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Tressa stared at the telephone, feeling completely exasperated. Conversations with her mother were never easy, but this one bordered on insanity. “Mother,” she sighed, rubbing her throbbing temple.

“Now, Tressa, it’s on your way,” Grace, her mother, said.


“No, it isn’t! And need I remind you that we don’t get along?”  “Of course you do.” Grace’s tone was patronizing. “Is it too much to ask that you give your best friend a ride home for the holiday?”



“She is not my best friend, Mother!” By now Tressa was whining. “She was my best friend when we were kids. Now she’s my ex-girlfriend. It’s safe to say that our friendship ended the day we split up.”

“And whose fault was that?” 

“Not mine.” It was an old argument. Tressa’s mother had never gotten over the couple’s breakup. 

“Tressa,” Grace said, “It takes two to argue, and I know you were just being your stubborn old self and wouldn’t admit that you were wrong.”

“I wasn’t wrong,” 

“It simply broke my heart when the two of you split up.” Grace sighed heavily.

“Mother, it was a long time ago,” Tressa said, trying to find a way out of the discussion. “She has her own life and I have mine.”

“Then it shouldn’t be a problem for you to give her a ride.” Grace’s smile was evident in her voice, and Tressa’s jaw dropped as she realized that she’d been set up. “After all, Lindsey doesn’t live that far from you, and I would feel much better if you weren’t traveling alone. The poor girl will be all alone now that her parents have moved to Florida.”

“Fine.” Tressa conceded, knowing that there was no way on God’s green Earth she could possibly win the argument. Then again, that was the way disagreements between her and her mother always ended. Her dear old mother was a master at laying on guilt trips. “Tell her to be ready on time.”

“Why don’t you call her? I have the number right here.” 

“No!” Tressa stood firm. “I’ll drive her, but that’s it.”

“Anything you say, dear,” Grace said. “I’ll see the two of you on Wednesday.”

After they exchanged their goodbyes and hung up, Tressa stood dumbfounded in her living room. The day hadn’t started out badly. It was just an average day in her quiet life. Now she was driving her ex-lover home for the holiday. “Peachy,” she muttered to herself. “Wait... Lindsey doesn’t have anyone to spend the holiday with? She’s single? No! Don’t go there. She’ll just drive you up the wall again.”

* * *
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Now that she had agreed to drive Lindsey, Tressa kept finding herself lost in memories of the woman. The energetic blonde and her family had moved in next door to Tressa’s family when she was six years old. The very first day, they had ended up in a fistfight. Tressa was still convinced that Lindsey had started the altercation. The following day, they had sworn a blood oath to be friends forever.

It was always like that. One moment they were glued at the hip, the next they were fighting. Tressa never understood just how the little green-eyed monster could make her completely happy and completely miserable at the same time. How they had ever become lovers was still a mystery to her. Well, not a complete mystery.

Growing up together, they had shared everything. No small wonder that they had also shared their first kiss, long before either of them realized they would never be attracted to boys. It had happened when they were twelve. They had spent the day at the movies, but Tressa couldn’t recall what the film was about, or even its name. She could only remember that it had been some sappy romance that Lindsey had insisted they see. She had hated it and Lindsey had loved it. 

They were in Tressa’s bedroom when the friendly disagreement became heated. Tressa could still recall saying something about the fake-looking kiss the two leads had shared. 

“Oh, how would you know?” Lindsey challenged.

“Hey, I know,” Tressa shot back, trying to sound convincing.

“You do not,” Lindsey said, laughing and poking her in the ribs.

“Do so,” Tressa lied. Of course she had no idea if the kiss was real or not. She had only stopped playing with her Barbie dolls the year before. But there was no way she was going to let Lindsey know this, especially since the little pest sounded so confident.

“Yeah, right.” Lindsey stepped closer. “Who have you kissed?” Tressa was sure she could see hurt in those emerald eyes.

“Well... I... Um... no one,” she finally confessed, swallowing hard. She was too embarrassed to look at Lindsey, even when she felt the smaller girl step closer. Their bodies were almost touching when, quite unexpectedly, Lindsey’s lips brushed shyly against her own.

“Now you have,” she said softly.

Tressa couldn’t help smiling. It had been such an innocent gesture. The memory of that quick peck on the lips had stayed with her long after puberty. It was sweet, even though they hadn’t talked about it. The subject stayed off limits until almost four years later. 

