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	She's My Rainbow

	By Eve Morton

	Big Sparks

	Caroline turned down the car radio as the song "Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds" came on. She loved the famous Beatles song, but she didn't want to think about her best friend with the same name. Even though the song was about drugs, she always saw Lucinda Martino--not LSD--in the song lyrics. Just like Lucinda, or Lucie for short, saw her friend Caroline in the Neil Diamond song "Sweet Caroline." Music was what brought them together.

	Well...Caroline reconsidered. Maybe it was the drugs that brought them together at first. And the parties that their shared group of high school friends had, especially during the summer, when those drugs and drinks were passed around. But it was the music that made Lucie and Caroline stick with one another, even if this year was going to be a very different summer.

	With both Canada Day and the Fourth of July falling so close to the end of the week this year, Caroline knew that pretty much every one of her friends had a four day weekend, either naturally or man-made through sick days. She tensed her hands on the wheel of her four-door sedan. The black colour felt too hot in the sunlight which was already high in the sky. From the weather reports she heard on the way over this morning, it would be a perfect weekend, too.

	Which only made everything else that much more difficult.

	Caroline checked her phone. Several Facebook alerts had already come up for the party that her friends were planning, though it would be much the same as the years before. Drinking at one of their houses, or maybe a cabin by the lake that a parent or stepfather owned. Music, of course. More drinking, maybe pot brownies, and then fireworks. Other friends had also added their own events. Mostly pre-gaming in the parking lot before the firework display at Lake Ontario. Or drinking in their basement before the fireworks at the lake. Or drinking at the fireworks on the lake. She sighed as she watched the attendance rate for the event climb up and up. Several people tagged her, told her she needed a break in the comments, and stated that they couldn't wait to see her.

	You can't wait to see my car, Caroline thought. Even as more of her friends got better jobs, and therefore better vehicles, as they reached their mid-twenties, Caroline was still the chauffer most of the time. She had the best sound system. She had the best driving record. But she'd also stopped drinking this past year, along Lucie.

	Caroline looked up from her phone. It was nearly two P.M., when the local AA meeting at the church would let out. Caroline had driven Lucie here every other Saturday for the past year. Less than a year, actually. Caroline blinked back the memory of Lucie's sweat drenched face that first week of July in the previous year. Caroline saw Lucie's hands shaking as she reacted to the mixture of drugs and cocktails she'd taken at one of the numerous lake parties. Just when she'd been about to run into the lake, thinking she was a mermaid under the moonlight, Caroline had grabbed Lucie's hand. They sparked together so profoundly in that moment, Caroline wondered if she'd swallowed a sparkler. Sometimes she and Lucie had moments like this--close to touch, close to kissing--before it soon faded. But this time, Lucie stared back.

	She'd moved close, almost ready to kiss--but then she'd just thrown up.

	She'd passed out.

	And then Caroline had taken her to the hospital when no one else in their friend group seemed to care that she could OD. An hour later, Lucie had her stomach pumped. As Caroline waited in the ER for Lucie's family to show up, she'd dug through Lucie's purse--looking for her license, she swore--and found more drugs. Harder drugs that she knew and recognized from TV. When Caroline did find her license, she realized Lucie had had hers suspended months before then. She'd kept it secret, even driving Caroline's car one night without her paperwork. Caroline had been so enraged at that act of deception that she'd almost left Lucie behind.

	But she couldn't. She loved her too much to do that. So she'd folded away the license and the drugs, kept her safe that night as her parents never bothered to show up from their vacation away in Montreal, and then she'd looked up places for Lucie to go get clean for the next few weeks. She found a rehab place was covered by Lucie's family's insurance company, and curled up in the hospital waiting room to present her with the information come morning. To Caroline's surprise, Lucie had wanted to go.

	"You noticed," she'd said to her when Caroline had first mentioned the place. "I thought I was so invisible."

	"Anyone can see you were struggling, Luce."

	"But you actually did something."

	"You're the one who's going to be doing the work," Caroline insisted. "So let's get you clean."

	Caroline shook her head from the memories. She hesitated to call them bad memories, because while the next few weeks with Lucie had been harder than she'd imagined, they'd also been utterly transformative. Her stomach still quaked whenever she thought of the subsequent weeks as she trekked back and forth to the rehab centre to see Lucie on her visiting hours while Caroline also made lesson plans for her students late into the night so she wasn't caught off-guard at summer school. Sometimes, when she'd dreamed at night, the fireworks from that lake party were bombs going off in her mind. Other times, they were just big sparks. The kind that change lives, the kind that take a year to come to pass, and will never burn out.

