

			
    
            Chapter One





			Kenzie McCall loved Valentine’s Day. It wasn’t so much that she loved heart-shaped candy and Cupid decorations, or that she liked exchanging overpriced chocolate with her partner. In fact, this year, Kenzie found herself very much single. But being single on Valentine’s Day wasn’t bringing her down. What Kenzie loved most were love songs. Since she was a songwriter, Valentine’s Day for Kenzie was practically Christmas. Singing love songs while happy couples doted on one another was what she thrived on. Yes, thousands of fans screaming her name would be much more thrilling, but for now, Kenzie would take any audience she could get.

			She played with the ends of her hair when her phone buzzed on the bathroom counter. Shit. It was Jenni. “Hello?”

			“Where are you?” Jenni sounded frantic.

			“I’m almost there. I’m only three blocks away.”

			Kenzie gave herself a final once-over in the mirror on the back of her bathroom door. Playing guitar with her hair down was impractical, but she was playing for tips tonight. Somehow the end of the month came faster every month, and while songwriting was her passion, the paycheck was sporadic. Her favorite pair of dark skinny jeans, a white camisole, and a flowing red sweater completed her look. Just festive enough but not too revealing to get any husbands in trouble for tipping extra—or wives. She looked at her top for the third time, making sure she couldn’t see her bra through the sheer shirt. She felt good. She looked good. Her hair, while annoying that it was down, was having a good day, and for whatever reason, so were her breasts.

			“Dammit, Kenz. You live three blocks away. You haven’t even left yet?”

			Kenzie knew that tone. “I’m sorry, Jenni. I was on a roll tonight and totally lost track of time. I promise I can walk fast.” Kenzie was never on time. Everyone who knew her knew that fact. She would argue that it wasn’t her fault. She often got caught up in the moment and lost track of time between the constant guitar, piano, or whatever instrument she played that day. When the melody hit and the lyrics flowed, she was in her own world. Meteors could strike and Kenzie might not notice if the chord progression was just right.

			“I’m leaving now. I’ll be there in ten.” Kenzie threw her saddlebag over one shoulder and picked up her guitar case in her free hand.

			Jenni let out a sigh. “Find me the second you get here. I need to show you how the new setup works.”

			“I’ll see you soon, Jenni.”

			Kenzie thanked her lucky stars the rain held off, as drizzle in the Pacific Northwest was all too common in February. She wore tall brown boots because they would look great onstage, not because they were functional. Fortunately, the walk was only a few blocks.

			Pressed, the coffee and wine bar, opened just three years ago in the Portland suburb. Business continued to thrive even though Pressed didn’t have a large kitchen, and Jenni made it clear she had no intentions of becoming a chef, but on special occasions, Jenni would cater dinners. Valentine’s Day quickly became her most popular night of the year, with tickets selling out all three years of the event.

			The fun and festive decorations looked like Cupid threw up all over the place between the pink and red hearts and angel cutouts. At one point, Pressed was some kind of industrial building. Jenni refinished the old hardwood floors and kept the exposed air ducts to the vaulted ceilings. Industrial chic, as she called it. Kenzie never quite understood what it meant, but Pressed had always been popular, so she assumed that Jenni knew what she was doing.

			“There you are.”

			Kenzie snapped her head around to see a stressed Jenni. Her short black hair was gelled straight up this evening, almost making spikes.

			“You look great.” The tight black shirt and red leather pants hugged Jenni’s small frame. She could have sworn the ends of Jenni’s mouth turned up, but it faded quickly.

			“Flattery will get you nowhere.” Jenni spoke fast.

			“It used to get me a lot of places.” Kenzie nudged her shoulder into Jenni’s hoping to relieve some of this tension.

			“Well, it will get you nowhere tonight.” Jenni’s mood remained unchanged.

			Kenzie and Jenni had tried to date. They tried for months but could never make it work. Yes, there was physical attraction. And yes, they had sexual chemistry, but outside of the bedroom, there wasn’t much there. Kenzie was so close to catching her big break with Global Studios that she couldn’t focus on anything or anyone else. Pressed consumed every ounce of Jenni’s attention, so why Jenni was upset when their relationship wasn’t more serious was beyond Kenzie. Neither of them were at a place in their lives for a serious relationship. When Jenni said that things weren’t working, Kenzie didn’t argue or fight to stay. Life was too short to be in a partnership like that. So she let Jenni go, at least in the romantic sense.

			Kenzie couldn’t take her eyes off Jenni. Damn, she looked good. If she thought she could sleep with her no strings attached, she would. But her thirty-two years of life taught her that one, you could rarely sleep with a woman with no strings attached, and two, that was especially true on Valentine’s Day.

