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CHAPTER ONE
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Dean stared into the light, watching the sun spread its last rays before dusk. It was a quiet, yet, beautiful action, and it filled her with pleasure to know that she had made it through another day. There was once a time where time and monotony had no consequence. There was a time when everyday was just the start of another adventure, where multiple opportunities and possibilities existed, but that all ended when Dean lost the only person that she had ever loved. She had heard many of her friends try to compare and contrast their stories with hers, not understanding that though she felt their pain and empathized, it was not even close to the misery she was dealing with.

Dean remembered the day that it happened clearly, and it replayed in her dreams every night. Most nights, she would wake up talking to herself and screaming, a cold sweat breaking through her heated skin. In fact, she noticed that the only time that she cried after that day was in her sleep. It was like her conscious mind was emotionally numb to all of the commotion that was going on in her head. Sleeping became a dreadful activity, and there were many times that she had to tire herself completely until her body gave in to sleep deprivation.

Occasionally, she went to the bar and allowed herself to indulge in the dreamlike state of intoxication. However, she noticed that with this, she had to pay attention to what she drank, because there were a couple of times that she became so obliterated that she started seeing Aron as if she were right in front of her. She would remember having full conversations with her ghost, and she recalled the sadness she felt, because she knew that Aron wouldn’t be there in the morning. The solitude was almost intolerable after knowing what it was like to share her moments with someone that would enjoy them as much as she did. Dean remembered her smile, the little dimple that came out when Aron laughed, the sigh that she gave Dean when she wasn’t listening to her, and even her angry expression when she was frustrated.

Dean missed those moments. It almost felt like she died when Aron did. The day that it happened, there was no precursors warning Dean that she would never share another moment with this woman that she loved. They had been together for almost three years, and though things weren’t perfect, this was the happiest that she had ever been. Aron had decided that they were going to go to the gay and lesbian picnic that day, which was all the way across the city. They had a couple of friends that were going to meet them there, and Aron had made her famous fruit salad for the event. Her fruit salad wasn’t really famous, but Dean always called it famous, because she loved when Aron made it. The weather was fair that day, and the sun was out. Dean remembered holding Aron’s hand for the first part of the drive and listening to alternative music that they both liked, singing together. It took a little bit of time, but they finally made it to the right area of the city. Aron was talking debating about whether or not she wanted to play volleyball and telling Dean how clumsy she was at that point. Dean was stopped at a red light. The light turned green. Everything became a blur. Dean saw her car being pushed. She felt her body reacting on its own, and in this helpless state, she watched as Aron shot through the windshield, over the hood, and onto the concrete. Dean remembered exactly how she felt at that moment. It was like she was watching herself die with Aron. All of the blood, just a biological component of the beautiful person that once housed it. The explosion in Dean’s heart overran her thoughts. She remembered the tears escaping her body. She remembered holding the bloody body in her arms, knowing it wasn’t Aron, knowing it never again would be Aron. She remembered screaming so loud that a crowd of people cultivated around her. She remembered angrily punching her fists through her windshield, feeling the blood run down her arms, and searching for some sort of sign that she was still alive.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Dean heard someone calling her name in the distance. She groaned, hoping that she had just misinterpreted some thump or bang for a voice. It felt like it was too damn early to get up, and even though on most days, she would perk up before the sun even showed, she was not feeling it today. It had taken her a long time to pass out last night, and her body was finally enjoying the comfort of rest and relaxation. Dean stretched her arms above her head before cuddling them under the soft pillow again. She was at peace in this moment, and if she even woke up the slightest bit, she would start thinking again, which would prevent her from going back to sleep and start the cycle all over again. Just as she promised herself sedation, she heard a scuffle at her door, followed by a knock. “Dean,” she heard her friend Mary call. “Are you going to get up for work today?”

“Yes, Mary,” Dean groaned, making her arms lift her stiff body from the bed. “Give me a minute,” she mumbled, rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

“Alright, I will be downstairs in the guest kitchen, getting everything set,” Mary replied.

Dean waited until she heard Mary’s footsteps subside, and she headed for her private bathroom. The shower would definitely wake her up, and that’s exactly what she needed on a day like this. Dean had moved into Mary and Joan’s hotel five months after Aron’s death. She had known the couple since she was in her late teens, and when they offered her a job as a hotel manager, she was quick to accept. The hotel was a bed and breakfast, so there were plenty of things to keep Dean occupied. Keeping busy helped her pass the time, and it also stopped some of the negative thoughts that ran through her head.

