

    
            Chapter One 





			From the outside, Emma Wilson—tall, blond, and the type of rich that describes itself as comfortable but has a yacht club membership and the forty-foot sailboat to match—had a life that seemed perfect.

			She lived in a Colonial style mansion that sat high above the crashing waves of the Atlantic. A jewel-green lawn sloped down to the rocky ledge at the end of the property providing an unobstructed view of the waves from every room. The house at 50 Highbury Lane, a tiny one-way street that dead-ended at their doorstep, on the wealthy peninsula known as Marblehead Neck—home to more yacht clubs than stoplights—had belonged to her maternal great-great-grandparents once upon a time.

			The house had been built as a summer home to escape the sweltering heat and stench of late nineteenth century Boston but transitioned to the family’s full-time residence upon her parents’ marriage thirty-three years previously. They named it Heartfield after it became their primary home—a second home on Lake Winnipesaukee in New Hampshire and a condo on St. Thomas capped off their real estate portfolio—a testament to the lasting love the high school sweethearts had shared.

			Emma had lived here all her life, except for her time away at Dartmouth, and walked the halls of the house with seven bedrooms, nine bathrooms, a media room, formal and informal dining rooms, and a kitchen that had been featured in a Boston area architectural magazine a few years ago with barely a thought to the sleek styling they’d paid a pretty penny for.

			To her, Heartfield and its acres of land were just home. The home where she had grown up running barefoot through the grass, chasing after the various family dogs, while her parents, holding hands, watched her indulgently. The place where, when she was twelve, her mother had died of breast cancer, the long battle finally coming to a tragic end. Where her father’s heart had broken, and a decade later, his mind had started to fade.

			She knew, to those who came to the Neck to walk or run or bike past the well-manicured hedges, who glimpsed the circular driveway with the stone fountain in the middle of the front lawn and the BMW SUV—hers—and Buick sedan—her father’s—parked there, that their home might ooze wealth. But in a neighborhood built on old New England money, theirs was hardly the most ostentatious house in the area.

			In fact, Emma thought as she ended her morning five mile run in front of the house and turned into the drive, panting and sweating in the end of June sun, the dove gray paint on the shingle facade was peeling in places and needed to be scraped. After a hard winter and a brutally hot summer, the paint had taken a beating. She’d have to look through Mom’s notes to find the housepainter’s number when she got the chance.

			She waved hello to the landscapers trimming the plants and weeding the gardens, then turned down the shale path that cut through the lawn to the back patio where her father sat, shielded from view by an honest-to-God physical newspaper.

			“Morning, Dad,” she said, kissing her father’s cheek.

			“Morning, sweetie,” he replied from behind the Metro section of the Boston Globe, not looking up at her.

			She sank down into the teak deck chair beside her father, the breeze off the ocean ruffling strands of blond hair that had escaped from her high pony and now stuck to her sweaty neck and face. She poured herself a cup of water from the carafe that sat on the small table between the chairs, gulping it down in one long sip.

			Setting the cup down and looking over at her father, she tried to judge his state of mind. You would never know that three years ago, at the ripe age of fifty-three, Henry Wilson had been diagnosed with early onset dementia. In a dark blue cotton polo, khaki shorts, and worn leather boat shoes, he looked like any fifty-six year old suburban dad, reading the paper before heading out for a round of golf with his buddies. His once mahogany-dark hair was now mostly gray but still full, his face a bit weather-beaten and lined, his body still ripcord thin from a life of summers sailing on the ocean and falls rowing on lakes and rivers.

			She felt a small pang in her chest when she remembered that first time she’d gotten a call from a friend who had found him wandering around the golf club, unable to find his car. He had returned agitated, but assured her he had simply gotten turned around. She had wanted to believe him, so she did, until it became crystal clear she couldn’t anymore.

			She watched him now, trying to divine if it would be a bad day, a day he called her by her mother’s name.

			After a quiet moment, punctuated by the crinkle of newspaper as her father turned the page, the buzz of the lawn mower, and the drone of summer insects, he spoke.

			“I feel you fretting over there,” he said, still not looking at her.

			She pulled what she hoped was an innocent look and said, “Fretting? Who, me?”

			He lowered the paper so he could shoot her a skeptical glance over the top of it.

