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        To everyone who’s followed Tori & Holly’s journey.

        This one’s for you.
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      “To the left. Nope, a bit higher.” Trudi took a step back. “Actually, could you move a bit to the right?”

      “I’m on a ladder,” Tori replied. “And my arm is about to drop off.” Trudi was taking this far too seriously and it was Friday afternoon, nearly Friday evening. Surely they should be thinking about going home soon and slating the boss?

      Only, Trudi was Tori’s boss now, and they shared a flat, so that idea was a non-starter.

      “What do you think? She’s your girlfriend, after all.” Trudi was referring to the enormous poster of Holly’s face that Tori was currently holding a corner of. They were in a local bar, measuring up to hang the promo posters for Babe Magnet — and the promo posters were, basically, Holly.

      “She looks gorgeous whichever way you hang it.”

      “You’re a bit biased.”

      “Ask a silly question.”

      “You’re right, though, she does look amazing — when’s she coming over?”

      “Four weeks and I can’t wait.” And Tori couldn’t. They’d only been apart two weeks, but seeing as Holly had proposed the day before she left, it felt way longer. Tori already knew the next four weeks were only going to follow the same pattern: hollow days bereft of love, but filled with busyness.

      “Go left.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yes,” Trudi replied. “Up a bit.” She clutched her chin as she peered up one of Holly’s giant nasal cavities. “You know, your girlfriend has very smooth nostrils up close. Either that or the retoucher did a great job.” She paused. “Stop. Put a mark on the wall just there — you still have the pencil?”

      “I do.”

      “Then that’s perfect.”

      Tori did as she was told, putting a faint pencil mark on the wall, before gingerly climbing down the ladder and rolling Holly up in a neat cylinder. Then she leaned against the polished wooden bar as Trudi hugged her.

      “I’ve got a good feeling in my bones about this. We’re going to put these launch posters of Holly up in bars all over the city, and then the Babe Magnet party is going to be the launch event to end them all.”

      “I agree. I’ve seen the drinks allowance.”

      Trudi nudged her. “It’s not just that. This is all our hard work, everything we’ve been working towards over the past year, all presented to the world to use. Babe Magnet is going to be the best lesbian dating app on the market.”

      “Don’t forget the bisexuals, polysexuals, transsexuals, queers and undecideds.”

      “As if I would. We’re inclusive, you know that.” Trudi folded her arms as she shook her head. “Sometimes, I still pinch myself. We’re in San Francisco and we’re launching an app that Shauna and I thought up over breakfast last year.”

      “Was it a power breakfast?” Tori knew the answer, but she thought she’d play along for her friend.

      “No, it was a bowl of porridge!” Trudi replied. “And now, here we are.” She put an arm around Tori. “And I can’t wait for your girlfriend to arrive either — she’s going to be perfect as the face of Babe Magnet, and wait till the Americans hear her accent. They’ll swoon all over again.”

      “She’s from Watford.”

      “I know that, you know that, but the Americans will just see her face and hear her voice, then think she’s been sent from heaven. You do know you’re engaged to a superstar, don’t you?”

      A sizzling hot superstar, Tori thought, remembering the sex they’d had the night before she left: their first as an engaged couple. “I do now,” she replied, her cheeks colouring as their intimate sex tape played in her mind.

      Luckily, it was for her eyes only, and Tori was in no doubt she was exactly that: lucky.
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      What had started out as a smattering of snowflakes had now turned into a full-blown snowstorm. Holly shook herself as she entered the bar, hoping to get rid of the excess ice that had attached itself to her in the short walk from the tube.

      It was sod’s law her first meeting since she’d been laid off was today, the day of snowmageddon, and everybody knew London went into meltdown in the face of even a centimetre of snow.

      She did a quick scan of the hotel bar but couldn’t see Ryan yet, so she claimed a sofa far away from the door and picked up the menu, scanning the overpriced items on it. When the waiter showed up, Holly ordered a coffee and a scone with jam.