By that time they were sixteen, and Tressa was painfully aware that her interest in Lindsey had taken on a new dimension. Her changing feelings terrified her, and she did everything she could think of to stop them. Nothing worked. Fearful that she would do something completely stupid, Tressa started insisting that Hilary, another friend of theirs, be around whenever she spent time with Lindsey.  

The plan failed miserably. It was a rainy night, and Lindsey was sleeping over. This was something Tressa had been avoiding for months. Initially, things seemed to go well, and she was relieved that the night wasn’t turning into the disaster that she had feared it would be. Once they were alone, the two of them instantly fell into the same familiar silliness they had shared for over a decade. Dressed in long T-shirts, they were nestled on Tressa’s bed chatting quietly so they wouldn’t wake her parents.

“So, are you going to the dance?” Tressa asked, afraid of the answer.

“No,” Lindsey responded flatly, staring up at the ceiling. “How about you?”

“No.” Tressa tried to hide the smile she was suddenly sporting. “I’m not really interested in anyone right now.”

“Me neither.” Lindsey shifted, moving slightly closer to Tressa.

“Why did you and Byron split up?” Tressa was curious, since her best friend had seemed reluctant to talk about it.

“I... um,” Lindsey shrugged.

“What’s up?” Tressa said, concerned.

“I just didn’t feel anything for him,” Lindsey said, as if she were bored with the conversation. “And he wanted to... you know.”

“Pig,” Tressa snarled.

“And he kissed like a fish,” Lindsey went on, groaning.

“Eww!” Tressa grimaced. “I hate that. Paul was a good kisser.” She was surprised when she felt Lindsey stiffen.

“Really?” Lindsey’s tone was bitter. “So why did you dump him?” 

“I don’t know,” Tressa answered honestly. “He just wasn’t my type. Just because he was a good kisser doesn’t mean he’s the right one,” she said, intentionally not saying “the right guy.”

“What about me?” Lindsey’s voice was quiet.

“What about you?” Tressa’s heartbeat picked up.

“How do I kiss?” Lindsey asked, turning onto her side to face Tressa.

Warmth spread through Tressa’s body, and she inhaled sharply when she saw Lindsey’s body lying dangerously close to her own. “How should I know?” She finally managed to squeak.

“Because we’ve kissed.”

“Oh, well... that was just...” Tressa stammered, trying to understand where this bizarre conversation was heading. “That wasn’t a real kiss. We were just kids.”

“It was my first kiss,” Lindsey said. “It may not have been a heavy groping session, but it was real to me.”

“Me too,” Tressa admitted, feeling completely exposed. 

Lindsey smiled sweetly and inched even closer. 

The mischievous gleam in Lindsey’s eyes made Tressa decide to take a chance. “Still, I can’t really say whether or not you’re a good kisser. I mean, it was a long time ago and it was very brief.” Tressa hoped she wasn’t about to make the biggest mistake of her life.

“Oh? So you would need more recent data before you could come to any conclusions?”

“Yeah,” Tressa said, trying to sound casual.

“I don’t know,” Lindsey teased. “I mean, what if you’re a lousy kisser? It would spoil the memory.”

“I am not,” Tressa sneered. “But I guess you’ll never know. Your memories are safe.” She yelped when Lindsey pushed her backwards and climbed on top of her.

“Are you challenging me?” Lindsey growled, poking Tressa playfully.

“No,” Tressa giggled when Lindsey’s long blonde hair caressed her face.

“Good.” Lindsey tilted her chin defiantly before attempting to climb off of Tressa’s body.

Tressa wasn’t prepared to lose contact just yet. Reaching out quickly, she clasped Lindsey’s hips firmly. “I’m asking you,” she said seriously.

“What?” 

“Kiss me?” Tressa’s voice trembled

“Why?” Lindsey asked huskily, lowering her body slightly.

“Because I want you to.” Tressa fought back the tears that threatened to overwhelm her. “Because I need you to.”

The words were out, and couldn’t be called back. Tressa wanted to die right then and there. She trembled, waiting for her best friend to say or do something, but Lindsey didn’t say a word. She simply lowered herself more, until her whole body pressed against Tressa’s. Their lips met shyly, much as they had in their first kiss. The feeling of this one, however, went quickly from innocence to desire.

Their lips parted, and their tongues danced together. Tressa’s body arched when she felt Lindsey’s thigh press against her center. Her hands moved up under Lindsey’s shirt. The feel of her friend’s strong back fueled Tressa’s desire. Instinctively, their hips swayed in a sensual rhythm.

