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The Real Thing

Allison McDonald has a thriving massage practice and
a spot on the local roller derby team. When an amazing woman swipes
right on her dating profile, life couldn’t be more perfect.
Perfection turns out to be illusion when she finds out she’s been
catfished by someone using the photo of the actress, Geena.
Determined to protect others from heartbreak, she contacts the
dating site and Geena about the fraud.

 


Virginia Harris’s fans know her as “Geena,” the
lesbian star of a popular web series. Playing the role of Geena,
and protecting her identity, is Virginia’s latest way of keeping
real life—and real love—at arm’s length. Until the woman of her
dreams walks into her life. But is it Geena she’s really interested
in?

 


Their attraction is immediate, but when Allison looks
at Virginia, she struggles not to see the woman she thought she was
in love with. As the lines between fantasy and reality blur, will
they know the real thing?
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Chapter One

The old village of Proctor’s Falls had a town green
with a few wooden benches and a white gazebo at one end where the
community band played monthly concerts during the summer. This July
afternoon, it also had Buster’s golden mix running around with
something in his mouth.

Allie McDonald saw the dog as she pulled around the
green and into a parking space at the Harvest Hill Wellness Center.
She took the lead she always kept in the car and a dog cookie from
the bag in the glove box and went after Buster’s dog.

“Hey, Elvis, whatcha got there?” She held the lead
behind her back and the cookie out in front of her. “Did you get
loose again?”

The dog had his front paws and muzzle down, rear end
up high, while he worried what looked like an old blue knit hat. He
looked at the cookie in Allie’s hand, gave the hat an absentminded
last chew, and jumped up and almost on top of Allie. She popped the
cookie in his mouth, found the metal loop on his collar, and
snapped the lead on. Elvis finished the cookie in one crunch and a
swallow. He tried to go back after the hat, realized he was
hitched, and promptly sat down. Allie gave a little tug on the
lead.

“C’mon Elvis. Let’s go.”

The dog didn’t move. Allie saw Robin, one of the
other massage therapists at the Wellness Center, getting out of her
car, and sketched a wave in Robin’s direction.

“Hey, Allie, are you taking care of Buster’s
dog?”

“No,” she yelled across the green. “He was loose,
and I’m trying to bring him back to Buster’s, but he won’t move.”
She tried to walk nonchalantly toward Robin, but Elvis was doing a
great imitation of a dog statue.

“I’ll call Buster.” Robin went inside the Wellness
Center.

“At least you picked a spot in the shade.” She
patted the dog on the back of his neck and rubbed behind his
ears.

She looked across the green at the big cream-colored
Victorian house with the words Harvest Hill Wellness Center
hanging from the black lamppost near the walk. If the trees behind
it weren’t so dense, she knew she’d be able to see the top of
Harvest Hill, and Durkee Mountain beyond that.

She was so proud of her name on that sign—Allison
McDonald, LMT. She’d been working as a massage therapist for
about a year down in Massachusetts when her cousin Barb called and
asked if she might want to come to the farm and help her out after
her hip surgery. Allie always loved visiting the farm, and Barb
felt more like an aunt than a cousin. She’d always invited Allie to
the farm in the summer when she was younger.

Now two of her big life dreams had come true—owning
her own business and living in Vermont. Her number three dream was
to build a life with someone and live in this town.

She was learning that rural life for a single
lesbian was very different than her former life in Massachusetts,
where there was something to do every weekend. It seemed like all
the social life was a couple of hours north in the more populated
areas of Montpelier and Burlington. She’d gone out on a date or two
with women who were friends of friends of Barb’s, but neither of
those went past the first date. There was no chemistry, and she
wanted chemistry.

But there was hope for dream number three now that
she knew Lauren. They both loved living in the country. They both
were ready for a serious relationship. She was a beautiful person,
and Allie couldn’t wait to actually meet her in person.

Robin reappeared on the porch. She cupped her hands
around her mouth and yelled.

“Buster should be here any minute!”

Allie gave her a thumbs-up and tried to get Elvis to
move. Again. Nothing moved except his lip. When Elvis got excited
or upset or nervous, the right side of his lip curled up. Buster
said he’d done it ever since he was a puppy, and that’s how he got
his name. She tucked her hand in her armpit to feel if she was
sweating through her shirt. She was. Great, and she had a whole
afternoon of clients. Nobody liked a stinky massage therapist. She
always kept an emergency outfit in her office, and she tried to
remember if she’d already used it.

