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Tee had just taken a sip of a fresh beer when she was pulled from her bar stool and hauled onto the dance floor.

“Jesus, Markie!  All you had to do was ask!”  Tee was laughing though and already moving to the beat.  Markie Killigan was her best friend and frequent dance partner when they went out.  They were currently at Sue Ellen’s, a predominantly women’s bar on Cedar Springs in Dallas.

“You know I love this song,” Markie laughed.  She was a voluptuous blonde with an hourglass figure, and she moved her hips in a way that was the envy of all females.  Tonight she wore tight jeans and a shirt that was cut deep enough for everyone in the bar to either fear or hope for an accident to occur.

Tee Reed was immune to Markie’s charms, having been friends with her for more years than she cared to admit.  They’d met at Southern Methodist University their freshman year, and after trying to date, they’d discovered they didn’t have the necessary spark.  They became good friends instead, and it was a friendship that had endured through the intervening years.

“I do believe you have an admirer.”  Markie danced closer and spoke into her ear.

“Yeah?” Tee asked with a smile.  “Who?”

“That gorgeous brunette in the middle of the group by the stairs.  The one with the great rack.”

Tee swept a casual look that way and found a couple of chocolate brown eyes riveted on her.  The eyes were attached to an extremely elegant package.  Dark brown hair brushed past her shoulders, and she had a straight nose with full luscious lips.  Lips made for kissing was Tee’s first thought.  She smiled at her before Markie turned her away.

“A very nice rack,” Markie observed with a laugh.  “You should ask her to dance or buy her a drink.”

“You think she’d say yes?”

Markie gave Tee a slow up and down appraisal.  “Well, let’s see, thick natural blond hair, the most beautiful blue eyes ever, a  nice smile, and a body to die for.  Yeah, I’m thinking she’ll say yes.  Duh.”

“You always say that,” Tee laughed.

“Because it’s true.”  Markie slung an arm around Tee’s waist as the music changed and they left the dance floor.  She pushed Tee toward the brunette and walked away in the opposite direction.

Tee approached the group and locked eyes with the woman.  She held out a hand in invitation and the woman stood.  With a shy smile, she took Tee’s hand and followed her onto the dance floor.  Tee dropped her hand but kept close as the music took over her body.  Her new partner was an excellent dancer and let the music carry her, as well.  It was a thumping beat wrapped around a sexy saxophone riff that touched just this side of primal.  Without thought, they both began dancing for each other, their bodies occasionally brushing, touching, pulling at each other.  Tee was mesmerized by the look in her eyes, even more so than by the luscious body that hinted at pleasures to be had.  It was just the two of them, nothing else existed.  Their breathing became one, their legs entwined, pelvis to pelvis, and dangerously close to taking the dance to the final inevitable conclusion.  Unknowingly, they had become the featured act and the others circled them to watch.  The final chord found them with their hands on each other’s hips, legs scissored, their bodies touching along their lengths.  The crowd erupted in applause, cheering, and catcalls.  Tee saw her partner blush and she quickly stepped away in embarrassment, but Tee wrapped her in an embrace and whispered in her ear, “You were magnificent.  Don’t be shy.”  She waved to the crowd with a slight bow and pulled her new partner off the floor with her.  “May I buy you a drink?”

“Yes, thank you.”

Tee steered her to the end of the bar and offered the lone stool to her.  “My name’s Tee,” she said as she caught the bartender’s eye and ordered their drinks.

“Hello, Tee.  I’m Carly.  Thank you for the drink.”

“My pleasure, I assure you,” Tee smiled.  “Thank you for the dance.  You are truly a magnificent dancer.”

Carly looked away again.  She was not used to being the center of attention, at least not on a dance floor.  “Thanks.  So are you.”  She took a drink to give herself some time.  She’d never had something like that happen to her.  Music had always moved her but never to the point of losing it so thoroughly.  She looked back at Tee to find her staring at her in honest appreciation. 

Tee’s eyes dropped to her chest and Carly straightened her spine, pushing her breasts forward blatantly.  She was rewarded when Tee went obviously breathless and unable to hide it.  Tee moved closer and put her arm around her back before leaning close to her ear.  “You, my dear, are lethal and should not be allowed to run free among unsuspecting lesbians.”

Carly blushed but was pleased.  “You’re certainly a sweet talker.”