			She grinned back at him.

			“If I don’t fret over you, who will?”

			“Let’s see,” he said, discarding the paper on the side table and shifting to look at her full-on, lifting his hand to tick off answers, “Anne, my home health aide, who is currently doing the incredibly important activity of sorting all my pills into a days of the week holder”—he put up a finger to emphasize his point—“your aunt Isabella, who calls me every three hours to make sure I still remember her”—another finger went up—“and—”

			“Good morning,” came a chipper voice from the yard. Emma looked over her shoulder to see a curvy brunette in her midthirties coming toward them. She wore a pink sundress with yellow embroidery around the V-neckline that revealed a hint of cleavage, and sandals with one woven strap across her instep. They slapped against the stone of the patio as she made her way toward them, an iced coffee in a plastic cup sweating in her hand.

			“Dr. Georgia Kostigiris, MD, local neurologist and neighbor,” Emma’s father said pointedly to Emma, raising a still dark eyebrow at her and gesturing grandly to Georgia with a sweep of his arm.

			“Are we using full titles today?” Georgia asked, coming to a stop next to Emma’s father’s chair, resting one hand on the back and the other on her round hip, condensation dripping on the cotton of her sundress. She pushed her sunglasses up into the thick mass of her hair and looked down at them both.

			“Henry Wilson, MBA and former CEO.” Georgia nodded to Emma’s dad, who dipped his chin regally in acknowledgment. “Emma Wilson, BA in psychology and lady of the house,” Georgia added and pulled a shallow curtsy.

			Emma shot her a glare that turned into a grin when Georgia wobbled on the way up.

			“Careful, old lady,” Emma teased. “Watch out for your knees.”

			“Ha ha, so funny,” Georgia deadpanned and turned back to Emma’s father. “How are you doing this morning, Henry? Sleep okay?”

			“You would think I’m eighty-five and a fall risk the way you both treat me,” he humphed.

			Emma flashed back to that horrible night two weeks ago when he’d woken at two in the morning, disoriented and screaming with no idea where he was. She’d had to soothe him back into bed before giving him a sleeping pill. She’d spent the rest of the night staring at her ceiling, heart pounding and wide-awake.

			“Maybe we should get him a Life Alert,” Emma quipped, pushing the memory back into a safe little box in the corner of her mind.

			“We care about you, so sue us,” Georgia said with a shrug, ignoring Emma’s snark and slapping her dad on the back.

			“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he said as he waved Georgia away, “I’m going in to see if Anne needs help with the pills.”

			“He just wants to get away from us and our womanly concern,” Emma stage-whispered to Georgia as her father got out of his chair and turned to walk into the house. Georgia smiled at her and took her father’s chair.

			“How’s he doing today, Em?” Georgia asked, leaning forward conspiratorially over the arm of her chair. The pendant she always wore in the shape of a compass rose swung forward with her movement, and concern tinged her voice.

			Emma looked back toward the house and sighed. “I think today’s an okay day. He’s more annoyed than agitated, which is usually a good sign.”

			“No more nightmares?” Georgia asked, dropping her voice and leaning closer, her dark gray eyes staring intently into Emma’s, professional and personal interests mingling in their depths. Emma could hear the question beneath the question, knew Georgia wasn’t only asking about her father’s mental state, but hers as well.

			Emma looked out at the water, reluctant to meet the intensity of Georgia’s gaze and the emotions swirling there.

			“No, not like two weeks ago,” she replied.

			“And how are you?” Georgia reached out her hand and grasped Emma’s wrist, her olive complexion standing out against Emma’s paler golden skin, her touch comforting and familiar.

			Emma let out a long breath.

			“Right now? In desperate need of a shower.”

			She turned her head toward Georgia, who shot her an appraising look, not buying her deflection but not pushing it.

			Emma cleared her throat. “So, did you just stop by to see Dad?”

			“Actually”—Georgia sat back in her chair and let go of Emma’s wrist, and Emma felt a small pang of loss at the absence of her touch—“I came here to talk to you.”

			





    
            Chapter Ten 





			Despite lying in bed staring at her ceiling for hours the night before, Emma went for another extra long run the next morning, fueled by adrenaline, lingering lust, and the need to sort out her thoughts.