Buster owned the general store, over in the new
village of Proctor’s Falls about two miles from the green. Ha, she
was finally thinking like she belonged here. Locals referred to the
distinct two areas of town as the new village and the old village.
It had confused Allie when she was younger, but she was used to it
now after living here for over a year. She thought she saw Buster’s
truck coming over the hill and down Main Street. Elvis wagged his
tail and looked up the road. She tried to hold the lead as Elvis
bounded across the green to get to his owner but gave up and
dropped it.

“Thanks, Allie.” Buster held the truck door open,
and the dog took a practiced leap inside. “Stop by the store and
I’ll give you a thank you. He must have followed some kids out of
the store again. Darn friendly cuss he is.” Buster joined Elvis in
the truck.

“No problem, Buster.” She waved at Buster and Elvis
as they drove past her.

She stopped into The Country Bean for an iced coffee
like she did every workday, but there was a long line. No one
seemed concerned by this, probably because this was the only place
to get coffee in the villages, except for the breakfast-lunch place
next to Buster’s in the new village, which was always crowded.

“Hey, Allie.”

A tall man in an orange Gotta Fish T-shirt
crooked his head and tipped his chin in her direction. She was
pretty sure he was a one-time client. She had quite a few of those.
Friends and relatives would give someone a gift certificate, and
they’d come in for a massage once but usually didn’t come back.
They’d say they couldn’t afford it, or it wasn’t for them, and that
never hurt her feelings. She knew how hard most people in and
around this town worked just to keep even.

Okay. She admitted it. All this random thinking was
about trying to distract herself from thinking about her phone date
with Lauren tonight. She wished they had internet at the farm so
they could video chat there. Other people who lived on the hill had
satellite internet, but even if Barb wanted internet—and she
didn’t—they couldn’t get a good enough signal because of the tall
pines behind the house. Her friends from Massachusetts couldn’t
believe there were still places in Vermont without cell or internet
service.

But Lauren didn’t seem to mind that all she had at
home was the phone and couldn’t text or email unless she went into
Proctor’s Falls. She liked that about Lauren. She was so easygoing.
Allie got her coffee, found her extra set of clothes in her office,
and checked her online calendar for the day. The rest of the day
went exactly as she planned, and she was able to leave the Wellness
Center at six p.m.

“You’re home early,” Barb said. “Are you going to
have time to eat dinner before she calls tonight?” Barb stopped
stirring a pot on the stove and pointed the wooden spoon at
her.

“I’ve told you Lauren has a quirky schedule, and she
takes care of her mother sometimes. I don’t want to miss her call
because she usually can’t call back.” Allie dropped her bag onto
the deacon’s bench by the door. “It smells really good. Pasta?”

“It will be a cold pasta salad, which I’ll need
because I’m melting like a stick of butter. All I’m saying is she
should respect your time like you respect hers. She always seems to
call during supper or late at night.” Barb turned off the burner
and drained the pasta in the kitchen sink.

The house phone rang, and Allie picked it up before
the second ring was finished.

“Hi, this is Allie.” She nodded at Barb. “Hey to you
too. How was your day?”

Allie pointed to the pasta and mouthed, Save me
some, then brought the phone upstairs to her room. She would
never tell Barb, but since Lauren started calling, she’d gotten
into the habit of stopping on her way home for a snack, just in
case Lauren called during dinner. Plus, she was usually so excited
to talk to her by the end of the day she didn’t have much of an
appetite.

“Sorry I’m calling early, but I have to go over to
my mom’s later and check on her.”

Allie propped her pillows against the headboard and
climbed onto her bed.

“How’s your mom doing?” It was so good to hear
Lauren’s voice. She took the copy of Lauren’s profile picture off
her end table and put it on the bed beside. She looked at it while
she talked.

“Some days are good and some not so good, but my
brother and I have things under control. But I want to hear about
your day, my sweet Allie.”

“It started out with a dog on the loose, and then I
had clients this afternoon. I missed you.” Allie put her fingertips
on the photo of Lauren. She was so happy they’d found each other
online, but she wanted to touch her. She wanted to hold hands with
her and walk around Proctor’s Falls and show her all the things she
loved about it.

“I missed you too. We’ll see each other tomorrow on
our video chat. I can’t wait. I know it’s been tough with all the
stuff I’ve had to do with my mom lately. I’m sorry things don’t
always go according to schedule. Meeting you was one of the best
things that’s ever happened to me, and then the rest of my life
goes to shit. That’s not fair, is it?”

Allie smoothed the blanket next to her as she spoke,
as though she was touching Lauren and trying to soothe her.