“No, just honest,” Tee swore with a smile.  “I’ve never seen you here before.”  Carly swiveled on the stool and put her elbows on the bar behind her.  It showed off her chest quite nicely, and Tee fought to keep her eyes on Carly’s face.  She won, but it was exceedingly difficult.  

“This is only the second time I’ve been here,” she said.  “Do you come here often?”

“This is beginning to sound like a bad movie script,” Tee laughed.

Carly laughed along with her.  “Yeah.  Well, I’m an attorney.”  She gave Tee a smile that lit up the room.  “What is it that you do?”

“I work for Sylar Industries,” Tee said simply.  She had learned in the years since graduating from the Cox School of Business at SMU not to let anyone know she was Sylar Industries.  Sylar Industries consisted of a gay bar called Reeders Room on Cedar Springs, the heart of the gay community in Dallas and just down the street.  Sylar also owned a five story building on Greenville Avenue in the entertainment district that housed a popular restaurant on the ground floor called The Reed House, a private club on the second floor with a bar and meeting rooms, a day spa on the third floor along with several suites for out of town VIP guests, a banquet/ballroom on the fourth floor, and the corporate offices on the top floor.  A few women she had dated thought Tee being successful meant they didn’t need to work.  She learned her lesson and swore she would not be used like that again.  “I own the Reeders Row bar.”  Now where the hell did that admission come from?  She was usually adept at avoiding questions about her work, but for some reason she wanted to be honest with this woman.  She smiled and quickly moved on.  “Would you like to shoot a game of pool?” She asked.

“Sure,” she agreed.  With a look toward the adjoining game room,  she asked, “Are you any good?”

Tee gave her a wicked grin.  “Oh yes.  Or so I’ve been told.”

Carly shook her head at her but laughed.  “Prove it.”

A game was just ending, and Tee put money up to pay for them.  “Would you like to break?”

“Go ahead,” Carly said.  “Show me what you’ve got, hot stuff.”

Tee was clearly better at pool than Carly, but she played soft against her and kept the game close and interesting.  This was not a competition as much as a means to get better acquainted.  She bent over the table to line up a shot and was almost ready when she felt Carly snuggle up against her ass.  Carly pressed a hand softly against her back, pretending to watch over her shoulder.  Tee felt a familiar tingle shoot through her body.  Oh, this was going to be fun, she thought.  “Uh, no fair,” she said over her shoulder.

“What?”  Carly gave her an innocent look.

“No fair touching me when I’m trying to shoot.”

Carly smiled.  That was gratifying to know.  “Why not?”

Tee turned and stood to her full 5’11” height and slowly let her eyes travel up and down Carly’s 5’8” frame.  “Sweetie, if you don’t know then you must live in a nunnery.”

“No nunnery.”  Carly’s dark eyes dance with merriment.

“Hmm,” Tee mused.  “Then you haven’t looked in the mirror lately.”  She widened her stance so Carly was between her legs.  “Because if you had, you’d know you were the most beautiful woman in this bar, and that’s very distracting.”

“Oh.”  Carly hadn’t expected that.  She looked up into Tee's eyes, and time seemed to stand still.  She was lost in their depths, the blue eyes darkening to nearly black.  She unconsciously leaned forward as Tee reached up to put a gentle hand on her cheek.

“Get a room!”  A voice from the crowd shouted at them.

Carly was jolted into reality and took a step back.  “I’m sorry.”  She was embarrassed.  

Tee grinned and turned back to the table.  “Keep your pants on,” she said into the crowd.  “I have a beautiful woman willing to talk to me, so cut me some slack.”  She lined up the shot again and managed to sink the six ball in the side pocket.  She smiled back at Carly who had retreated to their table.  She missed the next shot because she was remembering the feel of Carly pressed against her ass.  And along with that thought came the idea of a naked Carly bent over another pool table, one in Tee’s private club in The Reed House.  She lost focus so badly she didn’t even remember whether she had stripes or solids in the game.  She handed the pool cue to Carly in passing and let her knuckles brush against her breast.  She saw Carly smile as she took the stick from her.  Tee watched her bend over the table, pants stretched tight over a trim ass.  She held a groan back with effort.  Damn, this woman was hot!  They finished the game, but Tee couldn’t tell who’d won.  It so did not matter.  She took Carly’s hand as she gave the cue stick to the next player.  “Dance?”

“Yes.”

