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Synopsis

Nash Wiley, aka slow learner, discovers that hooking
up with your sexy neighbor isn’t such a great idea, especially if
you like your apartment and you’d like to keep living there. Having
sex with both of your neighbors is an even worse idea, especially
if those neighbors happen to be in a relationship…with each other.
Threesomes always sounded so exotic and exciting in the abstract.
As it turns out, the reality of sleeping with two women at the same
time is a lot more complicated. But it wasn’t like it was Nash’s
idea, and when the offer presented itself she found it impossible
to say no.
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This is the second installment in a series of short
stories all set in Orlando, Florida.

I wrote these stories about a year before the
horrible shooting there. I’ve really struggled with my feelings
about what happened. The whole event felt extra personal because I
lived in Orlando during my twenties. Pulse, and other gay clubs,
were where I came out. My time in Orlando represents my passage to
adulthood in many ways.

I debated whether the timing was right to publish
this series because the stories are very humorous in tone. But
maybe now is the best time to publish them, because they celebrate
LGBT life in Orlando, which still burns bright, despite this
terrible attack.

This story is for you, Orlando.


Nash Wiley was up and out of the house before ten
o’clock on her day off, proof that miracles did exist. She parked a
few blocks down the street from the café. She looked back to check
out her ride as she crossed the street. Yep, it still sucked.

A week had passed since an SUV five times its size
totaled her roadster. Since then she’d been relegated to driving
around in a soulless, champagne-colored rental car, and she didn’t
want to be seen driving it. Especially not by the beautiful Anna
Hayes.

A first impression was a one-time thing. Nash wasn’t
going to waste it being seen in a crap car before their first date.
Technically, she’d already made a first impression the day of the
wreck when Anna had stopped to help on her way to the hospital
where she worked as a nurse. And then there’d been that amazing
kiss later that night in the ER while her pal Jan Webber lay
bleeding in the next room.

It wasn’t as if Web was dying or anything. They’d
been out at a club and Web had taken her eyes off her cocktail to
flirt with some hottie in a green dress. Then Web had accidently
shoved the straw up her nose when she tried to take a sip. Nash had
to laugh to herself as she remembered that frantic drive to the ER.
She actually owed Web big time. If Web hadn’t needed to go to the
hospital then Nash would never have gotten Anna’s number. Now here
she was, one week later, meeting Anna for coffee.

She was still checking the car when someone honked.
Her heart nearly jumped out of her chest. She’d been distracted by
a momentary visualization of Anna in her kitten-pattern scrubs and
hadn’t noticed the silver Prius until it was on top of her. Those
damn cars were silent but deadly. What self-respecting car doesn’t
have engine noise? Someone should put a bell on those things. Nash
waved an apology at the driver and hustled out of the street.

As the car passed she couldn’t help noticing the
license plate: ECODRVR. Prius drivers loved to gloat about their
gas mileage. It might be gloat-worthy, but it was still highly
annoying.

Nash scanned the café and spotted Anna at a booth
near the back. Anna gave her a smile and a small wave as Nash
crossed the crowded restaurant. A couple of women looked Nash up
and down as she passed. She acted as if she didn’t notice, but she
was flattered. She figured when she could get straight women to
check her out, then she’d chosen the right shirt and jeans. It took
skill to dress in men’s clothing without looking like a man. It was
all about the cut of the shirts. They needed to be broad through
the shoulders but tailored so they fit more closely at the
waist.

Anna stood up as Nash approached.  She realized
she’d only seen Anna twice. Both times Anna had been wearing
scrubs, but not today. She was wearing a skirt, a sleeveless knit
shirt that hugged every curve, and casual sandals; her brown hair
hung just past her shoulders. She tucked it behind her ear as they
took their seats.

“Hi. Is this okay?” Anna asked.

“Yeah, absolutely. I like sitting in a booth.” Nash
glanced around the trendy café. There was a huge pastry display
case up front, small tables in the center of the room, and cozy
booths lining the walls. A smattering of large colorful canvases
hung around the interior. They looked as if the pastry chef had
painted them, or someone else who didn’t know how to paint anything
but large square shapes of color. Everyone thinks they’re an
artist. It was a curse sometimes to have a degree in art. Not that
Nash didn’t care for abstract art. She did. But there was good
abstract art, and then there was crap. It bothered her that lots of
people couldn’t tell the difference.

There were brightly colored throw pillows in the
corner of the booth’s bench seat. This looked like the sort of
place Nash pictured that Anna would frequent. Cute. Girlie. Which
probably explained why Nash had never been there. The overwhelming
feminine vibe of the décor made her a bit self-conscious. If she
lingered here for very long she might feel the need to paint her
toenails or wear dangly earrings.

Nash ran her fingers through her hair. “So, did you
order already?”

“No, I just got here. But I did grab us menus. We
order at the bar up front, but then they’ll bring it to us.” Anna
handed her a menu.

Nash took a deep breath. Why was she so nervous? She
made sure to brace her arms on the edge of the table so that Anna
wouldn’t be able to see her hands shaking. “Have you been here
before? What’s good?”

“Well, they have great salads, and their berry pies
are amazing. I’ll probably just have coffee though. Suddenly, I’m
not very hungry.”

Nash glanced up. Anna’s cheeks were just the tiniest
bit pink. Maybe Anna was as nervous as she was. Somehow that
thought helped Nash relax a little. “Maybe I’ll just get coffee
too. We can always get pie later if we find our appetites.” Nash
stood up. “Let me get the first round. What’s your preference?”

“I’ll take a latte, thanks.”

“You got it.” Nash tried for nonchalance as she
walked to the counter, but she was hyper aware that Anna was
probably watching her move across the room. She was hoping the
faded jeans she’d chosen hung below her hips in just the right way
to show off her ass. What little ass she had.

Nash returned after a few minutes carrying a small
plate. “I decided to bring a few cookies.”

“What did you get?”

“I basically tried to pick the ones that looked like
they had the most butter and sugar. I went for the ones with
frosting.”

“Perfect.” Anna reached over and broke a small chunk
off and took a bite.

“So, do you have to work today?” asked Nash.

“Yeah, but not until later. I’m working nights this
week. What about you?”

“I’m off today and tomorrow, but I have to go in
Sunday.” There was no such thing as a weekend or a holiday when you
worked for a daily newspaper. Everyone wanted the news on his or
her day off so someone was working twenty-four/seven to get the
paper out. Nash was actually feeling lucky because she had a
Saturday off for a change. She planned to make the most of her two
days off, starting now.

“I just realized I don’t even know what you do for
work.”

“I work for the Orlando paper.”

“So you’re a reporter?” asked Anna.

“No, staff artist. I do a little of everything.
Maps, charts, features illustration, you name it.”

“Wow, that sounds like a great job.”

“I like it. It’s perfect for those of us with short
attention spans because you end up doing something different every
day.” Nash fidgeted with the edge of the menu. “I’m sorry you have
to work, I was hoping
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