			It was just because she was lonely, she was horny, she needed to have sex. It was just because Georgia was the only queer woman she knew, who happened to be right next door and so fucking hot.

			No, no, that part wasn’t helpful to think about.

			Emma put on a burst of speed, practically sprinting mile five. She was nowhere near the shape she had been in when she’d been a college athlete, waking up at five in the morning to row on the misty Connecticut river, weight lifting in the afternoon, and conditioning practices in between, but she could still run a six minute mile when pushed. Today, she let the familiar burn in her muscles burn the bullshit in her brain away.

			Okay, yes, she was attracted to Georgia. She’d been attracted to Georgia since she hit puberty, that was nothing new. She had been good at putting it in the background, though, these past few years, letting their friendship precede any sort of lust she felt. She could master herself again, push those feelings down again.

			Touching herself to thoughts of Georgia in a swimsuit was not something she needed to be doing right now, an added complication to her life that she just didn’t have the energy to deal with.

			She focused instead on the annoying parts of Georgia. Her need to always butt into Emma’s problems and voice an opinion. The way she wanted to push Emma out of Heartfield. The way she always brought up Emma’s psych degree and the dreams she’d once had. How she loved to boss Emma around. How she sometimes made little noises when she chewed.

			The way she smiled after she made Emma laugh, like she was proud of it.

			The way she’d licked the melon juice off her lips yesterday at the beach.

			Yeah, okay, nope. Definitely not helping.

			The run did help her tame her lust, downgrading it from raging wildfire to a hearty hearth blaze. Still, she was a bit relieved that Georgia and Johnny weren’t out in the yard this morning. She didn’t see Georgia the rest of the day, which she kept having to remind herself was good. Some space right now would help her cram her crush back into the little box it had lived in for years.

			Instead, she and her dad went to the farmers’ market, and she played hostess to a group of his old golfing buddies that came by a couple of times a month to drink beers or scotch and talk sports or old rounds. It always amused Emma how they gossiped as much as the women did about the goings on in their small town.

			They had dinner at the club, and her father, exhausted from the day, went to bed early.

			Emma, still feeling restless and wanting to crawl out of her skin, drank an extra glass of wine or two and, around eleven, went outside to smoke a joint. She didn’t smoke that frequently, but desperate times called for instant calming.

			She was just taking her third drag on the joint when she heard a car pull up in front of Georgia’s house. Curious, she peered around a bush and saw Cora, fully dressed in jean shorts and a crop top, thick eyeliner wings in place and a purse big enough to be an overnight bag swinging from her shoulder, open the front door and sneak out, headed for a beat up old Honda Civic.

			“Whatcha doing over there?” Emma called as she snuffed out her joint and walked out of the shadows.

			“Shit! Emma, you scared me,” Cora exclaimed, resting her hand on her chest in surprise. She still carried on slinging her bag into the back seat of what Emma assumed was Martin’s car.

			“This must be the infamous Martin.” Emma bent down to see the scrawny looking boy with dark brown hair and scruff lining his jaw in the driver’s seat and felt thoroughly unimpressed.

			“Hey,” Martin said. He lowered his window and stuck his hand out for a shake, a move that struck Emma as surprisingly polite. Emma stared at it for a second. Feeling obligated, she took it and shook, calloused palm meeting calloused palm.

			“Hey,” she replied. “I’m Emma.”

			“Emma is Georgia’s neighbor,” Cora said as she opened the side door of the car. “One who won’t tell Georgia you came to pick me up tonight.”

			Emma crossed her arms.

			“What makes you think that?” she huffed.

			“Because, if you don’t, I won’t tell Georgia how you’re lusting after her,” Cora said, an evil glint in her eye.

			Emma’s heart dropped and she stared at her.

			“Excuse me?”

			The nerve of this girl.

			“I saw the way you were practically drooling over her at the beach yesterday,” Cora said.

			“I have literally zero idea what you’re talking about,” Emma said haughtily, feeling her buzz fading as panic pounded through her body. “Where is Georgia, by the way?”

			“On a date,” Cora said and then burst out laughing. “You should see your face right now, dude. Nah, bro, she’s just sleeping. Went to bed at, like, nine thirty like the old lady she is.”