The music was just changing into a slow song, and Tee was grateful beyond words.  She held Carly in her arms and hoped she wouldn’t step on her toes or do something equally stupid.  She needn’t have worried.  They fit together perfectly and immediately moved as one.  Midway through the song Tee pulled Carly tight against her and brushed her lips across her ear, inhaling the delicious aroma of shampoo, perfume, and her.  It was exciting.  She was aware of every point where their bodies touched, and a searing heat sparked through her.  She felt lips against her neck in a kiss so soft she might have imagined it.  Tee’s heart was beating wildly in her chest, and she hoped Carly couldn’t feel it.  She wanted to touch her so badly.  

The song ended, and before she could say anything, another woman appeared by her side and took Carly’s hand without a word.  Tee recognized her as one of those at the table where Carly had been sitting.  The woman pulled Carly away and they began dancing together.  Tee watched them a moment, long enough to see Carly look at her with a helpless shrug of her shoulders.  She inclined her head in answer and left the floor.

Markie was at a table, and she gave Tee a sympathetic smile.  “Snatched right from under your nose,” she observed sardonically.

“Yeah, so it would seem.”  She slumped in the chair and stretched her long legs out under the table.  “I don’t think that’s her date though.”  She continued to watch them dance together.

“No?”

“No.  If it were, she would never have danced with me in the first place.  And there’s no way she would have been allowed to play a game of pool with me.”

Markie grinned.  “You have a point.”  

“Yes, I do.”  Tee smiled.  “Plus, she’s not nearly as into that woman as she should be if she were her date.”

Markie watched them dancing and had to agree.  She laughed.  “That means you have a chance.”

“Oh, yes.  Definitely.”

“So, you want a date with her?”

Tee thought again how it felt to have Carly pressed against her.  “I very much want a date.”

“What’s her name?”

“Carly.”

“Carly what?”

“I don’t know.”  Tee had a silly grin on her face.

Markie smiled.  Tee was exhibiting the usual signs of lust.  She looked like she was utterly smitten with this woman.  “Maybe this woman is interested in her too,” she said with a nod at the dance floor.  “And she knows her last name and where she lives and everything else.”

The silly grin never left Tee’s face.  “No matter.  As long as she’s single that’s all that counts.”

“Well, you’d better get on it before she leaves you with your metaphoric dick in your hand.  It looks like the group is on the move.”

The five women were all standing and gathering their things at the table.  Carly looked toward her as if for one last glimpse.  

Tee jumped to her feet and started in her direction.  Carly met her halfway.  “Hey,” Tee said and couldn’t stop herself from reaching out and touching her arm.  “Are you leaving?”

“Yeah,” she nodded.  “They all want to go.”  She sounded disappointed.

“I could take you home if you want to stay,” Tee offered.

She shook her head.  “No.  We all came together and...”

“Okay,” she hastily assured her.  “Would it be okay if I called you?  Maybe next week?”

Carly’s smile was one of relief and delight.  “I’d like that.”  She dug into her bag and produced a card case.  “Here.  Call me anytime .”  She rummaged again and pulled out a pen.  Taking the card back she wrote her cell phone number on the back.  “That’s my private cell.”

Tee smiled and took the card again.  “I’ll call.  I promise.”

Carly looked pleased at that.  “Good.”

Tee returned to Markie’s table and flashed her Carly’s card.  “Full name, Carly Matthews, and I have all her numbers plus her very private cell phone number.”  She giggled as she sat beside her once again.  “And she wants me to call her next week.”
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Chapter Two
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Carly shuffled in bare feet across the kitchen floor to the coffee pot.  The phone rang just as she poured her first cup.  She looked at the read-out and frowned.  It was Kim.  She sighed but answered it.  “Hi Kim.”

“Hi Carly.  How are you?”

Carly rolled her eyes at the whiny tone of her voice.  “I’m good, Kim.  How is everything up there?  Are you making any progress?”

“It’s still about the same,” was the desultory reply.

“Have you gotten any offers for the house?”

“There was one that came in Friday, but I don’t think we’re going to accept it.”

“Was it too low?” Carly inquired.  “You can’t be too picky in this economy, you know.”

“We can’t just sell the house at the first offer,” Kim sniffed.

Carly could hear a tissue being plucked from the box.  “I’m not saying you should,” she soothed her quickly.  “What does your sister, Denise, say about the offer?”  

“She doesn’t think we should take it either,” she reported defiantly.  “She thinks we should wait until we get what the house is worth.”