      She glanced out the window: the snow was still coming down in sheets. It looked pretty from the inside, but Holly knew the truth when it settled and turned into ice. Still, at least she was off her crutches now, with her leg on the mend. Crutches in this weather would not have been pretty.

      A few minutes later she caught sight of Ryan dashing in through the main door, flicking snow from his shoulders as he scanned the room. When he saw her, he broke into a grin and did a little wave, before walking over.

      Holly had always had a soft spot for Ryan: they’d been trainees together in the same recruitment company when they were fresh out of college, before Ryan left to join another firm.

      “Great to see you!” Ryan gave her a hug, which she leaned back from to avoid getting too wet. Ryan’s blonde hair was cut shorter than normal, but he still had the same gym-fit body as always. “You’re still very tall, you know,” he said, holding her at arm’s length. “And still bloody gorgeous, obviously.”

      “And somehow, you still look like Brad Pitt in his prime.”

      Ryan gave her his widest smile that showcased his perfect teeth, a blur of polished white. With his boy-next-door good looks, Ryan was a favourite with men and women. He played on it no end, but at heart Ryan was a one-woman man, having married his childhood sweetheart, Eve, three years after graduation.

      His wedding ring glinted under the hotel lights as he sat down, and Holly glanced down at her ring finger, still empty, even though she was now officially engaged.

      She rubbed her finger as if twisting an imaginary ring and wondered what Tori was doing right now.

      It would be just gone 10am in San Fran, so she was probably drinking coffee with Trudi and working out how to snag more lesbians onto Babe Magnet.

      With Tori in charge of the marketing effort, Holly had no doubt it would succeed. Her future wife was brilliant at anything she put her mind to, including loving her. Holly’s stomach lurched at the thought: there was to be no loving her for the next four weeks — not in the flesh, at least.

      “So how are things? If I know you, you’re climbing the walls. Am I right?” Ryan ordered a beer from the waiter, and when he held up two fingers, Holly nodded.

      “Weirdly, I’m not. I’m actually enjoying the time off — turns out after working full-on for the past five years, I needed a break and my body and mind are thanking me.”

      “I don’t believe it,” Ryan replied, putting a couple of beermats onto the glass-topped table in anticipation. “You’re a workaholic. Or at least, I hope you are, otherwise this meeting might be a waste of time.” He grinned as he spoke.

      Her coffee and scone arrived and she set to work layering it up with cream and jam.

      “I just ordered you a beer.”

      Holly nodded. “I know, but I ordered this first. Your company’s paying, right?”

      Ryan laughed. “Absolutely.” He shook his head as Holly offered him half a scone. “Eve’s cooking dinner, so no scone for me.” He paused. “So I’ll cut straight to the chase. I know you’re not working at the moment, and right now we could really do with some help. So how are you fixed to come in and head up the contract side of the business for a few weeks? We’d make it worth your while, and you get to work with me again, which would surely be a dream come true.”

      Holly nodded, unable to reply as she had a mouthful of scone.

      “It’ll be like old times, except we get paid proper money,” Ryan added. “What do you think?”

      Holly swallowed, then cleared her throat. “When do you need me?”

      “Is tomorrow too soon?”

      Holly choked on her scone. “Yes — I have plans with my duvet.”

      Ryan gave her a grin. “Well, you tell me. We’d be lucky to have you, so whenever you can. So long as it’s soon.”

      “Does Monday work?”

      “It’s going to have to, isn’t it?”

      Their beers arrived just as Holly popped the last of the scone into her mouth. She clinked her bottle to Ryan’s when he held it up.

      “Here’s to the dream team getting back together.”

      “We worked together for six months, Ryan.”

      “But what golden months they were.” He took a gulp of his beer before continuing. “So how are you coping without Tori? How long’s she been gone?”

