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Fake It Till You Make It

Can the truth really set you free? Genevieve
Applegate is tired of her stagnant life and she’s ready to make a
change by going after her dream job in New Jersey. The listing
seems ideal when Genevieve scans it, but a big surprise comes at
her interview: Out Shore Magazine is an LGBT publication.
She’s willing to work around this detail with an innocent lie, one
she’ll keep from her longtime boyfriend as well as her new boss,
Harper Davies. Out Shore has been Harper’s main focus since
her heart was broken years ago, but Genevieve may be the one to
change that with her fresh perspective and charm. While both women
enjoy what they learn about each other, Genevieve is most surprised
by what she learns about herself. Pretending to be a lesbian has
never felt more honest.
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“Such a joy to discover a ‘different’ romance with
more mature women going through a real life scenario and an author
who gets her teeth into gritty and difficult subjects with style
and grace. Absolutely excellent reading.”—Lesbian Reading
Room

“The pain at times is palpable, tears streaming down
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Step One

Getting
Started

This latest job listing had it all: a guarantee of
health benefits, sick time, and paid vacation, but most importantly
the promise of a fresh start far away from Genevieve Applegate’s
hometown of Milan, Pennsylvania. Genevieve wasn’t blind to the
small town’s charms, but even the most charming of towns grows old
after living there every day. Twenty-seven years was a long time
for someone who dreamed of more money, more growth, and more of a
life.

She had a set Friday night routine. After a
particularly long week working for the local newspaper, Genevieve
would settle down in front of her personal computer with her
favorite beer and pull up a plethora of updated job listings. Job
hunting was both comforting and invigorating. Each listing she
qualified for brought forth new daydreams and possibilities, but
she hadn’t applied to any until now.

Boasting terms such as “up and coming” and “forward
thinking,” the posting lit her blue eyes. The magazine was also one
of the top-selling publications at the Jersey Shore. Genevieve
smiled to herself as the image of grassy dunes and multicolored
sunrises across the Atlantic came to mind. It seemed perfect, the
glass slipper she had been waiting for. She read every other word
before moving the cursor to the bottom of the page, hovering above
the bright blue button that’d lead her to the application page. The
catchy tune of her ringing cell phone distracted her. A meek smile
spread across her pink lips as she took in the name that lit up the
display.

“Hello, Jeremy,” Genevieve said coyly and tucked a
strand of her strawberry-blond hair behind her ear.

“Hey, babe, are you home?”

“Yeah, I got home a little while ago.” She took a
quick look at the clock in the corner of her monitor. She had
already been home for three hours. Time flies when you’re
looking for a new life, she thought.

“Would you like some company? I’ve finished up my
grading and lesson plans for next week. The weekend is all ours.”
Genevieve could hear the suggestive smile in Jeremy’s voice, but
she kept her eyes on her computer screen.

“For a gym teacher you sure do have a lot of
paperwork.”

“Gym teachers are still teachers, you know. Plus,
they have me teaching three health classes this quarter. It’s
killing me.”

“Less basketball and more puberty talk. Sounds
horrid.”

“Don’t forget safe sex and pregnancy.”

“My favorite memories of high school.” Genevieve
laughed lightly, and her smile broadened when Jeremy joined in.
“I’m sorry to disappoint, but I’m busy tonight.”

“Going out or staying in?”

“Staying in.” She looked at the listing again and
took her thumbnail between her teeth. She was hesitant to share her
excitement prematurely, but the need to talk about this new
possibility was too strong. “I may have found my dream job.”

“Oh? Has the search finally come to an end?” She
could hear the eye roll in his voice. Jeremy hinted at the years
she had spent looking for that diamond in the rough, the one job
that would finally open a door larger than that of an outhouse.
“Tell me about it.”

“There’s not much to tell right now. I don’t want to
speak too soon, but it has every keyword I’ve been looking for, and
it’s in New Jersey.”

“Are you for real, Gen?”