Carly clamped down on her ire.  “Kim, it’s been six months.  How long do you plan on waiting?”

“Carly, this was our mother’s home for over thirty years!  We can’t sell it to just anybody!”

Carly knew it was useless to argue with her about it since they’d had this conversation many times before.  “Kim, I know your mother’s death hit you hard.  And I know you’re feeling kind of lost these days, but you have to move on.”

“I am,” she stated, but her voice wavered.

Carly could hear her crying and she felt like shit for adding to her misery.  “Kim, honey, I’m sorry.  I’m sure you and Denise know what you’re doing.”

“Karen says we should wait until we get the price we want too.”  It was said defiantly.

The mention of Kim’s former girlfriend no longer affected her as it once had.  The relationship between Carly and Kim had been over for months.  Kim, always fragile, had begun to exhibit a personality disorder and Carly found herself unable to cope.  One day Kim was happy and acting larger than life, the next she was despondent and depressed.  No matter what Carly did or didn’t do, Kim continued to be unpredictable.  They talked for hours on end, and Carly urged her to see someone, a therapist, or counselor.  Kim refused.  When Carly accepted a position at the legal group in Dallas of Brown, Hardin & Simon, Kim went into such a depression she thought about refusing the offer.  It was the end of them as a couple.  In one of her more stable periods,  Kim agreed they needed to part ways.

Kim’s condition changed drastically with the death of her mother.  Her sister finally insisted on taking her to the doctor.  She was diagnosed as being bi-polar.  The prescribed medications worked—when she took them.  

Carly hated herself for her lack of compassion, but after six months it seemed to her as if Kim wallowed in self-imposed grief.  She often wondered if Kim could survive the loss of a reason to be depressed.  She was, more often than not, morose, depressed, and needy.  In the past month,  their relationship had consisted of a series of phone calls where Kim called and cried, and Carly felt rotten for not being there for her.  Over the ensuing months,  it became evident to her that Kim did not want to part with her mother’s house at all.  

“She did, did she?”  She took in a deep breath and let it out.  

“Yes, she did.  She understands how much the house meant to Mom.”

Meaning I don’t, Carly thought.  “Are you seeing each other?” She asked carefully.

“What do you mean by that?”  Kim’s voice turned shrill.  “Of course, we see each other.  We’re friends.  It’s not what you think!  You turn everything into something dirty!”

The venom was new, Carly thought, and wondered what it meant.  She gave a mental sigh.  “Kim, I didn’t mean it like that.  I just...”

“You mean I should just sell the house and forget about Mom.”

“No, that’s not what I meant.”  Carly took in another breath and let it out.  “I know you were very close to your mother.”  She paused a moment.  “I just hate to see you so upset, Kim.”

“I’m sorry for putting all this on you, honey,” she cried.  “I am.  Really.”

“I know, Kim.  I know,” Carly soothed her.  “Maybe you could come down to Dallas for a few days,” she said with some trepidation.  “I could show you my new firm.  There’s a lot to see here.  I think you’ll like it.”

“You know I can’t leave,” Kim wailed.  “I can’t!”  

“Not even for a few days?”  Carly fought to hold onto her temper.  This was getting so hard.  “Just for a weekend, Kim.  Two days.”

“How can I leave here?” She demanded in a voice that skimmed along the edge of panic. “Tell me how that’s possible, Carly?”

“I just thought you’d like to see Dallas, that’s all.”

“I can’t leave here.  Not now.”

“Okay, Kim.  I understand.  Maybe I’ll see about getting a ticket to Chicago.  Okay?” 

“Okay,” she answered in a small sniffling voice.  “That would be okay.”

Carly needed to end this conversation before her patience ran out.  “Tell Denise I said hello, would you?  And take care of yourself, okay?”

“Okay.  Bye Carly.”

“We’ll talk later.  Bye.”  Carly hung up and rubbed a hand roughly over her face.  Shit!  How could anyone not feel sorry for someone who had lost her last parent?  She must be a monster.  She threw the now cold coffee in the sink and re-filled her cup.
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Chapter Three
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Tee glanced at the clock on the wall opposite her desk on the fifth floor of the Reed House building.  It was Monday so the first floor restaurant would be dark today.  She pressed the intercom button on her phone for her assistant.  “Janie, have you gotten the week’s schedule for the second and third floors yet?”