Dean ran the warm water down her skin, excited that at least the simple pleasure of warmth hadn’t escaped her at this point. Sometimes, she didn’t even feel real. She felt like she was a living mannequin, with no emotions, no reactions, no nothing. She watched on a day-to-day basis as lesbian couples came and left the hotel. She would watch the young ones get jealous of one another. She watched the older ones get inpatient. She watched all of the comical behavior that came from these innocent people, because to her, it was funny that they hadn’t yet figured out what the more important things were in life. Most of these couples were more worried about how they looked or their reputation or some other somatic bullshit that they didn’t see the beauty that they had right in front of them. A part of Dean was angry about this, because she just wanted to teach them the importance of life. “You’re alive today. She’s alive today. You love each other,” Dean wanted to say, but she knew that this knowledge had to be found internally and trusted.

On a deeper side, Dean was happy that many of these couples hadn’t had to learn the importance of life the way that she did. She would never wish that on anyone. That pain was hers alone, and she knew that if it was that unbearable to her, it would be worse for those with a weaker restraint. Dean turned off the shower, grabbed a towel, and started getting ready. She wanted to be downstairs before the majority of the guests woke up. It would be easier to manage their needs and prioritize that way.

“Dean are you ready?” she heard Mary call through the door. Mary never came up twice. In fact, she rarely had to wake Dean.

“Almost, Mary,” Dean replied. “What’s going on?”

“I just wanted to introduce you to our new staff,” Mary said. “But I’ll come back to check on you in ten minutes.”

“New staff?” Dean said under her breath. The hotel hadn’t hired another person since Dean. The turnover rate was low, and the number of staff was small as it was a privately-owned facility, so what in the world would prompt Mary to hire someone new?
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CHAPTER THREE
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Kayla waited patiently in the lobby for Dean to come down. She was hoping that he was professional and easy to get along with. The last couple of men that she had worked under had been chauvinistic and had control issues. Kayla wasn’t one to verbalize too many of her thoughts on this issue, as it seemed that it only changed the situation when approached at the right time. She had gotten lucky with this employment opportunity. It just so happened that she had moved to this city for a job and had been dismissed from that very same job three weeks later due to budget cuts. Kayla didn’t think it would be as easy as it was to start over, but when she met Mary at the grocery store, they connected almost immediately. It seemed that Mary and her wife had the same goals that she did when running a company. They wanted honestly and the best possible customer service. The couple seemed very professional, and Kayla did her research before accepting the position. Though their private hotel didn’t make as much money as commercial hotel chains, the couple’s investment was a very exclusive asset in this area. She was looking forward from learning from these two women and possibly helping them expand their vision.

“You must be the new staff member,” a groggy voice called into the silence. Kayla looked up and let her eyes rest on the woman walking down the stairs. She had been expecting an outspoken, cocky male, and instead was taken back by the beautiful, yet, slightly masculine female in front of her. She was dressed in casual formal attire and still looked sleepy. Her broad shoulders and built frame gave her a confident image, even though it didn’t seem like the woman was quite focused on work at the minute.

“Hello,” Kayla replied, standing up and approaching the interesting female. “I’m Kayla. I will be co-managing this facility with you.”

“Oh yeah?” the other woman replied, sweeping her sandy brown hair off of her forehead. The smile on the woman’s face was sarcastic and comical at the same time.

“Yes,” Kayla responded, somewhat irritated by the woman’s egotistical attitude. Kayla could almost see the wheels turning in the other woman’s head. She wasn’t like the average female. Instead of showing off by explaining her experience and how long she had been with the company, the woman just smiled at her. It was almost like she was trying to intimidate her with her nonverbal language.

“Good,” Kayla heard Mary’s voice say, followed by the click-clack of her heels as she approached the two. “I see that you two have introduced each other. Dean, Kayla will be helping you co-manage the hotel from now on. This should help with the increase in volume that occurred over the last couple of months.”

“I can handle it on my own, Mary,” Dean replied, a serious expression crossing her face. “Is there something more that you need for me to do?”

Mary laid her hand on Dean’s shoulder, in a way that a mother would do to her child. “You have done a fantastic job, Dean. In fact, the sales in this hotel have increased significantly since you arrived, and due to this factor, I wanted to make sure that we had more than one manager on hand since we have more guests than we have ever had. Also, at some point, you will need to take a day off and enjoy your life. You are still young.”

“But Mary...” Dean pleaded. Mary raised her finger to her lips to silence her.

“Dean, you need to keep living,” Mary responded, not adding any details to fill in the blanks.

“Yes, ma’am,” Dean replied in submission.

“Now, Dean, you and Kayla will have to work together and figure out how you will divide the responsibilities,” Mary said, patting Dean on the back as she walked away.

