
Chapter One

			“Fuck, it’s hot.” Beth Richards placed her head under the spigot and let the water flow over her. For once, she was grateful for her fine hair. It was soaked in no time. Feeling much better, she stood, put her straw cowboy hat back in place, and got in the truck. She still had to go check on the mamas and calves in the other pasture. 

			As she crossed the property, she wondered not for the first time how much longer she’d be able to keep the farm afloat. Her grandpappy had farmed this land and then her father before her. Her dad had died suddenly from an aneurysm a few years back, and Beth had been doing her level best to keep her head above water. It wasn’t easy. And it was getting harder with each passing day.

			She finished her morning chores and went back to the farmhouse. At least she’d been able to keep it in good shape. She’d reroofed it the year before to stop the leaks and had given it a fresh coat of paint the year before that. It was cute. She seldom took the time to look at it, really see it, but she was in a nostalgic mood that day. She thought back to her childhood days in that house when they’d visited Grandpappy and Meemaw. She couldn’t fight the smile. Those had been wonderful days.

			Beth let herself into the mudroom and heard her mama call out, “Who’s there?”

			“It’s me, Mama. Beth.”

			She stepped, bootless, into the kitchen to see her mom and her little sister, Kelsey, sitting at the small table.

			“Who are you?” Mama said. “What are you doing in my house?”

			Her voice trembled with a combination of indignance and fear.

			“Mama?”

			Kelsey shook her head.

			“She’s having a bad day.”

			Mama had been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s two years prior. Beth and Kelsey cared for her together, having promised each other Mama would die at home. The bulk of the responsibility fell to Kelsey since Beth was so busy with the farm.

			Beth nodded solemnly and sat down next to Mama. She took her cold, frail hands in her own.

			“It’s me, Mama. Beth. Your firstborn.” There was no flash of recognition in Mama’s eyes, but at least she stopped trembling. “Y’all hungry? I could fix us some breakfast.”

			Kelsey shot up.

			“I’ll go to Vernon and pick up some kolaches.”

			Beth started to object, but Kelsey was already out the door. Beth couldn’t begrudge her sister wanting to get away. Caring for their mama was a suffocating weight. And Vernon, the closest real town, was only fifteen minutes away. There was no place to buy kolaches in their tiny town of Walker. 

			So Beth sat with her mama and struggled to take her mind off the worries of the farm and focus on her mother’s needs.

			“Can I get you a cup of coffee?” said Beth.

			“Yes, please. Just a little cream and sugar.”

			Beth didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Mama had taken her coffee the same way for as long as Beth had been alive. There was no reason to tell Beth how to make her coffee. But Beth was fairly certain her mom still wasn’t sure who she was.

			She poured them each a cup of coffee then sat back down. Her mama had picked up the paper and started reading it.

			“I don’t understand anything anymore.” Mama threw down the paper.

			“What don’t you understand? Let me help you.”

			“Any of it. I don’t understand any of it.”

			She was getting agitated, and Beth knew she would have to work to deescalate her. She picked up the paper.

			“Let’s start at the front page. Here. Tell me what you want me to explain to you.” She made sure not to sound as irritated as she felt.

			“What’s Corvid?” she said.

			“Corvid?” Beth craned her neck to see what Mama was looking at. “Oh, Covid. That’s the pandemic.”

			Mama stared at her blankly. Beth didn’t know how many times she’d tried to explain this, but one more time wouldn’t hurt.

			“It’s the pandemic. Lots of people have died from it. Remember when we took you to get your shots?”

			The light seemed to go on in Mama’s head.

			“That mess that’s going around?”

			“Yes,” Beth said. “That mess that’s going around.”

			Mama nodded solemnly.

			“That’s terrible that people are still dying. I’m not going to die, am I?”

			Beth felt her eyes grow wet.

			“No, Mama,” she said. “That’s why we all got our shots.”

			Mama got up to get another cup of coffee. Beth marveled again at how normal Mama could seem and yet how lost in her mind she truly was.

			“How are the crops?” she said.