Tressa could feel Lindsey’s wetness on her own thigh, urging her body to thrust harder. Her hands slipped down under the elastic band of Lindsey’s panties to cup her firm backside. The need for air overwhelmed them both, forcing them to break the kiss. 

Lindsey’s hands were roaming over her body, and Tressa quivered as Lindsey placed feathery kisses along her neck. Then her mind stopped functioning and her body took control. She pulled Lindsey’s panties down further, needing to feel more. She could smell their passion filling the room as they gyrated against one another. Lindsey’s mouth was blazing a torturous trail down her neck, and she was pulling Tressa’s shirt up. 

For the first time in her life, Tressa’s nipples ached with desire, and she ground her hips into Lindsey’s body and boldly continued her exploration of Lindsey’s backside. Then her shirt was bunched up under her chin, and Lindsey’s mouth was tasting the valley between her breasts. Tressa barely kept herself from crying out when her fingers brushed against Lindsey’s wetness.

She couldn’t believe how wet they both were. She was moaning; Lindsey’s tongue was teasing her nipple. Tressa wasn’t sure what to do, so she just followed her instincts. Her thumb teased Lindsey’s throbbing clit, matching the sensual rhythm of Lindsey’s tongue. 

Their primal moaning seemed to urge them to expand their fumbling explorations. Tressa felt her underwear being lowered, and Lindsey’s fingers shyly explored her passion. 

Lindsey tore her mouth away from Tressa’s breast and stared into her eyes. There was no fear, nor any doubt as to what they both wanted. Their legs parted and their fingers fumbled until they found each other’s centers. Shy and uncertain, they entered one another. Wincing slightly from the sudden pain, they were driven by an uncontrollable desire; their fingers plunged in and out. They climaxed in unison, their gazes turning inward as their first orgasms quivered through their bodies. 

They held each other tightly, kissing and exchanging promises throughout the evening. “I’m glad it was you,” Lindsey whispered tenderly.

“This was meant to be,” Tressa reassured her lover.

A few weeks later, they had a silly argument and split up. It seemed to set a pattern. They’d be all hot and heavy, fueled by passion and hormones, and then they’d break up after a silly disagreement. Finally, they got back together for what they had assumed was for good just before starting college, and came out to their families together. They were surprised that neither set of parents seemed surprised by their revelation. It was a bit of a disappointment, actually, since they had agonized over the decision to finally reveal their relationship. 

Their families were happy and they were happy. Once they were finished with school, they planned to get an apartment together. Things had been difficult, since they attended different colleges. Each lived on her respective campus, and they only saw each other on weekends and term breaks. During their senior years, the strain of being so far apart and the heavy load of studying proved overwhelming. In the end, one too many canceled weekends led to a huge argument. It was the worst they’d ever had, and things were said that couldn’t be taken back.

Tressa still remembered how the fight had ended. Lindsey had hung up on her. They didn’t speak for weeks after that, and Tressa was miserable. No one wanted to be around her, and her grades started to suffer. Against her better judgment, she took her roommate’s advice and went on a date with another woman. 

Life is funny. In fact, sometimes it’s freaking hysterical. What were the odds that Lindsey would decide to visit her that night, so they could talk? 

Tressa and her date, Gwen, ran into Lindsey just as they were leaving Tressa’s dorm. The talk turned into a screaming match. She had never seen Lindsey so angry before. Her long blonde hair flew wildly in the wind, and her green eyes burned with fury. That night, everything ended between them. Their romance and their friendship were ruined forever. 

They hadn’t spoken since. They grunted and shouted at each other on the rare occasions that their paths crossed, but they never talked. Now, it was the day before Thanksgiving, and Tressa was sitting outside of Lindsey’s condo wondering if they could make it through the long drive without either of them uttering a single word.

* * *
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Tressa tapped her fingers nervously on the steering wheel of her Subaru Forester. “Go up to the door and ring the bell,” she encouraged herself, but failed to make any move other than to start tapping her foot. “Come on! You’re acting like a baby,” she chastised herself. “It’s not like you haven’t spent time with an ex-lover before.” Of course, Lindsey wasn’t just any old girlfriend, and things had ended so badly between them. Her focus shifted to the empty street she was parked on. “I wonder how pissed Mom would be if I showed up alone?” Tressa groaned and began banging her head against the steering wheel. 