			“Stop eyeing me and let me show you the new setup.”

			“What? I wasn’t eyeing you.” She totally was but didn’t think she was that obvious.

			“Whatever. Did you bring your tablet?”

			Kenzie set her guitar on the carpeted stage and retrieved the tablet.

			“Gimme.” Jenni motioned for it.

			Normally, Kenzie would have played around a little longer. Make Jenni work for it. Make her flirt for it, but tonight was not a night to mess with her, and she turned it over.

			“Here.” Jenni set the tablet on the music stand in front of them. “It’s a new program. It links to the chord sheets you already use, but I can send you songs and have them jump to the front of your queue.”

			“This is the new technology I needed to rush here for? It seems pretty straightforward. Also, why do you need to send me songs? I’ll be taking requests.”

			Jenni looked up to the ceiling. “So I can read the room.” She said it as if it was the most obvious answer on the planet. “If I’m back at the bar and hear a couple mentioning a song, or you go off on some tangent that isn’t working, I can send you a song and bring things back to center.”

			“When have I ever gone off on a tangent that wasn’t working?” Kenzie took pride in her ability to know the audience and play appropriate songs.

			“Remember the afternoon you tried to play nothing but nineties hip-hop?”

			“Okay.” Kenzie raised her palms. “That worked, and people were into it.”

			“That’s not what the online reviews said later.”

			“What? One angry guy online and now I need you censoring me?”

			“Let’s take a deep breath here.” She waved her arms for Kenzie to breathe in and out and Kenzie reluctantly agreed. She changed her tone and spoke softer. “Kenz, I love your playing. You know that. This is just a new thing I want to try, so try it for me? Please?”

			Kenzie never could say no to those big brown eyes. “Okay, but I reserve the right to veto power.”

			“No.” Jenni shook her head and looked around the room, still frantic. “Just play the songs you’re asked, okay?”

			“Fine.”

			“The first seating starts in ten minutes.”

			“I’m ready.”

			Jenni took the small step down and headed toward the bar area at the back of the room. A long counter filled one end with a monstrosity of an espresso machine behind it. Big chalkboards with handwritten drink names hung on the exposed brick walls. To the left of that was another long counter with wine glasses hanging upside down from a rack. The large built-in wine rack would have been impressive if Kenzie liked wine. It had never been her drink of choice, but she obliged when Jenni insisted she try something new.

			Kenzie moved her guitar to the small wooden divider directly behind the stool. She pulled out her pride and joy—a jumbo Epiphone six-string that she’d had since college. She owned multiple guitars, but this was the best one for this room. The oversized body lent itself to heavier bass tones that filled the open space and held a larger sound to mimic a full band. Jenni grew tired of writing her name out on a chalkboard and opted to make her a “McKenzie McCall” sign. The cursive lettering was cutesier than Kenzie might have picked out herself, but she appreciated the trouble Jenni went to.

			She set the sign up against the microphone stand. Tonight, it was her job to set the mood. She was just supposed to be background music—someday she’d get to be the center of attention, but not tonight. This made-up holiday was the perfect opportunity for her to see what songs were still popular, as well as sneak in a few of her own originals. She grabbed a pick from the holder on top of her guitar and strummed an E chord. Was there anything better than a perfectly tuned guitar? If there was, she couldn’t think of it.

			Kenzie moved through her standard repertoire. A little Elvis, some Paul McCartney, Etta James. She paused after finishing her version of “At Last.”

			“Alright, lovebirds,” she said, using her best late night radio host voice. “Just a reminder that I am taking requests tonight. If you have something you want your special someone to hear, come on up and let me know.” Kenzie startled as her tablet blinked. Jenni sent a song to the top of her queue. She shook her head, annoyed that Jenni thought she was going down a tangent already. She clicked on the song and made eye contact with Jenni, who poured wine behind the bar. “Seriously?” she mouthed. Jenni just nodded.

			Kenzie started with her best rendition of the Eric Clapton song. She hadn’t heard it in forever and tried to hear the guitar riff in her mind to find the notes of the verse. She played the intro four times until she could remember the song and she started in.

			Then, at the start of the second verse, the room stopped. A table front and center had just turned over and a new couple entered. A tall woman with long brown hair wearing the perfect little black dress approached the newly open table. Kenzie realized that now she would at least have someone nice to look at for the next hour or so. Her olive skin looked smooth to the touch. The woman must have been cold after leaving her coat at the door, but it was worth it for how good she looked in that dress. The capped sleeves revealed toned arms and the V-neck dipped just low enough to reveal a tasteful amount of cleavage.