			“Looking good. We should be able to harvest cotton in the next couple of months and the pumpkins will be ready to sell by October.”

			“You work so hard, Bethy. Too hard for a girl. We need a man to run this place.”

			Beth’s neck hairs bristled. She knew Mama meant well, but she was tired of hearing she couldn’t keep the farm afloat by herself. Part of this was how true it rang to her as she was filled with self-doubt. She didn’t need Mama feeding her own neurosis. She took a deep breath and calmed herself before she answered.

			“We don’t need a stranger running this farm. It’s our farm and I can take care of it the way Daddy and Grandpappy did.”

			“You work too hard. You should find a nice man and get married. Let your husband run the farm.”

			Marriage was not on Beth’s radar. She wasn’t against it per se, she just didn’t have the time it took to meet someone and develop any kind of relationship with them. Besides, she had no interest at all in any of Walker’s eligible bachelors.

			Beth set her coffee cup in the dishwasher and stood still. She heard a car approaching. She tensed. Who could it be? Then she remembered Kelsey had gone for kolaches and was probably just getting home.

			Buddy, Beth’s pit pointer mix started barking fiercely. The car stopped in front of the house instead of on the side where Kelsey would have parked. Beth looked out the front window. She saw a gold Mercedes. No one she knew drove a gold Mercedes. Or any other color for that matter.

			“What the actual fuck?” she mumbled as she watched the car door open.

			Out stepped a tall blond woman in skinny black jeans tucked into black boots. Which had heels. Boots with heels? Beth was on edge. The woman also wore a pink Izod shirt and a black felt cowboy hat. Nobody in their right mind wore a felt hat in this heat. Who the hell was this and what did she want?

			* * *

			What fresh hell was this? Evelyn Bremer pulled into the tiny town of Walker, Texas. She was used to small towns and the people who inhabited them. She saw them all the time in her line of business. But this tiny west Texas town had a population of three hundred and twenty and was barely a blip on the road.

			Evelyn exhaled. She longed for her comfortable condo in Dallas. But this was business. She had a job to do and she was damned good at her job. She’d be in and out of this town in a day or so.

			She turned south at the only traffic light in town. She drove past cattle ranches and small farms growing cotton, oats, and rye. At least the area surrounding the Podunk town was pretty. There was lots of green and the rolling hills were lovely. The crosswind made it hard to keep her car on the road, but that only made her smile. Wind. It was what she lived for.

			Evelyn pulled off the paved road and onto a dirt road that took her to a cute farmhouse. It was painted pale yellow with light blue accents. It looked to be in good shape. Unlike the farm. Evelyn had done her research and knew the farm was struggling. She’d wave one hundred thousand dollars in front of a Mrs. Ida Richards and it would be all over. She smiled. Easy peasy.

			She parked her car and got out, looking around as she stretched. This place was perfect. She had to have it. And Evelyn never took no for an answer.

			She heard a dog barking inside the house and wondered what breed she’d be dealing with this time. She kept dog treats in her purse for occasions such as this. She could warm the heart of any dog. She just hoped she could warm the heart of Ida as well. She put on her best smile and climbed the steps of the wraparound porch. She raised her hand to knock when the door was opened and a woman who looked a bit like a drowned rat stepped outside.

			“What do you want?” the rat said.

			“Hi there,” Evelyn drawled. “I’m here to see a Mrs. Ida Richards?”

			“What do you want with her?”

			Evelyn wanted to tower over this impudent woman and demand to speak to Mrs. Richards, but she kept the forced smile glued in place.

			“I have a business proposition for her.”

			“She’s not interested.”

			“Please. It’s important I speak to her,” said Evelyn.

			“Well, you can’t.” The drowned rat turned her back and reached for the front door. Without conscious thought, Evelyn reached out and grabbed her arm.

			“Please. Why can’t I speak to her? It’ll only take a moment.”

			“Mama’s got Alzheimer’s,” said Beth. “You’ll only upset her. And I won’t let you do that.”

			“I’m so sorry,” Evelyn said, and she meant it. She’d heard horror stories of that disease. “May I ask your relationship to Mrs. Richards?”