      “Just over a fortnight — and it’s weird. We’re trying to have daily chats, but the time difference is against us — when she’s free, I’m asleep, and vice versa. But I’m sure we’ll work it out. Right now, it feels like she’s gone away for a few days and she’ll be back soon.” Only, Holly knew she wouldn’t be: the only one waiting at home when she got back would be their cat, Valentine.

      He nodded. “Eve went away for a month when she was training, and I hated it — we don’t do well apart. I’d be a wreck if she was away for three months.”

      “Hopefully I’ll cope — and I’m going to visit in a month. Plus, I’m the face of the brand, so she won’t have to look far to catch a glimpse of what she’s missing. I’m all over their marketing material.”

      “Really? How did you score that gig?”

      Holly cocked her head: it was a question she’d asked herself. “I’m not exactly sure — I think I was conned into it one day when Tori’s friend Trudi was over. Just because I’m over 6ft, people think I’m a model.” She grinned. “I don’t mind, though — I’ve got some fab photos of me for free, plus they’re paying me and buying my plane ticket, so I can’t complain.”

      Ryan grinned his boyish smile. “And it’s a great way to keep you fresh in Tori’s mind when all those US lesbians are flinging themselves at her. She just has to call up her app, and there you are.”

      Holly frowned at that. Would Tori have hordes of US lesbians knocking at her door? She hoped not.

      “So how many weeks can you give us?”

      “How many do you need?” She was still chewing over Ryan’s words: she hated the uncertainty of being so far away. She trusted Tori completely; it was everyone else she was suspicious of.

      “Probably four?”

      “If the money’s right, I can give you four.”

      “And it might extend, obviously,” Ryan said, glancing out the window. “The snow’s not letting up, you know. We might be stuck here all night. Shall I order another beer just in case they run out so we can toast the return of the dream team?”

      Holly grinned. “Rude not to.”
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      Tori had been in the US for a couple of weeks, and she was acclimatising slowly. One thing she knew for sure was that everything was bigger: the fridges, the drinks, the roads, the cars, the opinions, the food. Especially the food.

      Tori swore, if she carried on eating at the rate she was going, she was heading back to the UK around two stone heavier — or 28 pounds as the Americans would say. Yet all around her, all she saw were skinny Americans. It was a conundrum that didn’t quite add up.

      Even the bridges were bigger, like the Golden Gate. Tori had only seen it once after nearly two weeks of being here, because it had been shrouded in fog since the day she landed like some kind of mysterious artefact. The fog had cleared a couple of days ago, and ever since she’d skipped down to catch the landmark just in case it disappeared again.

      Today, she was sitting on what she already considered to be ‘her’ bench, right near the Golden Gate, contemplating life without Holly.

      Even though she was missing her, life in San Francisco wasn’t all bad. First, she was in a new city, experiencing new things. Plus, she loved the service in America — everyone was so friendly all of the time.

      She loved the drinks measures, too: they reminded her of mainland Europe. She recalled getting happily drunk on giant gins with Holly in Rome. That is, until Cara had nearly ruined everything by trying to snog her.

      Bloody Cara.

      The other thing Tori was a fan of was how everyone loved the way she talked. In London, her accent was nothing special, her pronunciation could even be accused of being lazy at times — her voice wasn’t crisp and starched like Holly’s. In contrast, in San Francisco she achieved the height of desirability just by opening her mouth and saying a few words.

      However, there were obvious issues, too.

      First, Holly wasn’t here, and in Tori’s downtime, she missed her like a physical ache. It was as if someone had chiselled out a piece of her heart and was holding it hostage.

      She didn’t need it to function, her blood still pumped and it wasn’t necessary for her to enjoy her life; but she was always aware it wasn’t there, always aware how much more balanced she’d be with it back in place.

      Being away from Holly was making her lurch sideways.

      She also missed her mum, which was odd, seeing as Tori only saw her every couple of months. But the distance between them was causing a sentimental reaction, and she’d almost cried on her first Skype call to her.