			Another person appeared behind the little black dress woman and pulled her chair out for her. Of course she was going to have a date. It was Valentine’s Day. That was the whole point. The date had short brown hair cut close around the ears and wore a black suit with a white shirt but open collar. As the date turned around to pull out the other chair, the obvious hips and breasts could only be those of a woman. And she plays for my team.

			Little black dress woman adjusted herself in the chair. She looked uncomfortable. Then as Kenzie got to the end of the verse, the woman looked up. They locked eyes and held each other’s gaze until the woman’s date interrupted her and she quickly looked away.

			Kenzie continued with her set list with minimal interruptions from Jenni. She was able to sneak in a few of the new singles she was working on. It was hard to gauge the reaction from the busy room, but no one talked over her, so that was a good sign.

			She strummed the last chord of the song, and little black dress woman’s date approached her. Kenzie held off on starting the next song in case she was coming for a request. The woman pulled her wallet out of her back pocket and grabbed a few ones. She dropped them in the tip jar next to the “McKenzie McCall” sign.

			“Are you still taking requests?”

			“Of course. What would you like?”

			The woman leaned in and whispered something in Kenzie’s ear.

			Kenzie wrinkled her forehead. “Seriously?”

			“It’s our song.” The date looked offended. “Can you play it or not?”

			Kenzie shook her head. “I can play it. Coming right up.” Kenzie scrolled on her tablet until she found the chords she needed. She made eye contact with little black dress woman as she said, “This one is a special request.” She started the intro. It wasn’t that Kenzie didn’t like Jewel. She was a talented songwriter and she had admired her work for years. It was just that this particular song was overplayed, and like Kenzie experienced many a time, not one of the songwriter’s best. However, it was catchy and people liked it, so it lived on. Kenzie reminded herself that tonight wasn’t about her. It wasn’t about playing songs she liked or entertaining herself. It was about creating a mood for the patrons, and if she was being honest with herself, doing something to help Jenni.

			Kenzie got to the chorus. She didn’t belt it out by any means, but picked up her volume and put her own passion into it. She imagined singing to her own lover on this day. What would it be like to tell someone you were meant to be together forever? Little black dress woman pushed herself back from her chair quickly. Not in a way that signaled she just needed to use the restroom, but in an aggressive “I need to get out of here” kind of way. She threw her napkin on the table and stormed off. Her heels echoed on the floor even over Kenzie’s playing. She didn’t stop at the coat check but pushed the glass doors open with both hands, and just like that, she was gone.

			





			
    
            Chapter Ten





			Kenzie put her car in park and sprinted around to open the door for Rachel. She still couldn’t believe that Rachel had shown up, and that she was single. Rachel slipped as she got out of the car, and Kenzie grabbed her to keep her from falling.

			“Easy does it. You good?” Kenzie wrapped an arm around her waist to keep her from tripping on the curb.

			“I’m good,” Rachel said, but was still a little unsteady. “Where are we?”

			“I want to show you my studio.” Kenzie led her through the small parking lot and to a metal door. She fumbled on her key ring until she found the right one and unlocked it.

			The small hallway opened to a showroom revealing various band instruments, sheet music, and other items needed to fully stock a school music room. Rachel’s elbow knocked into a set of wind chimes on a drum set, and the clanging sound filled the room.

			“This doesn’t look like a studio.” Rachel looked around.

			“It’s not.” Kenzie stopped and steadied the chimes, dampening the sound. “You sure you’re good?”

			“Yeah. What is this place, anyway?”

			“Mr. Summer’s Music Store.” Kenzie raised both arms. “He supplies most of the rentals for the local schools. He sells other instruments and music as well. He lets me use the studio here as much as I want, and I just bought the loft above the building. He was one of my dad’s best friends. Mostly it’s just a place for band geeks, as you call us, to hang out.”

			Rachel’s face flushed.

			“It’s okay.” Kenzie bumped her shoulder into Rachel’s. “I would have loved a place like this in high school.” Kenzie grabbed Rachel’s hand and led her through the back of the store. There was something about holding her hand that felt so natural. She could do anything while holding Rachel’s hand.

			She pushed open another door and led Rachel into the studio. The plexiglass window in front of a large mixing board looked like any other sound studio, but this wasn’t any other studio. This was Kenzie’s. This was where she found most of her inspiration and the room where she would hopefully get her big break. Kenzie flipped another light, and the area behind the window illuminated to reveal a black grand piano, drum set, numerous guitars, and other stringed instruments. A large red oriental rug lay in the middle of the floor.