			“I’m her daughter.”

			The rat’s sky blue eyes were still hard and unwelcoming, but Evelyn knew she’d handled tougher customers.

			“I’m Evelyn.” She extended her hand. “But you can call me Evie.”

			“Evelyn.” She acted like she was trying to decide if she liked the name. Evelyn fought not to laugh. “I’m Beth.”

			She didn’t take the extended hand. Her gaze never wavered. It held Evelyn’s in a combination of contempt and disdain.

			“Let’s sit down, Beth. I’d like to talk to you.”

			“I’m not interested. Look, I’m sorry you drove out here for nothing, but that’s what you’re getting from me. Why don’t you take your fancy car and get the hell out of here.”

			“At least hear me out,” said Evelyn. “If you’re still not interested, I’ll drive off into the sunset.”

			“You’re wasting your time. And mine. I’ve got work to do.”

			“Please, sit.”

			Beth looked from Evelyn to the wicker chairs and back to Evelyn.

			“Let me go check on Mama. You can sit down. I’ll be out when I can.”

			“Fair enough,” Evelyn said as the door slammed shut in her face.

			She sat in a chair and surveyed the small farm. She could make so much money off it. She had to have it. As she sat there, an old Ford F-250 pulled up and parked on the side of the house. Shortly after the truck arrived, Beth was back out front. She held out a bag to Evelyn.

			“Kolache?”

			“Why thank you.” Kolaches were not on Evelyn’s fairly strict diet, but she took a sausage one as kind of a peace offering.

			Beth sat in the chair next to her but didn’t say another word. She seemed to be lost in thought as she chewed her breakfast. Evelyn was loathe to interrupt but wanted to get down to business.

			“Penny for your thoughts?”

			“Don’t know that they’re worth that much.”

			Evelyn was growing tired of this Beth character. She wanted to seal the deal and move on to her next venture.

			“Beth?” said Evelyn.

			“Hm?”

			“Have you ever thought of selling this place?”

			“Nope.” It was said without a moment’s hesitation.

			“It’s not doing very well.”

			“Fuck you. I work my ass off and we’re doing just fine.”

			Beth’s eyes were hard like slate. Her response was immediate, visceral. Evelyn realized she had her work cut out for her.

			“I’d very much like you to sell the farm to me. I’m prepared to make you a very generous offer.”

			“It’s not for sale. Now get the hell out of here.”

			Beth went inside, slamming the door behind her.

			




Chapter Ten

			Beth felt lousy. Something was off and she couldn’t pinpoint what. She didn’t feel feverish anymore. More like empty. She felt like something was missing. 

			She’d read to Mama, who had been very agitated and insisted Beth was reading the story all wrong. She finally announced she was going to bed and Beth heard all her routine getting ready for bed sounds. Then there was silence. She peaked in at Mama and she was lying there with her eyes closed. Beth breathed a sigh of relief.

			But now she was restless. She wanted to do something but couldn’t figure out what. Her mind drifted back to dancing with Evie and she thought that was exactly what she wanted to be doing. But she couldn’t. So why couldn’t she just let it go?

			She sat at the dining room table with a glass of sweet tea and thought about tomorrow. She’d be a homeowner. Like, of a house she bought herself. She was feeling better and very proud of herself when her phone buzzed.

			She checked her watch. It was nine o’clock. Who would be texting at that hour?

			On our way home.

			It was from Kelsey. Odd that she would be coming home so early.

			Who’s with you?

			Evie.

			Beth smiled. This made her happy. Why? She didn’t know, but she knew her night had just gotten loads better. 

			She quickly dried the dinner dishes and put them away. She looked around. The house looked good. She wouldn’t be embarrassed. She poured herself two fingers of tequila, sat in the easy chair in the family room, and waited.

			The front door opened a little while later and in walked Kelsey and Evie. Kelsey positively shone while Evie looked more apprehensive. Beth wondered what they were up to.

			“Y’all are home early,” said Beth.

			“We want to dance. Dance with us, Beth?” Kelsey said.

			“Dance? You two?”