“They just came in a minute ago,” she answered.  “I’m posting the update now.”

In seconds,  Tee hit the refresh icon on her computer and bookings for the second floor meeting rooms and the third floor spa reservations popped up.  She nodded, pleased with what she saw.  All but one of the VIP suites on the third floor had been reserved for the weekend of the GLBT annual ball being held in the ballroom on the fourth floor.  She absently hit the intercom button again.  “Thanks Jane.”

“You’re welcome.”

Tee looked at the clock again before picking up the phone and dialing the number on Carly Matthews’s card.  It was answered by a woman with a nasal voice asking how she could direct Tee’s call.  She asked for Carly and waited for the call to be transferred.

“Matthews,” Carly’s clipped voice came over the line.

Tee smiled into the receiver.  “Good morning, Ms Matthews,” she purred.

“Good morning,” she answered, and Tee could tell she was smiling.

“I tried to wait to call you,” Tee said, “but I don’t have that much will power.  Can you forgive me for being impetuous and a bit adolescent?”

Carly laughed lightly.  “You goof.  I’m glad you called.  I’ve been thinking about Saturday night.”

“Oh?  And what exactly were you thinking?”

“I was thinking how much I enjoyed dancing with you.”

“Yes,” Tee agreed.  “I liked that too.  I also liked our game of pool.”

“Oh, yeah, that was fun,” Carly giggled.

“Do you think we might get together again?”

“Yes, I’d like that.”

“Soon?”

“Yes,” she laughed again.

“Tonight?”

“Well, I’m afraid I’ve already got plans for tonight.”

“Oh.”  Tee was instantly deflated.

“I am free for lunch though.”

She brightened.  “May I take you to lunch then?”

“That would be very nice,” she agreed.  “Shall we meet somewhere?”

Tee fingered her business card.  “You’re downtown, right?”

“Yes, in Thanksgiving Tower.”

“How about meeting at Carmen’s?”

“Great.  Noon?”

“I’ll be there.”

“Good.  I’ve got to get back to work.  I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye.”  Tee hung up and grinned.  “High five me,” she said aloud and laughed.

***
[image: image]


Carly replaced the phone with a smile.  She hadn’t expected Tee to call so soon, but she was glad she had.  There was just something about her that drew Carly like a moth to a flame.  It wasn’t just that her high cheekbones and flawless skin made her runway model gorgeous.  It wasn’t the thick healthy blond hair dancing over her collar, her perfectly arched eyebrows, or her very full and kissable lips.  It wasn’t even the mesmerizing blue eyes that seemed to pull at Carly until she got lost in their depths.  It was something quite intangible, a presence she had about her.  She was tall and firmly muscled and...sexy as hell, Carly thought.  She seemed particularly comfortable in her skin as if she knew exactly whom she was and where she was going.  She was confident, and that alone was attractive enough.  She was abruptly brought back to the present when her phone rang.

“Matthews.”

“Ms Matthews, Mr. Hardin would like to see you this morning at your earliest convenience.”

“I’ll be right there,” she answered as she knew she was expected to.

“Excellent.  I’ll advise Mr. Hardin.”

Carly took a second to check her appearance before leaving her small office for the short elevator ride up to the floor where the partners had their offices.  On the way,  she wondered what on earth one of the founding partners could possible want with her.  By the time the elevator deposited her on the eighth floor she was more than a little nervous.  Junior attorneys were never to be seen above the sixth floor.  It just wasn’t done.  She frantically searched her memory for anything she possibly could have done wrong.  Was she billing enough hours?  That must be it, she thought.  She’d wrapped up her last case too quickly.  She’d filed the corporate papers with the SEC too fast or she’d forgotten something crucial.  It must be something devastating to have one of the partners summon her to his office.  She entered the outer office of Mr. Hardin and presented herself to his secretary, Mrs. Nolan.

“He’s waiting for you,” she said with a sniff of disdain.  Junior attorneys were not the sort of people she normally allowed near her boss and she made her feelings clear.  It was rumored Mrs. Nolan wielded almost as much power as her boss and woe be to the attorney that crossed her.  Carly swallowed and squared her shoulders before following Mrs. Nolan into the inner office.  “Ms Matthews, Mr. Hardin,” she intoned before backing out and closing the door behind her.  Carly stood where they’d stopped just a few feet into the huge office.  Her entire body was rigid with tension as she stood waiting for him to speak.  The office had full floor to ceiling windows on two sides and commanded a panoramic view of downtown Dallas.  Carly could see City Hall to the south from where she stood.