	Caroline tried to focus on the present moment. Even if almost a year had passed, and Lucie was getting clean and staying clean, that didn't mean they weren't both struggling. Lucie had taken on extra hours at her job when she returned, and Caroline like always, seemed to have the answers as she drove Lucie here and there to all her appointments on time. Caroline thought back to the Facebook comments. She did need a break. She and Lucie both did--but not the same kind of break that got them into trouble once before. Dread rolled through Caroline's stomach. She didn't want to see her friends. She didn't want Lucie to see them. And so, even though this Saturday technically wasn't the one when Lucie went to AA, Caroline had offered.

	"I'm just going for a spin around the block," she'd said, thinking she could also grab an ice coffee on the go. "Want to come?"

	As always, Lucie said yes.

	They'd ended up here.

	Caroline looked at the church doors again. There was no movement. This is fine, she told herself. Sometimes there was bad coffee and cookies after the meeting. There was a chat with her sponsor. A long talk with someone else who was struggling. By all accounts, Lucie was doing well with sobriety. She was actually enjoying living life again, all without the haze of alcohol. So she was probably helping someone else find their way.

	It should be me, though.

	An alert caught Caroline's attention. She'd been tagged at one of the Lake parties and asked if she was going again. She muted it as she skimmed through the guest list. They'd invited Lucie, too. Probably for the sake of nostalgia, or kindness, but it was exactly the wrong thing. Caroline's heart pounded, suddenly worried that Lucie had seen the alert and that was why she was late. Had she gone out the church's back door?

	Caroline turned off her idling engine. She'd wanted the music at first, but she'd been wasting her car's battery sitting in silence the past ten minutes. She grabbed her sunglasses from the dash and stepped back from her car. The sun's heat made sweat pool around her breasts. Her purse strap brushed a nipple. She stopped in her tracks. Her body came back to her like a punch in the face, and she felt it exactly in her centre. She'd been so consumed with safety and sobriety this past year, along with the dangers of this event the past week and a half that she'd forgotten all the good things about the holiday. The heat always made her feel relaxed, and so, she always got hot. She'd folded her swimsuit out of storage this morning, hoping to wear it as she dipped her feet into her parents' pool.

	Or the lake. Maybe she and Lucie could go by themselves. Maybe she could wear this suit around Lucie, as the two sunned themselves for the rest of the afternoon. And then when the fireworks happen this time around, we can finish that kiss. Maybe...

	Caroline shifted. The church door open and several people spilled out. Caroline let out a deep breath when she saw the light pink top that Lucie had worn this morning. She was here. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail from the elastic on her wrist, which most likely meant that she'd had a hard time in group. Lucie only played with her hair enough to tie it back when she was upset. Caroline imagined her hands through her hair, like from when they got ready for a dance or recital in high school, and they needed one another's help. They'd been friends so long. So long. But it had taken Lucie's budding sobriety and recovery to make Caroline look at Lucie in a serious way.

	Lucie extended a hand as she noticed Caroline outside the car. She'd been talking to a man in a blue shirt, but she casually waved goodbye to him and headed towards Caroline. "Hey you. How are you doin'?"

	"Good. Are you okay, though? It's a little past two and--"

	"I thought it was going to be the better coffee," Lucie said with a light laugh. A gust of wind blew the faint honeysuckle scent of her deodorant back onto Caroline. "Since, you know, I normally go to the other AA meeting. But no dice. Still like acid in my stomach."

	Caroline nodded slowly. She gestured to the red awning of the Tim Horton's across the street. Though it was a typical part of their routine, she still asked the next part as if it was a brand new invitation. "Shall we then wash out the taste of bad coffee with mediocre Canadian kind? Perhaps an iced coffee, and maybe a Timbit for each month--"

	"Actually," Lucie said leaning forward on her toes. She smiled playfully. Her jean shorts were torn at the edges, giving her a distressed look that made her look so much younger than her twenty-five right then. "I was hoping to change things up a bit."

	"Oh?"

	"Yeah. Nothing bad. But I saw all of those alerts--"

	"You did? I can yell at them for you. Tell them not to invite--"

	"It's always a wonderful thing to be invited to a party," Lucie said, clearly parroting someone from inside the group. "Always good to be invited to events that other people think are good. But I am not obligated to go. An invitation is an invitation, not a contract, and I can say no thank you and still be polite."

