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To Boldly Follow…

It took all of Quinn’s courage to sign up for AllCon. Months later, with her meticulously tailored Katherine Janeway costume tucked into her Bag of Holding, she’s made it to the convention center lobby. But the chaos and crowds are overwhelming. On the verge of chickening out, an unlikely beacon in full, fabulous costume crosses her path. What would Janeway do? Quinn decides to boldly follow.

It could turn out to be the rightest wrong decision of Quinn’s life.

[image: roseswash-300]




Contemporary Convention Heat-Cute Sapphic Romance, sensual explorations, one night to a new beginning; lesbian; novella; 12,200 words.

c260911








Copyright © 2026 Karin Kallmaker
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To all the people in my life who have shown me the power of being yourself, including when you’re pretending to be someone else.
















Thank you for an honest review or rating of this story. 
You help readers like you find stories they love.
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CHAPTER ONE




THERE’S A CLASSIC anxiety nightmare of showing up at a party naked. It’s clearly a dream, right? Even though it’s scary, our brains know a wide-awake person wouldn’t be naked by accident. If it’s on purpose that’s a whole different kind of dream.

I have a true nightmare. I’m not naked. I’m fully clothed. In all the wrong kinds of clothes. Very, very wrong kinds of clothes.

This terrifying, humiliating situation can absolutely happen while wide awake.

Like right now.




















CHAPTER TWO


MY HEAD HAD snapped around to watch her. Like everyone else’s.

She was dressed right out of the Rocky Horror Picture Show, stiletto heels clicking as she strutted across the Global Center hotel lobby.

She didn’t look right or left, only ahead. And was utterly poised in a three-story, echoing lobby full of people in their usual day clothes — suits for business conferences, jeans and sweaters for travel. Somehow, she made everyone else, including me, look like we were the ones in the wrong place.

The close-fitting open-laced black vest displayed both cleavage and the underside of small, firm breasts. The string of chunky white pearls ringed a long neck. The outfit was finished off with the classic black satin girdle and garters snapped to thigh-high fishnet stockings.

It was seriously righteous costuming. Full attention to detail, right down to the chunky black high heels. Clearly Frank N. Furter was on her way to AllCon’s opening cocktail party and costume parade.

I scrambled to my feet and followed the sashaying Frank out of the massive hotel lobby and into the concrete convention center maze. Keeping up with the long strides required dodging around endless clusters of people and their piles of luggage. Not for the first time I wished to be taller, bigger, just more somehow. Like Frank in that fabulous costume. People were clearing the way, and she never had to break her stride. Quinn Simmons, Pale Girl, didn’t inspire anyone to get out of her way.

My carefully made Captain Janeway costume was still rolled into the Bag of Holding slung over my shoulder. If I were more lion and less mouse I’d already have it on. I’d make an entrance, like Frank. Instead, I was in jeans and an Overwatch t-shirt guaranteed to blend in and be ignored in the AllCon crowd.

First truth: Frank had very long legs.

Second truth: Frank walked very fast.

Third truth: There is nothing confidence-boosting about scurrying. Would Captain Kathryn Janeway scurry? No she would not.

When Frank had crossed my path, I’d been desperate to find AllCon. I’d gotten lost trying to find my way to the reception three times already. I’d even gone to the anxious extremity of asking for directions. What did that get me? Not a yellow brick road that delivered me to the Emerald Ballroom. Instead, it was a roundabout path back to the lobby.

Frank turned a corner ahead of me. I plunged after her but had to slow to apologize to a woman I’d nearly mowed down.

You know, I had really made an effort to be in control of what happened this year. I’d prepared myself for the usual convention-fog-anxiety by studying the map before I left home. I’d known there were two towers of hotel rooms, a three-story convention complex, and two-story shopping mall. The massive complex was spread over four downtown Seattle city blocks.

It had seemed doable. Conquerable.

In person, though, it was loud, frenetic, and deeply unsettling.

What use was a sign overhead that pointed to “Ballroom-West” when nothing on the wall-mounted map was called “West”? And how was I supposed to know which direction was west? None of the maps had a compass wheel or exterior streets, or indicators for any local landmarks, like the Space Needle or Puget Sound. No matter where you are in Seattle, Puget Sound is always west – that would be the gist of the ALL CAPS Yelp review I was writing in my head.

There were no “You are Here” indicators on the wall maps. The digital pathfinders were all blinking, “Connection Lost.” That’s right, shortly after I arrived their Wi-Fi went down, so I don’t think I was the only anxious adventurer in the place.

The pit of my stomach filled with the dread of too many stories where the machines take over or when an electro-magnetic pulse takes out the entire digital world. Would it feel like this? Trapped in a concrete maze bereft of daylight?

The first time I got lost was when the Wi-Fi went down. That’s when I discovered that the thick concrete walls meant no cell service.

The second time I got lost included an escalator closed for repair. I’d abruptly found myself in front of Starbucks in one of the fingers of the mall, so I retraced my steps only to end up in front of Starbucks again. At least, I think it was the same Starbucks, like it had a tractor beam.

Maybe this was what the machine overlords would give us? A concrete maze for sure — but hey it has a Starbucks! I laughed to myself at the thought, but it was not comforting.

Thank goodness Frank was tall — it was easy to see the top of her head as we plowed through crowded foyers and meeting room lobbies stuffed with expensively suited pharmaceutical reps, slalomed through swarms of polo-with-lanyard software engineers, and skirted at least two wedding receptions. One was playing “Cupid Shuffle” and no doubt that would be stuck in my head for the rest of the evening.

Frank went up an escalator, so did I. Frank crossed a sky bridge to the next complex over, so did I. At least on a sky bridge I could see Puget Sound, which told me which way was west. Now if only my brain worked like some other people’s, and I could take that innate directional feeling inside the complex to one of the maps. But my brain has never worked that way. Maps and I have a long, fraught history.

I’d been happy that AllCon was in Seattle, because that meant I could commute from Issaquah the first two days and get a room only for the final night when the events went into the late evening. I’d preplanned my transit, made sure the tap-and-go fare app worked, and arrived early. I’d been
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