She was beginning to enjoy the sensation of smacking her head on the steering wheel—after all, the irrational action was keeping her from having to face Lindsey—when a loud rapping on her window disrupted her self-inflicted abuse. She blushed deeply, muttering a silent prayer that Lindsey had grown old and fat, and turned to face familiar, taunting green eyes.

Her eyes widened when she saw the familiar smirk. Lindsey looked incredible. She wasn’t old or fat. Somehow, Tressa had expected the young girl with long, strawberry-blonde hair that she had gone to summer camp with. Literally, the girl next door. Instead, she found a beautiful woman, with stylishly short blonde hair, glaring at her. 

“Oh, no.” Tressa grimaced, her stomach fluttering. “I know that look. She’s pissed.” She reluctantly lowered her window. 

“You haven’t changed a bit,” Lindsey growled. “You want to tell me why you’re sitting out here banging your head on the steering wheel?”

“It feels good when I stop,” Tressa said sheepishly.

“Uh huh,” Lindsey muttered, rolling her eyes. “Come on in. I’m just about ready.”

“You’re not ready yet? Some things never change,” she groaned. “I’ll wait here.” 

“I’m going to need some help,” Lindsey said, rolling her eyes again. 

I hate it when she does that, Tressa groused, feeling old aggravations stir. Her anger dissipated when she noticed that Lindsey was supporting herself with a pair of crutches. “I’m sorry. I didn’t notice,” she said. That’s because you were too busy checking her out. You’re an idiot, she admonished herself, turning off the engine.

Trying to regain her dignity, she opened her door and attempted to step out, forgetting that her seatbelt was firmly in place. Lindsey snickered as the tall brunette struggled to free herself. Free from her restraints and thoroughly embarrassed, Tressa stepped out of her vehicle. 

“Laugh it up, Blondie,” Tressa hissed, trying her best to sound intimidating. She failed, of course.

“Did you get taller?” Lindsey inquired.

“No, everyone looks tall to you. What happened?” She asked, pointing to the crutches.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Lindsey snapped, then sighed. “Sorry, it’s a long story.”

“Fine.” Tressa backed off, sensing that it was in her best interest to do so. “At least it explains why you need a ride.” Tressa knew that her hopes for a silent drive were gone. Perhaps she could ease them onto friendlier footing, though.

Lindsey simply grunted as they made their way up the walkway. She struggled with the doorknob until Tressa reached past her and opened the door. Allowing the smaller woman to enter first, Tressa couldn’t help wondering how Lindsey had injured herself.

Tressa took a moment to look around the spacious condo. “Good thing you’re on the ground floor,” she noted.

“The bedroom isn’t,” Lindsey pointed to a couch, which was covered with blankets.

“You still get cold at night?” Tressa asked, before she could stop herself. “Sorry,” she added quickly, blushing again.

“Bite me,” Lindsey snapped in a frosty tone.

“In your dreams,” Tressa shot back.

Lindsey ignored her, opting instead to make an attempt to gather up her overnight bag. A sudden barking startled Tressa just before a pair of paws landed on her back, sending her crashing to the floor. The smell of doggie breath assaulted her as she struggled to free herself. 

“Yuck!” She tried to wrestle herself free from the furry mass that seemed determined to hold her captive.

“Ziggy,” Lindsey commanded. “Come here, boy. Come see Mommy.” She whistled for the dog.

“Yeah, go see Mommy,” Tressa gasped, still struggling with the large husky.

Tressa scrambled up as the large dog raced over to his owner and danced around the injured woman. “Well, now I can see how you got hurt,” she commented, furiously trying to brush off the massive clumps of dog hair that now covered her clothing.

“Ziggy wouldn’t hurt me,” Lindsey cooed down at the large dog, scratching behind his ears. “Would you? He’s just a puppy.”

“Puppy?” Tressa looked at the beast in wonder “Are you delusional?”

“Don’t listen to her,” Lindsey said soothingly. “You’re Mommy’s baby, aren’t you?”

“He’s not very good at protecting you,” Tressa said. “He didn’t even bark when I came in. I could have done anything to you by the time Lassie here showed up.”

“You wish,” Lindsey scoffed. “He was locked up. He must have broken through the gate again.” 

Tressa had cleaned away as much of the dog hair as she could when she felt something else rubbing against her. Looking down, she found a large orange tabby winding around her legs, leaving more hair on her dark clothing. “Does everything around here shed?”