	Caroline nodded. Yes, that was obvious, but when Lucie said it like that, her words sounded like magic. "Wow. Are you sure Miss Manners isn't in there with you?"

	"It is anonymous, so I can't say even if she was. But it would make sense, you know? You're always frustrated by being nice to people. Why not drink away the pain?"

	Caroline bit her lip. Didn't that describe her? She was always driving people around, quiet and complacent, and always the teacher who was aimed to be nice as can be. She didn't get a chance to dwell there as Lucie was revising their normal plans.

	"I don't want to drink at the lake, obviously."

	"Obviously."

	"But I do like this holiday. The weather. The sky...filled with diamonds." When Lucie winked, Caroline smiled and felt that same feeling tighten in her stomach. "But we can do that ourselves, yeah? You don't mind hanging out with me and only me tonight?"

	"No," Caroline said right away. "It sounds perfect."

	"You don't even know what I want to do yet!"

	"I don't need to, though," Caroline said, smiling carefully. "Because it's always nice to be invited."

	"Well, great, then." Lucie licked her lips. It was a nervous habit, something she most likely had done to death in the AA meeting. She dug into her purse and took out cherry lip balm. After she'd applied and slotted it away again, Lucie gestured back to the coffee place. "Maybe we can get our typical order to go. Because I have a few other places where we need to stop along the way."

	"Sure," Caroline nodded. "Whatever works."

	* * * *

	After their normal orders were slotted into a cardboard trey, Lucie gave Caroline instructions to head to the local grocery store. They got a cart and Lucie held up her phone's notebook app as she scanned through her list.

	"I'm sorry to do all the bossing around," Lucie said after she'd directed them towards the back aisles where paper products and other miscellany was located.

	"I don't mind. What's next?"

	"You probably mind a little bit. I mean," Lucie said as she shrugged her shoulders. "You've sort of been my body guard for the past little while. I can only imagine how much that weighs on you."

	Caroline briefly imagined herself as Kevin Costner from the movie The Bodyguard. She shuddered, but Lucie must have thought it was due to the cranked AC in the grocery store, because she didn't ask about it. She guided them towards the matches and lighters at the end of the aisle. She made a face as she didn't find what she wanted. "I'll get this, though," she said as she added lighters to their cart. "Maybe we can make another stop."

	Caroline followed behind Lucie as they went to the snack aisle next. They'd already gotten sandwich fixings when they first arrived. She understood now that Lucie wanted a picnic for the lake--because a stop at Lake Ontario was still on her agenda.

	"Just no tailgating. No running towards the shoreline half-blitzed." Lucie made a face. "No thinking I'm a mermaid anymore, either. I want to be real, you know? Not a myth."

	Caroline nodded, but it was hard to see Lucie as anything but stunning, even under the harsh grocery lighting. "It's going to be crowded, though," Caroline added. "If we don't go where we normally go, that just leaves the public park. And since it's a free event--"

	"I have a secret place."

	"Oh?"

	"Yeah. My brother and I used to hide away there when we were kids."

	Caroline nodded slowly. Her brother had died in a car crash a few years before her drinking really got out of hand. Caroline could clearly see the through-line of Lucie's addiction in that moment, in addition to her parents disaffection. She gripped the bar of the shopping cart and pushed it forward. "I'm so sorry."

	"No more apologies," Lucie said, her tone somewhat dour. "I'm sick of being a sad sack all the time now."

	"I get it. I really do. It's hard to have a party when there's no drinking, though."

	"Not true. The party was so much more about the music. So we drive around and around, listening to music. Bring the party to us." Lucie said the last line downright musically as she turned the corner in the store.

	Caroline followed with a smile. She thought to when she first picked Lucie up from rehab, her normally svelte frame skinny from lack of appetite, her hair thinning in patches. All Lucie said she'd wanted to do then was go for ice cream. So they'd gone to Dairy Queen, gotten the biggest blizzards they could, and drove around the rest of the night while listening to some of their favourite songs. It had been simple, almost boring.

	But apparently, as Lucie went on now as she added more things to the cart, it had been a guide for the next year. "If I could just do that whenever I felt sad, then I was okay."

	"That's good I'm so glad--"

	"You've been a huge help," Lucie said, turning to face Caroline. She put her hands on the other end of the cart, stopping her in place. "Have I told you that?"

	"Um."