			Evie nodded and Kelsey said, “Did I stutter?”

			Beth didn’t like the idea of Evie and Kelsey dancing together. In fact, it pissed her right off. Why? Who knew? Who cared? She wanted to be an asshole and storm out of the room, but Evie’s next words stopped her.

			“We came here because I wanted to dance with you. I hope that’s okay?”

			Beth shrugged.

			“Sounds good.”

			“I’ll go make drinks,” Kelsey said.

			“I’ve got one.” Beth held up her glass. Kelsey gave her a thumbs-up as she went to the kitchen.

			Evie crossed the room to where Beth sat.

			“I hope you don’t mind. I just really had a good time with you earlier. But, if I’m intruding, please say so.”

			Beth felt herself grow calmer, less tense. She even managed a smile.

			“You’re not intruding. Not in the least. This should be fun.”

			“You know something? You’ve got a great smile. You really should smile more often.”

			Beth felt the heat creeping over her face. She thought it odd, since she’d only just started her drink. But that must be it, right?

			“I’ll try to remember that,” she said.

			Kelsey was back with drinks and Beth felt conflicted. On one hand, she felt like Kelsey had intruded. On the other, she found that she could breathe again. Her chest had been feeling tight and she was starting to grow concerned that maybe something was wrong. But she was feeling fine now, so she pushed it out of her mind.

			“Let’s turn on some tunes,” Kelsey said.

			“Not too loud. Mama’s asleep,” said Beth.

			Kelsey closed the pocket doors to the hall.

			“Problem solved.” She turned to Evie. “What sort of music have you got?”

			“Every kind. I’m in a disco kind of mood, though.”

			“Disco?” Beth scrunched up her face. “Seriously?”

			“Sure. The Bee Gees. Donna Summer. Smooth, sensuous, and with a beat that anyone can dance to.”

			“Almost anyone,” Beth said.

			Evie laughed and set her phone down. 

			“Do y’all have Bluetooth speakers?” she asked.

			“We’re not really high-tech,” said Kelsey.

			“Gotcha. Okay. My phone will work just fine on its own.”

			Beth listened to the music as Evie stared at her.

			“This isn’t bad. What are we listening to?”

			“Soundtrack from Saturday Night Fever. Only the epitome of disco.” Kelsey started dancing and Evie held her hand out to Beth. “Join us?”

			“Maybe next song.”

			“Suit yourself,” said Kelsey. “We’re going to dance the night away.”

			After the first song, a slow song came on. Evie was back at Beth’s chair.

			“Please?” she said.

			“Fine.” Beth stood and cast a glance at Kelsey who was moving in a circle with her eyes closed.

			“Do you want to dance with me? Or alone?” said Evie.

			Beth shrugged.

			“I’ll dance with you.”

			She stood in front of Evie, focused on the floor.

			“Look at me,” Evie said. Beth raised her chin. “Now, put your hands on my waist.”

			Beth did as she was instructed. Evie placed her hands on Beth’s shoulders.

			“Now guide me around.”

			Beth looked back to her feet and slowly but surely started moving with the music.

			“Must you always look down?” Evie laughed.

			Beth looked up again, but Evie was staring at her. And when their gazes met, Beth found it hard to breathe. Her body was humming again and she was starting to suspect it had something to do with Evie. Which struck her as odd.

			“Look at you two go,” said Kelsey. “Y’all make a cute couple.”

			Beth blushed furiously and turned to make a comment.

			“Eyes on me,” Evie said.

			Beth turned back to her as the song ended.

			“There’s nothing wrong with being cute,” Evie whispered. “It’s not a bad thing.”

			The next song was still somewhat slow, but not hold each other slow.

			“‘Night Fever,’” said Evie. “One of my all-time favorites. Come on. Both of you.”

			They came together in a group and danced. Beth felt weird dancing with her sister, but at least she could breathe. They danced to song after song and Beth was having a fantastic time.

			The flush on Beth, along with the smile, looked good on her. She was indeed a fine looking butch and Evie wished she could figure out a way to let her know what she was. She’d have to come to her own conclusions, but damn, Evie wanted to help her get there. In so many ways.

