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by
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 Chapter
One

“Come on. You know
it’ll be fun. Besides I need someone to talk to while Emma
networks. Please!”

I rolled my eyes, but
didn’t answer. I wanted to see if Katy, my former college roommate
and current best friend, would throw in anything to try and
convince me to go to the Lesbians Who Tech mixer with her and Emma,
her girlfriend of a year.

The silence
worked.

“Susan, I’ll bring
you some salted caramel drinking chocolate from the chocolatier
down the street. You won’t have to spend the evening nibbling on
carrot sticks and cheese cubes. And you might meet someone
nice.”

The word “nice”
stretched out on her tongue like a fresh stick of gum. I ignored it
and filed it away in the back of my mind along with all of her
other suggestions over the past year that I date or at least get
laid. I told her the chocolate better be extra hot and that I’d see
her in a few hours, but as I stared at my wardrobe, picking out an
outfit, I started to think that she may finally be right.

For weeks it was too
soon. I was too raw from my breakup with Amanda. Her work as a DJ
called her away more and more until we barely saw each other. One
day she simply said, “Goodbye.” We looked in each other’s eyes and
knew that this was the last time. We kissed, but didn’t linger.
That night Katy fed me ice cream, and we watched Supergirl.
Every time the lesbians on that show kissed I burst into tears
again, which made me a not-fun TV viewing companion, but I couldn’t
help it.

Weeks turned into
months. I grabbed the black pants that made my butt look great and
the cream chiffon shirt with a pearl and rhinestone collar that
made me feel sexy. Katy was right. It was time to give myself
another chance at true love.

The paper cup Katy
handed to me was indeed hot, and the salted caramel drinking
chocolate inside it was divine, not too sweet, not too salty, not
too bitter, just right. The women at this Lesbians Who Tech event
at the local LGBT community center were an interesting bunch. I
could see why Katy thought there was a chance for me to meet
someone. There were the about-to-graduate and just-graduated
techies dreaming of apps that would make them rich. They were cute.
There were more established techies, like Emma, who were networking
for either a new job or to recruit someone for their company. They
were cute, too. Some gals weren’t that techie, but appeared to be
looking for love.

They were like me.
They knew the difference between an app and a website and how to
use both, but they didn’t really care how they worked. These women
were there just to be with other lesbians, bi women, queer women,
trans women, other smart, beautiful women looking for love like
them.

In my head, I was
denying that I was really looking for love, too. I told myself that
I had just become open to the possibility. It was time, but I held
myself back. I still felt unsure. This is how the evening went.
Katy pointed out someone. I took another sip of the delicious hot
chocolate she had brought me and looked away. Emma periodically
stopped by to talk about who she met before going off on another
lap around the room. If Katy was frustrated, she didn’t show it.
I’d be frustrated if I were her. I mean, she just wanted me to be
happy.

Katy was pointing out
an African American woman with long dreads and a stunning
smile.

“You know, you don’t
have to marry her today. You could just talk to her. Start slow. Go
slow. Do things completely differently from how you usually
move.”

I ignored her
commentary on the usual trajectory of my relationships. Besides, I
wasn’t going to make a move on her. She was cute, but too far away
because she was across the room. Also, I didn’t like her brown
sandals. My excuses were getting super thin, but when I turned away
this time I accidentally locked eyes with a sleek soft butch in a
navy blue pinstripe blazer. Her cherubic cheeks were framed by
masses of short dark curls, and she was not letting go of my gaze.
She was walking—no, make that strutting—right toward me.

I took my last sip of
chocolate, and then she was right in front of me, breaking into a
giant grin that would be etched into my mind forever. I think Katy
was saying something, but I couldn’t hear her anymore.

“So, how do you
tech?” said this vision of lovely soft butchness. Butchness?
Where did that come from? Is that even a word? Her grin made
her eyes twinkle, and, while she was cute from a distance, she was
downright adorable up close, with a little gap in her front teeth
and a lock of hair that fell perfectly over her left eye.

Katy grabbed the now
empty paper cup out of my hand and went to catch up with Emma.