			Emma noted the tone of affection in the teasing and leaped on it.

			“She’s really trying her best, you know. Wants you to trust her,” Emma said, deciding to go for the guilting tactic. “I know you guys are in love or whatever, but going with Martin tonight is going to fuck up that trust she’s put in you so far. I know you wouldn’t want to hurt her.”

			“Touché,” Cora grumbled. She narrowed her eyes at Emma and seemed to hesitate, looking down at Martin and then back at the house.

			“Babe,” Martin said, “maybe you should listen to her. If you’re good, maybe Georgia will let me visit legally. From what you’ve told me, she seems wicked cool and chill.”

			“She is, mostly,” Emma agreed.

			Cora sighed.

			“Fine,” she relented, “I won’t sneak out of the house, even though you look so cute I could kiss your face off right now.”

			Cora pinched Martin’s cheeks through the driver’s side window.

			“Don’t watch, Emma. I wouldn’t want you to be arrested for child pornography,” she said, leaning into the car to give Martin a long, sloppy kiss.

			Emma averted her eyes and exasperatedly stated, “You’re both legal adults.”

			“Bye, Emma, it was nice to meet you. Georgia is lucky to have such a loyal neighbor,” Martin said when Cora had relinquished his mouth.

			“Um, thanks?” Emma said. She had to admit, she felt a bit confused by the nice boy driving the car.

			“Thanks for cockblocking me, Em,” Cora said, humphing loudly as she crossed her arms over her chest and watched Martin pull away, pouting like a toddler.

			“Cockblocking,” Emma muttered to herself, “yuck.”

			Then she started giggling.

			“Are you high right now?” Cora asked her, peering at her curiously. Emma just kept on giggling. “Wow, some role model you are.”

			“Never claimed to be one,” Emma said as she tried to catch her breath. “Although I do think you can do better than sneaking out to meet some boy.”

			Cora looked at her one last time, rolled her eyes, then headed back toward Georgia’s house.

			“He’s not just some boy,” she called over her shoulder as she went. “He’s the love of my life.”

			She slammed the door dramatically behind her.

			This set off another round of giggles in Emma, and she decided it was probably time to go to bed.

			Figuring she should let Georgia know about Martin’s drive-by, she picked up her phone and texted her.

			Emma: Martin came by to pick up Cora tonight. She tried to sneak out but I caught her.

			She wasn’t expecting a message, but her phone buzzed almost as soon as she put it down on the nightstand.

			Georgia: Thanks for that. How did you get her to stay?

			Emma: Told her how you sleep with a big knife under your pillow and have a tendency to stab first and ask questions later.

			Georgia: Seriously, Em. What did you say?

			Emma: Just that you were putting a lot of trust in her and that going with Martin would break your trust and hurt her. Seemed to work. Weirdly, Martin was on my side.

			There was a pause as Georgia’s three dots bounced and disappeared twice before her message came through.

			Georgia: Didn’t think that would work.

			Emma: She looks up to you like crazy. Even I can see that. Why wouldn’t she, you’re amazing.

			Emma squinted at the text after she sent it and wondered, vaguely, if it was too much.

			Georgia: Go to bed Emma, you’re high. Don’t think I didn’t see you smoking out in the backyard.

			Emma smiled, imagining Georgia sitting in her bedroom, watching the smoke from Emma’s joint curve over the gate that separated their yards.

			She really must be high if she found that image romantic.

			She put her phone down and tucked herself into bed.

			The last image behind her eyelids as she drifted off to sleep was Georgia’s smile.

			





    
            Chapter Eleven 





			After two gorgeous beach days, Monday the Fourth of July dawned cloudy and gray and only got worse from there, sheets of rain pounding down and washing away the patriotic cheer.

			Emma spent the day cozied up on Georgia’s couch with her, Johnny, and Cora. They watched movies, Emma only feeling comfortable to unwind because she knew Anne was with her dad. She felt bad that Anne wasn’t spending the day with her own family, even though Anne insisted they didn’t do much, but Emma had resolved to give her a big holiday bonus regardless.

			The fireworks, Emma’s favorite part of the holiday celebration, were canceled, but she didn’t even mind that much as she spent the evening laughing with Cora and Georgia at old rom-coms. Georgia was nostalgic for her youth, but Cora insisted on dissecting all the toxic masculinity, lack of consent, and massive holes in the plot lines.