      Finally, she missed her own space, which is why she was sitting on this bench. She missed coming home and being in her own flat — living with Holly didn’t count, it had never been a chore. But now, as well as living in a new country, she was back sharing a flat with Trudi and Shauna. Friends who were a couple, friends she was living and working with 24/7.

      Thank goodness they weren’t the type to walk and find this bench. Right here, Tori felt like she’d found her own unique part of the city, something nobody else could claim.

      When Holly arrived, she absolutely planned to bring her here and show her the bench she called home. It wasn’t a patch on their bench in London, where Holly had proposed just a few weeks ago, but it would do.

      Tori glanced down at her finger, and twisted her ring. She was engaged — she forgot that every now and again, it was still so new. When Holly finally got here, it’d feel like home, that small piece of her heart put back into place.
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      Holly was sat at her hotdesk when it hit her: she really didn’t want to work in recruitment anymore. She’d known that superficially when she’d left her last company, but she’d wondered if that was just because of the circumstances of her leaving, which had been less than stellar.

      Recruitment was what she knew and was good at. If she didn’t do it, what else was she going to do? That had been her thought process for the past week, as she’d sat in the flat with their cat, Valentine.

      When Ryan had come through with the offer, it was an easy ‘yes’ to bring in some money and use the skills she had. However, working in this office with all these bright young things had only confirmed what she already knew: she couldn’t come back to this, not full-time.

      The accident had changed her. Getting run down on a zebra crossing and nearly dying had shifted her perspective on life, and now her heart just wasn’t in the game. Like Take That had once sung, this was now someone else’s dream — and that realisation made her breath catch.

      She glanced to her left, where Ryan was sitting in his office, hemmed in by Perspex. He had a happy smile on his face and gave her a thumbs-up when he saw her looking.

      She returned it.

      Just this morning, she’d interviewed a new graduate for a position here. The woman had turned up in a pressed suit, clean shoes, her hair had sparkled and her skin had shone.

      She’d fit right in, Holly had known it immediately, and she’d known within two minutes the job was hers. Ryan would love her, the clients would love her; she’d be successful at this and earn a lot of money.

      She reminded Holly of herself six years ago: young, eager, fresh. But she wasn’t that person anymore. Now, when Holly looked forward she didn’t see herself heading up an agency as she had done even this time last year. Now, she wanted… well, if she knew that, she wouldn’t be wondering.

      She glanced at her watch: 4pm. She clicked on a wedding website she’d bookmarked, eyeing all the photos on show. Did she really want to walk down an aisle with rose petals on the floor and stand under a rose-covered arch? She was pretty sure the answer was no, and that Tori would say the same.

      Holly’s lips tweaked into a shy smile at the thought of Tori. It was 8am in America. She clicked on Tori’s WhatsApp profile, but she hadn’t been online since last night. She recalled Tori saying something about a breakfast meeting one day this week, but most of her time so far seemed to be spent in late-night meetings, usually in bars.

      Holly shook her head and focused on the website, clicking on a link that took her to a wedding checklist. Flowers, photographer, cake, chair covers, music, table decorations. She filled her cheeks with air and blew out.

      Wedding websites made her itch, especially ones covered in images of brides in flowing white gowns, the like of which she was never going to wear.

      Maybe that should be her new career — a wedding website catering to lesbians.

      It wasn’t the worst idea in the world.
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      “You might want to move the screen back a bit.” Tori’s head was enormous, taking up the whole screen. Holly loved seeing her girlfriend, but not up that close.

      Tori did as she was told. “That better?”

      “Much. So how are you?”

      She looked tired, like she hadn’t been sleeping or looking after herself. Tori didn’t like to cook and she was working round the clock to make the app a success, which probably meant a diet of coffee and snacks, which was clearly playing havoc with her complexion.

      Despite that, though, Holly still wanted to reach through the screen and kiss her. However she looked, Tori was always beautiful to her.

