living room carpet, the bed-
spread covering her tired aching body. She slowly moved her leg
from where it was entwined with the beastmaster and moaned
within. Her muscles reminded her of the previous hours’ activities.
She couldn’t remember it all, just that she had been entered from
the front and the back on almost every surface of the room. Her
stomach muscles ached as she sat up; even her nipples screamed for
help as they rubbed against the coarse fabric covering them. She
rubbed her face, stood and made her way to the shower, praying
that the warm water would help soothe her pain.

Stepping into the hot water, she turned to let the moisture soothe
her backside and winced. She knew the sensation immediately,
carpet burn. She smiled as she remembered her last encounter with
the sensation. She and Ann had spent an entire day making love in
front of a roaring fire on a dark and stormy weekend. Suddenly, she
felt weak and braced herself against the shower wall as she realized
the inevitable. She had cheated on Ann last night—well, all the way
into the morning. She tried to convince herself that Ann may have
succumbed to temptation last night as well. Somewhere deep within
she knew Ann hadn’t followed her hormones. Under no circum-
stances could Ann find out what had happened with Cherie. Casey
had the name embedded in her memory now. She would never
forget the name that she was forced to chant repeatedly as she
teetered on the edge of orgasm. Only after this chant was she
allowed the free fall into the cloud of ecstasy.
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Chapter Twenty-four

Ann took the first flight out and found herself in front of
Casey’s door early in the morning. She felt the excitement as she
watched the door swing open. There stood Casey clad in a white
robe. God she was beautiful. But what was the activity within the
room? She peered over Casey’s shoulder to find another woman in
another white robe frantically searching for something. Then the
words came.

“God, Casey. Where did you throw my panties last night?”

Ann looked at Casey. All of the air left her lungs; her knees felt
weak; she was stunned. She did not say a word. She just turned and
started what felt like a mile-long walk to the elevator.

“Were you here to check up on me?” Casey angrily cried out.

Ann turned around and walked backward down the hall. “I
skipped out on my seminar. I was here to surprise you. I guess I'm
the one that’s surprised.”

“Ann . ..” Casey pleaded for her to stop.

Ann stopped. “What? Are going to try and tell me that this isn’t
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what it looks like? Please, Casey, don’t lie to me. Give me at least
that much respect.” Turning toward the elevator, Ann had one
more thing to say. “You’re going to need some makeup on that
neck of yours.”

Casey brought her hand to her neck and felt some tender areas.
Great, not only caught cheating but also with evidence.

She immediately went over to the phone and dialed Ann’s cell
phone number. Of course, Ann had it on voice mail. She tried to
sound calm as she left her message. “Hi. I know we need to talk.
Maybe you can come by my room tonight about seven o’clock—
oh. You probably don’t want to come by my room . . . we can meet
anywhere . . . just leave me a message . . . when and where . . .
please . ..”

An hour later, Casey went into the makeup trailer and sank
down in the chair in front of the mirror. She reviewed all of the
various makeup items sitting on the counter before her, wondering
if any of this could actually cover up the way she was feeling.

“Hey, have you been crying?” Tracy asked as she approached
and met Casey’s gaze in the reflection of the mirror. She examined
Casey’s face. “God! You look awful. I've really got my job cut out
for me today.”

“You haven’t seen the worst of it,” Casey mumbled as she pulled
away her collar to reveal the bruising on her neck and shoulders.

“Jeez, you must have had some night,” Tracy joked. “When did
Ann arrive?”

Casey averted her gaze. “This morning. Unfortunately, just as
Cherie was trying to locate her panties.” As she finished the sen-
tence, she glanced up and grimaced when she saw Tracy’s reaction.

Frowning, she just shook her head, then immediately picked up
a bottle of cover-up from the counter. “Let’s see what we can do.
Of course, this is only going to improve your exterior. I don’t know
what to do about your interior.” Once again she caught Casey’s
reflection in the mirror. “I really thought Ann was the real thing
for you. I guess I was wrong.”
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Casey’s eyes began filling with tears for the umpteenth time
that morning.

“Oh, no. Don’t start that again. We’ve only got a few minutes.
We need a little professionalism here,” Tracy said sternly.

Casey wiped the tears from her eyes and straightened up. Tracy
was right. She was a professional. She pushed all of her feelings
deep inside and took several deep breaths. She emerged as the cool
bitch that everyone expected.

Casey checked her messages as soon as the first break was
called. She hated that electronic voice saying “no messages at this
time”. Where did they get that awful voice? Pausing, she looked at
the phone. Should she call Ann again? Should she leave another
message? Surely Ann had checked her messages already. Giving in,
she dialed and spoke into the phone again. “I know you’ve checked
your messages, you're such a fanatic about it . . . Ann, honey, I
know you’re mad . . . please just call me, okay?”

Casey left her third message at two o’clock. By this time, she
was feeling panicked. “Ann, please don’t take this so seriously, it’s
really not that big of a deal . . . it was just sex . . . she didn’t mean
anything . . . you know I still love you . . . just call me and tell me
that you’re okay. Please!”

Ann listened to Casey’s messages at the airport, and they
echoed in her thoughts over the red desert of Arizona . . . over the
Sierra Mountains . . . all the way back to Los Angeles. By the time
the plane landed, Ann had the beginning of a migraine. Picking up
her car from long-term parking, she drove straight to their . . . no
... Casey’s house. Ann let herself in, headed to the bedroom and
instantly began packing. She wanted to lie down so badly, but she
wanted out of this house as soon as possible even more. Suddenly,
she heard keys in the front door. Casey couldn’t possibly have
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made it back already. Cringing, she looked out of the bedroom to
see who had arrived. It was Pam. She spotted Ann immediately and
strolled into the bedroom.

“Ann . . . why are you packing? What’s going on?” Pam asked,
a note of frustration in her voice. “I was just coming over to water
the plants.”

Ann pulled her cell phone from her purse, pushed a few but-
tons, then threw it to her. “Here. Listen to my messages. That
should give you a clue.”

Frowning, Pam put the phone up to her ear. Hearing the first
message didn’t clear her confusion. She looked at Ann and
shrugged.

“Keep listening,” Ann instructed.

Pam’s face turned white and Ann knew she was hearing Casey’s
third message. “Just sex . . . didn’t mean anything . . .” Pam sighed.
“I don’t know what to say, Ann.”

She shook her head. “Anything but ‘I told you so.””

Ann suddenly raised her hand to her mouth and ran into the
bathroom. The toilet flushed and Ann emerged wiping her mouth
with a tissue.

Pam’s curiosity was evidently killing her. “So what exactly hap-
pened?”

Ann continued packing frantically. “I went to surprise her this
morning . . . left my seminar early . . . only I was the one who was
surprised.”

Ann glanced at Pam and answered what she knew was the next
question. “Casey in a robe with a neck full of little bite marks, a
woman wrapped in a bedspread searching for her panties.”

When Casey hadn’t heard from Ann by five o’clock, she
thought her heart would stop beating. Barely able to choke out the
words, she left yet another message. “Okay, you’re scaring me now.
We aren’t finishing until late tonight, but I'll be on the first plane
out in the morning. Please meet me at home. I know we can work
through this. God, Ann, please meet me at home . ..”
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Chapter Twenty-five

Casey stepped into the airport swinging her carry on bag over
her shoulder. She’d asked Pam to pick her up, and the flight was on
time, arriving at eight a.m. on the nose.

“Is that all you brought?” Pam asked, starting toward the bag-
gage claim area, then stopping.

“Yeah. I have to fly back tomorrow,” Casey answered.

The two walked to Pam’s car in silence and had a strained con-
versation all the way to the house. Thankfully, Pam spent the
entire time keeping the subject matter light. Casey sighed when
Pam pulled into the driveway and she didn’t see Ann’s car. Pam fol-
lowed her in the house as Casey set down her bag inside the front
door. She tried to casually walk through the house. When she
came out of the bedroom, she felt as if her face was white as a
sheet.

“She’s gone. Her makeup, her clothes . . . it’s all gone,” she said
to Pam, feeling as if she was in a trance.
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“I know,” Pam said softly.

“You know?” Casey asked, shocked. “How do you know?”

“I helped her pack,” Pam answered, then backed away from her
as if afraid of an attack.

Casey looked at her and ran her fingers through her hair. “So
you know . . .”

Pam nodded.

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

Pam looked her straight in the eye. “Because I thought if you
saw for yourself that it would smack you upside the head.”

“And you think that I need to be smacked?”

“Honestly, I think you need to be smacked all the way to hell
and back,” Pam admitted.

Casey glared at her. “Gee. Whose side are you on?”

Pam placed her hands on her hips. “This time I’'m on Ann’s
side, Casey. You know, usually I find your antics amusing. I've kind
of liked living vicariously through you. But this time . . . you made
me sick . . . sick to think that you’d throw away the best thing that’s
ever happened to you.”

