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    To all the coworkers and teachers who very loosely inspired the setting and characters for this book. I hope you never read it because it's awkward to have coworkers read sex scenes you've written.
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Dear Reader, 

This book mimics a lot of the style of a Hallmark Christmas movie. It is filled with fluffy, cozy, holiday warmth. I do want to make readers aware there are some ways it strays from the traditional holiday script; mainly, the use of profanity, including sexual content, and not shying away from difficult topics. While, I do not consider this something I should have to include, I feel I must also make it clear this is a love story between two women and you are not okay with that, well then you are not my ideal reader, and I invite you to see yourself out. 

While this book is a light holiday romcom, it does contains descriptive sexual content, panic attacks and a flashback to a traumatic car accident, memories of dealing with taking care of a child with a serious illness, internalized biphobia/bi-erasure (by the bisexual character against herself based on previous experiences she's faced), and a kiss without explicit consent (though the receiver of the kiss kind of implied earlier they would be amenable to it). As always, you know your triggers better than anyone else, always proceed with caution, but I hope this list can help you to make a good choice about if this book is right for you. I never want to cause anyone emotional harm. 

All that being said, I hope you enjoy this smutty sapphic holiday novella.

~Amanda Richards
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September 10

Sarah

"Sarah, do you have a minute?" Mrs. Gordon pokes her head out of her office as I'm getting my mail. 

I glance up at the main office clock to see how long I have until my students arrive. Twenty-five minutes. As long as whatever Mrs. Gordon wants to talk about doesn't take more than ten minutes, that still gives me enough time to finish my coffee and get to the bathroom before kids start filtering in. 

"Sure," I say, ducking into Mrs. Gordon's smaller office within the office. It's only the fourth day of school. What could she want? 

"How was your summer?" Mrs. Gordon asks.

It fucking sucked. I don't say that, even though I'm thinking it. None of my coworkers even knew I had a girlfriend, let alone that she dumped me. I'm not on Facebook or Instagram. I didn't have any cute couple pictures on my desk, preferring to keep my personal life to myself. "It was fine. Shorter than I would have liked, but that's nothing new."

"You look great. Have you lost weight?" 

If our male assistant principal said that to me, everyone would call him out for harassment. Mrs. Gordon shouldn't do it either. I wonder if she would still compliment my appearance if she knew I was more likely to date her than him. 

"Maybe a few pounds," I say. I do not tell her I actually lost twenty pounds because I spent two weeks eating nothing but soup after Stephanie broke up with me.

"Can you believe we're back here already?" Mrs. Gordon says. 

Ok. Enough small talk. What does she want? I resist the urge to check my watch and see exactly how many minutes I have left to myself before I need to turn on the happy switch and keep seven- and eight-year-olds engaged for the next six hours. "Not really," I say, tucking my hair behind my ear.

"Anyway, I don't want to waste your time—"

Then what was with all the small talk?

"—but I was wondering if I could convince you to join a committee this year. I know. I know we can't require you to do anything outside contract hours, but you are up for tenure this year, and I was looking through my notes, and at this point, you have very little evidence to put in your portfolio that shows you are an active part of the school community. It would really look better for you if you had something for that part of your portfolio." 

"Oh." I say. I don't know what else to say. No. I'm not on any committees, and I don't run any extra-curriculars, but my students make huge amounts of progress each year, I get multiple parent requests for my class each year, I'm organized, and I always meet all my responsibilities. Over the past four years, I've never had a negative mark on my evaluations. Hell, I've hardly even used sick days. How could the board deny me tenure, just because I prefer to stick to my contractual hours?

"Again, I know I can't require you to be part of a committee, but it really would look good. Here is a copy of the list of all the committees and their meetings schedules for the year. Just think about it, alright?"

"Yes. Of course." I take the packet from her, and this time, I do check my watch. Ten minutes left. "I'll let you know later today." 