“Yes, ma’am,” Dean muttered, clearly not pleased with the decision.

“Well,” Kayla said, breaking the silence. “How do you want to do this?”

Dean stiffened up, displaying defensive posture. “With breakfast.”

“Don’t you want to compile a schedule or something, so that we can figure out where we need to be during our shifts?” Kayla replied, astounded that this woman had no sense of urgency.

“Yeah, I’ll do that later,” Dean said, walking away. “Leave your availability on my desk.”

Kayla stood in the lobby, shocked. This woman was clearly going to make this position difficult for her. She was egotistical and wouldn’t share any of the responsibilities. If it weren’t for the amazing pay and the room and board that was provided, she may have declined the position, but those benefits didn’t come every day. She was just going to have to learn to work with this obstinate woman.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER FOUR
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Dean went into the kitchen area, careful to greet the clients that walked by her. People knew who she was around here, and it felt like home. It had been a long time since she had felt like she belonged anywhere, so it was nice to have the comfort. Dean edge towards the breakfast bar, grabbing a yogurt smoothie and a hot cup of coffee.

“You need to eat something other than that, Ms. Dean,” Wanda said, wiping up cornflakes off of the counter. “Don’t you like my food?”

Dean blushed, knowing that Wanda would continue to hassle her until it looked like she was eating a full meal. The problem was that it had been a long time since Dean had even had a healthy appetite, and she didn’t like to waste food. “I do like your food, Wanda,” Dean replied. “You know this. I just don’t like eating too heavy in the morning, when I’m on my feet all day.”

“Whatever you say, baby,” Wanda replied, rolling her eyes. “When you are ready to eat a full meal, come get me, and I’ll make you some real food.”

Dean smiled and thanked her and continued to weave herself out of the guest kitchen and into the back corner of the hotel lobby. She liked to enjoy her meal in peace, and this spot of the lobby was always unoccupied. It was also by the window that overlooked the hills, which gave it a serene feel. Though she was lonely, Dean hadn’t felt like she connected to other people in a long time. The things that were important to them just weren’t important to her, and she needed a more advanced motivation to interact. She needed conversations that weren’t fueled by anger or jealousy or hatred. She needed to feel good inside and at peace. She wanted to feel alive. Dean needed challenge and to feel like there were good intentions surrounding her. She didn’t like games, especially since she saw through them a lot of the time. She was brutally honest, and a lot of people didn’t like that, more because she was pretty sure they couldn’t handle it. Dean got along with the older women, the ones that had been married for years and already accomplished their goals for the most part, but internally, she wanted to feel young and free, like she hadn’t done everything that she had dreamed. Dean’s insides were conflicted, and the demons inside her head were eternally plaguing her existence.

“Hey, there,” a voice called from her side. Dean looked up into the greenest eyes that she had ever seen, realizing that she was staring directly at Kayla. She had never noticed how put together the other woman looked in her two-piece suit, and her curvy frame left mystery to what the body underneath would look like. “Are you just going to sit there and stare on me, or do you have a voice?”

Dean smiled, taken aback by the aggressive approach. “Hey, what’s up?”

“Well, you said you needed to get breakfast before we went over any of our management plans, so I decided to grab some coffee while you ate,” Kayla replied. “Are you going to invite me to sit down?”

Dean raised her eyebrows, instantly confused by how upfront this woman was being with her. She set her coffee on the table, and pulled a chair from across the room, so Kayla could sit down. “I’m just not used to having company this early in the morning,” Dean explained.

“Well, with the charming way that you greeted me when we first met, I can believe that,” Kayla replied with a bitter smile.

“I’m not a bad person,” Dean said, somewhat irritated by where this conversation was going. “I’m just used to my peace and quiet. I wasn’t trying to be rude to you. It just seemed like this situation came out of the blue, and I hadn’t had time to think things over yet, and when you started to push me to jump right into this chain of events, I had to excuse myself, so I could think things over.”

“Just think of this as a business deal that may create opportunities for advancement in the future,” Kayla said. “I think that we could definitely expand the market of a business like this.”

“Kayla,” Dean replied, reaching across the small coffee table and lightly grabbing the other woman’s hand. “I am happy with the way things are. I have nothing else. This is my home.”

Kayla looked into Dean’s eyes. The look was innocent and open at first, but quickly Dean saw her put up her guard. Kayla let go of Dean’s hand and cozied herself back into her chair. “I just want you to know that I am not trying to take anything away from you,” Kayla replied in a professional tone. “I am just trying to help this nice couple expand their business.”