			“I mean, she lied to everyone, made the teacher think he was committing pedophilia, and still thinks he’ll meet her at home base? Seems highly suss,” Cora said, outraged.

			“It’s romantic,” Georgia insisted.

			“Um, no. As the only one currently in a romantic relationship, I decide what’s romantic, and that is so not romantic,” Cora said, and she chucked some popcorn at the big screen in Georgia’s den. The three of them were sprawled on opposite sides of the giant mushy brown sectional Georgia’s parents had bought a decade ago. Its cushions were now perfectly broken in and molded to Emma’s body, so they cradled her as she watched the cousins bicker.

			“Emma, weigh in here,” Georgia implored.

			“I have to agree with Cora,” Emma said, scrunching up her face apologetically. “The whole teacher plotline is a bit skeevy, now I think about it.”

			“Betrayal!” Georgia declared dramatically.

			Georgia tossed some popcorn Emma’s way, and Emma ducked. Johnny padded over and happily gobbled up the kernels.

			They had ice cream sundaes for dinner, and Emma went home, stomach full and aching, proud of herself for not fantasizing about licking whipped cream off Georgia’s lips, even a little bit.

			She fell asleep without the aid of a substance for the first time in a long time.

			She couldn’t be quite sure what it was that woke her around one in the morning. There was something about the house that just didn’t feel right, some sort of disturbance in the air. She got out of bed, thinking maybe she just needed some water. Barefoot, she headed down the stairs but stopped when she saw that the front door was wide open.

			It took her a second to fully understand what she was seeing, and then panic gripped her tight as an iron fist. She sprinted up the stairs and to her father’s room. This door, too, was flung wide open, his covers tossed wildly about.

			“No, no, no, no, no,” Emma chanted frantically and hoped that if she said it often enough it would be a magic spell that would bring her dad back to his bed.

			She ran out the front door, thinking that maybe he was just sitting out in their front yard, or in Georgia’s, but no such luck. Her heart galloped in her chest now.

			This was one of her worst fears, the reason she triple-checked that the front door was locked before she went to bed each night.

			Emma did the only thing she could think to do, run over to Georgia’s house and bang on the door. After two minutes that felt like an eternity, a bleary eyed Georgia appeared at the front door and squinted through her glasses.

			“Emma? Em, sweetheart, what’s wrong?” Georgia asked, her face paling at the sight of Emma. It was then that Emma realized that she must be crying.

			“My…my dad,” she stuttered through sobs, “he…he wasn’t in his bed. I don’t know where he could have gone.”

			Understanding flashed across Georgia’s face at once, and all traces of sleep vanished. Here was Georgia Kostigiris, MD, capable, calm in a crisis. She gripped Emma’s shoulders.

			“Okay, okay, Em, let’s put some shoes on, and then we’ll go look for him,” she said, voice measured and even. She gave Emma a pair of her flip-flops, only one and a half sizes too small, and pushed her feet into her sneakers. Then they took off, Emma practically vibrating with worry.

			“What if he gets confused and ends up stuck in a ditch with a broken leg?” Emma panted through her tears, powerless to stop them from falling.

			“There are very few ditches around here, Em,” Georgia said as she gripped Emma’s hand in hers, grounding her in her panic. “He’s lived here practically his whole life—muscle memory alone will get him somewhere safe.”

			Emma couldn’t process her reasonable tone right now, though. She raced blindly through the dark streets. The storm had finally blown over to reveal a full moon that cast shadows that played tricks on her stressed mind, made her see limp broken bodies in the branches and rocks.

			“Hey, hey, Em, look at me,” Georgia said, yanking on her wrist to make her stop and face her. “I need you to breathe with me, can you do that? In and out, just like that, honey. That’s it.”

			Emma knew she was on the verge of a panic attack. She hadn’t had one since the months after her mother died, but she could feel that familiar squeezing around her lungs, that sense that she needed to run run run to escape this reality at any cost.

			She took a deep breath, mirrored Georgia’s long slow inhales and exhales, and shoved the panic to the back of her mind.