Casey walked over to the couch and sank down on the cushions.
Certain she looked pathetic, she asked, “Where is she?”

Pam shrugged. “I don’t know. She wouldn’t trust me enough to
tell me. Frankly, ’'m so disgusted with you at this point that I don’t
know if I’d tell you even if I knew.”

“You can’t be more disgusted with me than I already am with
myself,” Casey admitted as she held her head in her hands.

Pam sat down on the couch next to her. “So who was she?”

Casey shrugged. “Nobody.”

Pam pulled back Casey’s collar from her neck. “Sure looks like
somebody to me.”

Casey looked up. “So Ann told you about my neck. What else
did she say? She must have called me every name in the book.”

Pam sighed. “No. No names. She was just terribly, terribly
sick.” After no response, Pam continued, “At first I thought that
she was just really upset, but after she started throwing up every
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ten minutes, and the way she kept shielding her eyes from the
light, I realized that it must be one of her migraines.”

Casey collapsed against the back of the couch, knowing that she
was the cause of Ann’s illness. She just sat and listened.

“I tried to get her to stop and lie down, but she said that she just
wanted to get packed and get out of this house. That’s one reason
I'helped her pack. To tell you the truth, I don’t know how she even
drove anywhere. I asked if I could take her somewhere. That’s
when she politely told me that she didn’t want you to know where
she was and knew that I wouldn’t be able to keep it from you.” Pam
shifted in her seat, then dug something out of her pocket. “She
gave me these to give to you. She said that these would signify
something to you.”

Casey cringed as she felt the sharp metal edges dig into the
palm of her hand. The house keys. Casey knew exactly what these
keys represented. Both Ann’s book and movie contained this event.
The leaving of keys signified permanency.

Pam just sighed, stood and headed to the door. Casey silently
begged her to stay.

But apparently Pam had one last thing to say. “You know, Ann
pointed out something interesting about all of the messages that
you left on her cell phone.”

Casey looked at her blankly.

Pam shook her head in disbelief. “You never once said that you
were sorry.”

With that, Pam shut the door behind her.

Casey collapsed on the couch, burying her face in a pillow, and
cried.

Casey kept trying Ann’s phone all weekend. At first she received
her voice mail, but late Saturday, she received the message that her
calls had now been blocked. Returning to Arizona, late Sunday
afternoon, she could hardly wait for Monday morning to try
another call. It might be her last chance.
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“Hi, Suzie. Is Ann free?” Casey asked softly into the phone, the
next morning at eight o’clock sharp.

“Casey? Wait a minute. I thought Ann was with you. She left a
message that she was surprising you . . . then another message that
the partners approved a leave of absence . . .” Suzie was clearly
confused.

“Yes, well, she surprised me all right,” Casey mumbled.

“Oh, no. Casey ...”

“Look. I know I screwed up. I just need to talk to her. Do you
have any idea where she might be?” Casey was frantic.

Suzie sighed on the other end. “I have a few places that I can
try, but Casey . . . if she doesn’t want to be found . . . I won’t be able
to—"

“Please, Suzie, just do what you can. I've got to get to the set. If
you find out anything, leave a message at my hotel.”

Casey hung up the receiver after Suzie agreed, then ran her fin-
gers through her hair in frustration and walked out the door.

Later that night, Casey tiredly stumbled to the hotel desk and
asked for her messages. Tears formed in her eyes when she read the
slip of paper handed to her, Sorry, no luck. Suzie.
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Chapter Twenty-six

"Two months passed before Ann felt strong enough to enter the
world again. Lying out in the sun and sipping assorted flavors of
margaritas every day had worn thin. No one knew where she was;
that was something that she would stick to. She began reading the
want ads for major cities and calling head hunters for a position
she could sink her teeth into. Work. She missed it. She wanted to
fill her hours and days with work. Work could not hurt you.

Soon Ann found herself on a plane to Boston to interview for a
prosecutor position. She was tired of being a tax attorney. She still had
a lot of anger inside and wanted a position where she could channel it
into a good legal fight. Ann was offered, and she accepted, the position.

Casey felt herself gasp as she unfolded the sheet faxed to her
earlier that day. It was an article from the Boston Herald announc-
ing Boston’s new lead prosecutor . . . Ann Covington. On the
bottom was written, 7ust in case you're still interested. Suzie.
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Casey arranged with her agent to have the next few days off, and
took the first plane to Boston. After checking into her hotel she
planned her first step. She made a call to the Boston City
Courthouse—more specifically, to Ann’s office. Informed that Ann
was in court for the remainder of the day, she made an appointment
for the following morning. Knowing that Ann would not agree to
an appointment with Casey Duncan, she used an assumed name.
Having nothing else to occupy her time, she decided to visit the
courthouse and, with any luck, catch her as she finished for the day.

Casey settled in the back corner of the courtroom and focused
on the case in session. She watched as Ann, dressed in a light gray
suit with a pale pink blouse, approached the witness on the stand.
Her love for this woman overwhelmed her. Finding it hard to
catch her breath, she melted into her chair. She had missed Ann so
much. Suddenly, she heard Ann’s voice.

“Mr. Johnson. You testified that Mr. Smith was—” Ann looked
down at her notes—“an all-around good guy.”

Mr. Johnson, a man in his late thirties with a comb-over, leaned
forward. “Yes.”

Ann paced in front of the prosecution desk. “Mr. Johnson,
would you lend money to Mr. Smith?”

“Objection!” the defense attorney cried out. “Relevance?”

Ann looked at the judge and explained, “Mr. Johnson called
Mr. Smith a ‘good guy.” I'm just trying to determine how the wit-
ness defines this term.”

The judge nodded. “Overruled.” Then, turning to the witness,
he instructed, “You may answer the question.”

Mr. Johnson swallowed hard then admitted, “No.”

Ann continued with her line of questioning. “Mr. Johnson, you
own a business. Would you hire this gentleman?”

The witness squirmed in his seat, then again answered no.

“Would you trust him to babysit your children?”

He sat back in the stand, averted his gaze, and shook his head.
“No.”

Ann looked at her notes then crossed her arms. “Isn’t it true,
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Mr. Johnson, that Mr. Smith did look after your children one
night? Isn’t it also true that Mrs. Johnson told you ‘never again’?”

MTr. Johnson shifted in his seat. “Yes, but that was because Dan
had had a little too much too drink.”

Casey winced at the phrase. She thought she saw a sadistic
glimmer in Ann’s eyes, but the glimmer suddenly turned cold. Mr.
Johnson had walked right down the wrong path.

Ann leaned on the stand. “A little too much to drink? Does that
happen very often?”

The witness looked down. “Well, it used to. I wouldn’t know
anymore.”

“Why is that?”

“My wife asked me not to hang out with him anymore,” he
admitted.

“Your wife asked you not to hang out with Mr. Smith any-
more.” Ann turned theatrically toward the jury. “Any particular
reason, Mr. Johnson?”

The witness looked at Mr. Smith as if to apologize for his next
statement. “She said that he got too belligerent.”

“Belligerent? What kind of things would he do?” Ann asked.

“He’d get really loud. Call people names. Provoke fights.”

Ann paused and scratched her head. “So, you don’t trust the
man with money, your business or your children. And you say he
drinks too much and becomes belligerent. Sounds like he’s not
such a ‘good guy’ after all.”

She stared into the witness’s eyes until he finally shrugged and
admitted, “I guess not.”

Ann walked over and sat down behind the table. “No more
questions.”

You could hear the defense attorney’s pen slam down on the
table in frustration as the judge excused the witness.

After sitting in the back row of the courtroom, watching as Ann
humiliated witness after witness, Casey chickened out and decided
to wait until the next day.
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Chapter Twenty-seven

“Ann, there’s a Lynn Gregory here to see you,” came the voice
over the intercom.

“Okay . ..” Ann said, not recognizing the name. “Send her in.”

Ann’s assistant opened her office door, came in and handed her
a file. The woman followed her in but Ann was concentrating on
the file that had just been handed to her. When Ann finally raised
her eyes, she chuckled.

“Cute. Lynn Gregory. I didn’t even make the connection until
now,” Ann said bitterly, throwing the file in her briefcase. She
watched as Casey’s gaze followed the assistant’s butt out of the
room. “Nice butt, huh?”

Casey snapped her head back, her face red.

Ann stepped to the front of her desk and crossed her arms.
“She’s good in bed too. Oh, let me put it in terms you might
understand. She’s a good fuck.”

Casey’s face turned a deeper shade of red.
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“You know, I decided to try your lifestyle out for a while. A dif-
ferent woman every night . . . it’s really quite therapeutic. You get
laid, you can leave in the middle of the night, you don’t really even
have to remember their names. It’s a nice diversion from my stress-
ful days.”

“But it’s not you,” Casey said softly as she stood before her.

“How do you know? I mean, how well did we really know each
other? I obviously didn’t know you as well as I thought I did,” Ann
said sternly.