			The old grandfather clock chimed one and Beth sat down.

			“What gives?” Evie said.

			“I’m going to finish my drink and head to bed. I’ve got an appointment in the morning and I can’t drag myself in there dog-tired. It’s been fun though. You all carry on.”

			“No.” Evie didn’t want to dance if Beth wasn’t going to. “You’re right. It’s late. And I’ve got those papers to get ready for you.”

			“Oh yeah.” Beth seemed to brighten. “Can’t forget that.”

			“No way.” Evie flashed her best smile. “I look forward to seeing you tomorrow.”

			“Me, too.” Beth finished her drink. “Good night, you two.”

			“Good night,” Evie said. She looked at Kelsey. “You okay with calling it a night?”

			“I suppose so. This was fun. We should do it again.” Evie laughed. “What?”

			“I’m leaving tomorrow. Going back to Dallas.”

			“Oh yeah. Lucky.”

			Evie smiled at Kelsey.

			“You’ll get there. Some day.”

			“God, I hope.”

			Evie was careful driving home. She’d only had two drinks at Beth’s, but she’d been steadily drinking all day. She didn’t need any trouble. 

			She got home without incident and went to bed. She tossed and turned, but couldn’t sleep. She finally got up, ran a hot bath, and willed herself to relax. She finally climbed back into bed and fell fast asleep.

			Morning came too early, but with it came the promise of seeing Beth again. Beth. The surly, crabby, defensive irritant had turned into so much more. So very much more. Evie really liked her. Too bad she was clueless.

			No worries. Evie would soon be back in Dallas, enjoying all the women it had to offer. Beth would soon no longer even be a blip on Evie’s radar. The thought made her sad. Damn, maybe Robert was right. Maybe Beth had gotten to her more than she cared to admit.

			Over coffee, she got Beth’s paperwork in another folder, wrote her name on the tab, and settled in to wait. She was getting hungry and was about to leave to get some food when her phone buzzed. It was Beth.

			On my way. Is this a good time?

			Great. I’ll be waiting.

			Evie went into the bathroom and scrubbed away the coffee breath. She then popped an Altoid just to be safe. She was ready. It was time to say good-bye.

			She watched Beth pull into the driveway and stepped out to greet her. Without thinking, she hugged Beth close. To her surprise, Beth hugged her back.

			“What was that for?” Beth asked when Evie stepped away.

			“I don’t know. I just felt like it. Hope it was okay?”

			“Sure. It was fine.”

			“Come on in,” said Evie. “I’ve got your paperwork all ready.”

			“Great.” Beth exhaled. “Just what I need. More paperwork.”

			“That reminds me. How’d your meeting go?”

			“Great.” She fished a key out of her pocket. “I’m the proud new owner of a house.”

			“I want to see it.”

			“Do you? Do you have time? Because I’d love to show you.”

			“I know,” said Evie. “Let’s get some food and have a picnic.”

			“Sure thing. You want to drive? Or should I?”

			“I’ll drive. My car is much more comfortable, I’m sure.”

			They drove through a fried chicken stand then Evie let Beth give her directions to her new home. Her excitement was contagious and Evie couldn’t wait to see the place. They crossed over Willbarger and Evie could feel the neighborhoods change. She drove past some pretty sketchy places.

			Finally, she pulled up in front of an adorable house.

			“This is it,” Beth said. “Isn’t it awesome?”

			“It really is. I’m so happy for you.”

			“Come on. I’ll show you inside.” 

			Beth grabbed the bag of food and Evie grabbed her free hand. When Beth squeezed her hand, Evie decided not to let go.

			“I need my key.” Beth held up their joined hands. Evie reluctantly let go. 

			Beth opened the door then stood back to let Evie enter. It was a nice sized place. And Evie followed Beth, who gave her the grand tour.

			“Nice master,” said Evie. “Is this yours?”

			“No. It’s where Mama will sleep. It will be more familiar to her, you know?”

			“True. That’s very thoughtful of you, Beth.”

			Beth shrugged. 