“I’m tired of doing and seeing the same things every
day, Jeremy. I’m not like you. I don’t find comfort in routine, I
find it stifling.”

“I know.”

“If I have to do another year at The Morning
Sunrise, I’m going to go crazy. I can only write so many
engagement announcements and county fair reviews before I go mad.”
Genevieve clicked on the apply button, and her heart skipped
slightly when the next page loaded. “The most creative column I
wrote this year was about a snowdrift shaped like a sailboat.
Riveting.” She took a sip of her Budweiser that had been sitting
beside her computer. Her friends never understood how she could
drink room-temperature beer, but Genevieve found a Bud dependable
in its delicious satisfaction.

“But that last fair made for such a great article,”
Jeremy said. He chuckled deeply into the phone.

“A kettle corn stand going up in flames made the
cover, yeah, but I want to write articles that help people.” I
want to meet new people, too, Genevieve thought. Growing up in
a small town limited her interactions. She knew everyone’s story
because they either grew up with her or helped raise her.
Inspiration was hard to find. “I proposed a cultural piece today,
and I got laughed at. Laughed at, Jeremy. I would’ve been
humiliated if I didn’t already know far more embarrassing things
about my coworkers.”

“What makes you so sure that this new job will give
you everything you’re looking for?”

“I’m not certain.” Genevieve started to fill in her
information in the blank boxes. “But it’s the most promising
listing I’ve seen in a while.”

“I know you’re going to do whatever you want to do
in the end, but will you at least think about it a little longer?
Maybe through the weekend? We both know how you have a tendency to
act a bit too spontaneously sometimes. You walk into a new
situation with blinders on half the time.”

“I don’t,” Genevieve said. She bit the inside of her
cheek to keep from lashing out at Jeremy. He was just being the
cautious, logical boyfriend he had been since they had started
dating their senior year of high school. Jeremy had even been
hesitantly understanding of Genevieve’s refusal to entertain the
idea of marriage until her career path was in place. She knew this
job could mean the first significant change in their relationship,
so she couldn’t blame him for wanting her to take her time with a
decision. “I’ll think about it.”

“Good.”

“I’m surprised you’re not pushing me to apply.”

“Why is that?”

“Because the sooner I land my dream job, the sooner
you land your dream wife.”

“This is true. I should be applying for you.”
He laughed lightly, and Genevieve finished her beer before Jeremy
changed the subject. “Are we still on for tomorrow night? Ben and
Theresa are expecting us.”

“We’ll be there.” Two of Genevieve’s friends from
grade school had gotten engaged a month earlier. She was honored to
write up the announcement for them. “You know how much I
love engagement parties.”

“You’re being sarcastic.”

“Am I?” She rolled her neck and sighed when she felt
a satisfying pop.

“This one will be fun. They’re having it in the
Andersons’ barn.”

“I had my first kiss in that barn, and I saw a horse
euthanized there as well.” The memory caused Genevieve to
shudder.

“There’ll be no horses, but Tommy Fowler will be
there. Maybe he’ll be looking for a reenactment.”

“Too bad he’s married.”

Jeremy laughed. “I’ll pick you up tomorrow at six. I
love you, Gen.”

“Love you, too.” Genevieve ended the call and turned
her attention back to her empty beer bottle. Another Budweiser
would do her good. She went to the kitchen, a short distance from
the small corner of the living room she called her office. When she
came back with a fresh beer, she stood in the middle of her small,
one-bedroom house and thought of what to do next.

Genevieve was already in a T-shirt and sweatpants by
nine o’clock. She took a sip of her cold beer before looking
between her worn, inviting couch and her computer. The screen was
still alive and bright, yet to be put to sleep by the timed
screensaver. She had recorded several shows and had even more books
piled up that she had been meaning to read. Genevieve was about to
retreat to her king-sized bed and lose herself to fictional
characters for hours when a late summer breeze came through an open
window causing the houseplant on her desk to sway invitingly,
beckoning her back to the computer like come-hither fingers.