			“Oh wow,” Rachel said with wide eyes.

			“This is my day job,” Kenzie said. “I convinced Mr. Summer to add a recording studio to the shop. He had the space for it, and when people other than me use it, he can rent it out and make money.”

			“Did you record any Braxton songs here?”

			“As a matter of fact, I did.” She hated to name-drop, but Rachel seemed really into it. It was an odd feeling being so close to so many rock stars but not famous herself. At least not yet.

			Kenzie sat at the piano. “Actually, ‘If It Doesn’t Break Your Heart’ was recorded right here.”

			Rachel’s eyes went wide. “No way.”

			“Way.” Kenzie nodded and started moving her fingers across the keys. She played the piano riff that she could play in her sleep. Rachel joined her on the piano bench. It was a small seat, and Kenzie swallowed hard when Rachel’s thigh bumped up next to hers. She started singing. Thankfully, she knew the words forward and backward, as her mind couldn’t focus on anything other than Rachel’s closeness.

			Kenzie got to the chorus. She knew Rachel loved this part. She sang, “We could go back to where we started,” and her mind went blank as Rachel rubbed a hand up her thigh. She knew that her mouth was still moving, and she was still singing, but she didn’t know what. She hoped she sang the right words. She closed her eyes, and a small sigh escaped her mouth between verses. Did Rachel know she was driving her wild?

			By the time she reached the end of the song, Rachel had her other hand wrapped around her and rubbed Kenzie’s neck. Kenzie resisted the urge to end the chords abruptly and take Rachel on top of the piano. She was trying to be cool, but the way Rachel touched her sent shock waves through her body and she couldn’t control herself much longer. She raised her hands from the final chord and held them just above the keys.

			“That was amazing,” Rachel said, barely above a whisper.

			“I thought you might like that one.”

			“I did.”

			Kenzie turned her head to face Rachel. She waited expectantly. Her eyes were closed and her head tilted to one side. Kenzie leaned in. Their lips met. Rachel’s lips were soft and held the faint taste of lime. The desire inside her grew deeper. Rachel let out a small groan, and Kenzie took that opportunity to move her tongue inside her mouth. She put her hands on Rachel’s hips and pulled her closer. Their tongues swirled for several moments, each one of them vying for control.

			Rachel moved a hand between Kenzie’s thighs and held it in place. Kenzie burned red hot, and she knew Rachel could feel her wetness through her jeans. She broke the kiss and pulled back. “Not here,” she said, barely above a whisper.

			“Why’s that?”

			“We can’t have sex in the studio.”

			“Okay,” Rachel whispered into her ear. “Where can we have sex?”

			“Oh God.” Kenzie might melt into a puddle right on the piano bench. “Upstairs.” Kenzie grabbed Rachel’s hand. Holding hands was great, but Kenzie needed more. She led Rachel up the small stairway out the back of the studio and up to her loft.

			“What is this place?” Rachel’s words slurred, and she seemed out of breath from the walk up the stairs.

			“My loft.” Kenzie put her keys on the hook by the door.

			Rachel stepped closer to Kenzie and playfully moved her hand up Kenzie’s chest. She stroked her fingers on her shoulder. “It’s impressive.”

			“Thanks.” Kenzie tipped her head up to kiss Rachel again. The kiss was soft, and Kenzie wanted to kiss her lips all night. She moved toward the couch in the middle of the room. Gripping Rachel’s hips, she guided her to the arm of the couch.

			Rachel went to sit on the brown couch arm, but slid off and fell to the floor. “Whoops.” Rachel burst into laughter.

			“Oh shit, are you okay?” Kenzie bent to help her up.

			“Yeah,” Rachel said through lazy giggles. “I think that margarita is catching up to me.”

			Kenzie pulled her up and helped her on the couch. Rachel in turn pulled her down next to her until they were sitting thigh to thigh. “How many of those green beers did you have before that margarita?” Kenzie asked.

			Rachel moved her fingers like she was counting. She finally shrugged. “Not sure. Someone else was buying, so…”

			Kenzie groaned into her palms. “Goddammit.”

			“Did I do something wrong?” Rachel said playfully.

			“No. You did nothing wrong.”

			Rachel moved her hand on Kenzie’s thigh and held it between her legs again. “Then what’s the matter?”

			Kenzie clenched her jaw and looked up at the ceiling. She let out a long breath and met Rachel’s brown eyes. “You are way too drunk to say yes.”

			“I am not.” Rachel sounded offended.

			“I really want to do this.” Kenzie looked her in the eyes again. “But not like this.” Kenzie stood. “Come on, I’ll take you to bed.”

