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Lesbian Light Reads 13

by

Elizabeth Andre


Chapter One

Friday
Afternoon: What to wear?

The dresses, pants,
shirts and skirts I’d considered wearing tonight lay around my old
childhood bedroom, discarded as bad bets. What do you wear when
you want to tell your high school crush that you’ve had a thing for
her for years? Ever since the first day of freshman year?
Fashion blogs, social media, and morning TV shows advised people on
what to wear if you were a wedding guest or for your job interview,
but had not one word to say for this particular situation.
Definitely a gap in their offerings.

“What’s wrong with
that one?” asked my mother, her face scrunched in confusion, as I
took off another shirt (third? fourth?) and tossed it onto the bed.
“And how many shirts did you bring with you anyway?”

I pawed through my
suitcase on the hunt for my favorite top. Did I bring it with
me? Please say I did. My life is over if I didn’t. Wait, that’s way
too dramatic, but I really hope I have it.

My mom watched me
reflected in the mirror that topped my old faux Louis XIV vanity
table—a gift from my great grandmother before she died. As a little
girl, I’d always thought that table and the matching chair were so
glamorous. In between giving me a confused side eye, Mom examined
her hair, repeatedly picking up and then smoothing down tufts of
it. Her shoulder length hair was a medium auburn in color that had
some gray sprinkled in it now. She said she hadn’t decided whether
she’d start coloring it or not. My hair was closer in color to my
dad’s—a dark chocolate brown.

“You really brought
more than enough. Are you giving out awards this weekend or
something?” she asked, puzzled.

“Nope. I just want to
look my best. Why do you ask?” It was becoming increasingly clear
to me that I’d have to fall back on my frequent go-to: a dark grey
chiffon top decorated with white flowers paired with a pencil
skirt. The neckline of the top was sexy without being slutty. My
butt always looked good in that skirt. I really wanted to break in
something new, but maybe confessing your feelings to someone who
may not be aware of your feelings wasn’t the time to do that.

“Why are you making
such a fuss?”

Mom could be really
persistent when she wanted to be.

I sighed. “I’m not
making a fuss. I just want to look good. I haven’t seen most of
these people in ten years. Why shouldn’t I want to look as good as
I can at my high school reunion?”

Undeterred, my mom
said, “If I didn’t know better I’d think you were dressing for
someone in particular.”

I contemplated my
reaction. I could deflect and/or play dumb, but I didn’t like
cheating my mom like that.

“Is this one of these
things where you get to show all those jerks from high school what
they’ve been missing?” she asked, sounding skeptical.

“Not really. This
isn’t about revenge or anything like that. There is someone I
really want to see, but not for the reason you think.”

Mom reared back and
laughed. “It’s a girl! Isn’t it?”

“Why’s that so
funny?” I was a bit hurt by her laughing. “And what if it is?”

“I’m sorry, sweetie.
I’m not laughing at you. I’m laughing at me. I should have known
that you had crushes on girls back then.”

My mother was only
partly right. I didn’t have crushes on girls back then. I had
a crush on one girl. Gina Lopes. I met her on my
first day at Fairfield Woods High School. My mom, my older brother,
and I had moved to Fairfield Woods that summer after my parents
divorced. I wasn’t thrilled about moving, but the move got us
closer to where my mom worked and that meant she could spend less
time commuting and more time with us. My dad still lived in the
city, but we visited him a lot.

My first encounter
with Gina happened at my locker. I couldn’t get my school-assigned
locker to open. It came with a built-in lock, and you needed to set
your own combination. I’d set my combination, but I couldn’t get
the darn thing open no matter what I did. And then Gina was there.
She had long, dark hair, heavy-lidded brown eyes, and a slender
frame. She banged once, hard, right in the center of the locker
door, and it creaked open. From then on, I was hooked on her. It
was a big school, so we mostly only saw each other as we passed
through the corridors between classes. I didn’t recognize at first
that my crush was romantic until I was taking pictures for the
school paper at a swim meet when I was a sophomore and saw her in a
swimsuit. I was overwhelmed by the giddiness, the stirring,
tickling, and slightly uneasy yet exhilarating feeling in my
stomach when I saw her in that swimsuit. Shortly after that, I
started dating boys. I even liked a couple of them. It was easier
than dealing with how I felt about Gina.

“Yes. It’s about a
girl. I’ve heard that she’s going to be here for the reunion this
weekend. I’ve liked her since freshman year of high school. I want
to talk to her.”