      “I’m knackered. We were out till 3am at one of the big club nights, and then we have a 10am meeting this morning to discuss the launch, which is getting closer every day and we still don’t have enough staff. Trudi is in a right tizz and Shauna’s working round the clock on the code. It’s manic.”

      “They’re making you earn your money, then.”

      Tori adjusted her screen again. “I don’t know what I was thinking giving up my cushy desk job.”

      “Don’t forget abandoning your fiancée.”

      “How could I?” Tori gave Holly a tired smile. “At least I didn’t drink as I was on duty, so I’m just tired.” She scratched the side of her face. “And how’s our little boy doing?”

      Valentine was sat on Holly’s lap, pawing the screen. “He’s saying hello.”

      “I can see.” Tori paused. “Hello Valentine!” she said, her pitch higher than normal. “Do you miss mummy?”

      Valentine meowed in response.

      “I miss you, if that helps,” Holly said.

      “It does, and I miss you, too.” Tori pouted. “How’s being back in an office?”

      “It’s making me see recruitment is not for me — not unless I want my soul to shrivel up and die.”

      Tori screwed up her face in a frown. “I’d say no to that option.”

      “Me, too. So plan B it is.”

      “Which is?”

      “To be confirmed.” She paused. “However, I am going to see that venue with my mum at the weekend, so I can let you know on that. Looks gorgeous.”

      “The one I sent you? The manor house? The one with the moat and the bridge? The one straight from a film set?”

      “The one where royalty could well have got married. Yep, that one.”

      Tori clapped her hands, then followed it up with a pout. “I’m torn — I’m excited about you going, but I want to go with you.”

      “I know,” Holly said. Doing this with the help of her mum was fine, but it wasn’t the same as planning it with Tori. This was meant to be an exciting time for both of them, yet right now, she felt sad and alone.

      “Being here sucks when we’re trying to plan a wedding.”

      “And going to these venues with my mum sucks.”

      Tori pursed her lips. “So life’s pretty sucky.”

      “It is.”

      “I bet your mum’s thrilled you asked her, though.”

      “She’s tickled pink.” Holly paused. “But I’d rather go with Sarah.”

      “Imagine if your mum found out you’d rather go with your step-mum. Ouch.”

      “I know.” Holly paused.

      She could see Tori, she could imagine how she smelt, but she was still so far away. “It’s not the same talking through a screen, is it?”

      Tori gave her a sad smile. “It’s as good as we can do right now.”

      “I mean, I can see your breasts, but I can’t touch them.”

      “I might have known you’d bring it back to breasts,” she said with a grin.

      “It’s your fault for having such fantastic ones. I miss them and I miss stupid things.” Holly paused. “Like you leaving your clothes all round the flat; you missing the shelf with your keys most nights and the clatter as they fall on the floor; and your baffled face as you try to work out what to do with microwave rice.” She gave Tori a sad smile. “I miss all of it.”

      “I know what to do with microwave rice!” Tori sounded indignant.

      “You do — burn it.”

      “It happened once.”

      “And how many times have you cooked it?”

      Tori grinned. “That’s not the point,” she replied, sighing. “And I miss you, too — mainly going to sleep with you and waking up with you. And you cooking me dinner — it feels like I’m back at university, living with Trudi and eating cereal for dinner, along with the occasional pizza.”

      “Try not to get scurvy before I arrive, okay?” Holly said, laughing.

      “I’ll try,” Tori agreed. “It’s not long till you’re here, and when you are, I promise I’ll let you cook me dinner, and that my breasts will be extra-attentive to your needs.”

      “They will?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “Smart breasts.”

      Tori gave her a grin. “Babe, I have to go, sorry — it’s coming up for 10am and I have this meeting.” She checked her watch, then looked off to the side. “Shall we do the same time at the weekend? I have so much to do before then.”

      “And maybe a little FaceTime sex then, too?” Holly said. Tori had promised her nakedness for the past week, but her schedule had been too busy. Holly had been working out all sorts of moves and angles in her absence.