“Rufus,” Lindsey called the frisky feline. “Get away from the mean lady. You don’t know where she’s been.” She flashed an amused smirk at Tressa.

“Hold on. You have pets.” Tressa’s dark brown eyes widened fearfully.

“Very good, Sherlock.” Lindsey swayed, trying to balance herself on her crutches. 

Tressa moved to help her. She didn’t stop to think about how instinctive the gesture was. “I was just wondering, since you’re going to be gone for a few days...” Tressa hesitated. “I mean, they’re not coming with us, are they?”

“No,” Lindsey reassured her. “My neighbor’s going to look after them. I don’t usually spend this much time away, but I can’t drive myself, and your Mom’s allergic.”

“No, she isn’t, she just doesn’t like animals.”

“She kept you around for eighteen years,” Lindsey countered playfully.

“Keep it up, Skippy, and you’ll be riding on the luggage rack,” Tressa warned.

“Hi ho,” a friendly voice called out as Ziggy began to bark furiously. 

“See, he barks,” Lindsey said, nudging Tressa sharply. “Hey, Joel.” She waved, weaving slightly on her crutches. Tressa reached out again to steady her, surprised by the sudden sensations her body was experiencing.

Tressa took one look at the slender, dark-haired man swishing into the condo and almost broke out in laughter. “Oh, he looks like a dangerous character. Let me guess. He’s a florist?” Tressa teased, invoking a hostile glare from Lindsey. “Hi, there. I’m Tressa,” she said brightly, offering her hand to the new arrival.

“Joel Mathers,” he said, shaking hands. “I live next door with my partner, Bob. We run a little flower shop just around the corner.” He bent down to scratch Ziggy behind the ears. 

“No kidding.” Tressa snickered under her breath.

“So, how do you know the blonde bomber here?” Joel asked innocently, completely unaware of the can of worms he had just opened.

“We grew up together,” Tressa answered quickly. She couldn’t help noticing the way Lindsey began chewing on her bottom lip. Joel seemed to be a nice enough fellow, and Tressa didn’t feel the need to subject him to the exchange of nasty remarks that she and Lindsey had been annoying the rest of the world with for the past decade.

“I’m glad she won’t be traveling alone after everything that’s happened,” Joel added solemnly.

“Joel,” Lindsey flared.

“What happened?” Tressa demanded, turning towards Lindsey.

Joel cast a nervous gaze over at the two women, then his jaw dropped. “Tressa? Not the Tressa?”

“Excuse me?” Tressa wondered what wild tales Lindsey had been spinning.

“Joel,” Lindsey voice was now threatening.

“Um... Um...” Joel stammered.

“Let me guess, “ Tressa said. “Tressa, the evil ex-girlfriend?”

“Something like that,” Joel choked. “Just add lying, cheating and a few other words that I really don’t care to say in mixed company.”

“Oh, my freaking God!” Tressa howled.

“What?” Lindsey asked innocently.

“I can’t believe that after all this time, you’re still trashing me!” 

“I caught you with another woman,” Lindsey said.

“We were separated.”

“No, we weren’t.” 

“Yes, we were!” 

“Please, we had a little spat.”

“Spat? You called me a self-centered shrew and hung up on me. Then you refused to talk to me for weeks.”

“So you ran out and got a new girlfriend?” Lindsey sneered.

“For the record, I didn’t end up going out with Gwen,” Tressa protested.

“Gwen?” Lindsey sneered again. “Was that the bleached blonde’s name?”

“Oddly enough, having you show up and call her a slut kind of put a damper on the evening,” Tressa growled. “And I wouldn’t bring up hair coloring if I were you. I seem to recall that you weren’t quite so blonde the last time we saw each other.”

“You suck,” Lindsey shot out.

“You suck,” Tressa retorted, realizing just how lame she sounded.

“Okay,” Joel said nervously. “I’ll just be on my way.” He tried to leave, only to find his retreat blocked by the bickering women. Trapped, he stood shifting from foot to foot until Tressa finally felt sorry for the poor guy and stepped aside.

“I hate you,” Lindsey snarled.

“I hate you too,” Tressa snapped back, reaching down and grabbing Lindsey’s overnight bag. “Is this it?”

“Yes,” Lindsey fumed.

“Let’s go.” Tressa stormed towards the front door.

“Thanks a lot, pal.” Lindsey frowned at Joel.

“Have fun?” He shrugged sheepishly.