One of the many great
things about old friends was how they knew when to hang out and
play defense against unwanted attention. They also knew when to
make themselves scarce, like now. Katy left us alone while Ali,
which was this beautiful woman’s name, told me about her work with
SAS and other analytic software to help the pharmaceutical company
she worked for plan their business strategy. I nodded attentively,
but I was distracted by the dimple in her chin and her funky
tortoiseshell glasses.

Then it was my turn
to tell her about my work as a buyer for Win-Gold’s department
store and how I relied heavily on numbers from people like her at
my company to help me make decisions every day, although my gut
instinct played a very important role.

“Sometimes you just
know. Other times it can be wishful thinking. Like I’m wishing that
shoulder cut-outs will go the way of metallics for day wear,” I
said.

She played with her
glasses and looked at me quizzically before breaking into another
beautiful grin. “I don’t understand what you just said. Day wear?
Shoulder cut-outs?”

She pushed back that
lock of hair hanging in her left eye. The curl flopped right back.
We inched closer to each other and moved on to more personal
topics. I commented on the gold Magen David hanging from a chain
around her neck and peeking out from the collar of her Oxford
button-down shirt. I said I was Jewish, too. She smelled like fresh
air with a slight hint of lilacs and cheese cubes.

She told me she was a
member of a local reform congregation that was very LGBT friendly.
I said I hadn’t been to a synagogue in years, not since a cousin’s
bar mitzvah.

“He’s just gone off
to college, which tells you how long ago that was,” I said.

She said she had a
bat mitzvah to go to in a month.

“Actually, it was
initially planned as a bar mitzvah, but my cousin came out as
transgender and changed her name from David to Rachel.” She
sighed.

I sensed frustration.
“You’re not looking forward to it?”

“I’m not looking
forward to the shopping for it. I don’t have anything to wear,” she
blurted out.

Shopping! She needs
to go shopping! Yes!

“I see. You want to
go shopping?”

She shook her head.
“Nope. I never want to go shopping, but I have to so I’ll
go.”

I could see that she
was truly miserable at the thought of shopping for new clothes.
Obviously, I loved shopping, so I couldn’t relate to that sort of
misery, but this could be a ready-made opportunity to spend more
time with her and get to know her better. How could I pass this
up?

“I can help you out,
if you want. I can take you shopping at my store. I’ll make sure
you’re treated right.”

“That would be
great,” she said.

The more I looked at
her, the more beautiful she became. I started to realize how
familiar she looked, although I couldn’t place her.

I asked her if we had
met before. She said it was probably at some lesbian and/or Jewish
thing. She was probably right. The more we talked, the more we
realized that we had often been in the same places. We just weren’t
there at the same time. We had friends of friends in common but no
direct connection. Weird because we’d occasionally lived in the
same neighborhood and even once gone to the same school when we
were kids.

“I guess we’ve just
been circling each other,” she said.

“Until now,” I said,
lost in her gaze.

“Until now.”

I pictured her
kissing me then, a delicate peck on the lips. The kiss would be
sweet and arousing. But we didn’t kiss at that moment, more’s the
pity, because Katy and Emma came back. Most likely, Katy had told
Emma that I was talking to a very attractive woman, so they
probably decided it was time for a friendly check-in. I introduced
them to Ali, although I was still distracted by the imagined kiss.
Emma effused about connecting with a techie at a larger law firm
than her current one. Katy made it clear that if Emma found a new
job they were not moving. She also reported that she checked out
the cheese cubes and declared the sharp cheddar ones edible.

Suddenly, there was a
business card under my nose. Ali was excusing herself and asking me
to call her. I said I would and squeezed her shoulder. She lingered
for just a moment as if she wasn’t quite sure what to do next. I
wasn’t sure either, but she finally said something about having to
walk her dog. Oh, yay, she has a dog! I hope he gets along with
Boone, my Chihuahua.

“Shopping soon!” I
yelled after her.

“Absolutely,” she
replied before disappearing.

Two days later I met
her
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