			“It’s the least I can do for her.”

			“When are you moving in?”

			“Soon. At least I hope soon. I’ve got to get boxes and probably a U-Haul for a day or two. I want to make it as smooth and painless for Mama as possible. Don’t want to drag it out by having boxes all over the house for days on end.”

			Evie nodded her understanding.

			“You know something?”

			“What’s that?”

			“For someone who tries to come off as a hard-ass, you are a very caring individual,” Evie said.

			Beth shrugged again. Evie hadn’t meant to make her uncomfortable, but she had to call it how she saw it.

			“If I care about someone, I don’t mind showing it.”

			“Do you care about me?”

			“Sure. I never thought I would though.” Beth laughed.

			“Let’s eat. I’m famished.”

			Evie wanted to push the envelope. She was dying to get Beth to admit she had feelings for her. Baby steps. She knew she’d have to take baby steps. Only she didn’t have time for that. Ugh. It would have to be a compromise. She’d push a little harder after lunch. She had plans that included Beth and she didn’t want to leave town until those plans had been realized.

			




Chapter Eleven

			Beth felt like her chest would explode. She was so proud and she derived such great pleasure from sharing her new home with Evie, who seemed duly impressed. She was enjoying her chicken strips and loving the company when it hit her that after this, she’d never see Evie again. The thought made her sad.

			“Can I ask you a personal question?” she said.

			“Sure. I’m an open book.”

			“No. Not that kind of question. It’s just…that is…I was wondering…”

			“Spit it out.” Evie laughed. “What’s on your mind?”

			“Can we keep in touch?” There. She’d blurted what was on her mind. She held her breath waiting for a reply.

			“I’d like that, Beth. I’d like that very much.”

			“Yeah?”

			“Yeah. We can text, email, call, whatever works for you.”

			“That would be awesome.”

			“I agree,” said Evie. “Let me have your phone.”

			“Why?”

			“So I can enter my info in your contacts, silly.”

			“Ah,” said Beth. “But I already have your number.”

			“Then I’ll enter my email address. In case you decide to email me sometime.”

			She handed her phone to Evie and her heart raced as she watched Evie enter her information. She didn’t know how smart this would be, but she had to do it. For some reason, she couldn’t let Evie just ride off into the sunset. 

			On one hand, Evie felt dangerous. She had an effect on Beth that she couldn’t explain. On the other, she knew she’d miss Evie more than she should. Why? She couldn’t answer that. 

			Evie handed Beth her phone and their fingers touched. Beth felt like she’d placed her fingers in an outlet. She dropped the phone.

			“You okay?” Evie said.

			“Fine. I think.”

			They were sitting on the floor in the living room, backs against the wall. Beth was full and content. Evie scooted over a few inches until their shoulders touched. Sparks flew again and Beth thought about it. Sparks? Sparks flying? She’d read about things like that. She wondered. No, it couldn’t be possible. Not Evie.

			“You okay?” Evie said again.

			“Fine.”

			“You just stiffened up like a flippin’ board. You want me to move away? Am I too close?”

			Beth thought for a minute before responding.

			“Nah. You’re fine.”

			Evie took Beth’s hand in hers.

			“I like you, Beth. Like really like you.”

			Her words were like a punch in the gut. Beth didn’t know how to respond. She only knew Evie made her heart race and confused the hell out of her.

			“I like you, too.”

			“Talk to me, Beth. There’s something going on in that brain of yours.”

			“Not really.”

			“Really,” said Evie. “Be open with me. Tell me what you’re thinking.”

			I’m scared. I like you so fucking much and it terrifies the hell out of me.

			Beth shrugged.

			“I don’t know. You make me feel things. Things I don’t understand.”

			“Like what?”

			“Look. I’m just confused. That’s all,” said Beth.

			“I can help with that.” Evie’s voice was soft, inviting.

			“You think so, huh?”

			“Beth, look at me.”

			Beth turned her head and gazed into the most beautiful pools of chocolate she’d ever seen. How had she never noticed Evie’s eyes before? Her gaze dropped to her full lips, coated with a light pink lipstick. Her pulse raised. Her heart was galloping, and Beth feared it would come out of her chest.