			“Finally,” Rachel said and grabbed her hand.

			Kenzie led her behind a wooden divider to her makeshift bedroom. She pulled back the white down comforter. Rachel motioned for Kenzie to join her on the bed. You’re doing the right thing, she reminded herself. God, it would have been so easy to just give in. Younger Kenzie probably would not have shown such restraint. “Lie down,” she said, and Rachel obliged.

			Kenzie unbuttoned Rachel’s jeans and Rachel dug her hands into her shoulders as she did it. “God,” Rachel sighed. Kenzie slid Rachel’s jeans off her, folded them, and laid them on the floor. She sat at the top of the bed next to Rachel’s head and carefully stroked her hair. “Don’t hate me.”

			Rachel propped herself up on her elbows. “Why would I hate you?”

			“We aren’t sleeping together tonight.”

			“We aren’t?” Rachel whined.

			“We aren’t. We are going to bed. I’m going to be out on the couch, just over there.” Kenzie pointed to the couch they had just been on. “The bathroom is right around the corner if you need it.” Kenzie leaned in and kissed Rachel on the forehead.

			Rachel lay back down and pursed her lips in a pout.

			“If you still want to sleep with me tomorrow, I promise I’ll blow your mind.” Kenzie stroked her hair again.

			“Fine.” Rachel rolled over on her side, with her back toward Kenzie.

			Kenzie leaned down and kissed her temple. “Good night, Rachel.”

			





			
    
            Chapter Eleven





			Rachel couldn’t hear anything over the pounding in her ears. Someone repeatedly beat a bass drum in her mind. Had there been a drum last night? Why would there have been a drum? She opened her eyelids, and the light shot pain to her dry eyes. She clamped her eyes back shut and rolled away from the window.

			This wasn’t her bed. The cloudlike down comforter was amazing, but it definitely wasn’t hers. Her bad knee itched, and she scratched at the scar from her surgery. Where were her pants? Oh God, she remembered Kenzie saying she’d take her to bed. Had she slept with Kenzie? She was still wearing her shirt and her underwear. Surely she would have taken those off if she’d had sex.

			Rachel couldn’t remember the last time she had blacked out from drinking. If she ever had. What had gotten into her? Her stomach twisted in knots and her vison blurred. She vaguely remembered something about a bathroom being around a corner. She clamped her hand over her mouth and sprinted around the wooden divider. She found an open door and prayed it was the bathroom. She fell in front of the toilet, hitting her bad knee on the tile floor as she went down. She couldn’t control herself as she emptied the contents of her stomach into the white porcelain, and panicked at the green color.

			The thought of green alcohol tied her up in knots and she retched again. A warm hand rubbed circles on her back. Kenzie pulled her hair away from her face and held it behind her neck. “Easy does it.”

			After an unattractive display of spitting and clearing her mouth, she turned and blinked Kenzie into focus. Her face flushed as embarrassment washed over her. “I am so sorry,” she managed to get out.

			“It’s more than okay. I swear that green dye should be illegal.” Kenzie opened the medicine cabinet over the sink. She pulled out a packaged toothbrush and handed it and toothpaste to Rachel.

			“Does this happen often?” Who kept unopened toothbrushes in their bathroom?

			“More than you’d think. But not like that,” she backtracked. “I have a lot of couch-surfing musician friends. They have no qualms about using my toothbrush, so I keep a stash handy.”

			Rachel took Kenzie’s outstretched hand and pulled herself off the floor.

			“I’ll give you a minute.” Kenzie left Rachel to herself.

			Rachel brushed her teeth and examined herself in the mirror. She looked every bit of the hell that she felt. Her mascara had run completely over her bloodshot eyes. She couldn’t keep the waves of embarrassment from crashing over her as she tried to piece together the events of the night before. She remembered having fun, but she couldn’t remember a whole lot after leaving the Mexican restaurant. She rinsed her mouth out and ran water over her face.

			Rachel took small steps leaving the bathroom, careful not to take on too much too fast. Kenzie waited on the couch, scrolling on her tablet. God, she looked good, even from behind. If Rachel had slept with her, it wouldn’t have been the end of the world.

			“I’m sorry about last night,” Rachel said to her back.

			Kenzie turned around. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”

			Rachel couldn’t help but think about that blond hair and those blue eyes. Even with her hair pulled into a messy ponytail, she looked amazing. “We didn’t…”

			“No,” Kenzie said, eyes wide. “But not for lack of trying.” She looked to Rachel’s bare legs. “You were persistent.”