* * *
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Tressa and Lindsey drove off in uncomfortable silence. Tressa finally turned the radio on, so she could listen to something other than Lindsey grinding her teeth. She flipped through the stations, trying to find something that wasn’t a boy band or Britney Spears, while Lindsey glared at her. “Oh, for God’s sake! Pick something already,” she finally snapped, swatting at Tressa’s hand.

“I can’t find anything I like,” Tressa said, feeling the tension rise once again.

“Don’t you have any CDs?” Lindsey inquired in a snotty tone.

“Yes,” Tressa retorted. “But I’m not in the mood for any of them.”

Lindsey ignored her comment and began rummaging through Tressa’s collection. “Look, Blu Cantrell. A whole CD about being cheated on.” Lindsey was smirking.

“For the love of God,” Tressa groaned. “It was over ten years ago. Let it go, will you? And I didn’t cheat on you.”

“I know, but I just love watching that vein bulge in your forehead.”

“You must, since you’ve been doing that since the day we met,” Tressa muttered, settling on a local oldies station. “This okay?”

“Yeah.” Lindsey returned the CD to its compartment between their seats. “Nice car,” she added in a friendlier tone.

“Thanks,” Tressa answered with a sigh of relief. “Do you want to tell me what happened to your leg?”

“Nope,” Lindsey said flatly. “Hey, do you remember that time in high school when I sprained my ankle?”

“Oh yeah.” Tressa smiled at the memory. “‘Come on, Tressa, let’s climb over this fence. It’s not that high.’ And you were right, it wasn’t that high.”

“Not for you, Stretch,” Lindsey replied. “What was I thinking?”

“You weren’t. What I remember most about that was you falling out of the back of my Dad’s station wagon a few nights later.”

Lindsey groaned. “You would remember that. Sex in the local cemetery. Talk about romantic.”

“Hey, we were young,” Tressa argued, “and we didn’t have anywhere else to go. I can still picture you butt-naked, lying on the lawn, begging me to help you up.”

“You, as I recall, were too busy laughing at me.” Lindsey pouted.

“It was funny.”

“It was,” Lindsey said, chuckling lightly.

“Did you just agree with me?” Tressa gasped.

“I guess I did,” Lindsey said, also looking amazed.

For the first time since her mother’s telephone call, Tressa felt at ease about the unusual situation. 

“So, what have you been up to?” Lindsey inquired. “Your Mom hasn’t been very helpful over the years. I know you got your Masters degree.”

“Actually, I went on from there,” Tressa said proudly. “It’s Dr. Frayler now. I have a Ph.D. in ancient history. I teach at Boston College.”

“Wow,” Lindsey said. “You were the one who always hated school.”

“Not anymore,” Tressa said. “Of course, it’s a lot more fun being the one with the answers. I love what I do. I also travel to dig sites when I can. It’s amazing.”

“What happened to accounting?” Lindsey pried.

“I hated it.”

“I know,” Lindsey agreed.

“After we split up,” Tressa began slowly, “I took a really hard look at my life and decided that I needed to be happy. In my work, I’ve found something that makes me happy.”

“Did I make you unhappy?” Lindsey asked, her voice serious. “I know things between us were always a bit of a roller coaster ride.”

“It was never dull.” Tressa smiled. “No, you made me happy, and I lost that. Maybe I needed to so I could grow up. For the first time, I was really on my own. You weren’t there to fall back on. I realized that I needed to be happy with me, not just because I had you in my life.”

“I think I understand,” Lindsey said. “When you were gone, I kept telling myself to pick up the phone and call you, that I needed you. And I did need you, but I needed to stand on my own two feet more. Plus, the reason I used to freak out so much was that it was all so final.”

“I don’t understand,” 

“We were so young. Just twenty-one, and thinking that this was the person I was going to spend the rest of my life with scared me to death,” Lindsey admitted. “There was so much I wanted to do with my life. We had been together on and off since we were teenagers, and every once in a while I would think about that and completely freak. Usually I took it out on you.”

“Isn’t being an adult great?” Tressa said, feeling as if a giant weight had been lifted from her shoulders. “So, what have you been up to?”

“I own a little antiques shop on Newbury,” Lindsey said. “It does well, and I get to travel around looking for items to stock the store with.”

“Shopping?” Tressa laughed loudly. “You turned your favorite pastime into a career.”

“Not my favorite pastime,” Lindsey winked at her. 