			“See?” Evie said. “I’m not so scary. Now, let’s talk about your confusion.”

			Beth looked away again.

			“I don’t know if I can.”

			“Look at me. Don’t look away.” Beth exhaled heavily but looked back at Evie. “You like me, right? But you get confused because I scare you. You don’t understand your body’s reaction to me.”

			Beth swallowed hard.

			“Something like that.” Her voice cracked. But Evie didn’t seem to notice. Her gaze was boring into Beth and it took every ounce of strength not to look away.

			“I’m going to do something now Beth. Something we both want.”

			“What’s that?”

			“I need your permission though. I do hope you’ll say yes.”

			“What is it? You’re scaring me.”

			“Beth? May I kiss you?”

			Don’t look away. Don’t look away. Can she kiss me? Is that what I want? What can it hurt?

			Beth nodded slightly. It was all she could manage. She watched Evie looking at her lips and her heart took off again. When Evie closed her eyes and leaned in, Beth forced herself not to pull away. Instead, she closed her eyes and waited.

			Evie’s lips were soft, tender, and featherlight. The kiss lasted only a second and left Beth wanting more. Her blood was pounding in her ears again and she worried she’d have a heart attack from the fluttering in her chest. Her whole body was on fire and she felt like a pile of mush. Was this supposed to happen? One kiss?

			“Well?” said Evie softly.

			“May I have another?”

			“Beth, my dear, you may kiss me anytime you want.”

			Beth kissed Evie then. She didn’t have a clue what she was doing, but she kissed her hard over and over, her lips pulling on Evie’s, needing each kiss. And so much more. But what? What more did she want? The question scared her.

			Beth pulled away, breathless. She was dizzier than she’d ever been in her life and she had electrical currents coursing through her veins. She leaned in and kissed Evie again.

			Oh, damn. Evie had it bad. And Beth was a natural. Knowing she’d never been kissed before, Evie was prepared for wet, sloppy kisses. But Beth’s were anything but. They were forceful, demanding, and so fucking arousing.

			Evie focused on keeping her hands to herself, but with each kiss, it was clear she was fighting a losing battle. She ran her hand up and down Beth’s arm then moved it to her leg. When she placed her hand on Beth’s sculpted thigh, she almost climaxed on the spot. 

			Beth leaned harder into Evie and Evie slid back onto the floor. Beth was on top of her, kissing her, making her crazy. Evie slid her tongue out against Beth’s lips. Beth hesitated a second before opening her mouth and letting Evie in. 

			Beth’s tongue made frantic laps around Evie’s mouth. She stroked Evie’s tongue with her own and moaned into Evie’s mouth. Evie was in heaven.

			Evie finally broke the kisses and got herself into a sitting position.

			“What?” Beth looked up at her from the floor.

			“We need to stop. Or we’ll end up doing something you’re not ready for.”

			“What? I’m ready. I’ll do anything. Just please let me kiss you again.”

			Damn, she was hot. And looking at Beth with her flushed skin, heavy eyelids and glistening eyes, Evie had to use every ounce of self-control not to peel Beth’s jeans off, climb out of her own clothes, and press Beth’s face between her legs. But now wasn’t the time.

			“Come on, babe. Sit up.”

			“Babe?” 

			“Is that okay?”

			“Sure,” said Beth. She grinned. “I like it.”

			“Good. Because I want you to be my babe.”

			“And what shall I call you?”

			“Whatever you like, babe. Anything at all.”

			“So are you my girlfriend?” said Beth.

			Girlfriend. That entailed commitment. Something Evie was dead-set against. She pondered only briefly before replying, “I guess I am.”

			“Right on.”

			Evie would love to see where this…whatever it was…would take her. She liked Beth. Could she be true to her? Something inside made her feel like she could. Her feelings about Beth were different. Very different from what she was used to.

			Evie’s phone rang. Shit. It was Robert.

			“Give me just a sec, okay?”

			“Sure.”

			“Robert. What’s up?”

			“Are you on your way home from Podunk?”