Mom had stopped
laughing by now. She looked at me sympathetically. “And you want to
tell her that you’ve liked her all this time.”

I nodded.

“Why?” she asked.

I was surprised. Why
wouldn’t I tell her? I imagined it as this beautiful moment.
I mean, I wouldn’t come right out with my confession of my crush on
her. I’d work up to it. It would be beautiful. I would tell her,
and she would say she felt the same way. Then we would live happily
ever after. At the bare minimum, it wouldn’t be any worse than how
my previous relationship had gone. Michelle had dumped me and run
off with someone she met in her lesbian book discussion group.
Daisy, my best friend, told me that my being an incurable romantic
might be getting in the way of finding true love. I couldn’t agree.
I mean, the world needed more romance and more romantics, like me.
Right?



Chapter Two

Friday
Night: Cocktail, anyone?

I pulled into the
parking lot of the Ryerson Hotel where the reunion cocktail
reception was just starting. I checked my reflection in the
rearview mirror, fluffed my long brown hair, and rubbed in a bit of
moisturizer near my chin that I’d missed earlier. I was ready to
tell Gina how I really felt about her, although the thought of that
turned my stomach into a knot. I reminded myself that I wasn’t 17
anymore. I was 27, and I was ready. I felt the knot got a little
tighter as I got out of my car.

A banner welcoming us
to the reunion hung over the hotel entrance, and several members of
the planning committee formed a reception line on the way in. It
reminded me of our senior prom, which had had the distinction of
being the first prom held at the Ryerson. The hotel had opened a
few months before that prom, and it was elegant in a quiet sort of
way. It seemed to make a lot of money from local weddings and
proms, or at least that’s what Hayley Kilborn, one of the reunion’s
organizers, told me. I’d had a sort of on-and-off friendship with
Hayley. Besides Gina, Hayley was one of the first people I’d met
during my first week at Fairfield Woods High School. She was cute,
but kind of high strung. The on-and-off thing was because we would
sometimes get on each other’s nerves and needed to take a break.
The breaks had never been permanent because we genuinely liked each
other, although we hadn’t seen each other in real life in a few
years.

“Melissa! You’re
here! Oh my God!” I heard as I picked up my name tag, illustrated
with my senior yearbook picture. My makeup looked like I’d applied
it randomly, and I had. I wanted to wear makeup for the photo, but
didn’t really know how. It showed. Ah well.

Remember, 27, not 17
anymore.

I looked up to see
Hayley galloping toward me with a big smile on her face. Her red
hair was longer than it had been the last time I’d seen her but she
was otherwise unchanged. I opened my arms just in time for her to
jump into them.

“Hey, girl!” I said.
“I told you I’d be here.”

She stepped back a
bit and held my hands. “Let me look at you.” She appraised me and
seemed to like what she saw. “Very nice. That color looks great on
you.”

I would have liked to
catch up with Hayley except I was focused on finding Gina. The knot
got even tighter. I hadn’t seen her name tag on the table with the
other tags, which indicated to me that she was already here.

“You know, I’d love
to chat but right now I wanna mingle,” I said. “There are some
people I need to find.”

Hayley looked
disappointed, but she was never down for long. She brightened.
“Okay. I’ll catch you later. I wanna hear about everything you’ve
been up to.”

I watched her greet
our other former classmates. I didn’t recognize them. Not because
they looked so different from our high school days, but because it
was impossible to know all your classmates when your graduating
class had a thousand kids in it. Hayley may not have known who they
were either. If she didn’t, she was really good at acting like she
did.

I went in search of
Gina. So focused was I on my goal, I hardly noticed when I bumped
into someone.

“Well, excuse
you. Where’s the fire?”

The voice was
feminine, gentle, and sexy. Despite giving so much of my head space
over to thoughts of Gina, that voice distracted me. The voice
belonged to a woman who looked vaguely familiar. She was beautiful.
Her dark hair was in long braids that were pulled back from her
face. Her smile was open and friendly. She wore a beautiful suit
jacket with a blue paisley pattern. A pale blue pocket square
peaked out of the jacket’s breast pocket. Underneath the jacket was
a white button down shirt and robin’s egg blue tie. Her navy
trousers still bore perfect creases as if she hadn’t sat down since
she or someone else had ironed them. She certainly had style.
Still, I couldn’t remember
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