Without waiting for her to say anything else, I scoot out of the office as quickly as I can, hoping I still have enough time to use the restroom, and finish my coffee. 

"Morning Sarah," one of the other teachers greets me as I make my way down the hallway. 

"Morning," I smile and nod. 

"Good morning, Miss Lessey," one of my former students says. Why are kids in the halls already? I have what, eight minutes left?

"Morning, Luca." I pat him on the head and keep walking.

By the time I make it to my classroom to put down the papers from Mrs. Gordon—There's no way I can bring them to the bathroom with me. That's too weird—I'm down to five minutes. Thank God there's a staff bathroom close to my room. And thank God, I've got everything I need for the day ready to go. 

I race to the restroom, and make it back to my classroom with four minutes to spare. I peruse the list of committees as I down the rest of my lukewarm coffee. The One Lakeland committee, whatever that is, meets only four times for the year, unlike the others that are all monthly. I guess I'll do that one. I should probably choose a more involved one. It's not like I don't have time. I have pretty much no life outside to work these days, but it's the principle of the matter. I hate that I'm being forced to join a committee. Of course, Mrs. Gordon said she can't make me do it. But everyone knows that's code for, you better do this or you will look bad. Whatever. Four meetings a year is fine. 

The first student pops into the room just as I've finished rinsing out my mug and replaced it in my school bag. 

I grab the hair tie off my wrist and tie my long black hair into a high ponytail to keep it out of the way.

"Good morning, Lucy." I say, plastering on a smile and rushing to the door to complete my morning greeting. "What'll it be? A hug, a handshake, a high five?" 

Lucy wraps her arms around my waist in a tight squeeze, and I pat her on the head. 

Here come Charlie and Xavier. They each choose a high five on their way in the classroom. 

The rest of my class filters in, and my teacher mode fully activates. I push the committee thing to the back of my head and enjoy the company of twenty-three second graders, doing what I love to do.

––––––––
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September 19

Jen

Okay. Kids are gone. I have eight minutes until my One Lakeland meeting. 

I complete my end of the day ritual, turning off all the lights except for the string of LED lights I keep up all year, and getting out clorox wipes to clean all twenty-four desks, a remnant from when Lila was going through chemo. Her immune system is strong now, and she's exposed to her own set of germs in her kindergarten class every day, but I can't break myself out of the routine. I feel icky if I leave without cleaning the desks in my room. Plus, I'm not saying it's because of my ritual, but I'm also not saying it's not—my class has had perfect attendance since school started. Granted, it's only September, but still. 

I take deep breaths of lemony cleaning product, letting the familiar scent and swishing motion soothe my nerves from the day. I didn’t realize how hard moving to a new school would be. It's not like I'm a brand new teacher. I've been at this for fourteen years. I feel like a first year teacher again. But now, I'm an old lady set in my ways about how to do things, but everything is different here. I need teacher friends here. Hopefully, the One Lakeland committee will be good for that. 

Glancing at the clock, I speed up my cleaning. I don't want to be late for the first committee meeting. I thought about joining more committees, but it's so hard with Lila being so young. The whole point of finding a new job was so I could work in a school that I was happy to send her to and only pay for a once a week after-school sitter. The one Lakeland committee is perfect because it only meets a few times per year on Wednesdays, which is the day of the week I already have a sitter because faculty meetings are monthly on Wednesdays.

With a minute to spare I clean the last desk. I glance in the mirror I keep in my closet to make sure my curls haven't gotten too wild, and my make-up is still in place. Okay. Good. Grabbing a random notebook and pen, I jog down to the library where the meeting will take place. 

I look around the tables awkwardly as I enter the library. I don't know any of the other teachers on the committee, but that's the whole reason I joined, right? To get to know other teachers? Four older women sit together at one table, and a man and woman who look like they're probably in their mid-thirties, like me, sit at the other table. I know I've seen them all before, but I can't place what anyone teaches. A few more teachers filter in. We're ten in all, and I chuckle when I notice the definite age split in the room. Everyone sits with teachers close to their age. 