“I thought about it long enough,” Genevieve muttered
to herself and marched back to her computer. She uploaded her
tweaked resume and proofread every piece of information she had
offered up. She was an experienced writer looking for the challenge
of a new job in a new environment. Genevieve took another quick
glance at the company’s title. She was strongly tempted to click on
the link and peruse the website, but Genevieve was a firm believer
in fate, jinxing the good, planets aligning, and letting destiny do
its thing. She submitted her application with one comforting truth
echoing in her mind: Out Shore Magazine would be lucky to
have her.


Step Two

Be
Careful with Your Introductions

Genevieve’s predictable life allowed her to do just
that—predict. She could predict the exact time her neighbor would
start to mow his lawn on a Saturday morning, when the local market
stocked the freshest produce, and whose birthday would be
celebrated that week in the neighborhood.

What Genevieve didn’t predict was a phone call first
thing Monday morning from Dana at Out Shore Magazine asking
if she’d be available the next day for an interview. Every moment
from then to her arrival in Asbury Park, New Jersey, was a blur.
Genevieve stared into the mirror and looked over her simple black
pantsuit with a scrutinizing eye. She had been blessed with genes
that allowed her face to appear ageless, fresh and far younger than
her twenty-seven years, but sometimes she felt it was more of a
curse. She looked like an adolescent dressed in her mother’s
clothes.

“Lose the jacket,” she said to her reflection. She
tossed the black blazer onto the bathroom countertop. Genevieve
unbuttoned the first two buttons on her green shirt, opening the
collar just enough to ease her breathing. “Calm down,” she prepped
herself, “talk about your work and you’ll be fine.” She ran her
damp palms along her tight ponytail. “Too severe.” Genevieve
checked her watch and removed the small elastic from her hair. She
ran her shaky fingers through the straightened strands and
reevaluated her image. “Better.” She turned abruptly and made her
way back to the reception area. Before Genevieve could take a seat,
a casually dressed young woman approached her.

“Ms. Applegate?”

“Yes,” Genevieve said while straightening her
posture subconsciously.

“I’m Dana Matheson, Harper Davies’s assistant.” Dana
extended her hand quickly, and Genevieve fumbled with her portfolio
folder.

“Nice to meet you.”

“Ms. Davies is ready when you are.” Dana started to
lead the way through a labyrinth of desks and work stations.

The office was wide open, outlined by an abundance
of tall windows that lit the space with a natural, therapeutic
glow. Genevieve knew how much of an improvement it’d be from the
harsh yellowed lighting at the Sunrise.

“Have a seat.” Dana gestured to one of two soft
leather chairs just inside the office. “Can I get you anything?
Water, coffee…”

Genevieve declined the offer politely, and Dana
left. Once she was alone, Genevieve glanced around the small
office. The desk was tidy, and framed covers of past issues lined
the walls. Before she could get a close look, however, she sensed
someone beside her.

“Sorry to keep you waiting.” Genevieve turned in her
seat, the leather protesting loudly against the material of her
pants. “Ms. Applegate,” said a tall woman her right hand
outstretched, “I’m Harper Davies.”

“I…it’s…” Genevieve tripped over the greeting she’d
rehearsed when she met Harper Davies’s gaze. She took a breath to
steady herself. “It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Davies.”

“Harper, please.” She smiled broadly, showing deep
dimples on either side of brilliant white teeth. “Only Dana calls
me Ms. Davies, and that’s because she refuses to listen to me.”
Harper chuckled.

“Then I think I should tell you no one calls me Ms.
Applegate.” Genevieve relaxed her shoulders and crossed one leg
over the other. “Genevieve will work, but most people call me Gen.”
Harper turned her lips up slightly, the motion barely qualifying as
a smile, but Genevieve was struck by how her whole face
softened.