“It’s okay, I totally understand. Family comes first
for both of us. It’s one of the many things I like about you.
Sometimes life doesn’t seem fair, but you’re able to share what
you’re going through with me, and that’s a good thing. Maybe we met
so you wouldn’t have to go through all this alone.” Allie realized
she was patting the blanket and stopped and put her hand in her
lap. She rolled her eyes at herself. No wonder she had a passion
for her work as a massage therapist. She made sense of the world
and her feelings through touch or some other type of physical
action.

“Maybe you’re right. Did you have enough time for
dinner?”

“I’m all set.” It was only a partial lie. She didn’t
feel hungry right now and she was afraid if she said no, Lauren
would end the phone call, and she’d have to wait until tomorrow to
connect with her again.

“I had an idea,” Lauren said.

“Okay…” Allie pushed the pillows behind her and sat
up.

“You know how we’ve been talking sexy at the end of
our calls? I thought tonight maybe we could go for a twofer. I love
getting you all revved up. I love the way your breathing changes
and how your voice changes.”

“I know you do, but we never have a chance for me to
do the same to you. I’m not sure I know how—I’ve never done this
before, but I’d like to.” Allie got up off the bed and took off her
bra while they talked. Then she changed into a pair of pajama
shorts and got back into bed.

“Let’s do some sexy talk, then some regular talk.
That will get me so horny that when we end the call like we usually
do, I’ll probably explode.”

Allie’s heart picked up speed thinking of Lauren
getting as excited as she did. She wished she could see her and
touch her. It was hot talking like this, but it was frustrating
too. She always felt like she was on the edge, even after she came.
Would it be the same in person? She thought maybe it would be more
intense but maybe their connection was only intense because they
weren’t together in person. Ugh. Barb was right. Sometimes she
thought about things too much.

“That sounds great.”

“You’re already thinking about it, aren’t you? I can
hear it in your voice.”

“Yes.” Allie shifted the phone into her left hand so
her right hand would be free. She bent her knees and ran her
fingertips down the inside of her right thigh, then ran them along
the edge of her shorts.

“I’m going to tell you what to do, okay?” Lauren
said.

“Okay.” She knew she was already wet.

“Take off your bottoms, and tell me when they’re
off.”

Allie put the phone down and took off her shorts.
She pulled the cotton spread and blanket down to the foot of the
bed. Then she pulled the sheet down and rearranged the pillows and
got back into bed. She picked up the phone.

“All set. Bottoms off.” She laughed.

“You’re so cute. Don’t do anything unless I tell you
to do it.”

Allie’s breathing accelerated. “Okay, I won’t do
anything unless you tell me.”

“I’m already hot, picturing you on your bed without
any bottoms. Bend your knees and spread your legs for me, Allie. I
wish I could kiss you. I can’t wait to kiss you, Allie.”

“Can I ask you to do something?” She knew Lauren
liked to be in charge of this part of the phone call, but she
wanted some control too.

“You know how I like this. And you like it too. I
can tell.”

“I don’t want to tell you what to do. I only want
you to tell me what you’re feeling when I do things.” She wanted to
know what was going on with Lauren.

“Oh…I get it. Will that make you wetter, Allie?”

“Yes.” The thought of Lauren getting as worked up as
she did made her even more aroused.

“You want to touch yourself, don’t you, because
you’re already very wet, aren’t you?”

“Yes. Please.” Her words came out in breathy
sighs.

“Put a finger inside yourself and tell me how wet
you are.”

Allie slid her hand down her stomach and put one
finger inside of herself. She groaned and her hips arched. The
first time she and Lauren talked like this, she was so
self-conscious and thought Barb could hear her, even though she was
very quiet. But Barb hadn’t given any indication that she knew what
they did on the phone. And it helped that she knew Barb watched her
TV shows after supper each night. But even so, she still tried to
be quiet.

“Oh, baby, you’ve got me squirming in my seat. You
are so beautiful, Allie, and so hot. Move your finger in and out.
Are you very wet?”

“I’m…so…wet.” Allie put the phone down and pulled
the pillows out from behind her so she could lie flat on the bed.
It had been so long since anyone had touched her like this. She
wanted Lauren inside her. She tried to imagine these were Lauren’s
fingers.

“I’m going to touch myself now.” Lauren murmured
something Allie couldn’t understand. “Damn, what you do to me. Now
pull your finger out and start rubbing you-know-where.” Lauren
chuckled. “You know where I mean, honey. And rub it faster and
faster. Let me hear you, honey. Let me hear you.”

Allie heard Lauren breathing heavily on the phone
and tried to picture what Lauren was doing to herself. She could
feel her body almost ready to orgasm. She could hardly get any
words out.