Mr. Hardin was watching her silently and finally spoke.  “Ms Matthews, please have a seat.”  He gestured her to an area to her left where a tasteful grouping of leather chairs was arranged around a low table.  He came from behind his massive desk and ushered her into one of the chairs before sitting opposite her.  He wore an obviously expensive suit of raw silk in a dark charcoal and while Carly had a fleeting thought that his tie was ugly, his Italian shoes were shined to a high gloss.  He could have been the poster child for the successful attorney of today.  “You’re probably wondering why I asked you to spare me a few minutes today,” he said with a smile.

“Yes sir,” she nodded.

He sat back in his chair and casually crossed one leg over the other.  “Our firm has been awarded a case from the district court.”  When she said nothing he continued. “As you know, the court will occasionally assign a case to a prominent law firm when their public defenders are backed up.  Of course,  our firm was happy to sign up for the odd case now and then.  We’re all for doing our part to aid the legal system whenever we can.  It just so happens we’ve been chosen this time.”  He noticed her raised eyebrow.  “We’ve been watching your progress, Ms Matthews, and I think you’d be an excellent choice to try this case.”

“Me, sir?”

“Yes,” he smiled.  “Don’t get too excited though.  It’s Pro Bono so there won’t be any billable hours, but I’m confident you’ll handle the case with your usual skill and expertise.”

“Of course, sir.”

“Just remember not to let your usual work for the firm suffer because of it.”

“Absolutely not, sir.  I can handle it,” she assured him.

“Fine,” he nodded.  “Great.”  He stood, and Carly scrambled to her feet.  “I knew we could count on you.”  He ushered her to his office door.  “Mrs. Nolan has the case file for you.  Good luck, Ms Matthews.”

“Thank you, sir.”  She wanted to say he had made the right choice, but she couldn’t get the words out, and the door quickly closed behind her.  She turned to Mrs. Nolan’s desk with confidence this time only to see her continued disapproval.  She simply handed her a file and turned back to her duties.

“Please keep me informed of your progress.”  It wasn’t keep Mr. Hardin informed, it was keep her informed.  A Pro Bono case meant they’d be getting no fee for their time and effort on the client’s behalf.  Evidently that meant it was not worth bothering the almighty Mr. Hardin.  Carly was undaunted.  It may only be a small Pro Bono case to them, but she’d do a good job, get their client off, and show them what a fantastic attorney she was.  She was smiling when she got to her floor again.

“Hey, Carly.”

She turned to find fellow attorney, Sharon Williams, coming down the hall.  “Hey, Sharon.”

“I hear you’ve been breathing the purified air on the eighth floor.”

Carly was not surprised news of her summons had already spread.  The firm’s grapevine was faster than a drunken celebrity’s internet video.  “Yeah,” she nodded.  “It was awe inspiring,” she joked.

“So what gives?  I heard they were giving you a criminal Pro Bono.”

“Yes,” she confirmed.  “No billable hours but I haven’t handled a criminal case before so it should be interesting.”

“Too bad.”  Sharon gave her a sympathetic look.  “I’m sure you won’t have to spend a lot of time on it though.  They won’t expect much anyway.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” Carly told her.  “It’s something else I can point to that I can do.”

“Honey, the boys don’t honestly care about that stuff.  They only care about billable hours.”

Carly shrugged.  She wasn’t going to let Sharon rain on her parade.  “We’ll see.”

“Hey, Terri and I are going to lunch together.  Want to join us?”

“You know I would normally, but I have a lunch date today.”

Sharon gave her a surprised look.  “Really?  Who with?”

“That woman from the bar Saturday night.”

“The blond from the dance floor?”

“Yeah,” Carly grinned.  “Her name is Tee.  She called me this morning.”

“Wow, she certainly moves fast.  Well, have fun.”  She waved as she walked off.

Carly settled behind her desk and opened the case file Mrs. Nolan had given her.  Maybe Sharon was right when she said the firm didn’t care about the case.  However, it was her case now, and she cared.  She spent the rest of the morning going over the details and planning her defense points.  She’d have to visit her new client at the Lew Sterrett jail on West Commerce also.  His name was Luis Alvarez and he was accused of operating a chop shop and selling stolen parts out of his used car lot, Beltwood Motors.  Her heart sank as she read through the file.  The evidence against him was overwhelming.  