Harper finally took her seat behind the desk.
Genevieve watched as she moved, noting the woman’s tall, slender
build. The cut of her charcoal suit accentuated her broad
shoulders, and the cobalt shirt she wore did wonders for her
already captivating gray eyes. Genevieve looked away abruptly so
she wasn’t caught staring. She looked at her own reflection in a
decorative mirror set off to the side of the room. Her cheeks were
rosy with a natural blush, and the dark rings of perspiration
around the armpits of her shirt showed the pressure of the moment.
Genevieve’s right hand flew to the crease of her left arm to assess
the damage and cover it up. She cursed her choice of silk blends
and a color that changed when dampened.

“Genevieve?”

“Hmm?” She looked back to Harper with wide eyes and
embarrassment coloring her face. She could have fixed this by
putting her jacket on, if only she hadn’t left it in the bathroom.
“Damn it,” Genevieve said under her breath.

“I’m sorry?” Harper looked on with obvious
concern.

“Nothing, I’m sorry.” Genevieve clamped her arms
tightly against her torso and tried her best to feign a relaxed
demeanor. “It’s warmer than I expected it to be today.”

“It’s the windows.” Harper turned in her chair and
motioned to the large panes of perfectly clear glass. “They let in
so much sun on days like this, it tends to feel like we’re kept in
a warming box. I can get you a bottle of cold water.” Harper
started to stand.

“No, I’m fine.” Genevieve waved off her concern and
offer, but tried to keep her arms down. “Thank you.”

“If you say so.” Harper sat back and looked at
Genevieve silently for a moment before speaking. “I looked over
your resume. You’ve been working at,” She looked at the paper in
front of her briefly, “The Morning Sunrise for over five
years now. You must’ve become quite the asset there.”

“I wouldn’t say that.” Genevieve reminded herself
she had to balance confidence and modesty. “But they knew they
could rely on me and my flexibility.”

“What made you look elsewhere?”

Genevieve shrugged. “I grew tired of the same old,
same old. I’m ready to spread my wings and see exactly where my
aforementioned flexibility could take me.”

Harper picked up a pen and tapped it against the
hard surface of the desk. “What did you do before this job?”

“I worked for my school paper and did some freelance
writing. You’ll see on my resume that I’m very active with several
different blogs of varying subject matter across the web.”

“I noticed.” Harper dropped her pen and crossed her
arms over her chest. When the silence stretched on, Genevieve’s
nerves grew shaky. They looked at one another, and Genevieve felt
distinctly like she was being evaluated.

“Ms. Davies, I—”

“We agreed on Harper, Genevieve.” Genevieve muttered
an apology and Harper continued smoothly, “I have to be honest with
you.” Genevieve’s spirits started to sink. “Your resume, though
impressive in its own right, doesn’t necessarily scream Out
Shore material.”

“Then why did you call me in?” She tried to keep the
tightness from her voice, but she still sounded curt.

“Because that made you stand out from the other
applicants. I’m constantly being told what other publications did
and how other journalists and writers wrote about A, B, and C to
help their employers succeed, but never once have I met an
applicant so straightforward about wanting this job for their own
personal gain. Your cover letter was about what a position here
would mean for your own career growth. You believe Out Shore
would do that for you?”

“Absolutely,” Genevieve said without hesitation.

“Out Shore Magazine is everything to me, and
my goal is for it to become the premier LGBT publication on the
East Coast, if not nationwide. I want to rival The Advocate
and leave just as great a legacy behind.” Harper leveled Genevieve
with a steely gaze that hinted at the seriousness of her plans. “It
seems that you already know what we have to offer, so what can you
bring to the table that’ll help make that happen?”

Genevieve’s head was spinning but her vision was
becoming clearer than ever. Her surroundings came into focus,
minute details of rainbow flags and Pride Parade centerfolds now
front and center in those framed covers. Harper’s short cropped and
perfectly styled hair, menswear fashion, and makeup-free face also
made more sense. Androgynous, she thought. She’d read the
word somewhere before and was finally able to put it in place. She
kicked herself. But Harper was expecting an answer.