			“I’m sorry.” The wave of embarrassment came back.

			“It’s okay. Really it is.” Kenzie sounded sincere.

			“I didn’t really get the grand tour of your place last night.”

			“You’re looking at it. The couch here is what I call the living room.” Kenzie motioned to the upright piano toward the entryway. “When I first moved in, I had big plans to add rooms and walls, but the acoustics are just too good.”

			“I can see that.” The rustic wooden floors and vaulted ceilings would create great sound.

			“Come on.” Kenzie motioned for Rachel to follow her behind a large wooden divider. “This is the bedroom.” It at least gave the illusion of privacy, masking the king-size bed from the rest of the loft. “I folded your jeans.”

			Rachel picked them up and slid into them. Kenzie opened and shut several drawers. After she had riffled through a few, she handed her a folded shirt. “Here.”

			Rachel stared at the Braxton shirt in her hands. “I actually have this one,” she said.

			“Now you have two.” Kenzie turned around. “Put it on. We’re going for pancakes.”

			Rachel found it endearing that she had turned around. It would have been fine for her to see her in just a bra. She had taken her pants off, after all. “I don’t know about pancakes.”

			“Oh, we’re getting them. You need them and you owe me.”

			“Owe you?” What could Rachel possibly owe her?

			“That’s the rule,” Kenzie explained to the window. “You stay at my place, you buy pancakes. Ask any of my friends.”

			Rachel quickly changed shirts. “Well, I am a rule follower.”

			“I was counting on it.”

			“You can turn around now,” Rachel said.

			Kenzie turned around and Rachel’s face flushed again.

			“The shirt looks great. I can see why you already have one.”

			After a quick wait, they sat in a booth at a nearby diner. “The pancakes here are the best.” Kenzie didn’t even open the menu.

			“I’m sorry about last night.” Rachel couldn’t think about anything else.

			Kenzie reached her hand across the table and put it on top of Rachel’s. “You have nothing to be sorry for.”

			“I don’t normally get like that.” Rachel looked down. God, she loved the feeling of Kenzie’s hand on hers. It was strong and comforting. “I remember something about Disney movies, and a drum set, and did you sing for me?” Rachel squinted, trying to put the pieces together.

			Kenzie chuckled. “All of those things are true.” She pulled her hand back.

			A server appeared and asked if they were ready to order. “I’ll take the pancakes and a coffee,” Kenzie said and handed her the menu.

			“I’ll do the same.” Rachel hadn’t even looked. She wasn’t sure she could get her eyes to focus on anything long enough.

			“Can I let you in on something?”

			“Okay?”

			“The Disney question is kind of a line.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“It’s my roundabout way of figuring out how old you are.”

			“Shut up.”

			“If I ask you if you cried at the beginning and you tell me you haven’t seen it, you were either way too young when it came out, therefore probably too young for us to date, or you were too old to be watching Disney movies and probably too old for us to work out.”

			“What if I just don’t like kids’ movies?”

			Kenzie clasped her chest. “Then this definitely won’t work out.”

			“Why not just ask someone how old they are?”

			“I don’t know if you know this.” Kenzie lowered her voice. “Women hate admitting how old they are.”

			“So, did I pass your test?”

			“You did.”

			She must not have made as big a fool of herself as she thought if Kenzie still wanted to spend the morning with her after last night.

			The server returned and delivered their pancakes and coffees. Rachel couldn’t help but notice Kenzie’s lips as she blew on her hot coffee. Another round of memories flooded her brain. Oh God, she had kissed Kenzie. A lot. She had kissed her, on a piano? She ran her hands over her face trying to put the puzzle together. “Did we kiss last night?”

			“We did.” Kenzie put a large bite of pancake into her mouth. She chewed a few times and swallowed. “I guess I’m not as memorable as I thought.”

			“No.” Rachel shook her head. “I’m just…”

			“It’s okay,” Kenzie said. “I had a really good time last night, despite the fact that you sexually harassed me at my place of work.”

			“Oh my God, what?” Rachel said louder than she meant to. A few people turned and looked at their table.

			“Your face,” she said, clutching her side with laughter. She composed herself. “Rachel.” She looked her in the eyes. “I had a great time last night. Really. I am so glad you came to the show and let me take you to dinner after. I hope that will be the first of many nights where you actually let yourself let loose and have a good time.”

			“You do?” Rachel’s heartbeat quickened at the idea of more fun nights with Kenzie.

			“I can do without the you being too drunk to consent part, but every part up to that was great.”

			Rachel bobbed her head back and forth. “Okay.”