	"Because you have been. I mean it. I need to thank you." Lucie walked over and put her arms around Caroline. They were in the middle of the grocery store--in the middle of an aisle--but it didn't matter. The hug was a full body one. There was no space between them. Caroline's stiff body relaxed. She hugged Lucie back and let her honeysuckle scent permeate all of her. When Lucie ended the hug, their hands trailed over one another. The touch lingered. "I need to stop depending so much on you, though," Lucie added as she walked back towards the food displays.

	"What?"

	"You're my friend, not my sponsor," Lucie explained. "I need to depend on her."

	Caroline didn't move. She'd gone from the heaven-sent feeling of holding Lucie to gripping a dirty shopping cart in frustration. "I don't..."

	"We're friends, always," Lucie said, though her smile was wonky. "But I'm also going to start to take the bus to my meetings."

	"I don't mind driving you," Caroline said. "I like the coffee and talk afterwards."

	"We will still do that. But I'll get there on my two feet. I need to." Lucie touched her thighs, as if to demonstrate how much of her own legs she needed to depend on. Her skin went pink from contact. It was almost too much for Caroline. She followed behind her, heart in her throat, just as Lucie let out an excited cry.

	"There they are!" Lucie darted forward and grabbed a pack of sparklers. She held them to her chest like a divine source. "This is what I wanted. Perfect. I think I'm good now. Are you?"

	Caroline looked at the cart. Their once hopeful picnic seemed tinged with failure and endings. She was not ready to let it go. But she met Lucie's eyes and nodded.

	* * * *

	After they'd packed up the sandwiches into a cooler, and grabbed a couple old blankets from Caroline's mother's house, they were ready to drive up to the lake. Lucie gave directions to the secret hideaway from the passenger seat. Caroline had asked for her to program it in on her phone's GPS system, but Lucie was cryptic with its location.

	"Truth be told," she confessed as the sun sunk below the horizon. "I have no idea what the actual address is. I just know where it is by feel."

	"And how does it feel now?" Caroline asked. "How far away are we?"

	"Maybe ten minutes on foot?"

	"Should we park here, then?" Caroline gestured to a public lot that wasn't too filled. She didn't like the way in which the sidewalks or public trails seemed to disappear the deeper they drove into the woods. This parking lot seemed like it might be the last sign of life, so they should seize it before the thick patches of trees that lined Lake Ontario swallowed them whole. "I just don't want to get too far off course, you know?"

	"I hear that." Lucie made a face and then nodded. "Sure, let's park here. Either way, the spot will be private enough, and we will miss out on the tail-gaiting. I'll be fine."

	Caroline was quiet as she parked the car. She was in the middle of gathering things out of the backseat when Lucie put a hand on her back. The touch was gentle, friendly--but it made Caroline jump.

	"Sorry," Lucie said. She placed her hand back at her side. "I just wanted to ask if you were okay?"

	Caroline nodded. She went back to gathering their stuff. Lucie lingered by her side, as if to ask another question, but Caroline tried her best to ignore her. She was mostly successful. Lucie gathered the blankets while Caroline had the food. Darkness was approaching rapidly. The sun had once been a garish orb in the sky, causing Caroline to wince as she drove even with her sunglasses, but now she was missing the light. The darkness reminded her of the pitch black lake--which had felt so massive when Lucie had wanted to dive inside of it. Caroline slid her shades off her nose and left them in the front seat of the car. She grabbed her phone and used it as a flash light.

	"I have no idea where we are," she said. "I can barely see."

	"Come with me." Lucie sunk her hand into Caroline's. Her fingertips were cold, like the way they had been at that first party. Nervous? Caroline wondered. She shifted the cooler to one side, so she could grip Lucie back strongly. She also hoped to warm them both all the way through.

	Lucie tugged them both forward. She walked through pine trees, stepping over logs, before she finally emerged in front of a small rivulet of the lake. "There," she said. "Finally. I was worried I'd dreamed the whole thing."

	"Dreamed it?"

	"Yes. I...sort of lost my virginity here."

	Caroline raised her brows. It was too dark, though, to really see. The phone had been set between them on the blanket that Lucie had set up, acting as a make-shift candlelight. Caroline set down the cooler. Lucie had the sparklers, but had yet to take them out.

	"So you're not going to tell me anything?" Caroline asked after another five minutes of silence had passed. "Or make me fear the worse since you also mentioned that your brother had shown you this place...."

	"No Deliverance," Lucie said, laughing lightly. Their picnic was set up now. Only inches separated them on the blanket, which seemed even less now that Lucie flicked off the phone's flashlight and allowed for the moon and starlight to guide them instead. Lucie opened the cooler and dug out a sandwich, but Caroline was still stuck on the previous statement.