Several moments of silence followed until Casey said. “Ann, I
didn’t mean to hurt you. I just had a little—"

“Oh, wait, I know this line. ‘I just had a little too much to
drink.” God, Casey! Can’t you come up with something new?”

“Ann . .. I wasscared. I'd never felt so lonely before. I'll have to
live with what I did for the rest of my life.”

“And you think I wasn’t scared? I left my friends, my home, my
marriage—all to try and make a life with a well-known whore! I
wasn’t only scared. I was stupid. That’s what I have to live with for
the rest of my life,” Ann cried. She snapped her briefcase closed.
“And now if you’ll excuse me, I'm going to court, where I'm pros-
ecuting someone for spousal abuse. The defense thinks they have
it all sown up because he never hit her. I'm contending that emo-
tional abuse is just as bad. And they’re going to lose, because I've
got a lot of experience to feed from.” With that, she pulled her
briefcase from the desk and briskly walked to the door.

Casey reached out and grabbed her arm. “Don’t write our rela-
tionship off yet, Ann.”

Ann pulled her arm away. “You’re the one that wrote it off. You
not only wrote it. You wrote it, signed it and sealed it with a kiss.”

She waited for a moment for a response, and receiving none,
swung open the door and left.

Floored, Casey stood there. Ann had called her a whore.

Ann’s assistant poked her head through the door. “Excuse me.
Do you need your parking validated or something?”

Casey stood facing the large windows overlooking the city and

shook her head.
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“Umm . . . then I need to ask you to leave.”

Casey nodded. She understood. As she headed to the door she
stopped. She went over to Ann’s desk and scrawled a note on a
legal pad. What I really came here to say was that I'm sorry. I hope
someday you’ll forgive me. Casey. Tearing the sheet from the pad, she
folded it once and set it on the center of the desk blotter. She wrote
Ann’s name on it, and slowly left.

After stopping for a cup of coffee, Casey sat in the anteroom of
the courthouse re-playing the conversation in her mind. Ann was
clearly still very angry and hurt inside. And Casey still ached for their
companionship. She had to try again. Sneaking around the corner
just as Ann left the courtroom, Casey watched as she made her way
down the hall. Great, now Pve become a stalker; she said to herself.

Ann stopped as her assistant rushed toward her. “Ann, here’s
that note that Ms. Gregory left for you.”

Ann took the piece of paper, thanked the woman for bringing it
to her and dismissed her. Setting down her briefcase on a wooden
bench, she slowly unfolded the note, read it and began rubbing her
temples almost immediately.

Casey watched the reaction, not knowing how to read Ann’s
body language. Was she so tense because she was angry? Or maybe
she was trying to force back feelings of joy at the long overdue
apology? Casey let herself fantasize for a moment. Maybe Ann was
thinking of taking her in her arms and—.

Suddenly a voice called from the opposite end of the hall, inter-
rupting her fantasy. “Ms. Covington!”

Casey peeked around the corner. The voice came from a beau-
tiful woman wearing a dark burgundy suit, her blond hair falling
upon the squared shoulders, her breasts bouncing with each step.

Ann turned around and smiled at the woman. “Dr. Williams.
What brings you to our humble courthouse?” Ann joked as she
placed her hand on the woman’s arm.

The woman smiled back. “I had to testify on the Terrance case.
How about you? Done for the day?”

Ann nodded. Casey felt a sense of sadness as Ann stuffed the
apology into her pocket.
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“Wow, you look like you’ve been through the wringer,” the
woman said as she touched Ann’s cheek. “Nothing that a nice
warm bath wouldn’t cure? I’ll wash your back if you wash mine?”
she asked seductively.

“Hmm . . . only if it’s followed by one of your great massages,
Lauren,” Ann replied in the same seductive tone.

The woman blushed and put her arm through Ann’s. “I think
that can be arranged. Maybe this time I can talk you out of sneak-
ing out in the middle of the night.”

Casey felt as if a stake had been driven through her heart. Is this
how Ann felt when she’d opened the door that fateful morning?
Up until now, it hadn’t really sunk through that Ann was sleeping
with other women. All she had heard were Ann’s words, but now as
she saw the teasing glimmer in Ann’s eyes, the touch of Ann’s hand
on this woman’s arm, it was all becoming a painful reality. Casey’s
knees almost collapsed as a sharp pain enveloped her. She leaned
against the wall for support. Unable to move or speak, she watched
as the two women strode arm-in-arm down the corridor and out of
view.

“Hey, it’s me,” Casey mumbled into the phone. She had gone
back to her hotel room after picking up Chinese carryout. The
food smelled delicious, but she found she had no appetite.

“What’s wrong?” She sounded bothered.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, let’s see . . . you're calling in the middle of my class . . .”

“Oh shit. 'm sorry. I forgot about the time difference.” Casey
apologized, realizing that Pam was in the middle of teaching her
night school session.

“Time difference? Where are you?” Pam asked.

“Boston.”

“Boston? Is something wrong with Ann?”
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Casey paused. “How did you know Ann was in Boston?”

There was nothing but silence on the other end of the line.
Casey finally put two and two together. “Oh, my God! You've
known where she was all this time! Why didn’t you tell me?”

Pam sighed. “She asked me not to. She just wanted me to know
in case of some kind of emergency. Plus, you haven’t asked about
her lately. I figured that you’d lost interest,” she explained. “So you
didn’t answer me. Is there something wrong with Ann?”

“No. She’s fine. Just fine,” Casey answered sarcastically.

“So . .. she just called you out of the blue?” Pam asked, confu-
sion in her voice.

“No. I found her,” Casey replied, then admitted, “with a little
help.”

“Casey.” Pam sighed again. “Why can’t you just let it go? She’s
finally getting on with her life—"

“Yeah, I could tell.”

“Did you see her?” Pam asked softly. “It sounds like you’re
sad.”

“Yeah.”

“I gather that it didn’t go too well if you’re there sitting talking
to me instead of being with her.”

“No. It didn’t go so well.”

“You sound awfully sober for someone who has obviously had a
bad day.” Pam commented.

“I thought I might try and cut down for a while. Ann pointed it
out as another one of my bad habits.” Casey paused, then knew
exactly why she hadn’t received a response. She knew her friend
too well. “Wipe that smirk off of your face!”

Pam laughed.

“You seem a little preoccupied tonight Ann,” Lauren said as she
leaned against the doorjamb, after Ann had ignored her open robe
exposing her sleek naked body.

“Do I? 'm sorry,” Ann apologized as she looked up.
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The doctor sat on the edge of the bed next to her and brushed
a strand of hair from her face. “Does this have anything to do with
Casey?”

Ann’s face immediately flushed. “What? How do you know
about Casey?”

“I don’t,” Lauren admitted, then took Ann’s hand. “I’'m sorry.
The note fell out of your pocket when I was moving your clothes.”

Ann just stared, not knowing what to say.

“Do you still have some issues with this woman? Is this why you
insist on all of these relationships with no strings attached?”

Ann looked at her, took her hand and placed it inside her robe.
“Do you want to analyze me doctor? Or do you want to fuck me?”
she asked seductively.

The doctor’s lips slowly turned into a wicked smile. “I want to
fuck you.”

“Then stop talking and put your mouth to good use.” Ann
offered her breast.

The doctor did not have to be asked twice. Ann felt the doctor’s
tongue circle her nipple. She let out a hungry moan as Lauren
began sucking, clearly inviting her to the rest of the body before
her.

Ann slipped from the sheets as the clock beside the bed turned
to two fifteen a.m. Rubbing her hands over her face, she tried to
adjust her eyes to the dim moonlight streaming in the bedroom
window. Where had Lauren put her clothes?

“Your clothes are on the chair in the corner,” Lauren said as if
Ann had asked the question aloud.

She startled Ann. “I’'m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you,” she
whispered as she made her way over to the chair where her suit had
been draped with care. Pulling on her panties and bra, then slip-
ping on her blouse, she cringed as she heard the question from out
of the darkness.

“Are you just going to leave without talking about it?”
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Ann turned around to face the bed and saw the outline of the
doctor as she leaned up on her elbow. “What?” She played dumb.

Lauren sighed as if being a psychologist sometimes got in the
way of her personal life. “Ann. You didn’t come all evening.”

Ann laughed nervously. “I don’t think you should be complain-
ing...”

Lauren’s voice was gentle. “I'm not complaining. I'm totally
and completely satisfied. I'm just worried—"

“Lauren, it’s not your fault . . .” Ann finished buttoning her
blouse and pulled on her skirt.

“I know. Talk to me, Ann.”

"The zipper of the skirt sounded like a shriek in the silence. Ann
pulled out her brush from her purse and whipped it through her
hair. “Just drop it, doctor.” In her opinion, Lauren was walking a
thin line between lover and analyst.

“This woman—Casey—are you in love with her?”