			“Not quite. I’ll be home soon. Just don’t know when,” said Evie.

			“What the hell? You bought the property. We sent the Richards woman her money. I need you here. I need you to help run the place.”

			“I know. I know, but give me another day or two, okay?”

			“Did you get her in bed?”

			“Robert!”

			“What? You did, didn’t you? So now’s the time for you to make your world famous escape.”

			“It’s not like that,” Evie said.

			“What is it then? What the hell is keeping you there?”

			“Look, I’ll be home soon. I’ll call you when I leave.” She hung up.

			“That’s right. You’ve got to go home, don’t you?” said Beth.

			“I’m afraid so.”

			“Shit. What the fuck am I doing?”

			“Sh. Come here.” She pulled Beth to her chest and ran her fingers through Beth’s hair. “We’ll work something out. I promise. You could come to Dallas with me.”

			“And who would take care of Kelsey and Mama?”

			“I think it’s time for Kelsey to take care of Kelsey. And you can place your mom.”

			Beth sat up. 

			“If only it was that easy.”

			“Yeah. I know. But I meant what I told Robert. I’m not going to leave for a few days. So we’ll have time to explore this thing between us.”

			“I hope so.”

			“I promise, babe. Now, come on. Let’s get our mess cleaned up and make plans for getting you moved.”

			“Good idea. Although my head’s so fuzzy, I don’t think I’ll ever be able to think clearly again.” Beth laughed.

			“I’m here to help. In any way I can.”

			“I do appreciate that.”

			“I have an idea. Let’s go out to your place. We can pick up your mom and go for an outing. Then tomorrow, I’ll take her by myself so you can pack and do everything you need to.”

			“That would be great,” Beth said. “Though there’s no guarantee she’ll go anywhere with you.”

			“But if she goes with me today…”

			“There’s no guarantee she’ll remember you tomorrow, sweetheart.”

			Evie tried to focus on what Beth was saying, but she was swooning at the term of endearment.

			“I get that,” she finally said. “But it’s worth a try, isn’t it?”

			“It sure is.”

			“Okay. I’ll follow you out there and then we’ll go out in my car. Where’s a good place to go?”

			“Mama loves feeding the ducks on the lake. We keep a bag of birdseed just for that.”

			“Great. We’ll do that.”

			They arrived at the farmhouse and found Kelsey sitting at the dining room table with her head down.

			“What’s up?” said Beth. “Look who I brought home.”

			Kelsey looked up. “Hey.”

			“What’s wrong?” said Evie.

			“It’s just been a really long day. She’s in a bad space and nothing I could do soothed her.”

			“I’m sorry. We’re going to take her to feed the ducks,” said Beth. “That should calm her down. Where is she?”

			“Good luck with that. She’s in her room. She said she was going to take a nap.”

			Evie sat with Kelsey while Beth went down the hall.

			“You going to be okay?”

			“Of course,” said Kelsey. “This fucking Alzheimer’s is a bitch. Some days are okay. Some suck royally. There are no good days. Man, if I ever get it, take me out back and shoot me, please.”

			“Beth would take care of you. You know that.”

			“Beth. The fucking savior. She’s not perfect. You know that. She just sold this place out from under Mama’s feet. We need to deal with her in a new place. Talk about sucking.”

			“Kelsey, she did what was best for everyone involved. If the bank had gotten to you before I did, you’d be out on the street.”

			“Whatever.”

			“And the house she found y’all is really cute.”

			“You’ve seen it?”

			“Yep. She showed it to me before we came here.”

			“Lucky you,” said Kelsey.

			Evie heard footsteps approaching. She recognized Beth’s sure, strong strides and assumed the shuffling belonged to their mom.

			“You ready to go feed ducks?” Beth said.

			“Ready as I’ll ever be.” Evie stood. “You remember me, Mrs. Richards? I’m a friend of Beth’s and Kelsey’s.”

			Mama looked blankly at her.

			“Are you taking us to the ducks?”

			“I am.”

			“Thank you. Can we go now?”

			“Of course. We’ll take my car.”
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