	"So before you go all dueling banjos," Lucie teased. "Since I can practically hear it in your head right now."

	"No you can't."

	"Trust me," Lucie said, her voice hitched with emotion. "I know all the songs that get in your head."

	Caroline bit her lip. She wanted to bite deeper when Lucie started to hum the bars of "Sweet Caroline" and then turned it into "Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds." She stopped her humming just in time. "I didn't mean my brother and I went here at the same time. At least, not after we first discovered it together. We took turns going here, flip a coin, that sort of thing. He'd take a girl, and then I'd take the same girl later."

	"What?"

	"Yeah." Lucie shrugged. "My first-first time was with a boy, but that was at a house party. My other first time was with a girl, and that was outside. Probably right where we're sitting."

	Caroline opened and closed her mouth several times. Lucie patted the dirt beneath the blanket as if it was an old friend, which only made Caroline's sexual frustration that much worse. She'd had no idea about Lucie. She had always thought like the majority of their friends, Lucie was straight. She'd only ever had boyfriend that she'd seen, and sure, maybe a few kissing games at their parties had happened with women, but Lucie was drunk. Didn't that happen with everyone? Caroline had never played those games, but she had watched them from a corner with her hand in between her legs when no one was watching. And their almost kiss was just that: almost a kiss. Not something that manifested, and something that Caroline had been convinced in some ways had been her own doing, and most likely, taking advantage of a drunk girl.

	But those sparks, Caroline reminded herself. They had been so big. Of course they were real.

	"Please say something," Lucie said a moment later. "I didn't think I was being that vulnerable like Marta said this would be, but now I feel it."

	"It's the dark," Caroline said. "It's hard to see one another's faces, so everything feels like a risk. Even this sandwich does." Caroline laughed. She'd only gotten half-way through the egg salad before this conversation changed her appetite entirely. She tossed it aside, and seemed to hear Lucie do the same thing. "I don't even like egg salad."

	"Why did you let me get it, then?"

	Caroline shrugged. She realized it was too dark and Lucie couldn't see. "I just...wanted you to be happy."

	"I am."

	"Are you?"

	"Yes. Things have been so hard, but now things are on the right track."

	Caroline ran a hand over the blanket. She felt the grass blades beneath and the rough surface of the dirt and rocks. "Without me, yeah," she mumbled.

	"What?" Lucie edged closer. Their hands overlapped in the process, and Lucie did not move to fix their touch. She leaned closer. "What did you say?"

	"You're happy without me hanging around. Why else would you not want me to drive you to AA anymore?"

	"Ah. That's...different. That's about recovery, and--"

	"I've been here for your recovery. The whole damn time. Now you just discard me? It doesn't make sense."

	Lucie was quiet. Caroline moved one of her fingers against her hand, but she pulled it away. Caroline let out a breath. This was a bad idea. She rose to pack up the stuff. She was going to go home. She didn't care if Lucie had to call an uber out here, and the uber man ended up being someone for Crystal Lake and wore a ski mask. She was going home.

	"Where are you--"

	"Home," Caroline said. "I'm so sick of being nice. Of being someone's second choice. Even this party invite on Facebook. I know Greg and Jeanie only sent me an invite for my car. I'm always a fucking afterthought."

	Caroline was still muttering about her lot in life when she felt Lucie stand next to her. She grabbed her wrist. Caroline tugged it away, but Lucie's entire body came with her. She put a hand on Caroline's waist, and then their mouths collided.

	Caroline froze. This was surely a mistake, right? But Lucie remained. Caroline pressed back, as if giving tacit permission for this little mistake, but Lucie kissed her back with vigour and purpose. Not a mistake. Not a second choice. Definitely not an afterthought. Caroline opened her mouth. What had once been tacit permission now turned into Caroline's fantasy. Lucie's tongue brushed passed her own until it was inside of her. Caroline pulled back, almost afraid and still doubting that this could be real.

	"It's so dark," Caroline said.

	"I know." Lucie grabbed Caroline's hand and placed it on her chest. It was between her breasts, but Caroline could still feel the intensity of their weight. She could still see the image of Lucie in a bikini, one of her nipples slipping out as she dove into the water, and how badly Caroline had wanted to touch it. Lucie shifted Caroline's hand so she could continue to feel her heart beating higher up on her chest. "You can touch me though, right?"

	"I'm doing that right now."

	"Yes. But you can keep doing it," Lucie said. "If you want."

	"Do you want?"