Ann placed her brush back in her purse and leaned against the
wall. Lauren refused to quit. “Yes . . . no . . . it doesn’t matter . . .
it’s over.”

“So, her apology . . .” She was provoking her into an explana-
tion.

“Her apology came too late,” Ann answered, angry.

“How late?”

“About two months.” Pausing, Ann shook her head. “I don’t
know if it would’ve mattered if it came any earlier . . .”

“Does she still love you?” The doctor kept prodding her.

“I don’t think she knows what love is. I believe she loves in the
present moment.” Ann stopped for a minute, trying to clarify what
she meant. “If you’re there with her, she loves you. As soon as
you’re out of sight, it kind of slips her mind . . . she succumbs to
temptation a little too easily.”

“It seems that you were on her mind for the past two months . ..”

Ann stepped into her pumps. “Look. It just doesn’t matter any-
more. I've gone on with my life!” she yelled as she grabbed her
purse and stalked from the room.
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“Like hell you have.” Lauren called out as Ann slammed the
door.

A half-hour later, Ann was pacing back and forth across her east
side apartment. Why did Casey have to appear out of nowhere?
She was doing fine on her own. She hadn’t thought about the
woman in . . . okay, she thought about her all the time. God, Casey
was beautiful . . . Why did she have to look so good? Why, why,
why . . . ..why did she have to cheat on her? Flashbacks of Casey
and that woman filled her mind. Damn it!

The mail she had thrown on the table caught her eye. She
picked it up and began shuffling through it. Advertisements, credit
card offers . . . hmm . . . what was this envelope?

Anthony Duncan and Rebecca Jobnson

Request your presence at their holy union

Ann rubbed her temples as she read the remainder of the invi-
tation. Pam must have given them her address. Tears filled her
eyes. She would just send some money . . . or a gift card. She did
not need this, not after everything that had happened today . . . or
yesterday . . . well, in the last twenty-four hours. She propped the
invitation up on the mantle. Pulling her gaze away from it seemed
impossible until she was jolted back into reality by the shrill sound
of her alarm coming from her bedroom.
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Chapter Twenty-eight

The next few days were extremely hard on Ann. She could not
get Casey out of her mind. Of course, the flowers that arrived from
Casey with the message, ‘I still love you’, did not help matters. She
needed a distraction. A distraction, and maybe a nice massage . . .
hmm . . . she picked up the phone and dialed Lauren’s number.

"Ten minutes later, Ann was standing in the doorway of Lauren’s
office. Leaning on the doorjamb, she looked down at the doctor,
who was sprawled out on her stereotypical leather couch. Her
shoes off, she appeared relaxed as she watched an entertainment
news program on the television.

Ann smiled. “Are you ready to go?”

Lauren glanced up at Ann and returned the smile as she raised
herself to sitting position. Just as she reached for the remote to
turn off the television, Ann heard a familiar voice that made her
jaw drop.

“Wait!” She turned quickly toward the TV. With her hand over
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her mouth, she made her way to a chair to avoid her collapse.
There before her on the television screen was Casey, being inter-
viewed by a well-known entertainment reporter. The subject was a
new movie opening this coming weekend. Ann guessed it was the
movie that Casey had completed before they met.

Ann could feel Lauren watching her and her reaction to the
screen, but obviously Lauren didn’t understand the situation.

“And the movie opens nationwide this weekend?” the woman
interviewer asked.

Casey smiled and nodded politely.

“So, what’s this I've heard about your personal life? You’ve had
someone special occupying your time?” she prodded.

Casey’s face turned red as she tried to recover from the shock of
the personal, usually “off-limits” question. “You know that I won’t
answer personal questions.”

“Oh, come on, Casey. There are a lot of ladies out there sitting
on the edge of their seats right now . . .”

Casey’s smile disappeared. “Well, let’s just say that the keyword
in your question is ‘had.” I pretty much screwed up that relation-
ship.”

The woman tried to look sympathetic. “She must have been
someone pretty special.”

The statement hung in the air until Casey could compose her-
self enough to reply. Finally, she let out a deep breath. “You could
say that she was the best thing that ever happened to me.”

Ann wondered when Casey had done this interview. Probably a
week or so ago, for the advance promotion of the film, before she
came to Boston.

“Any hope of reconciliation?”

Casey tucked her hair behind her ear. “There’s always hope.”

The interview ended with that statement, and the show went to
commercial.

Ann’s eyes were filled with tears. She missed her so much.

Lauren suddenly gasped. “Ann? This is the Casey from the
note?”
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Ann ran her hand through her hair, met Lauren’s gaze and
nodded. Lauren just stared back for several seconds, as if trying to
decide if she dare try to cross the line that Ann had so clearly
drawn on several occasions.

She drew a deep breath. “You know, I thought that maybe you
didn’t want to discuss your past because you believed that I’d be
bored with a story that I had probably heard a million times
before. But believe me, Ann, I think I’d be interested in your
story.”

Ann just sat still staring at her hands, which were clasped tightly
in her lap. Did she want to confide in her? Would it change their
relationship?

Lauren made another attempt. “How did you two meet and
what exactly happened to your relationship? I mean, she looks like
she’s in just as much pain as you are.”

Ann glared at her. “Don’t you dare feel sorry for Casey! She’s
the one that threw it all away. You heard her. She screwed up.”

“So tell me what happened, Ann,” Lauren said gently.

“I caught her with another woman,” Ann blurted out. She
crossed her arms. “She tried to tell me that it was just sex. Just
some woman who appeared in her hotel room one night.” The
memory was still appalling.

“I hear that happens all the time. Strangers throwing them-
selves at famous people.”

“Oh. So that makes what she did okay?” Ann threw her arms in
the air. “Is that what you’re saying, doctor?”

Lauren slowly leaned back on the couch. Ann knew she had vast
experience with anger. She stretched her arm out on the back of
the couch, no doubt to show Ann she was being open and relaxed.
“No, of course I'm not saying that. Why don’t you tell me the
whole story?”

“Shouldn’t I be on the couch if you’re going to analyze me?”
Ann said sarcastically.

Lauren sighed. “Why don’t you just come sit beside me and
treat me like a friend who cares about you?”
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Ann didn’t move but glanced back to another commercial on
the screen. Evidently irritated, Lauren took the remote and clicked
the television off. Several moments of silence passed before Ann
gave in and quietly sat down on the couch next to Lauren. Trying
to lighten the mood, Ann began, “Once upon a time . . .”

An hour later, Ann had finished the story. She had explained
about Kathy, her series of books, the movie deal and finally about
Casey. Lauren had remained quiet the entire time. Well, Ann
thought, Lauren’s specialty was the art of listening. When Ann fin-
ished, Lauren leaned forward and gently kissed her lips.

“You are truly an amazing woman,” she said, looking into Ann’s
eyes. Then, taking her hand in hers, she smiled. “I knew you were
a brilliant prosecutor, but now I learn you’re an author, a screen-
writer, a tax attorney . . .” Then her smile faded. “Unfortunately,
you are also the most stubborn, pigheaded woman I've ever
known.”

Ann’s eyes widened as she tried to pull her hand away. “Frankly,
doctor, I'm surprised that your patients return each week.”

Lauren held on tightly to Ann’s hand. “All ’'m saying is . . . your
professional life is so full of gray areas. Plea bargains, settle-
ments—it’s all about compromise. But your personal life is so black
and white, cut and dried.” Pausing for a moment to collect her
thoughts, she said, “Like when we got together. You made it very
clear that it was going to be a fuck-and-run relationship. No com-
promise. Anytime I tried to make it more, a little more meaning-
ful, you left. No discussion. You just left. 'm sure you’ve recently
dealt with a lot of other women that way. No involvement, no
commitment. Black and white.”

Ann looked coldly out into space.

Lauren, however, apparently believed that she was listening, so
she continued. “You know, it’s been my experience that everyone
deserves a second chance.”

Ann finally turned to her. “Doctor, have you been guilty of an
indiscretion in your past?”

“If you had ever gotten to know me a little better, you’d know
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that ’'m incapable of cheating.” Lauren now looked into Ann’s
eyes. “No, 'm afraid that I was in your position. She spent the rest
of her life trying to make it up to me.”

Ann was confused.

Lauren elaborated, “She died two years ago in a car accident.”

“Any regrets?”

“Iwo. That somehow I made her feel that she needed to spend
the rest of her life making it up to me. But mostly I regret the year
that we wasted separated because I couldn’t see past my pride and
forgive her.” Sighing, Lauren admitted, “Id give anything to have
that year back again.”
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Chapter Twenty-nine

Ann’s mind wandered as she rode in the taxi from the Los
Angeles Airport to her destination. Was she doing the right thing?
Had she made the right choice? She was going to the wedding, but
just the wedding. She would slip out before Casey could see her.

Ann spotted Tony pacing outside the church. He looked up and
smiled as she approached. As she expected, he was wearing the tra-
ditional black and white tuxedo.