      Tori grinned. “Sorry, I’m distracted.” She wiggled her mouth, before settling on what Holly guessed was meant to be a sexy pout. “I won’t be distracted at the weekend,” she said, in her best femme fatale voice.

      “Better,” Holly replied. “I climbed our hill the other day, sat on our bench, but it was just weird. I got all sad thinking about how happy we were last time we were there.”

      “Stop being so maudlin — take Ryan to the pub, he’ll take your mind off it.”

      “Actually I have a date with Kerry coming up, it’ll be nice to see her.” Kerry was an old friend of Holly’s from university, who’d just been travelling the world and was back in London briefly. “She’s planning on coming to the US.”

      “Really? Have you told her I’m in San Francisco? That should stop her coming to California.” Tori made a face at the screen like she’d just eaten something bad.

      “Good to see your opinion of Kerry hasn’t changed.”

      “Well, has she changed?” Tori raised an eyebrow at the screen.

      “She’s been travelling round Asia for the past two years. She might have gone Zen and read up on all sorts of stuff, like how to behave when your old mate’s girlfriend is around. She might surprise you.”

      Tori snorted. “Kerry won’t change, she likes the way she is. Combative I believe is the word. And she didn’t think much of me when I was just your friend, so I’m sure she was thrilled when she heard we were getting married.”

      “She said congratulations, actually.”

      “I’ll reserve judgement.”

      “Well, I’ll report back when I’ve met her. I said she could stay for a bit till she flies to America, so she’s taking the spare room.”

      Tori nodded. “Makes sense,” she said. “Just don’t leave her alone with Valentine. She might corrupt him.”

      Tori grinned at her own joke and Holly rolled her eyes.

      “So we’re agreed on an October wedding date — you’ll see what they have available?” Tori added.

      “Yup — leave it with me.” Holly paused. “Have a great day, babe.”

      “You too, love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      There was a noise as the call disconnected, and then the screen just showed an image of Tori from around three years earlier. Holly stared at it for a few moments before shutting down her laptop and leaving the meeting room.

      As usual, after speaking to Tori, Holly was on a temporary high. However, she knew that in a while she’d come crashing down, as if she’d just eaten a block of Cadbury’s Dairy Milk and necked a vat of coffee.

      When she got back to her desk, Ryan was still in his office and beckoned her in. She stuck her head into his space.

      “Fancy a drink? Eve’s out for the night with work, which means I’ve got a free pass.”

      Holly slumped against the doorframe, weighing up her options. Valentine might frown at her, but a drink was just what the doctor ordered.

      She gave him a nod. “We can’t let a free pass go to waste, now can we?”
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      The following evening, Sarah paid Holly a visit on her way home from work. Since the accident, Sarah had slipped seamlessly into being one of Holly’s close friends, which was weird seeing as she was married to her dad.

      “How are you coping on your own?” Sarah asked, shrugging off her coat and sitting down on Holly’s L-shaped couch. Outside the window, the trains rattled by, their window ledges thick with a January frost.

      “I’m okay — and it’s only a few weeks till I fly over. I’m doing a bit of recruitment work with an old colleague, too, so that’s keeping me busy.” Holly handed Sarah a glass of Merlot, before sitting down next to her with a glass of her own.

      “Not falling back into it, I hope?”

      “Nope, just a few weeks and I couldn’t turn down the cash. Doing it freelance alongside something else could be the way to go, to keep the money coming in.”

      “Look at you getting all entrepreneurial,” Sarah replied. “And how are the wedding plans?”

      “Mum and I are going to see a venue Tori and I both love, so I have high hopes.” She clicked her fingers together. “And by the way, did I ask if Elsie could be flower girl?”

      Sarah smiled. “You did not, but if you offer her a lovely dress and the chance to show off, I’m sure she’ll be all over it.”

      Holly laughed. “I’ll stop
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