	Lucie was quiet. Caroline wondered if she was nodding, not realizing that their night vision could only help so much.

	Then Caroline remembered the sparklers.

	"Hold on." Caroline got on her knees onto the blanket so she could search for the items with feel. When Lucie was beside her, doing the same but in another direction, they both found the desired items faster. Lucie held the lighter while Caroline tore open the package. She gave instructions in a murmured tone until Lucie lit up.

	One spark shot out, then several more cascaded. Caroline beamed. She could see the faint hint of desire in Lucie's face now. All doubt from before had been removed. Lucie was into her. Or at least, she was into tonight. Caroline was there too. She was here for this too. Each spark that burst from the wand only reminded her of this fact. Caroline and Lucie both let out cries of exaltation as they rose to their feet. Caroline ran with one sparkler wand in front of her. She used it as a guide as she darted through some trees and then ran towards the edge of the lake. Lucie lagged behind her, only because she was lighting up her own sparkler. They both darted around and chased one another in circles as their individual sparkler ran down. They wrote their names; they made stars and moon shapes; and finally, they made a heart. They mirrored the others heart. And Caroline swore, Lucie was humming their songs whole time.

	Once their sparklers were burned down to the nub, they were both by the water. Caroline kicked off her shoes and waded up to her ankles.

	"What are you doing?" Lucie asked. "It's freezing."

	"It feels so good."

	"Better than me?"

	Caroline bit her lip. Oh, that was an unfair question. She felt warmth flood her pussy. Her underwear was soaking. She threw the remaining tendril of the sparkler in the water, to be sure it was out, and then walked back to the shoreline where Lucie stood. Her face was flat, her smile unsure.

	When Caroline pressed her mouth to Lucie, though, that smile turned into something real. Something genuine. Caroline could feel her lips move beneath her. She could feel a well of emotion flow up in Lucie's body and then out through her hands as she slid them around Caroline. She hugged her tight as their mouths opened. Their bodies pressed together, no space between them. They made out by the shoreline, hands roaming everywhere, before Lucie broke the kiss. She ran her tongue along Caroline's chin to her ear. Then she blew over the space, sending shockwaves of Caroline's spine, before she whispered, "Come back to the blanket."

	Caroline slipped her hand into Lucie's and let herself be led back through the thatch of trees. The waxing moon shone brighter in the sky, now having moved out from a lone patch of clouds. Their night vision had gotten better, too. As Lucie kissed Caroline, she used her hands to fill in the rest of the blanks. She ran her palms over Lucie's V-neck shirt and felt her nipples grow hard underneath. She continued to trail down her body, over her worn shorts, and towards her wet core. Lucie breathed a heady sigh into the kiss as Caroline touched her through the fabric.

	Caroline let out her own sigh as Lucie did the same to her. Caroline was wearing bike shorts, the kind with tight spandex minus a fly, and she regretted this choice. It was so easy to slip her fingers through the buttons on Lucie's pants, feel her wet heat, and the start of her pubic hair. Lucie could shimmy her shorts off her hips, too, leaving only her underwear. When Lucie broke the kiss to remove her top, Caroline stepped out of her shorts. She was grateful for the dark, since her actions were not as graceful as she'd liked. Her tank top's straps had fallen down to her shoulders in their making out. It wasn't much more to nudge them off--but she left them in place.

	She wanted Lucie to do all that work for her.

	"Lie down," Lucie said as she reached out for Caroline again. She touched her side, and then felt the strength of her thighs. "Oh, yes, please lie down."

	Caroline did as she was asked. Lucie sunk between her legs almost instantly. She pressed their hips together, meeting her mouth in a kiss before she lifted up Caroline's top. Caroline's bra came with it; it was only a bralet, meant to be something soft and casual for the heat. Her skin was cold on the air so close to the water. But as Lucie put her mouth over her nipples, heat rushed to the surface. Caroline was warm and pliant in Lucie's hands in a matter of seconds. She was also naked, too, before she could murmur out a long series of moans.

	"Lucie," Caroline gasped as Lucie's fingers traced her opening. Lucie kissed her nipples, her navel and then inched lower and lower as her fingers spread Caroline open. Caroline gripped the blanket. She felt dirt under her nails. She saw sky above her. Just as Lucie's mouth met her wet core, she thought she saw fireworks. Sparks. Lightening bolts. It was so powerful, so overwhelming, and so wanted.