“Ann! I'm so glad that you came . . . Casey will be glad too.”

Ann hugged the groom, then straightened the rose bud on his
lapel. “I'm here for you and Rebecca, not for Casey.”

Tony released her and held her at arm’s length. “Thanks. I
know being here is hard for you.”

Ann softly smiled and tried to change the subject. “So, are you
nervous?”

Tony smoothed back his hair. “Isn’t it noticeable? I'm scared to
death. Not of marrying Rebecca . . . but she insisted that we write

200

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



our own vows, and I just know that I’'m going to make a fool of
myself.”

“I'm sure that you’ll do fine.”

“I'll bet you a dance that I flub up,” Tony kidded.

Embarrassed, she looked at him. “I'm sorry, Tony. I wasn’t
planning on attending the reception . . .”

“What? You’ve got to stick around for the reception. Rebecca
will be upset if she doesn’t get to see you.” He paused. “It’s because
you don’t want to have to deal with Casey, isn’t it?”

“Would you stop worrying about your sister? This day is about
you and Rebecca, not me and Casey.”

“Then I'll see you at the reception?”

Ann tried to stall but noticed the pastor coming to pull Tony
away. Tony followed her gaze and waved to the man approaching.

“Well?” Tony prodded.

Ann looked into his brown eyes. For a second she was stunned
by the resemblance she had never noticed before. Before she could
catch herself she conceded with a nod. “I’ll be there. Don’t make
me take you up on that dance.” She smiled.

"Tony laughed and turned to follow the pastor, then suddenly
turned back and took her in his arms once again. “She’s truly mis-
erable without you, you know,” he whispered into her ear.

Ann sighed. This was probably a big mistake, she said to herself.
Running her fingers through her hair, she made her way up the
concrete stairs to the chapel.

The service was lovely. Rebecca looked stunning, her tradi-
tional white dress had a plunging back, but she had covered the
space with lace. Casey, as maid of honor, was gorgeous in cobalt
blue.

Ann wandered into the reception hall adjacent to the church,
searching for a seat in the back so she could make a quick exit if she
needed to. She took a glass of wine and was lulled into staying for
the meal after eyeing the prime rib on the plates served around
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her. Tony and Rebecca weaved in and out of the tables, obviously
on a mission to find someone. Tony stopped and pointed at Ann.
Rebecca waved and proceeded to drag Tony over to her table. Ann
stood to receive the couple.

“Ann, I'm so glad that you came! We miss you so much,”
Rebecca said, excitement in her voice.

“You look beautiful,” Ann remarked. “I wouldn’t have missed
this for the world.” A little white lie couldn’t hurt.

After talking with Ann for a while, Rebecca was whisked away
to another table. Ann sat back down with Tony still standing beside
her.

“Dance with me, Ann.” He pulled her up to her feet and led her
to the dance floor. He took her in his arms, then chuckled. “Are
you used to leading?”

Ann smiled and laughed. “No, I've always been led or, in some
cases, mislead.”

A dozen other couples joined them on the dance floor.

“Can I cut in?”

Ann heard the voice and closed her eyes as she recognized it
immediately. She suddenly felt her body heating up as Tony pulled
away to let Casey take the lead. Ann looked at him as he shrugged
and walked away. Casey took Ann into her arms and swayed to the
music.

“I think I’ve been ambushed,” Ann said, not looking directly
into Casey’s eyes.

“Don’t be mad at him. He didn’t think his sister had enough
nerve to cut in,” Casey explained.

“Well, at least I'm not in bad company,” Ann replied, finally
looking at Casey.

Casey looked at her as if confused by the comment.

“If your own brother underestimated your nerve, I guess 'm
not as big of a fool as I thought.” Ann said to clarify her previous
statement.

Casey looked into Ann’s eyes. “You’re not the fool here. I'm the
fool, Ann.”
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“Well, I don’t really have time to debate over who’s the biggest
fool. I have a plane to catch.” Ann pulled away from Casey.

Casey looked hurt. “Already?”

Ann nodded. “My cab is probably sitting outside the hall right
now. I really need to go.”

Casey followed her out of the hall and leaned on the doorway as
Ann made her way to the awaiting car. “I wish you would have let
me drive you to the airport.”

Looking back as she opened the car door, Ann smiled. “I can’t
imagine you driving anywhere in that dress.”

Casey’s heart took a leap at Ann’s attempt at lightening the
mood. Maybe it was Ann’s way of telling her that the tension
between them was subsiding. Looking down at the tight-fitting
dress, she tried to rub the creases out. “I knew it. I thought it was
too tight! Rebecca told me it looked fine. It’s too tight, isn’t it?”

Ann looked away, then slowly eyed her up and down. “It’s per-
fect.”

Casey felt warm from the comment. She watched the door of
the cab shut and suddenly felt desperate. She didn’t want Ann to
leave. “Ann?” she called out.

Ann rolled down the window, her look questioning Casey’s
intentions.

Casey approached the cab, but stopped at a short distance, still
giving Ann the space that she knew she needed. What could she
say? Her mind went blank. Finally she stammered the first thing
that came to her mind, “Thanks for coming.”

Ann ran her hand along the door ledge as if it needed dusting,
then nodded as she glanced quickly at Casey, then just as quickly
away. As the window rolled up, the cab slowly crept away. Casey
watched until the car was just a yellow spot on the horizon. Feeling
her eyes welling up with tears, she went back into the hall and
directly into the restroom.

203

All content of this eBook is copyrighted.



NS

Ann walked into her apartment after the long red-eye flight
home. The silence affected her as it never had before. She was
overwhelmed with loneliness. Opening the refrigerator, she
grabbed a bottle of water, unscrewed the top and took a swig while
she played her messages on her answering machine.

The first call was Kathy. They had been able to remain friends,
although the friendship had really become one-sided. Ann just
couldn’t take Kathy’s mood swings, which had gone from bad to
worse. And as she saw it, she didn’t have to take it anymore. So,
Ann was friendly and polite but kept the calls short.

She had mixed emotions about the second message as she heard
Casey’s voice.

“Hi. . .it’s Casey . .. I hope you don’t mind me calling you. I
just wanted to say thanks again. It really meant a lot to Tony and
Rebecca . . . and me. I promise I won’t bug you all the time now
that I have your home number. Anyway, I hope your flight was all
right. Well, you know how to get in touch with me . . . .same cell
number and all. I still love you, Ann.”

Ann deleted the message. Great, Casey had her home number
now. She better not call me all the time, she thought.

Weeks went by and Casey was true to her word, not one phone
call. No phone calls, but flowers every week and cards every other
day. All signed, “I still love you, Ann.” She didn’t respond. Inside
she still felt hurt, anger, humiliation . . . .and it was all tangled up
with love.

On one dreary Wednesday, in the midst of preparing for an
upcoming case, Ann’s thoughts were interrupted by her assistant’s
voice on the intercom. “Ann, it’s Kathy.”

She sighed as she picked up the phone. “Hi, Kathy!”

Listening to the voice on the end of the line, Ann’s hand began
quivering. Her voice began quivering also. “I'm sorry, when was
this? And where? Okay, what time is the—yes, I know the location.
Thanks so much for calling.”
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Ann’s assistant had come into her office to put some files on her
desk. “Are you okay?” she asked as the first tear rolled down Ann’s
cheek.

Ann looked up at her. “Kathy’s gone . . . I mean . . . Kathy is
dead.”
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Chapter Thirty

Ann wandered through her old San Francisco apartment as she
surveyed its contents. The place felt cold and empty. Picking up a
picture off the mantle, she lightly traced the photo of her and
Kathy. It had been taken a few years into their relationship . . .
when they were both happy. A tear rolled down her cheek. She
jerked when she heard a knock on the door.

She opened the door to find Casey. Throwing her arms up in
exasperation, she exclaimed, “Oh, God! Why the hell not? Let’s
just make this the week from hell!” She turned and stalked back
into the apartment.

Casey waited for a minute, then followed her as if not exactly
sure if she had been invited in. “I came as soon as I heard. I wasn’t
sure if you had anyone to—"

Ann shook her head. “It’s pretty pathetic if you’re the only one
that I have to console me.”

“Ouch!” Casey said. “Do you want me to leave?”
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“I don’t care. I'm just too tired to fight,” Ann admitted while
running her fingers through her hair. “You might as well come in
and help me drink this wine. There’s so much of it. It’s not like 'm
going to ship it back to Boston with me.”

Casey followed her out of the entryway and into the living
room. She was taken aback by the size of the apartment. For some
reason she had always pictured it as small, dark and cramped. But
this was nothing like that. The ceilings were high, and several large
plate glass windows let in filtered sunlight, which obviously made
the numerous plants flourish. The polished oak floors looked as if
they were brand new. A large area rug covered the center of the
living room, where several pieces of plush dark green furniture
were arranged in a seating area. In front of the couch was a coffee
table that held a bottle of wine, a single wineglass and what looked
like a photograph album. She was drawn to the large brick fire-
place where dozens of framed photographs sat on the mantle. The
largest frame contained a picture of Ann and Kathy leaning against
a tree with their arms around each other. Casey was concentrating
so hard on her new surroundings that she barely even noticed Ann
leave the room and return with another wineglass. Casey contin-
ued to look at the pictures on the mantle as Ann filled another
glass with wine.