“What’s in it for you?” Dean asked, smirking, because she knew that this woman was more interested in money than in human connection.

Kayla smiled back and looked directly into Dean’s eyes. “My reward is knowing that I helped two good people expand their business, and I cannot lie, the commission from doing so will be nice as well.”

“So, it’s all about money?” Dean questioned, laughing at the nonsensical situation.

“That’s all I have left to work for, Dean,” Kayla replied, biting her lip. “All of the genuine things in the world are gone.”

“I don’t believe that,” Dean said, crossing her arms. “How can you even give up on all of the beautiful things that are left in the world.”

“The better question is,” Kayla replied. “how can you? I see you moping in your silence, and by only knowing you for a day, I can tell that you distance yourself from everything that is real. Before asking me how I can give up on all of the genuine things in the world, why don’t you ask yourself why you did?”

“You wouldn’t understand,” Dean said, feeling tears start to feel her eyes. She hadn’t cried in a long time, and she sure wasn’t going to do it in front of this woman. Dean grabbed her coffee and got up. “Excuse me, I have to leave now. I’ll get back to you on the schedule.”
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Kayla sat still in her chair, watching Dean walk away once more. She had only known this woman a day, and she had managed to scare her away twice. The emotional state of the other woman was fragile, and that was evident. Nevertheless, it had been a long time since she had shown her compassionate side to another person. Most of the time, people in the business world would take advantage of that side of a person. It was a weakness to show compassion, and even showing understanding could be career fatale. It completely went against everything that a person was taught in business school, but in the real world, compassionate people were taken advantage of by thieves, scam artists, and manipulators. A lot of managers lost their respect for people when this happened over and over again, and then, when younger managers came in and made the same mistakes that they did, the older managers began to feel like those younger managers would be unfit leaders for not holding their ground.

Lifting her cup to her mouth, Kayla breathed in the warm, flowing liquid. She was already frustrated with the way this woman was responding to her. It would be a lot easier to have her cooperate, so they could work as a team and succeed in expanding this place. She wasn’t completely made of stone though. It was clear that Dean was more of an emotionally based person, and the material things that motivated other people were not going to motivate her. Kayla respected that. She had never truly been satisfied by anything material. She used these things as distractions to the sadness and loneliness that had blanketed her for years. She yearned for something real, anything real, something that could lift the black veil off of her life and give her inspiration, motivation, and encouragement. She wanted to have something that really made her smile and not have to force on a positive attitude to please those around her. Kayla hadn’t really had anyone stick in her life for an extended period of time. Her family was only made up of a few people at this point, and the majority of them lived halfway across the country. She had a couple real friends, but when she started getting moved around due to her business endeavors, it became more difficult to keep in contact with them. Kayla had finally decided to start over. She wanted to maintain a successful professional appearance, but she was ready to make friends and feel those things that made life worth living: friendship, happiness, and maybe even love and romance.

She had no idea what she was going to do with the rest of her day. She was used to a fast-paced life. Now that Dean was holding her back in moving things forward with the hotel, she had all day to figure out what normal people did all day. Kayla was definitely nervous about conversing with strangers. Somewhere deep inside of her, she knew that she still cared about what people thought about her, even though her confident facade hid these feelings. She was worried about fitting in and relating to people. She was also worried about getting hurt. Nevertheless, it was time to be a woman and face these fears. Conquering fears and trying new things was part of moving forward, and it was time that Kayla did something for herself and gave herself a chance of a better life. 
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CHAPTER SIX
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Dean strode through the lobby and made her way behind the front desk and into the office. Mary was sitting at her desk going through invoices and bills. “Mary,” Dean said softly. “I think I’m going to go for a walk.”

“Did you get into another disagreement with Kayla?” Mary asked, a soft smile on her face.

“No, we are figuring things out,” Dean replied, trying to keep her personal feelings about the other woman at bay.

“Dean, I know you,” Mary said, pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “I understand that you two didn’t exactly hit it off at first, but I have a feeling that you two will work well together. You both have very strong personalities and very different perspectives. I think that this will be a challenge for you, and at this point, a challenge is what you need. When you first got here, I had thought that you had just given up on life completely, and I’ve seen more emotion, more passion, more concern today than I’ve seen out of you the whole time that you have been here. Something is brewing in that storm inside of you, and I think that it is a good idea that you explore it before you give up completely.” Mary’s expression was soft, but she didn’t shed a tear. She knew that Dean didn’t do well with crying or pity, so when she had something to say, she made sure to maintain her countenance.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
/NﬁCOLE*IIGGINBOTHAM HOGUE

g






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