“I’m going to…going to…” She turned her head and
buried her face into the pillow while she clenched her teeth, and
the waves of her orgasm rolled through her body. She tried not to
cry out, and the pillow absorbed the little sounds that escaped.
She kept the phone next to her mouth, though, because Lauren wanted
to hear everything.

“Oh, honey. You’re so gorgeous. I feel so close to
you right now.”

She heard Lauren’s words as she felt the muscles in
her body relax.

“I feel so close to you too.” She put the pillow
behind her head again and pulled the sheet up over her legs. She
felt a little chilly even though her room was still very warm from
the hot July day. “Isn’t it funny that we can feel so close even
though we haven’t met in person?”

She had missed having someone to confide in. She
hadn’t had a girlfriend in a few years before moving to the farm,
because she couldn’t sustain a relationship and take care of her
parents. She loved that Lauren had the same sense of loyalty and
responsibility to her mother that she’d had to her own parents. It
was one more thing they had in common. Even though Lauren was in
Maine, she knew they’d be able to work out the distance between
them once things calmed down.

“Why don’t you get yourself something to drink and
I’ll hang on,” Lauren said. “I know your throat gets all dry after
all that heavy breathing.”

“You pick up on everything. I’ll be right back.”

Allie put on her shorts, went downstairs, and filled
a water bottle. She heard the living room TV on her way which made
her feel so much better about what just happened in her
bedroom.

She settled back on her bed. “I’m back.”

“I’m so happy right now.”

“Me too.”

“Tell me more about when you first moved to Vermont.
I want to hear you tell me a story while your voice is all deep and
sexy from phone sex.”

“I don’t think my voice is sexy at all.” No one ever
thought her voice was sexy—before, during, or after sex. Or if they
did, no one ever told her. When Lauren complimented her, she felt
so happy inside, and she loved to compliment Lauren. It seemed to
catch Lauren off guard in some way.

“I’ll tell you the story, but I want to tell you how
wonderful you are. You always remember everything we talk about,
even the tiniest details. You’re interested in my life and my work.
I’m so happy I let my friend convince me to try that dating app
thing. And thanks for putting up with the no internet at home
thing. I know it must be frustrating for you. It is for me.”

“It’s not that frustrating. And your voice is sexy
as hell right now. We both love living in the sticks. Goes with the
territory. Now tell me your story and get me all hot and
bothered.”


Chapter Two

Allie put her coffee and laptop on the table in the
small conference room at the Stipple Library and closed the door.
The library not only had an internet connection but also air
conditioning, another amenity her cousin Barbara’s farm lacked.

She turned on the laptop and tapped her fingers on
the tabletop in anticipation. She was finally going to have a
face-to-face meeting with Lauren. It was almost two months since
Lauren shot a Cupid’s Arrow at Allie’s profile on Rural Rainbow
Matches, and Allie swiped an arrow right back. At first, they sent
messages on the app, but Allie needed to be in town to do that, so
she gave Lauren her home phone number at Barb’s. They talked almost
every night. Maybe it was because they were on the phone that Allie
found herself revealing her hopes and dreams and fantasies more
than she usually would.

Her stomach fluttered as she thought about their
last phone call. The past couple of weeks their phone calls had
moved into steamier and steamier territory. It had taken her a long
time to get settled and go to sleep last night. She had to remember
she was in a public place today.

The video chat site had finally loaded. She was a
few minutes late for their appointment, but there was no message
from Lauren. Allie looked out the glass door of the conference room
at Bethany, Stipple Library’s one and only librarian, who was
shelving books. When she first came to stay at her cousin’s farm,
she’d visited the library every day for DVDs and to chat up the
most beautiful woman in Proctor’s Falls. Bethany was always
professional, and it took Allie almost a week to find out Bethany
was very happily married and very happily straight, as were most of
the women she met in this part of Vermont.

Allie tapped the space bar to wake up the computer.
Nothing. This was the second time Lauren hadn’t shown up for their
video chat. She took her cellphone out of her backpack and called
Lauren. The phone went to voice mail. She stifled the bubble of
anger that tightened her chest and tried to sound open and cheerful
as she left a message.

“Hey, Lauren, it’s me, Allie. I’m at the library.
Weren’t we going to video chat today? I hope I don’t have the date
wrong and I hope everything is okay. I’ll be home tonight for our
regular phone call.” She hesitated. “I miss your voice.”

Allie returned her phone to the backpack, unplugged
her laptop, and gathered up her things. Her cell phone rang. She
wrestled with her backpack—it must be Lauren, and she didn’t want
to miss the call. She was feeling ticked off that Lauren missed
their video chat again. She knew things were unsettled with
Lauren’s mother, but to not even leave a message, that was plain
rude.