“She overdosed. I wasn’t sure if you knew,” Ann said, interrupt-
ing Casey’s thoughts.

Casey turned around and took the wineglass offered her. “I
heard. What exactly happened?” She asked gently.

“She had a drug problem. Cocaine,” Ann said as if she was still
having a hard time comprehending it.

Casey sat down across form her. “Did you know?”

Ann shook her head. “That’s what everyone keeps asking me.
No. I didn’t know. We had separate checking accounts so I had no
idea how much money she had or what she spent it on.” She
paused to take a sip of wine. “We spent so much time apart during
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the last few months . . . years . . . I guess it explained her mood
swings.”

Casey didn’t know what to say. What she wanted was to hold
her in her arms and take the pain away. Instead she just patiently
listened.

Ann looked at her, then stood and went over to the window.
“You should’ve seen her family at the funeral.” She watched the
wine in her glass as she swirled it. “They wouldn’t even look at
me,” she said solemnly.

“Her family didn’t say anything to you?” Casey asked in disbe-
lief.

Ann shook her head, then sighed. “Oh, yeah, her sister asked
me where my new lover was. The lover that I left her sister for.”
She glanced at Casey, then closed them tight. Casey thought that
she was trying to hold back tears. “What could I say? I felt like a
knife went through my heart when I had to admit that it didn’t
work out.”

Ann’s pain was obvious, and Casey was overwhelmed by her
sadness.

Now standing by the mantle, Ann drew her finger across the
picture of her and Kathy. “They blame me, you know.”

Casey stood and approached her. “Ann, you didn’t do anything
wrong.”

“I'm sorry, but I can’t really rely on your sense of right and
wrong,” Ann shot back.

Casey stopped and dug her hands in her jeans pockets. “I guess
I deserved that.”

“I should’ve known. About the drugs, about her state of mind .
..” Her sentence trailed off. “I’'m wracking my brain for clues that
she gave, but there’s nothing. I didn’t see it coming.”

Casey reached out to touch her on the arm.

Flinching, Ann backed away, emptied the rest of the wine in her
glass and poured herself a refill. “Odd how things change in such a
short amount of time. I never could’ve imagined last year at this
time how screwed up my life would be right now. No home, no
family, no companion . . . It’s like ’'m having this extremely long
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nightmare.” She ran her hand over her face. “I just wish someone
would wake me up.”

Casey sat down and put her head in her hands. “It’s all my fault, don’t
you see? If I hadn’t pressured you . . . then fucked up so badly . ..”

“You didn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to do. I'm not
sure that eventually Kathy and I wouldn’t have gone our separate
ways, especially with her drug problem. But yes, you did royally
fuck up. You fucked up good.”

Abashed, she said, “I succumbed to temptation. It won’t happen
again.”

“Everyone encounters temptations every day, Casey.”

She was right of course. Casey thought of the dozens of come-
ons she faced on practically a daily basis. Casey crossed her arms.
“You just don’t know the difference between everyone else’s temp-
tations and mine.”

“Maybe not. But I do know the difference between strength
and weakness.”

“So you think that I'm weak?” Casey said, surprised. “How
about in L.A., Ann? There were a few times that I was strong
enough to help you with temptation. You didn’t think I was so
weak back there.”

“You’re right.” Ann sighed and nodded. “So what happened in
Arizona? Out of sight, out of mind?”

“Ann, you were definitely not out of my mind.”

“Oh, now you’re going to tell me that when you were fucking
her you were pretending she was me?”

Casey laughed. “No, I could have never pretended that was
you.”

Ann took offense. “Oh, excuse me. I guess she was better than
me in bed, huh?”

“No!” Casey tried to explain. “It wasn’t enjoyable at all!”

“That’s too bad,” Ann said, her face blank. “You would think
that if you were going to throw our relationship away, it would at
least have been for something enjoyable.”

“If there was any way that I could ever make it up to you, I
would.” Casey was unable to look her in the eye.
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Ann sat down on the couch across from her. “Will you just
answer one question for me? And will you please answer it truth-
fully?” She drained her glass.

Casey finally brought her eyes up to meet Ann’s. “I've always
tried to be honest with you.”

Ann nodded, then reached down to fill her glass yet again. “Do
you think that you ever really loved me? I mean, I know that we’re
friends—you wouldn’t be here right now otherwise—but did you
ever really love me?”

Casey’s eyes filled with tears. She felt the droplets running
down her cheeks and was only able to choke out, “I still do.”

Ann was sitting on the couch flipping through the photo album
when Casey reemerged from the bathroom. She had spent the last
twenty minutes splashing water on her face and trying to recover
from her admission. Ann had remained unemotional through the
entire conversation, although Casey was unsure if it was because
she didn’t care or if it was because of all of the alcohol in her
bloodstream.

Casey sat next to her on the couch and looked over her shoul-
der at the photographs. Occasionally Ann would smile at a picture
and explain the circumstances under which it was taken. One
bottle of wine was replaced with another as Ann reminisced. After
the second bottle was emptied, Casey suggested they order
Chinese food. When it arrived, they sat at the dining room table,
which was already fully set as if Kathy had expected company.

Ann surveyed the table and sighed. “I don’t know why we kept
this table set. We always had these grand ideas about throwing big
dinner parties. The truth is, our jobs controlled our lives so much
that we were lucky if the two of us ate together once a week.”

“Speaking of jobs, how’ it going in Boston? Your office sure
impressed the hell out of me.” Casey remembered the fabulous
views from each and every window.
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Ann laughed nervously and shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess I’ll
see when I get back.”

Confused, Casey looked at her. “What do you mean?”

Ann wound the noodles around her chopsticks. “Well, they
weren'’t really receptive about my leaving right now. Basically, they
said don’t go, and I left anyway. So, I may not have a job when I get
back.”

“What are you going to do if they fire you?”

“I'll live. There are plenty of people out there who’ll hire me,”
Ann replied.

“Well, if you need help financially . . .” Casey offered.

Ann gestured for Casey to stop. “Don’t worry about me. I could
live for years on what I have in savings alone.” She cast an eye
around the room. “Then there’s the sale of this place. I should get
a pretty penny for it.”

“You own this place? I just assumed that you rented, like most
people in San Francisco.”

“No, it’s mine. Free and clear. I bought it before Kathy and I
got together,” Ann explained. “I let her stay here rent-free. How
could I not?”

“You don’t want to keep it?”

Ann grimaced. “No, too many memories. Besides, who knows
where I'll end up.”

Casey gathered her nerve to ask the next question. “Would you
consider coming back to Los Angeles?”

Ann laughed and shook her head. “Not too many good memo-
ries there either.”

Casey, a bit hurt by the statement, shrugged. “I don’t know. I
think we have a few good memories.”

Ann looked at her and smiled. “Yeah, I guess I can think of a
few.”

Casey swallowed the last bit of wine in her glass, then braced
herself for her next statement. “Ann, I know that you have no
reason to believe me, but I've changed. I haven’t slept with anyone
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since our little confrontation in Boston. Your words hit me like a
brick.”

Ann picked up the bottle of wine and tipped it toward Casey’s
glass. Casey immediately put her hand over the rim. “I'm trying to
tone down on my drinking these days. I've come to the conclusion
that I do some pretty stupid things when I drink too much.”

Withdrawing the bottle, she set it back down.

“I want to try and prove myself to you, Ann,” Casey said sin-
cerely.

Ann rolled her eyes. “Casey, you are who you are. I've come to
accept that in the last few months. I wish that it hadn’t cost me my
entire life before I figured it out, but I guess that’s what it took.”

Casey’s eyes began filling with tears for the second time that
day. “I miss you,” she whispered.

Reaching over, she placed her hand over Casey’s. “I miss you
too. But a relationship without trust is no relationship at all.” Ann
studied her for a moment. “Iell me the truth. If I hadn’t surprised
you that morning, would you have ever told me about it?”

Casey lowered her eyes. She had thought about that question
many times. Should she tell her what she wanted to hear, or should
she tell her the truth? She decided Ann deserved the truth. “No . .
. at least not until maybe our fiftieth anniversary or something.”

Ann gave an exasperated sigh. “When you would confess all of
your indiscretions?”

“No,” Casey said flatly. “You see, that’s the point, Ann. There
wouldn’t have been any others to confess. What you don’t under-
stand is that morning . . . I finally realized that I didn’t want any
part of that life anymore. All I wanted was you.” Her voice cracked
as she looked up into Ann’s eyes. “All I want is you.”