			She dragged air into her lungs once, twice, and her chest loosened enough for her to think.

			“Can you think where he might have gone? Anywhere at all?” Georgia asked.

			Emma thought for a second and then said with certainty, “The lighthouse.”

			Georgia nodded, and no questions asked, they headed there. Georgia never let go of her hold on Emma, even though Emma knew she must be hurting Georgia with the pressure her own hand exerted back.

			Sure enough, when they reached the lighthouse, there was the outline of her father as he stared up at the moon, perched on a rock. Emma sprinted the last few yards to him as a relief so pure flooded through her whole body it felt like she was flying.

			“Daddy,” Emma gasped as she knelt down in front of him and reached for his wrists, her head dropping as a sob racked her body.

			“Giselle, what’s wrong?” he asked, a tender smile gracing his face as he gazed at Emma. “I woke up and you weren’t in bed and I went to look for you, but I knew you’d turn up here. You always do.”

			Emma rested her head on her father’s knee, gripped his hands, and swallowed.

			“Hey, Henry, why don’t we get you and Giselle home,” Georgia said softly as she rested her hand on the nape of Emma’s bent neck, rubbing back and forth soothingly.

			“Demetria, what are you doing here?” her father said, looking at Georgia.

			“I was out for a walk with Giselle,” Georgia said. She didn’t miss a beat as he called her her mother’s name. “We forgot to leave you a note. I’m sorry we confused or worried you.”

			“It’s okay. I’m glad my wife has such a good friend like you,” her father said, and he patted Emma’s hand.

			Emma’s heart clenched painfully.

			“Let’s go home now, Henry,” Georgia said.

			She wrapped an arm around his shoulders and guided him back down the street, leaving Emma to collect herself enough to follow.

			They got him home and tucked back into bed without incident. Emma checked and checked and rechecked the locks on all the doors about a thousand times while Georgia sat with her father as he fell asleep.

			After her last check, she sank to the cold tile of the foyer and let the panic she had pushed down finally take over. Georgia found her there, shaking, arms wrapped around her knees in a tight ball. Georgia sat down on the floor beside her, not touching her, but lending her support by proximity.

			A few minutes later, tears began to leak out of the corners of Emma’s eyes and slide down her cheeks.

			“Hey, hey, hey,” Georgia chanted as she knelt and wrapped her arms around Emma this side of too tightly. She squeezed her and warmed Emma’s suddenly frozen body with hers.

			“Shh, Em love, just breathe,” Georgia whispered and ran her hand soothingly over Emma’s hair as Emma sobbed out the panic on her shoulder. Georgia’s arms tightened around Emma, providing a deep pressure.

			“You did so good, honey. He’s safe, and you knew exactly where he would be,” Georgia cooed in her ear, rocking her back and forth. “You did everything perfectly, and he’s safe. He’s safe and home with you.”

			Georgia’s soft words lulled her, and the tears started to slow, the shaking in her limbs easing as the tide of panic receded back to that low hum that had lived in her skull since the day they’d learned her father’s diagnosis.

			Georgia kept rubbing soothing circles on her back and rocking her gently, her arms loosening their hold bit by bit until they lightly rested around Emma.

			Emma laid her head on Georgia’s shoulder for one second more before she pulled back and gazed up into her face. With her hair thrown up into a messy bun, in her pajamas and glasses, Georgia had never looked more beautiful to Emma than at that moment.

			So strong and sturdy and calm under pressure, talking Emma off the ledge, talking her dad into coming home and getting back into bed.

			Emma wanted to thank her, to show her her appreciation for all she was, but speech had left her for the moment.

			Before she could even process what she was going to do, could even think about it for one second more, she surged up and kissed her.

			





    
            Chapter Twelve 





			For a second, nothing happened, and Emma knew that if she drew back, she could blame it on a surge of emotions, the late hour, her panic scrambled brain, and they would forget all about this. But then Georgia’s soft lips pressed back against her own, and her hand came up to tangle in Emma’s hair, and she pressed Emma’s face farther into her own and urged Emma to kiss her deeper, and all Emma could think was yes, God, yes.

			She leaned fully into Georgia, let Georgia take over control of the kiss, let her angle Emma’s head so her tongue could sweep into Emma’s mouth, bringing her sweet taste with her.