“I thought you were a stock broker?” Tressa asked

“I was. Turned out that my chosen profession was agonizingly stressful and yet boring at the same time. I made a truckload of money before I got out, though, and my timing was perfect. Just after I left, everything went into the toilet. I opened the shop about two years ago.”

“Why here and not in New York?” Tressa asked, weaving in and out of traffic. “That’s where you were living. At least I thought that’s what Mom said.”

“I needed a change,” Lindsey muttered bitterly.

“Uh huh,” Tressa responded suspiciously. “What did she do?”

“It’s not what she did, it was who she did,” Lindsey confessed in a tired tone. “I swear, I have the worst taste in women.”

“Thank you.”

“I didn’t mean,” Lindsey stammered, waving her hands frantically. “Not you... ”

“It’s okay,” Tressa reassured her, grabbing one of Lindsey’s hands giving it a squeeze. “I know what you meant. I hope,” she added, smiling. “If it makes you feel any better, I don’t have that great a track record either. If there’s a nut job within fifty miles, I’ll date her.”

“Right,” Lindsey snorted in disbelief, then muttered under her breath, “ever had one run you over?” 

Her comment wasn’t quiet enough. Tressa’s heart began to pound. She squeezed Lindsey’s hand tighter, not realizing what she was doing until Lindsey cried out. The SUV swerved and car horns blared. “I’m sorry,” Tressa said, and quickly released the frightened woman’s hand. She grasped the steering wheel tightly and pulled off the road. 

“Tressa, don’t.” Lindsey pleaded.

Tressa couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She was fuming as she turned towards her former lover. “Is that how this happened?” she shouted. “She ran you over with her car?”

“No,” Lindsey responded quickly.

“Oh,” Tressa’s body relaxed slightly. “I’m sorry,” she repeated, trying to steady her breathing.

“She ran me over with my car.”

“What?” Tressa just stared at her. Something in the way Lindsey flinched convinced her to calm down. “I’m sorry. I’m not angry with you. It’s just that a part of me will always care, you know?”

“I know,” Lindsey patted Tressa’s thigh. “I broke up with her the moment I found out that she was a big wacko. Unfortunately, she doesn’t take rejection well. It put a hell of a dent in my car.”

“That isn’t funny,” Tressa said, blinking back tears.

Lindsey sighed, and her eyes fluttered shut. “Trust me, I know it isn’t.” She gave Tressa’s thigh a slight squeeze.

“I’m going to kill her,” Tressa said angrily.

“No,” Lindsey said firmly, snapping her eyes open. “The police are handling this. I’ve got a restraining order and Joel has been so far up my backside that I think we’re dating.”

“Are you sure there’s nothing I can do?” Tressa asked, feeling even more helpless when she saw Lindsey’s tears. Without hesitating, she unbuckled her seatbelt and then Lindsey’s, and wrapped the smaller woman up in her arms. She rubbed Lindsey’s back gently, and held her as she cried. The sobs finally ceased, but Tressa still held onto Lindsey, the scent of her shampoo filling her senses.

“I’m sorry, it just hits me sometimes,” Lindsey said, sniffling.

They parted slightly and Tressa reached up to wipe the tears away from Lindsey’s cheeks. Lindsey smiled shyly, and took hold of Tressa’s hand in her own. Tressa smiled, and Lindsey’s thumb stroked the back of her hand. 

What happened next was a complete surprise. Tressa didn’t think; she simply reacted. It seemed completely natural. She brushed her lips against Lindsey’s, and then lost herself in the warmth of Lindsey’s lips as they responded to her touch. Their tongues began a gentle exploration, and their bodies pressed closer together until there was no space between them.

Lindsey moaned deeply when Tressa’s hand cupped her breast. The passionate sound snapped both women back to reality. They jerked apart and stared at each other in confusion. Both of them were blinking wildly, trying to comprehend what had just happened. “What the hell was that?” Tressa blurted.

“Has it been that long?” Lindsey countered.

“Lindsey?” Tressa gaped at her. “I... I don’t... I mean... Hell, I don’t know what I mean. Less than half an hour ago we were happily hating each other the same way we have for the past ten years. I can handle that.”

“Relax, Tressa. Let’s not make a big deal out of it.”

“Right,” Tressa said, her senses still reeling from the passionate embrace they’d just shared. “You’re right. It was just...”

“I swear if you say it was just one of those things, I’m going to throttle you,” Lindsey broke in, and rolled her eyes. “That line has been done to death.”