That night around two a.m., Casey got up to get a glass of
water, her mouth dry from the alcohol she had consumed. As she
went through the living room she found Ann sitting alone in the
dark. Stopping, she looked closer to make sure that Ann hadn’t
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started drinking again, then got her glass of water from the
kitchen. Sitting on the edge of the couch, Casey took a sip then
offered the glass to Ann, who drank the rest. Moving closer, Casey
began massaging Ann’s shoulders, kneading the tense muscles
through the material of Ann’s robe. She did not want to cross the
line by tucking her hands underneath the robe and stroking Ann’s
bare skin. Casey continued the massaging motion down Ann’s
arms. Ann let a moan escape as Casey kneaded the small muscles in
her hands.

“I would know these hands anywhere,” Ann whispered as she
caressed and inspected Casey’s fingers. Then, their fingers inter-
twined, she pulled Casey’s arms tightly around her.

After a moment, Ann looked up at her. “Can we just have some
meaningless sex?”

Casey shook her head. “I don’t have meaningless sex anymore.
But we could make love.”

Ann looked away, ignoring the suggestion.

Casey tried again. “Okay, you’re so big on compromise, how
about I make love to you and you can just consider it meaningless
sex?”

Ann’s face lit up and she pulled Casey down to the plush fabric.

Casey touched her lips gently to Ann’s, then with the insistence
of Ann’s hand on the back of Casey’s neck, she kissed her harder.
Ann urged Casey closer still, and Casey was tempted to thrust her
knee between Ann’s bare legs. But she held back. If this was the last
time that she would ever make love to Ann, she would not be
rushed, she was going to relish every minute. She wanted to touch,
wanted to kiss every inch of her. Her lips left Ann’s and traveled
downward, tasting the salt left from the tears on Ann’s cheeks, the
remnants of the perfume on her neck, and finally back to taste her
wine-soaked tongue. She heard a soft moan escape from Ann as
her fingertips gently grazed Ann’s nipples.

Casey then pulled Ann up and led her to the spare bedroom.
Beside the bed, she stopped and helped Ann out of her T-shirt and

underwear before tenderly pushing her back onto the comforter.
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For several moments, Casey just stood there. She wanted to mem-
orize Ann’s body. Everything she had taken for granted for those
several months they had been together rushed through her mind.
Ann didn’t seem to mind, stretching her arms out to fully expose
her firm breasts and flat tummy, then separated her legs for further
view.

Casey removed her clothing and lay down next to Ann, then
ran her fingertips along the smooth skin before her, tracing each
muscle as Ann breathed, evenly at first, then in shorter spurts.
Casey moved on top of her, relishing her touch, as she kissed her
deeply, and the kiss was just as deeply returned. Casey’s lips and
tongue began their search—Ann’s neck, Ann’s nipples, Ann’s
tummy, Ann’s belly button, down to the coarse hair, her fingertips
caressing each area that her lips had just left. Ann’s body was
writhing as she continued, placing soft kisses down Ann’s thighs,
knees, calves, then pausing to suck on each toe. She heard Ann’s
moans graduate, getting louder and louder. Casey brought her
mouth back up to Ann’s wetness, breathing in the heavenly scent,
then lightly blowing her own warm breath onto the velvety folds
before her. Ann was practically wimpering now, and Casey knew
exactly what to do to bring her further toward the edge. She began
with soft kisses along Ann’s hip, then nipped the skin, afterward
caressing her with her tongue.

Casey smiled as Ann began pleading. She then ran her tongue
down to taste the pleasure she had brought from Ann’s body. Slow
strokes brought convulsions below her, and as her fingers entered
the moistness, the wave of orgasm ushered in a cry of ecstasy. Casey
pulled herself up to kiss her while increasing the pressure, producing
several more surges before Ann fell limp with exhaustion.

Ann’s body was throbbing. Every inch of her was tingling. She
felt Casey’s fingers inside her and clenched them as they began
sliding from her. She grasped them and stopped them from leaving
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her, and at the same time she rolled Casey onto her back and
brought her lips to Casey’s nipples.

“Please . . . .just touch me,” Casey mumbled. “I'm ready. Just
touch me, please,” Casey begged.

Ann looked into her eyes as she slid her fingers into Casey.
God, it felt so good . . . she was so wet. She had barely begun
stroking her when Casey’s body tightened and released a spurt of
moisture. Sliding her fingers into her, Ann gripped Casey’s fingers
still inside her. Rocking back and forth, the two came simultane-
ously. Ann finally collapsing onto Casey, they lay in that position
for what seemed like an eternity, until Casey’s caresses on Ann’s
back led them to begin all over again. Only after the minutes
turned into hours did they collapse in exhaustion, falling into a
deep sleep in each other’s arms.

Ann lay in Casey’s arms, Casey gently stroked Ann’s arm and
stared at the ceiling.

“Do I dare ask what you’re thinking about?” Ann asked, still
sleepy.

Casey sighed. “I just thought that at some point in our love-
making—er, meaningless sex—that you would admit that you still
love me.”

Ann propped herself on one elbow and brought her other hand
to Casey’s cheek. “I didn’t think there was ever any doubt about
that. Of course I still love you. But it doesn’t matter because so do
half of the other women you’re sleeping with.”

“Slept with,” Casey corrected. “Let’s change that verb to past
tense.”

“Uh-huh,” Ann responded sarcastically.

Casey rolled over and propped herself up on her elbow to face
Ann. “Ann, just give me another chance,” she pleaded. “We can go
back to L.A. and start over.”

Frustrated, Ann looked at her. “Casey, it’s not L.A. that’s the
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problem. The problem is that everytime you go on location I'll be
wondering—"

“Then come with me,” Casey said. “You can work by computer
everywhere I go.”

Ann laughed. “Oh, yeah, a roving attorney. Every employer’s
dream.”

“I know there’s a compromise here. How about if you go out on
your own? That way you won’t have to answer to anyone,” Casey
suggested.

“Casey, I'm an attorney. I have to meet with clients, go to court.
I can’t just follow you around like some groupie,” Ann said, her
frustration growing.

“Okay, counselor. I didn’t think it would come to this, but I'll
throw my last offer out on the table.” Casey paused. “After I finish
with this movie, I'll announce my retirement. It’s about time I put
that college degree to work.”

Ann was stunned. “You’d make that kind of sacrifice for me?”

Casey looked her in the eye. “You sacrificed everything in your
life for me and I screwed up. Now it’s my turn.” After taking a deep
breath she added, “There’s only three conditions to my offer.”

Ann chuckled. “I knew that there would be a catch.” She
motioned for Casey to proceed.

Casey raised one finger. “Number one: we settle in L.A. so that
I can be near my family.” Raising her second finger, she continued,
“Number two: you go back to being a tax attorney, because you’re
a real bitch when you’re a prosecutor.”

Ann smiled, knowing the truth in the statement.

Casey raised her third finger. “And the third condition is”—she
placed her hand on Ann’s cheek—*“that you’ll marry me.”

Taken aback, Ann felt her smile fade. “You’re serious?”

Casey swallowed hard. “I’ve never been so serious about any-
thing in my life.”

“Casey, I can’t bury my former lover one day and accept a pro-
posal from you the next. It’s just too much.”

“I can understand that,” Casey replied. “In fact, I don’t want you
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to say yes right now. I want you to wait until I'm done with this proj-
ect. Until I've proved myself. Then you can give me your answer.”

Ann closed her eyes. Suddenly, she felt at peace with herself.
“T’ll think about it.”

Casey lay back down and held Ann in her arms. “That’s all I ask,
baby, that’s all I ask.”

It was late morning when the two awoke. They ate breakfast in
bed then retreated to different rooms. Ann needed time alone to
go through some of Kathy’s belongings. Casey retreated to the
living room into a good book she found on Kathy’s shelf. The
apartment was peaceful with soft music playing throughout. About
three, she was interrupted with a loud knock on the door. Ann
called out for her to answer it.

Casey opened the door to find an older woman, probably in her
early sixties, waiting. She appeared rather nervous as she said, “I'm
looking for Ann Covington.”

Casey motioned for her to enter. The woman stepped inside as
if she was afraid the floor on the other side of the threshold would
collapse under her weight.

“May I ask who’s here to see her?” Casey asked as she closed the
door quietly behind her.

The woman twisted her hands over and over again as if having
trouble assembling the next sentence. Slowly she raised her eyes.
“I'm her mother.”

Casey left the woman in the entryway and walked down the hall
in a daze. Quietly she approached Ann, who was reviewing a box of
papers, in what used to be her and Kathy’s bedroom.

“Who was at the door?” Ann glanced up at her.

Casey, still stunned, didn’t know exactly know how to answer.
Finally, she murmured, “She says she’s . . . your mother.”

“Sure.” Ann looked at her with irritation. “First Kathy dies,
then your proposal, now my mother reappears after twelve . . .
thirteen years. What a cruel joke that would be.”