			Emma’s mind was too blank to have any thoughts beyond flashes of sensation. The scrape of Georgia’s teeth on her bottom lip, the press of her chest against Emma’s, the zing of pleasure as their nipples slid against each other. The soft cotton of her T-shirt under Emma’s gripping fingers. The low moan Georgia made when Emma kissed below her jaw, when she slid her hands under Georgia’s shirt and cupped her heavy breasts in her calloused palms.

			“Emma, Emma…” Georgia breathed into her ear and grasped at her wrists to halt her motions. For one horrifying second, Emma thought she was going to pull away and tell her to stop.

			“Let me touch you, let me just touch you and make you feel good, please,” Georgia said instead, nearly begged, as she pressed open-mouthed kisses down Emma’s cheek to the collar of her shirt, hands sliding down to grip her hips under the hem, fingers against bare skin.

			“Fuck,” Emma rasped. She wanted to touch Georgia so badly, but how could she say no to that desperate tone in her voice? She nodded frantically and said, “Mm-hmm, sure, yes.”

			Georgia slid Emma’s shirt up and ghosted her fingers over every inch of Emma’s skin that was revealed along the way. Emma bit her lip to contain her moans at the feeling of Georgia’s fingers, electric sparks of sensation that shot directly between her legs.

			Georgia pulled away far enough to whip Emma’s shirt off over her head, looking down to take in Emma’s strong chest, her small breasts seated atop defined pecs, and flat abs illuminated by the light of the full moon shining through the windows. They both watched her hand slide up over Emma’s stomach and ribs, tracing the underside of her breast. Emma closed her eyes and shivered and then groaned when she felt Georgia’s lips close around her nipple, when she opened her lips wider and took Emma’s small breast whole into her mouth, sucking lightly.

			Her hands urged Emma to climb into her lap, and Emma happily complied, straddling Georgia’s plush thighs with her own long and lean ones. Georgia’s knees bent to form a seat for her as her mouth still sucked and nibbled at Emma’s breasts. Emma’s fingers tangled in Georgia’s hair and pulled her closer to her chest, urged her on, hips beginning to shift restlessly against Georgia’s stomach.

			“God, Emma,” Georgia breathed against her chest, looking up at her from underneath long thick lashes. She trailed her fingers down Emma’s stomach, up her ribs. “So, so beautiful.”

			Speechlessly, Emma looked down at her, Georgia’s eyes open and sincere and shining with a rich emotion Emma couldn’t even begin to name. They stared at each other for a long moment. Moonlight and streetlamp light streamed in through the glass panes and outlined Georgia’s plump lips, her dark hair. Emma raised her hands to frame Georgia’s cheeks, wanting to tell her how gorgeous she was, but unable to get the words past her lips.

			Instead, she lunged for Georgia’s mouth, gripped her hips with her thighs for stability as she crushed their lips together. The intensity of this kiss seared through her, all the way down to her toes, which curled against the wood of the floor. She felt Georgia’s arm wrap around her back, supporting her, crushing her bare chest to her still T-shirt clad one, her soft breasts and belly molded around the spare hardness of Emma’s torso. Georgia’s other hand slid down Emma’s lower stomach, dived, sure and steady, into her sleep shorts.

			Georgia pulled back to get approval, fingers running through Emma’s pubic hair, tugging lightly.

			Emma nodded frantically again.

			“Please,” she whispered against Georgia’s lips before she sucked Georgia’s lower one into her mouth and grazed it with her teeth.

			At the first touch of Georgia’s fingers against her, Emma saw stars behind her squeezed shut eyelids and moaned. She felt Georgia pull back again, felt the weight of her gaze on her flushed face.

			“Like that?” Georgia whispered, fingers pressing and touching and exploring Emma confidently. Emma bit her lip to keep herself from being too loud when she hit the right angle, the right pressure.

			“Look at me,” Georgia rasped softly and squeezed Emma’s slim hip for emphasis with her free hand.

			Her eyes met Georgia’s as Georgia stared at her, rapt. Gray eyes flicked around her face, greedy for every tiny expression. She was the picture of absolute desire in Emma’s view, pink lips open and breaths panting as she continued to coil Emma’s pleasure tighter.