She glanced at her watch and closed the file.  She needed to get going if she wanted to be on time for her lunch date with Tee.  She stuffed the file into her briefcase and left her office.  She checked in with the floor receptionist to say she was leaving the building and took the escalator down to the tunnel beneath her building.  The tunnel system ran under the Thanksgiving Tower on Elm Street up through Thanksgiving Square on Pacific Avenue and beyond.  From Pacific,  she would take the escalator up to street level and then walk only two blocks to Carmen’s Bistro.  It was a walk, but it was easier than driving and trying to find a parking space at noon in downtown Dallas.  There were many people who never knew about the tunnels under the city, but the occupants of the high-rise office buildings spent a lot of time in them.  There were office supply stores, copy shops, full restaurants as well as sandwich shops, express shipping niches, and retail stores.  There were weeks when Carly never felt the outside air during her workday, and in summer it was a blessing.  She entered Carmen’s just before noon and stopped inside the entrance to search the tables for her date.

Looking for someone special?”  Tee’s voice came from behind her, and she turned with a smile.

“Yes, someone very special.”

“Let’s get a table quick before the people behind us form a lethal mob mentality,” Tee grinned.

They followed their waitress to a table and accepted menus.  “You look great,” Carly said.  “How is your day going?”

“My day is going well, thank you,” Tee answered, thinking it had just gotten better from seeing her.  “How about yours?”

“I got a new case today.”

“Yeah?  Can you tell me about it?”

“It’s not anything exciting,” Carly hastily told her with a shrug.

“They can’t all be Perry Mason cases,” Tee said easily.  “Tell me.”

“It’s Pro Bono,” she said.  “That means we’re not even getting paid for it.”

“Does your firm handle a lot of those?”

“No.  We only get them when the court assigns us one.”

“And your firm gave it to you.”

“Yes.  Mr. Hardin called me into his office this morning and handed it off to me.”  She paused while their waitress took their order.  “My new client is accused of operating a chop shop and selling stolen goods.”  She continued at Tee’s nod.  “I just got the file, but it looks bad for him.”

“What’s his name?”

“I can’t tell you any specifics.  Sorry”

“I understand,” she nodded.  “You’ll do great,” Tee added with conviction.

“I don’t know,” Carly worried.  “I’ve never tried a criminal case before.

“But you know the law,” Tee said.

“Yes,” she nodded and laughed when Tee just kept smiling at her.  “I do know the law and I’m kind of looking forward to trying this case.”

“There you go,” Tee laughed with her.  “You just keep thinking about your client and you’ll be fine.”

“I am thinking about him,” she nodded, and some of her worry eased a little.  Their food came, and conversation went by the wayside while they ate.  “The problem is, it’s pretty evident my client is guilty,” she said finally.

Tee swallowed and took a sip of her drink.  “But he still needs someone to defend him.”

“Yes, he does,” she agreed.  “And I’ll defend him the best way I know how.”

“Damn straight,” Tee smiled across the table at her.

They finished lunch and Tee paid, adding a generous tip, before escorting Carly outside.

“Thanks for lunch, Tee.  It was great.”

“You’re welcome.”  Tee put her hands in the front pockets of her pants because she wanted to take Carly’s hand and knew she shouldn’t.  Not yet.  “What are you doing with the rest of your day?”

“I’m going down to the jail and meet my new client right now.”  She grinned at Tee.  “I probably shouldn’t be so happy about that though, huh?”

Tee laughed.  “Probably not.”  She did take Carly’s hand then and squeezed it gently.  “Will you call me later and let me know how it goes?”

Carly started to protest but saw she was serious and nodded.  It made her feel good to know Tee was interested in her work.  “I’ll call you tonight.”

“Before you go on your date,” Tee said with just the barest hint of a smile.

Carly looked guilty for a moment but reiterated, “I’ll call you tonight.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“I only have one question.”

“What’s that?”

“What’s your number?”

Tee laughed out loud.  “I’m sorry.  Do you have a piece of paper and a pen in your bag?”

“Why don’t I just put it in my phone?” Carly countered.  She extracted her phone and asked, “What’s your last name Tee?”

Tee hesitated for the briefest of moments before saying, “Reed.”  She waited until Carly had entered it and then gave her own cell phone number.

“Okay then, Ms Reed.  I’ll call you later.”