“Hello, Lauren?”

“Naw, it’s just me,” Barb said. “Can you pick me up
some stuff from Buster’s?”

“Sure. What can I get you?” She was definitely going
to let Lauren know that she was kind of pissed that they did all
this arranging to video chat, and then Lauren didn’t show. But she
tried to cover the disappointment she felt. Her cousin wasn’t a big
fan of her online relationship.

“Did Miss Sweet Cheeks stand you up again? You
wouldn’t stand for that if you were on a real date. You know that,
don’t you?”

“She has a lot going on. Her mother isn’t well. She
has to travel to get a signal too, and she has crazy hours at her
job.” Allie was getting tired of defending Lauren to her cousin and
to herself. But they had so much in common, and she couldn’t
remember the last time she’d been so turned on by anyone. Thinking
about Lauren’s voice while she was getting her laptop ready had
made her very aware of several areas of her body. Which was part of
why she was annoyed now.

“I’m just saying maybe if this is dating, you
should start treating your meetings like you would real dates.”
Okay, maybe Barb had a point. “She’s stood you up on the phone, on
the computer. I know she’s way up in the boonies in Maine, but
you’d think she’d want to meet in person. Oh, and half a gallon of
milk, some of Buster’s bison, maybe ground for burgers, and see if
there’s any of the Two Guys doughnuts left.”

“You know the Two Guys bakery stuff sells out by
nine. And she does want to meet me in person. We’re set to meet in
two weeks,” Allie lied.

“Good, you shouldn’t let this keep stretching out.
Are you going to the Center or coming straight home?”

“I don’t have any appointments tonight, so I’ll be
home in a few.” She was so glad she didn’t live alone.

“Don’t forget my burger,” Barbara said.

“Not to worry, cuz.”

 


* * *

 


Barb scooped the burgers from the grill and called
to Allie. She sat on the back deck of the log home with Barb and a
pitcher of iced coffee. The late day sun filtered through the tall
white pines that towered above the house on the rise, casting cool
shadows on their table and chairs.

“You really like this internet person?” Barbara
asked. She pointed to the cordless phone in Allie’s lap as she
stretched her legs and hooked her boots on the deck rail.

“I think I might be falling in love with her. She’s
all I think about. We have so much in common. We want the same
things, and I’m super attracted to her. Like, over the top
attracted to her.”

Her cousin sighed and looked out toward the
barn.

“Are you worried about me meeting someone and
running away to get married or something?” Allie said. She turned
in her chair to face Barb. Allie was thirty years younger than
Barbara’s sixty-three years, but Barbara was so fit from physical
work they appeared closer in age to anyone who knew them.

“I just don’t know why you’re in such a rush to pair
up with someone.” Barbara turned to look at her fondly. “It’s your
good care that got me back on my feet so soon. You can stay here as
long as you want. You know that, don’t you?”

The phone in Allie’s lap rang.

“Two’s company and all that.” Barbara removed her
feet from the rail and her boots landed hard on the deck. She piled
dishes and condiments onto a large tray.

“Hi, you.” Allie took her iced coffee and walked
into the house and upstairs to her room. “Everything okay? I waited
at the library for a while.” She shut the door to her room and sat
on the bed.

“Oh, Allie, I’m so sorry, honey. It’s my mother
again. I was driving to her house and couldn’t call you.”

“Is she okay?” Part of her was concerned about
Lauren’s mother, but another part was angry at Lauren’s continual
excuses.

“I’m there now. She had another dizzy spell and
wanted me to come over and spend the night. I got caught up with
things, but she’s settled in now, and I’m all yours, sweet
Allie.”

Allie kicked off her shoes and got onto her bed. “I
know we’ve talked about this before, but I don’t want only a phone
relationship. I want to see you. I want to spend time with you. I
know today was about your mother, but I want to make plans to meet.
Not online. Face-to-face in person. You want that, don’t you?” Her
heart pounded as she said the words. She didn’t want to push Lauren
and scare her away, but she wanted to be honest about what she was
looking for.

“Of course, I do. But, honey, my life is more
complicated than yours right now. I’m over here in Maine, and
you’re over there in Vermont. I think we’re getting to know each
other in a deeper way, without all the distractions. If we were on
a date tonight, say at a restaurant, we’d have to talk to the
waitperson, then we’d be eating, there’d be other people around,
maybe loud people telling bad jokes. We’d be distracted. Here, on
the phone, it’s just you and me. I’m focused totally on you and
getting to know you. And we’ve been getting to know each other
better the past couple of weeks, haven’t we?” Lauren’s voice grew
husky and soft.

Allie
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