Mrs. Gordon, the principal, walks in. “Alright. It looks like almost everyone is here. Mrs. Moore—”

I cringe at the assumption I’m married, but don’t correct her.

“—glad to see you join us. Do you know everyone here?” 

"Not really," I say, ducking my head. "I haven't had a lot of time to meet other teachers outside of fifth grade." And of course, none of them are on the committee.

"Why don't we go around the room and introduce ourselves, and then we'll get started."

The teachers introduce themselves around the table. It's a range of teachers across grade levels, plus a school psychologist, and the band teacher. I'm sitting next to Miss Abby Delancy, a first grade teacher. 

"I thought Ms. Lessey was coming. Have you seen her, Jill?" Mrs. Gordon asks Jill Donnelly, a second-grade teacher. 

Jill shrugs. 

"All right. Well, let's get this meeting started."

Just as Mrs. Gordon is about to start, the bell over the library door jingles and in walks a tall willowy woman in black skinny jeans and a leather jacket—the hot second grade teacher I've had my eye on since our first week of school faculty meeting. Ms. Lessey, I assume. She pulls out her hair tie, shaking loose her ponytail in a waterfall of luscious silk, and drops into the empty chair next to me. Shit.

––––––––
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Sarah

What the hell have I gotten myself into? The ten teachers who are here before me are literally the last teachers I would choose to be on a committee with. Well, not the cute new fifth-grade teacher. I don't know her. I should warn her to get the fuck away from this committee. It's made up of all the biggest busybodies and complainers, the ones they warn you in college to avoid in the faculty room so you don't become bitter and cynical like them.

Four meetings for the year, that's it. I can handle it for four meetings. Then next year, when I'm tenured, I will go back to staying in my own little teaching bubble. 

"—because there was a lot of disconnect between staff and administration." 

Shit, Mrs. Gordon is talking, and I have no clue what she's saying. Do I care? I guess I should make it look like I do.

"At this point, the issues the committee was first formed to take care of have been resolved. Of course, that's not to say there aren't still issues to be addressed."

Jesus fucking Christ, is this the committee that just complains about problems? 

"I'm hoping this year we can shift our focus away from just general complaints and move it towards improving staff morale, so not just eliminating the problems, but also starting some positive initiatives." 

Fuck. I am not the initiatives type. I'm the fly under the radar and do my job type. 

"Can we find a way to give teachers more planning time?" Mrs. Dansen, a third-grade teacher, asks.

"Unfortunately, no." Mrs. Gordon says. 

I force myself not to roll my eyes. If our union can't get us more planning time, a random "do good" committee won’t be able to. 

A few more teachers suggest dumb things, and then the new girl raises her hand. I try to ignore the way it stretches her button down blouse across her chest. She's really cute. Like, exactly my type—all sexy-cute in a pencil skirt and glasses.

"Mrs. Moore?" Mrs. Gordon calls on her.

"It’s Miss, actually," she corrects. 

"Oh. I'm sorry. I just—" 

"It's fine. Anyway, do we have a sunshine committee already?"

Jessica Taylor, a perky, gossipy fourth grade teacher, looks up from the papers she's correcting and says, "We had one. But hardly anyone joined, and it was a waste of time." 

Wow. Way to shoot down the new girl. I try to catch her eye to apologize for our annoying coworkers. But she doesn’t look up. 

"I think we still need to address our substitute problem," Mr. Morris, our school psych, says. "Constantly pulling me to sub in classrooms isn’t fair. I have my own job that needs to be done."

"I'm well aware that the sub situation is bad," Mrs. Gordon agrees. "But there isn't really anything I can do about it. We pay competitively. There just aren't as many subs as there used to be. Listening to everyone's complaints, I can see that I am definitely right about morale. I know it's not going to solve all the problems, but does anyone have any ideas for little things that can boost morale." 

Miss Moore raises her hand again. 
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