			Kenzie reached her hand across the table and put it on top of Rachel’s. Rachel swallowed hard.

			“I would like your phone number now,” Kenzie said.

			“Of course,” Rachel replied.

			Kenzie pulled her phone out and pushed it across the table. “You have to do it. I can barely work this thing.”

			Rachel happily created a new contact in Kenzie’s phone.

			





			
    
            Chapter Twelve





			Rachel slumped against the front door to her apartment as she shut it. It had been an especially awful day at work. The client had refused the offer on the table and insisted on moving to trial. It wasn’t a case Rachel thought they could win. Yes, she would fight her hardest, but this was an uphill battle. On top of that, her monthly reminder that she was still not a mother had made an appearance two days early. She leaned her head back against the door and let out a long sigh. Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and was met with a quick flutter in her chest. A text from Kenzie.

			Hey

			She texted back. Hey

			Bubbles appeared at the bottom of her screen. It didn’t take long for Kenzie to answer. How was your day?

			Rachel debated how she wanted to answer the question. Should she play it off and give a generic “good?” Something inside her wanted to be honest. She stopped overthinking and typed out a reply. Not great actually. Really rough day at work.

			Just as she regretted her honesty, a reply came through.

			I’m sorry to hear that

			Rachel wasn’t sure if that was a standard reply or if Kenzie really was sorry to hear that. She was still learning how to read Kenzie. She was about to respond with a topic change, something more lighthearted when her phone buzzed in her hand.

			Want company?

			She did want company. But not just anyone. She wanted Kenzie. She had had multiple bad days in the past and had wanted nothing more than to be left alone, but that was the exact opposite of what she wanted now. After typing an answer that she hoped seemed nonchalant, she sent Kenzie her address and started whirlwind cleaning her apartment. Not that she was a messy person by any means, but she had clothes strewn across her bed and this morning’s dishes still in the kitchen. She had been too busy nursing her hangover Sunday to get her normal chores done and kicked herself into high gear as Kenzie said she was fifteen minutes away.

			Thirty minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Rachel opened it to reveal Kenzie, pizza box in hand, on the other side. “Hi.”

			“Hi.” Kenzie made her way inside. “I figured a rough day calls for pizza.” She held up the box in her hand.

			“That smells amazing. Is that what took you so long?”

			“What do you mean?” Kenzie asked as she made her way to Rachel’s couch. She set the pizza box on the wooden coffee table.

			“Just that you said fifteen minutes, and it’s been almost thirty.” Rachel tried not to sound judgmental.

			“Dang. Really?” Kenzie looked honestly surprised. “I swear I hurried. I had this badass chord progression that I needed to write down. I’m sorry.”

			“It’s fine. I have a bottle of wine open. Can I get you a glass?”

			“I’m not a huge wine drinker…”

			“Just try this. For me?”

			“I guess I can keep an open mind.”

			Rachel turned to the kitchen counter where she had one of her favorite Pinot Noirs open. She took a moment to get herself together. Kenzie looked amazing. Her blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and this was the most casual Rachel had seen her. The jeans and hoodie were relaxed but fit her perfectly. Yes, this was just the kind of distraction she needed after her sorry excuse of a day. “What are you doing?” Rachel asked hesitantly as she turned around, wine glasses in hand.

			Kenzie sat on the floor, leaning against the couch with the pizza box open. “Eating?” Kenzie responded, unfazed.

			“On the floor?”

			“Oh, yeah. I always eat pizza on the floor. I have a history of getting cheese in places that are hard to get it out of.”

			“Oh, really?” Rachel set the wine glasses on the coffee table and joined Kenzie on the carpet.

			“Trust me, this is much safer.”

			Rachel looked at the pizza Kenzie had brought—a large square divided into four distinct parts.

			“I didn’t know what you liked, and I was in a hurry,” Kenzie said. “So, I brought a variety. There’s pepperoni, of course, veggie lovers, in case you’re a vegetarian, which I don’t think you are, but I wasn’t sure. A chicken pesto in case you don’t like red sauce. And I really hope you aren’t a monster who eats pineapple on pizza, but I brought Hawaiian on the off chance.”

			Rachel’s heart swelled at the thoughtfulness that Kenzie had put into such a small gesture. “I am not a monster, I promise.” She raised her right hand.

			“Thank goodness.” Kenzie handed her a paper plate and swirled the wine in her glass. “I don’t know what this does, but I always see people do it.”

			Rachel smirked. “It opens it up.”

			“Whatever that means.” Kenzie took a sip. She eyed the glass carefully. She held it up to the light and wine ran down the glass. “That is not awful.”