“I haven’t seen any pictures, but she looks an awful lot like

»

you.
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Ann sighed, put down the papers and stalked down the hallway,
Casey closely behind her.

At the end of the hall, Ann stopped dead in her tracks and
gasped. “Mother?” she asked in disbelief.

The woman’s eyes immediately filled with tears. Wiping them
from her cheeks, she smiled. “I'm sorry. You just turned out so
beautiful.”

Casey watched as the two of them stood in silence, then
offered, “Would you like to sit down?”

The woman smiled and nodded. “Yes, before my knees weaken
any more. Thank you...”

“Casey Duncan.” Casey offered her hand.

“Maggie.” She shook her hand. “Maggie Covington.”

Following Casey over to the sofa, she sat down on one end. Ann
sat on the other end of the couch from her mother. Casey settled
into the chair across from the two women. Ann just sat and stared
at the woman for several minutes. She’s changed, Ann thought to
herself. Her mother, who had been a little stocky, now was trim
and toned. Her tan complexion, highlighted hair, even her clothes
were stylish. Her mother was a changed woman.

Ann was still in shock. “I wasn’t aware that you knew where I
lived.”

Maggie fidgeted with her hands again. “I’ve always known where
you lived, what you were doing.” Meeting Ann’s eyes she continued,
“I've followed your career through the legal publishings, through the
paper . . . then I lost track of you about a year ago . . .”

“I'lived in Los Angeles for a while. Now I’'m in Boston.”

“Boston? Oh my. No wonder you were never here. I've stopped
by several times now,” she admitted. “I guess you’re here now
because ... Ann ... I’'m so sorry about Kathy.”

Ann kept staring at the woman before her. Frustrated, she ran
her hand over her face. “Wait a minute . . . I'm just a little confused
here. All this time, you knew everything about my career, about
my life, where I lived?”
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Maggie nodded. “Until about a year ago, like I said before.
What happened? I know Kathy was still in San Francisco . . .”

Ann looked at Casey, then shook her head. “It’s a long story . . .
And frankly mzom,” she said bitterly. “I don’t know if you really
deserve ...”

Maggie looked down at her hands once again. “You’re right. Of
course you're right. I'm sorry. I knew that it wouldn’t be easy . . .”

“Mom, why are you here? After all this time? Why now?”

“Ann, it was always your father. He was just so damned stub-
born...”

“Hmm . ..” Casey mumbled. “Must run in the family.”

Ann gave her a wry smile. Her mother seemed confused, but
went on. “I know that I shouldn’t have listened to him all those
years...”

“Did something happen to Dad?” Ann asked, not knowing why
she felt so alarmed.

“Oh, Ann . . . your dad and I have separated. I found him with
another woman.”

“That sounds familiar, doesn’t it?” Ann looked at Casey again.
“That must run in the family too, huh?”

Casey’s face turned bright red. “Would anyone like some
coffee?” she said as she stood.

Ann looked at her mother. “Maybe you could open a bottle of
wine.”

Her mother nodded in agreement, watching Casey as she left
the room. “She looks so familiar to me. Are you two close?”

Ann smiled, knowing what was being asked. “Kathy and I . . .
we hadn’t been together for quite some time. Casey and I . . . well,
we're still defining our relationship.”

Casey reentered the room with a nice burgundy and glasses.
She poured the wine, then sank back into a chair and watched
mother and daughter get reacquainted. Ann was a bit standoffish at
first but finally warmed up when her mother started crying about
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the mistakes that she had made with her daughter. Soon, all three
of them were chatting as if they were old friends.

Casey proceeded to refill the wineglasses. “You know, Maggie,
I have to go back to work tomorrow. I’d feel a lot better if you'd
stay with Ann for a while.”

Maggie jumped at the chance. “We do have a lot of catching up
to do.” She looked at Ann. “I’d love to help out.”

Ann was quiet for a minute, then returned her mother’s gaze.
“Well, there still are a lot of Kathy’s possessions that I need to box
up for her family.”

“It’s settled then,” Casey said.

The next morning Casey left for the airport. A week later, Ann
left for Boston, leaving her mother to take care of the sale of the

apartment. Each night Casey would call Ann. She flew into Boston
as often as she could. Casey never rushed Ann for her decision.
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Chapter Thirty-one

(Six months later)

Ann stood with Casey out in the Duncan family backyard in
silence. Casey looked like she was high, floating with happiness,
the only thing keeping her on the ground were her fingers inter-
twined with Ann’s.

Just then Casey’s dad, Ted, quietly walked out and stood beside
them. “So, Ann, will you be with us at Christmas?” he asked.

“Well . . .” Ann began, not knowing exactly how to answer the
question.

“Dad, I think that’s still undetermined,” Casey answered for
her.

Ted nodded. “Does it have anything to do with—excuse the
expression—Casey not being able to keep her dick in her pants?”

Caught off-guard, Ann tried to choke back a laugh.

Casey smiled at her. “I told you, my family doesn’t pull any
punches.”
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“That’s for sure.” Ted put his arm around Ann. “Casey, why
don’t you give us a minute alone.”

Casey looked at her dad suspiciously, then was prodded along
with Ted’s next statement.

“I'm sure Lila could use some help with the dishes.”

Ann gave a nod as if to say “it’s okay, I'll be fine,” and Casey left.

Ted released his arm from Ann’s shoulder and knelt down by
the edge of the pool to pick up a leaf floating on the surface. “You
know, you’re the first woman to ever really get to Casey.” He
twirled the leaf with his fingers and looked up. “Do you know how
I know that?”

Ann shook her head, went over to the chaise lounge and took a
seat.

Ted came over and sat down next to her. Still twirling the leaf,
he said, “That first family dinner that you missed, we all wondered
why Casey came alone. Of course, we would never think of asking
her—we learned to keep out of her business long ago. You know,
having a famous daughter, you see things in the supermarket
tabloids every day . . . some of them ridiculous . . . some of them
not so ridiculous . . . Anyway, we never ask her about them.” He
chuckled. “Unless we read that she’s carrying an alien’s baby or
something . . . then we’ve got to say something to her.”

“Anyway, here we were, sitting around the dinner table, right
before I was about to say the blessing, and she just starting blurt-
ing things out. She said, ‘I know you are all probably wondering
why Ann isn’t here. Well, I want you to know, I screwed up, and I
mean that literally. She caught me with another woman. Nobody
special. I let some stranger screw up the only thing that every
meant anything to me. Anyway, I just wanted you to know it was
my fault. And now Ann has disappeared. I can’t find her anywhere.
But if I find her, I’ll do anything in my power to make this up to
her.”” He ran a hand through his hair. “I have to admit, when the
tears started”—he cleared his throat as his voice cracked—“we just
sat there staring at her. None of us knew quite what to do. We
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hadn’t seen Casey cry in . . . probably fifteen years . . . not even
when her mother died . . .”

Casey never talked about her mother, Ann realized.

He turned to look her in the eye. “I've never seen her in such
pain in my life. That’s how I knew.”

Ann nodded. What could she say?

Ted turned his attention back to the leaf, and after a few
moments of silence, spoke again. “When you suffered the loss of

your . . . previous companion . . . Casey called me. She told me
about Boston, what you’d said, and how desperately she wanted to
go to you.”

Ann was listening intently as she watched the twirling leaf and
hadn’t noticed that Casey had rejoined them until she heard her
voice.

“He gave me the best advice he could offer. He said, ‘then go to
her as a friend, not as a lover.” And that’s exactly what I did. And if
that’s all we ever have . . . a close friendship . . . I'll still consider it
the best gift I've ever received.”

Ann now raised her eyes to meet Casey’s. Ted rose, gave Ann’s
shoulder a squeeze and gave Casey a kiss on the cheek, then went
back into the house.

Ann picked up the leaf that Ted had finally released on the plas-
tic table beside her and rose. She went over to Casey, leaned back
into her arms and cleaned off the leaf with her fingers.

“Are you going to keep that leaf?” Casey asked softly.

Ann nodded. “I think so.”

“There are a lot of other leaves out there. A lot of them are
cleaner and unspoiled. This one is somewhat tarnished and dam-
aged.”

Ann softly smiled, understanding the underlying meaning of
Casey’s comment. Turning to face her, she replied, “But this one is
special. When I look at it, it’s like I can see something in it that no
one else sees.”
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Casey’s eyes filled with tears. “So you think that you can see
past everything that leaf has been through?”

Ann combed the single strand of hair from Casey’s face. “I think
this leaf is a keeper.”

The two of them smiled at each other through their tear-filled
eyes and leaned in to kiss. Just as their lips met, another leaf landed
on Casey’s shoulder. Ann turned to look at the teetering leaf. Casey
glanced at it, then at Ann, and laughed as she brushed it away. The
gesture was all Ann needed to assure herself that she had made the
right decision. “This backyard would be a beautiful place to hold a
wedding.”
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