			Emma looked down and felt her whole body tighten at the sight of Georgia’s wrist where it disappeared beneath her shorts. The pressure and pleasure in her body grew stronger and stronger until she couldn’t hold herself back anymore, and she grabbed Georgia’s face and brought their mouths together in a sloppy, panting kiss.

			It was fast after that.

			Their kisses turned more to hot ragged breath against lips. Emma’s hips twisted and lifted in Georgia’s lap, fingers gripped on Georgia’s shoulder and hair so hard she would have worried about ripping it out if she could have formed a single thought. Purer pleasure than she’d ever known coursed through her bloodstream like a sugar rush as Georgia’s fingers kept touching and touching and touching her. Emma threw her head back, and Georgia’s lips fastened to her neck, teeth scraping a sharp shock of pain that added to her ecstasy.

			Her brain kept stuttering over the fact that it was Georgia, Georgia, who touched her like this, made her body sing like this. That fact alone amplified everything a hundredfold.

			She buried her head against Georgia’s shoulder, muffled her noises against the fabric of her T-shirt as her body finally shook and shook and broke like the surf against Georgia’s rocky shore.

			Release left Emma wrung out and limp, draped over Georgia’s body, limbs as shaky as a newborn fawn’s. Georgia’s arm wrapped around Emma’s back was the only thing that kept her upright as Georgia pressed gentle kisses to her hot face, rubbed soothing strokes against the bare, sweat-damp skin of her back.

			“My Emma,” Georgia murmured when Emma could move her limbs again and started to pull away. “Not yet.”

			Emma leaned down and rested her forehead against Georgia’s. Their breaths synced, her heart rate slowed, and her body went quiet and loose.

			“What was that?” Emma asked softly into the quiet between them when she could speak again, her blond hair hanging like a curtain around them.

			Georgia swallowed and said on a shaky breath, “I-I don’t know.”

			Emma went to pull back, and this time Georgia let her. They knelt on the cold tiles of the foyer, staring at each other, their still harsh breaths echoing in the quiet.

			Then it all hit her, the whole emotional ordeal.

			Waking up to discover her father missing, the relief of finding him, her panic attack, kissing Georgia, touching Georgia, Georgia touching her. It was too much, too much to process, too much to deal with at two in the morning.

			She started to laugh slowly, and the sound built until she quaked with near silent peals of hysterical giggles. She knelt topless on the cool tile of the floor and her shoulders shook.

			Georgia stared at her for a second before she reached out and tucked Emma’s hair behind her ear. She gripped Emma’s chin and made her turn to face her.

			Emma saw an unsure smile spread slowly across Georgia’s face as she leaned forward to rest her forehead against Emma’s.

			“You okay, Em?” she asked tenderly as Emma continued to hiccup laughter into the air between them.

			“I’m honestly not sure?” Emma said, voice lilting up at the end.

			“That, ah, seems about right,” Georgia replied, as she let out her own disbelieving huff of laughter. “Let’s get you to bed, okay? It’s been a…long night.”

			Emma’s laughter died down, and she looked up. Their eyes met, and Emma bit her lip, saw Georgia’s eyes drop to her mouth, saw lust simmer in Georgia’s gray eyes.

			“You want to get me to bed, huh?” Emma said with a mischievous grin.

			“Oh my God, you absolute brat,” Georgia groaned and then tugged Emma forward by the chin, kissing her. Emma, still in a state of shock, buried her hands in Georgia’s hair the way she’d dreamed of doing. She knocked Georgia’s bun out and let the strands tumble loose around her shoulders, digging her fingers indulgently into the thickly waving strands.

			Georgia groaned again in frustration and released her hold on Emma’s face. She ran her hands through her own hair before tying it back up again, her pajamas askew from Emma’s frenzied search for skin to touch, to kiss, lips red and swollen.

			She looked rumpled and punishingly gorgeous, and Emma wanted to devour her piece by piece like a chocolate bar.

			Emma buried her face in her hands to block out the sight of Georgia before she did something foolish like tackle her to the ground, yank her clothes off, and taste every inch of her in the foyer.

			She made herself find her shirt and pull it on. Then she turned to find Georgia, hands balled up into fists on her thighs where she still knelt on the tiled floor, like she needed
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