“Well, it was,” Tressa snapped. “And I hate it when you do that.”

“Do what?” Lindsey said, sounding exasperated.

“Roll your eyes at me like I’ve sprouted antlers or something,” Tressa said, buckling her seatbelt. “It was just a kiss.”

“Another original sentiment,” Lindsey buckled her own seatbelt and folded her arms defiantly across her chest.

“Hey, I just felt sorry for you,” Tressa lied, flipping on her turn signal and shifting the SUV into gear.

“Yeah, right,” Lindsey chuckled. “That’s why you tried to cop a feel, huh?”

“I did not,” Tressa protested, pulling out into traffic.

“Whatever,” Lindsey rolled her eyes again and changed the radio station.

“I can’t believe that I let my mother talk me into this,” Tressa complained, resetting the station.

“Grace told me this was your idea.” 

“My idea? Why would I volunteer to drive you anywhere? You broke my heart.”

“You broke mine first,” Lindsey snapped. “And your mom said you didn’t want to drive alone.”

“Yeah, that sounds like me,” Tressa snarled. “I swear I’m going to wring that old woman’s neck. Why are you spending the holiday with my family?”

“Because my family’s going to be there,” Lindsey said.

“What?” Tressa sputtered, desperately trying to understand what was happening. “Mom said you were all alone for the holiday!”

“What the hell are you talking about? I usually fly down to Florida and see my folks. This year they decided to fly up to see my brother and his family for a change, and they also wanted to spend time with your folks. They get together all the time. I swear, I don’t know why they bothered to sell the house to my brother.”

“I don’t like the sound of this,” Tressa grimaced. “I seem to recall another time when they pulled something like this. You know, the Christmas right after we split up.”

“And then there were all the times after that.” Lindsey groaned. “You don’t think they’re still trying to get us back together, do you?”

“Why would they do that after all this time?” Tressa could hear her voice getting louder. “It never works. We either don’t speak or we yell at each other.”

“Or one of us shows up with a date,” Lindsey noted. 

“We probably shouldn’t tell them that we were making out,” Tressa said, glancing at Lindsey out of the corner of her eye.

“I wasn’t making out with you.” 

“Yes, you were.” 

“No. I wasn’t,” Lindsey insisted. “You kissed me.”

“That’s why your tongue was in my mouth?” Tressa said sarcastically.

“Reflex,” Lindsey protested. “I wouldn’t talk, Miss Grabby-Hands. By the way, you’re taking the long way home you know.”

“I know how to drive to my parents’ house.” 

“Yeah, the long way.”

* * *
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The drive to Tressa’s family home continued in much the same fashion. They argued about which exit to take, where to stop for gas, and Tressa’s driving in general. Things were back to normal, except that Tressa couldn’t get the kiss out of her mind.

It was dark and very late when they finally arrived, and the last leg of journey had been spent in silence. Both women were exhausted from trying to piss each other off. Tressa pulled the Forester up to her parents’ crowded driveway, got out and stretched, then made her way over to the passenger side and helped Lindsey out. “Looks like they’re all at my house,” she commented, handing over the crutches.

“Time to face the music, I guess.” Lindsey sighed and balanced herself. “Or I could just go over to my brother’s and go to sleep.” 

“No way.” Tressa was adamant. “I’m not going in there alone. Come on, and no whining.”

“I could pretend to be in pain?”

“I’ll keep that in mind if we need to make a quick break for it,” Tressa agreed, as they made their way up the walkway.

They walked in and were instantly surrounded by their families, who bombarded them with hugs and questions. The two women found themselves huddled together trying to answer everyone at once. “Yes, I know we’re late,” Tressa answered her mother. She shot an amused look over at Lindsey, who had turned pale, all of a sudden.

Immediately, Tressa wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “I need to sit down,” Lindsey whispered to her. Tressa nodded, and led her over to the sofa. Taking the crutches, she assisted Lindsey onto the sofa, helped her remove her jacket and propped her leg up on the coffee table. “Are you all right?” she asked gently. Lindsey just nodded in response. Her ashen complexion told a different story. 

“What is it?” Tressa asked her, scowling at the others until they gave them some space.

“My Dad,” Lindsey choked out.

Tressa scanned the room and found the normally outgoing Mr. Stevens hovering in a corner, glaring at the cast on his daughter’s leg. “Something smells good, Mom,” Tressa said loudly, trying to get the people surrounding them talking once again.
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