	"I fucking love you," Caroline said in a hushed moan. Lucie had fully given herself to the act of going down on Caroline. She explored with her tongue, her fingers, and lips. When she wasn't fingering her, she cupped Caroline's breasts and held her in place. Caroline writhed. She moaned. She said, "I love you," yet again, not even caring if Lucie would say it back. She felt it. She needed it.

	Just before Caroline came in a strained moan, she truly did see fireworks. They burst above her in red and white. More sparks came showering down from the sky, each one looking like a falling star. Just as Lucie's tongue expertly plied her open and then brought her off, everything seemed to align perfectly.

	"Fuck," Caroline hissed in the aftermath. She shut her eyes to the light. The world went dark again, but her body still writhed with pleasure. She was thrusting her hips to meet Lucie's mouth as she continued to fuck her. She shuddered out another cry just as another series of lights exploded. When she held Lucie's shoulders, she squeezed her to let her know she was done.

	"I need you," Caroline added when all Lucie seemed to do was kiss her thighs. "Come here."

	Lucie surprised her by crawling up her body with more kisses, and then pressed her pussy over her face. Caroline smelled her scent and nearly came again. Mixed with evergreens and the hint of fire from the sparklers, it was too intense. Too perfect. Lucie was wet, too, and Caroline felt it against her nose before she braved doing all that she wanted. When Caroline slid her tongue along Lucie's folds, she shuddered. This was what she'd been dreaming of. And it was real, not a fantasy, but utterly real.

	Caroline held Lucie's bare ass as she worked her tongue around her folds, then over her clit. She pressed her face to her pussy, humming softly, as she heard Lucie's breathing change. Her breaths came faster too, a staccato rhythm that did not match up with their previous favourite songs. Lucie held her breasts in her hand and flicked her nipples. Caroline was jealous of the action. She wanted to do that, but her angle was not right. She contented herself by being a bit more aggressive with her tongue. Lucie's legs trembled around Caroline's neck. Caroline did the same action one last time; then Lucie trembled, her moans now longer and her pussy throbbing. She fell over Caroline, her breasts now in her face. Caroline seized the moment, grabbing them eagerly, and sucked on Lucie's nipple as her orgasm came over her in waves.

	"Holy," Lucie said. She was still trembling as Caroline touched her in every place of available skin. "That was intense."

	"I love this," Caroline said, touching and kissing wherever she could. "I want to make you come again."

	"I want to love you, too," Lucie said. She shifted so she was no longer on top of Caroline, but naked at her side. She brought her mouth to Caroline's and lingered in a kiss. When the firework display above them burst into colour again, she turned away and looked up. She put a hand on Caroline's breast in comfort. And Caroline put a hand on her ass.

	"I love this so much," Caroline said.

	"And I do love you," Lucie said. "I heard what you said. I know it wasn't just sex talk."

	Caroline blushed. She was quiet. When Lucie kissed her, it was soft. She pressed her mouth to Caroline's ear. "I've wanted to be with you since that first party."

	"Yeah?"

	Lucie nodded, which made her hair tickle Caroline's skin. Lucie touched Caroline's face and brought their mouths together. "Then you took care of me," Lucie whispered when the kiss was over. "And I didn't think I could have you. But today I told everyone in group."

	"You did?"

	"Yes. They told me it was always good to be invited to the party, but sometimes, you only want to go with one person. And so, you should have you own party. Or maybe you should always come to the party?" Lucie laughed and touched her forehead. "Or something like that, honestly, I have no idea. My head's a mess."

	"Well, you did come," Caroline said. "So good job."

	"Yes," Lucie laughed. "I definitely did."

	Their mouths met again. The kiss was so soft, so tender, it made Caroline hold Lucie that much closer. She wanted to say so many things in that moment; to talk of love and sobriety, of divine intervention like this long weekend where they could catch up on all the things they'd missed over their years together, but not together. She'd wanted to be in recovery with Lucie for so long, thinking it was the only way to be close. Now she could just simply be in love. She wanted to proclaim that love, over and over again, but she didn't.

	Because she would have time for that now. So she just pressed her lips to Lucie's yet again, and she added her hand towards Lucie's centre. Lucie was still wet from before, but she was not nearly as sensitive. It wasn't long before Caroline was sliding in and out of her, rocking their hips together, and then working her way down her body with more kisses.

	When it was then Caroline's turn, yet again, there were no more fireworks in the sky.

	"Maybe we should get the sparklers," Caroline said. She smiled and hoped that Lucie could still see her wetness against her mouth. When Lucie kissed her, she ran her tongue along Caroline's lips, leaving no doubt that she was also tasting herself.