“What I can offer is…” Genevieve looked beyond
Harper, out to the sprawling landscape outside the large window. An
eclectic city just waited to be discovered, and the promise of
sandy beaches sat upon the horizon. She needed to make this move.
Confidence and modesty, she reminded herself.

“As a young lesbian from a small, conservative
community, I believe I can offer readers a fresh perspective on
daily life. This certainly isn’t Milan, Pennsylvania, anymore, and
I do believe a lot of women and men can identify with this type of
significant life change.” She spoke seamlessly, and when the words
stopped flowing, Genevieve took a deep breath, hoping to steady the
dizzy life changes scrambling her unsteady mind.

Harper’s reaction was unreadable at first. The
corner of her mouth twitched, hinting at a smirk. Genevieve waited
patiently for the woman across from her to seal her fate, one way
or another.

“Well, Genevieve, when can you start?”

Genevieve smiled brightly. “Right away!” Her
enthusiasm must’ve been contagious because Harper’s grin matched
her own. I did it! Genevieve thought as she stood unsteadily
once she reached her full height. Harper escorted Genevieve back
into the open office and she took stock again of her new workplace
and each smiling face that greeted her politely. I really did
it.


Step Three

Don’t Offer Up Too Much Information

“I wish you would tell me more about this new
job.”

“You know how I feel about jinxing things, Jeremy,”
Genevieve said as she directed him up the stairs. “I feel good
about it. Really good.”

“I bet you told Chloe all about it,” Jeremy said.
His jealousy toward Chloe never ceased to amaze Genevieve. Yes, she
had a tendency to share every detail of her life with her best
friend first, but not even Chloe was privy to this.

“It’s a cultural magazine that’s really making its
mark amongst similar publications. That’s all I told Chloe, and
that’s all I’m telling you.” Genevieve shoved Jeremy playfully, and
he fumbled the box in his hands as he set it down.

“Fine,” he said, raising his hands in surrender. “I
think that’s the last one.”

“Fifty small boxes. I could’ve done it in six large
ones.” Genevieve surveyed the sea of brown cubes that filled her
new small, one-bedroom apartment. She put her hands on her hips.
“My mother insisted there’s a special packing technique I’m unaware
of.”

“Maybe there is.” Jeremy turned to Genevieve. He
wrapped his arms around Genevieve’s slim waist and pulled her
close. “Or maybe she just wanted you to take your time packing so
you’d stick around longer.”

Genevieve sank into Jeremy’s embrace easily. He was
a husky man and stood at just over six foot three, which was a
substantial difference from her petite, five-foot-two build. She
felt safe with him. Comfortable. “That’s a devious plan.”

“We’re all going to miss you.”

“I’m five hours away,” Genevieve said as she pushed
back from him. “It’s not cross-country.”

Jeremy looked at his watch and kissed the top of
Genevieve’s head. “That’s five hours I better start tackling now.
I’m sorry I can’t spend the night with you.” Jeremy looked
genuinely distraught.

“It’s okay,” Genevieve reassured him, fighting the
relief and happiness she felt at having her first night to herself
from appearing on her face. She hugged her boyfriend one last time
before leading him to the door, where she stood on her toes to kiss
him good-bye. She squealed in surprise when he lifted her off her
feet and pressed her against the hardwood of her door. He kissed
her deeply, and when he pulled back, a bright smile lit his boyish
face.

“I’m really going to miss you, Gen.” He kissed her
again and set her back on her feet. “I love you.”

“Love you, too.” She watched as he trotted to his
truck.

Genevieve shut the door quietly. Her slight smile
faded as she thought about her preparations for the next day. In
less than twenty-four hours, she would be a different
Genevieve.

*

8:49 am. Genevieve looked at the face of her
watch for the third time in less than two minutes and back to
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