			Rachel nearly spit out her own sip. “I would hope not. This is a really good bottle.”

			“Then I’m glad we agree.” Kenzie raised her glass in a toast.

			Rachel flipped through the channels on the TV while they ate, finding some old sitcom that they both had grown up watching.

			“Oh, is this the episode where they finally hook up?” Kenzie perked up.

			Rachel waved her off, suckered into the old show. “No, that’s the next episode.” She clicked the guide button for the TV. “And we are in luck, because it’s on next.”

			Kenzie moved herself closer to Rachel until their thighs touched, still sitting on the floor, with her legs outstretched under the coffee table. “I guess we better settle in.”

			Rachel liked feeling Kenzie close to her. How could she already feel so at ease with someone she had just met? In a moment of courage, she pretended to yawn and stretched her arms up to the ceiling. When she brought them back down, she wrapped one around Kenzie’s shoulder. Kenzie didn’t move away. Instead, she leaned herself in closer and rested her head on Rachel’s shoulder.

			Rachel didn’t remember how it happened, but somewhere between the main characters fighting and making up, Kenzie had leaned over until she straddled Rachel on the floor. Rachel leaned up to kiss her. Kenzie’s lips were soft. She remembered her being a good kisser, but details after that were a bit fuzzy. She put her hands on the small of Kenzie’s back and held her in place, deepening the kiss. Kenzie grabbed Rachel’s face with both hands, grasping her tightly. Rachel swirled her tongue inside Kenzie’s mouth and Kenzie groaned. Kenzie was passionate, and kissing her was nothing like any other kiss before.

			Kenzie moved her hands from Rachel’s face, her fingers igniting her to her core. Rachel needed more. She needed to feel Kenzie. To be consumed by her. Kenzie played with the waistband of Rachel’s yoga pants, lingering for just a second.

			Rachel broke the kiss. “Wait.”

			“You okay?” Kenzie pulled back.

			“I hate to do this, but it’s not a good time.”

			“Okay?”

			“Of the month, that is.”

			“Oh.” Kenzie sat back and Rachel could see the pieces clicking in her brain.

			“I know some people don’t mind, but…”

			“No. It’s okay. I get it.” Kenzie moved herself to the floor next to Rachel. She leaned her head back against the couch and let out a long sigh.

			“I’m sorry.” Rachel looked down.

			“Don’t be,” Kenzie said to the ceiling. “Just give me a second to get out of the mood.” She let out another long breath. “I’d tell you to say something unsexy, but I’m not sure you can.”

			“I understand if you want to leave.”

			“What?” Kenzie lifted her head up off the couch and looked Rachel in the eyes. “No. I didn’t come here just to have sex with you.”

			“I know. But…”

			“Hey. I came here because I like you and I like spending time with you. Then I saw you looking all sexy and couldn’t control myself. But the main reason I came over is because when someone has a rough day, it’s nice to have company.”

			Rachel nodded.

			“Come here.” Kenzie motioned with her arms. Rachel hesitated, but Kenzie insisted. “Come here.”

			Rachel moved over, and Kenzie wrapped her into an embrace. Rachel leaned back against Kenzie and couldn’t remember the last time she felt safe in someone’s arms. Kenzie squeezed her tight.

			“Tell me about your day.”

			“Here? On the floor?” Rachel started to turn around, but Kenzie tightened her grip.

			“Yes. When we have a rough day, we eat pizza on the floor and talk about it.”

			Rachel resigned. “Well, I’ve been working for weeks to get my client to accept a settlement. Then today, as they were about to settle out of court, my client backed out and now we have to go to trial.” Rachel paused and Kenzie didn’t say anything. Laurel would have offered a million suggestions at this point. Told her all the ways she had approached it wrong and what she could have done differently, even though she knew nothing about law. Yet Kenzie stayed quiet. “So now I have to take an unsympathetic client to a jury.”

			“What does that mean?”

			“It means that I have to convince twelve people that the drugs my company manufactured didn’t inadvertently make people sicker than they intended.”

			“Did they?” Kenzie didn’t loosen her grip.

			“That doesn’t necessarily matter. Either way, out of court is always easier, and I worked really hard to get that deal in front of them.”

			“I’m sorry you had a rough day.” Kenzie kissed Rachel’s cheek.

			It was a small gesture. The listening, the kiss, but it was all Rachel needed. It was a level of contentment she hadn’t experienced before. “It’s okay. Today isn’t all bad.” Was this what a relationship with Kenzie would be like? She’d never envisioned herself as an adult eating on her floor, but somehow, it was the perfect ending to the miserable day.
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