	"I love that idea," Lucie whispered into Caroline's ear. "Just like I love you."

	Lucie was humming again as she lit up the last sparkler in the back. With yet another shower of sparks between them, there was nothing else left for Caroline to do but lie back down, look up at the diamond-dotted skyline, and feel how lucky she'd become, over and over again.

	* * * *

	Dragons Do Not

	Juneau's dream was always the same. She was at work, underground at the mine, and they had just found the reserve of blue gems. Everyone on the team cheered so loud that it felt as if they shook the grey slate rock around them. Juneau shuddered as if she were the vibration of sound until Melody took her hand. Melody's face was framed by blonde hair made that much darker due to the lack of light. Then her hair became white as something else shone behind her, transforming her into a near-magical creature Juneau had only read about. She was so beautiful in that moment that Juneau could not help but yearn to kiss her--even in public, like this. Their faces moved together, as if drawn by a force, as if they were the only two people in the world. But soon the cheers of other workers became a ringing in Juneau's ear. Sharp, persistent, painful. All sound vacated into a piercing pinprick that shook her awake.

	Muffled sound would persist until Juneau remembered she was now deaf and no longer worked in the mine. She would wake in an empty room, Melody nowhere to be found.

	* * * *

	Juneau woke again, after the dream repeated for the second time that night. Scales brushed her palm. Keene was there, next to her. She turned on her straw mattress to see two blue-green eyes staring into hers right away.

	"Hello again." Her voice felt cracked from sleep, but she couldn't tell how loud she was. Her assistant dragon nuzzled her forearm more insistently. Its blue-black scales puffed out as if it was startled.

	"Don't worry," Juneau said. "It was just the dream. I'm okay. I'm fine."

	When Keene still puffed out its scales, Juneau tried to be louder. "I'm awake. I'm awake. Don't worry. Nothing's wrong."

	Juneau sat up and surveyed her room. The curtains were closed, so no light came through. But it was morning. When Keene noticed Juneau's gaze, it spread its small wings and flew to the window sill. With its teeth, it pulled back some of the curtains to let light inside. Clouds and fog blocked most of the dawn visible over Keene's spiky spine. When Juneau pulled herself to her feet and went to the window, the wind rattled the frame of the house. Orange and red leaves swirled on the ground as most of the trees surrounding her house had been stripped bare in the night.

	Keene nuzzled her arm again. Its insistence had nothing to do with her nightmares, but the weather. Juneau wanted to laugh, but instead rested her palm on its head and rubbed the scales behind its ears. "I know, Keene. We'd better get moving if we want to beat the storm."

	Juneau checked all her rooms before going into the kitchen. No one there. She knew Keene had probably already done this, and would have woken her up with more urgency if something was wrong. That was Keene's job, after all, other than to keep Juneau company.

	"Keene," Juneau called as she stepped into the kitchen. "Keene?"

	Keene scampered into the room and boosted itself up onto the table where its communication dominoes were. Keene's long snout tipped over the box, spilling the tiles out. Juneau knew a clatter would follow, but thanked her luck--her unfortunate luck--that she couldn't hear the mess Keene was creating.

	"Well, you carry on. I'll make tea. And breakfast?"

	Keene bounced on the table to communicate its joy. Juneau smiled as she worked to prepare her own small breakfast and the mouse for Keene. By the time her kettle boiled, both plates were set down on the table and Keene had completed its long domino chain. While Juneau sipped her tea and tried to decipher Keene's meaning, the dragon ate its breakfast in several quick bites, then pushed three of the last domino tablets towards her.

	"Yes, yes, I know," Juneau said. "I will answer you in a bit."

	The three pieces at the beginning were the standard How are you feeling? set with a happy face, a frowning face, and a neutral face. Each morning, Keene demanded an answer from her with those three blocks before they made their plans for the day using the others. But today, Keene was more adamant about their plan for the day--no matter how Juneau felt.

	Juneau narrowed her gaze on the two cloud pieces. These dominoes were split in half, one side with a grey cloud and the other with a white one. The grey cloud connected to another grey cloud piece with a lightning bolt on the other side. A house domino stood on its own, but one with a drumstick on it (which was supposed to represent all food) was piled with several more dominos that symbolized food. Since Keene was eating happily now, Juneau knew couldn't mean it was hungry--or that she was. The storage room? Juneau glanced over her shoulder. She saw the doorway to her preserve area. Most of the shelves were filled; nothing had been broken into the night before by animals.
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