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Sara bit her lower lip as she eyed her figure in the mirror. Once again, she felt doubts about the clothes she should wear. The short dress didn’t show anything it shouldn’t, and it was reasonably conservative despite its size. It looked more than acceptable, made her look good, and yet...

She felt something was missing. A spark of daring, a hint of sexiness.

A sigh escaped her. 

Part of her wondered why she bothered. It wasn’t as if anything could happen, right? She didn’t even know if Val would be there; even if she was, the other woman might not want to see her.

She was the one that broke things between them a decade ago. That Val didn’t protest much at the time made her think her then-girlfriend might have felt as she did, but over the years, she wondered. Could they have made it work? They went to college in opposite areas of the country, and even considering air travel, it would have been tough for them to spend time together.

At the time, and being an eighteen-year-old that thought she knew better, Sara thought breaking it off was the best choice.

It was something she had regretted since. Maybe not at first. As the years passed, though, she could never truly forget about the other woman. More than once, her thoughts turned to the other brunette, and she wondered how her life would have gone if they had stayed together.

They might have drifted apart later, with nothing to show for it. They might have decided to have a somewhat open relationship during college and see what would happen. They might have come to hate one another.

Not knowing was sometimes the hard part about it. That sensation that things could have gone much better if she had just tried instead of taking the easy way out.

Now that she imagined she might see the other woman again, all those thoughts came pouring back, making her imagine. She shook her head and tried to regain some semblance of control over herself. She couldn’t let her mind get away from her. There was no guarantee that Val would even be in attendance. She had questioned the organizers about it, but they hadn’t been able to tell her; the other brunette hadn’t confirmed her attendance.

Sara bit her lower lip, turned on her feet, and moved back to the closet. She would hope for the best and prepare for that eventuality. 

The brunette had brought more than enough clothes with her, yet nothing seemed to please her. When she left home, she did so with two suitcases packed to the brim, even though she would only be in the area for a few days, and now, she regretted not bringing even more.

After glancing at her watch, she bit her lower lip again. She might still have enough time to go out and buy something; something might catch her eyes...

No, she shook her head and straightened a little. She had enough clothes, and plenty of them would look good on her; she just needed to choose. It was more complicated than it seemed and took her about an hour. The red dress she picked was far more daring than she had been thinking of wearing. Still, the thought of Val’s eyes burning up with want when she looked at her...

Sara breathed in and out, trying not to get ahead of herself.

There was a chance nothing would happen. If she was honest, that was the more likely result of this. Trying to believe it would be otherwise was foolish, even if she was allowed to hope a little.

Once again, her eyes moved over the mirror. The cleavage on display was far more generous than she usually allowed, though it did make her look sexy. A bit slutty as well, especially with the way it displayed her legs. If it drew Ava’s eyes, though...

She would see.

From that point forward, it was only a matter of waiting, though she hated every moment of it. She found herself pacing from one side of the hotel room to the other, looking at the time and wondering if she should start moving or wait a little more. It wouldn’t take her long to arrive, and she could quickly get there on time, but she didn’t want to arrive too soon. Ultimately, her lack of patience got to her, and she moved out.

A wave of nostalgia hit her when she saw her old high school, and for a moment, she could almost relieve the memories of the time she spent with Ava at her side, almost as if she was there. She shook her head and vanished them, trying to focus on what mattered. She had already lost too much time thinking about the other female over the years. Today, she would see if that would amount to anything and if it was worth it in some way. Losing more time thinking about Ava wouldn’t help any.

She stepped into the amphitheater and felt eyes on her figure almost immediately. It wasn’t surprising: she was hot, dressed to kill, and moved with confidence that she really didn’t feel but knew how to display. It didn’t take long either for old colleagues to approach and greet her and for Sara to greet them back, spending some time talking to them. Some had been close, others not as much, yet Sara felt happy about seeing them despite that. They represented memories of a time when everything was far more straightforward in her life, and she felt a spark of happiness at their presence.

That happiness vanished when she asked them about Ava; none of them could tell her anything. It shouldn’t bother her that much; she knew the chance of the other brunette being there was remote.

By now, Ava might be perfectly happy with some other woman, having children with her, and enjoying like Sara never truly got to once they parted. It wasn’t as if her former best friend hadn’t been a bit of a heartbreaker when they were young, even if she changed once she got involved with Sara.

It was something that had stopped her from falling for Ava’s charms before. They had danced around one another for a bit, content with calling each other best friends, even as they started to understand they wanted more. Fear that she could ruin her friendship with the other brunette only to be a temporary plaything made her reject any advances the other woman made until she eventually gave in. Ava ended up proving different with her.

And then they finished high school, moved to different corners of the nation, and that was it.

She sighed again after casting another glance around the place. It seemed Ava wouldn’t be coming. Maybe it wasn’t too surprising. When she looked around, she could easily see that more than half of her class was missing. It shouldn’t surprise her that Ava was one of them. She wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for her hope of seeing her former lover. If Ava didn’t feel as she did and if she didn’t miss their time together...

Sara shook her head. She could have tried to find information about the other woman online; it was trivial to do so nowadays. Fear of what she would find stopped her. What if she discovered that Ava was married with children? What if the brunette was single and available, and Sara started to hope more, and everything ended in disaster? She looked back to their previous relationship with longing; nothing indicated Ava would do the same.

Just as she was about to lose hope, something made her turn.

She couldn’t explain what it was. Maybe it was fate. Perhaps her heart knew better than her brain. She turned and looked at the entrance, and her breath escaped her in a rush when she put her eyes on the woman standing there. Ava allowed her eyes to rove over the room until their gazes met. Then the brunette froze.

Ava was gorgeous. The years they had spent apart allowed the other brunette to fill up in ways she hadn’t entirely managed yet at eighteen, and even from a distance, Sara could tell how generous the other’s curves had become. Much like Sara herself, Ava was wearing a dress, one more conservative than Sara’s from the waist up, though once she started walking, Sara could see that the brunette’s dress was slitted almost to the hip. She let her eyes feast on the expanse of legs it revealed, felt her heart beating a bit quicker, and only looked up when she realized the other woman was moving towards her.

For a time, nothing else existed in the entire world, only the two of them.

With each moment that passed, Ava came closer to her, and Sara felt her breath becoming harsher, her blood pumping through her veins as her heart started to gallop. Once the other woman got close enough, their eyes met, and she almost lost herself in the other’s dark orbs.

And then Ava reached her side. They stilled then, with a couple of feet between them, their eyes on one another. Sara swallowed when those eyes broke their gaze to wander down her frame, and she would swear she saw them becoming far more heated.

“Sara.” Ava eventually said, and her rough voice sent a shiver racing down Sara’s back.

“Ava.” She replied in a similar tone of voice. The other woman was more beautiful than she remembered her, far hotter as well. Her curves had become a woman’s curves, her breasts had become generous, and her lips delectable. Those lips twitched into a smirk when Ava realized that Sara was eyeing her with something like appreciation, and Sara blushed in reply. She managed not to look away, though.

It had always been like this between them. Ava was the daring one, the one that made the first move. Sara always tried to contain herself. Over the years, she had changed a little and gained the confidence to face the world another way, even when it came to love and romance. She didn’t fear taking charge once in a while
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