“Thanks.”  Tee reluctantly let her go and walked in the opposite direction.

She spent the rest of the afternoon in her office going over reports and operation issues.  It was the least enjoyable part of her job.  She’d rather be in one of the bars mixing drinks and talking to her customers.  Late in the afternoon, just as she was packing up to leave, her attorney called.

“Tee?”  Her assistant’s voice came over the intercom.

She sighed, and her shoulders slumped.  She’d almost made it out of the office.  “Yeah, Jane?”

“Mr. Carrington is on line two.”

“Okay, thanks.”  She reluctantly punched the button for line two and picked up the receiver.  “Hello, Paul.”

“Hey, Tee, I’m glad I caught you.”

“Just barely,” she said.  “What’s up?”


“I’ve got the contract for Tri-Star on my desk.  So far it looks like a good deal.”
“I’m still not sure about this, Paul.  I know bars and restaurants.  I don’t know air lines.”

“That’s why you have me, Tee,” he told her.  “This is an investment only.  Keep that in mind.  You don’t have to know how to run a charter air line.”

“I’m just not used to owning such a big piece of a company that I don’t manage.”

“I know,” he replied, and she could hear him sigh.  “Trust me.  I won’t let you get into anything that isn’t a solid investment.”

“I do trust you, Paul,” she said.  “It’s just something I’m not comfortable with yet.”

“That’s why I’m calling.  I’ll undoubtedly finish the papers this week so be prepared to sign soon.  Okay?”

“Yeah, okay.”

He laughed.  “Look at it this way, from now on you get to fly free.  It’s part of the deal.”

“I’ll try to keep that in mind,” she laughed.  “Have a good evening, Paul, and tell Wayne hello.”

“I’ll talk to you later in the week.”
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Chapter Four
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Tee was using a hand sander on a piece of teak when her cell phone rang.  She was renovating a building she owned just off Parry Street next to the Fire Fighters Museum in Dallas.  Many of the older warehouses in the area had been vacant for years but since the arrival of the DART rail system the area was becoming re-populated with new business.  She bought the warehouse before the renewal and lived on the third floor while doing the remodeling herself.  She liked working with her hands.  It relaxed her to take a raw piece of lumber and make it into something of beauty that was also functional.  Therefore, while she lived like a broke college student with only the bare essentials for the first year, she now had a beautiful home on the second floor.  She’d hired out the electrical and the plumbing but everything else she’d done herself.  She installed tile floors, a wood burning fireplace, all new appliances, and a lighting and sound system that was on a level with any great club.  She’d made her own bedroom furniture and her walk-in closet was resplendent with every imaginable convenience.

She put the sander down and dusted her hands on the butt of her jeans before picking up her cell phone from the workbench.

“Hello?”

“Hi.”

Tee smiled.  It was Carly.  “You called.”

“I said I would,” she chided her.

“Yes, you did.”  Tee leaned a hip against a sawhorse.  “How did your visit to the jail go?”

“It’s so loud in there!  I think that alone would keep me from committing a crime.”

Tee laughed.  “Yeah, but I don’t think anybody in there thought about that.”

“No, I guess not.  I had a nice interview with my client though.”

“Will he get out on bail?”

“He says his cousin is working on it.”

“I wish you luck.”

“Thanks.”

“Listen, I thoroughly enjoyed our lunch today.  Do you think I can talk you into dinner next time?”

“I enjoyed lunch too,” Carly said, and her voice was soft and silky now.

“May I take you to dinner then?” Tee asked just as softly.  “Please?”

“I’d like that,” Carly admitted.  Tee’s rich contralto voice, even on the phone, would have had her saying yes to almost anything.  

“When?” Tee asked immediately.

Carly laughed, delighted.  “I’m free Friday night.”

“Friday night it is,” Tee stated.  Her heart rate was soaring at the prospect.  “Where would you like to go?”

“Hmmm,” she mused over the line.  “I think you should just surprise me.  That way I can get an idea of your tastes.”

I’d like to taste you, Tee thought instantly, and her body grew warm with the image.  “I’ll take you somewhere special then.”

“It doesn’t have to be special,” she protested.

Tee smiled into her phone.  “Maybe just some nachos and a few margaritas then.”

“Oh, you are smooth,” she laughed. “I’m going to have to keep my eye on you.”

“Shall I pick you up at seven o’clock?”  Tee sidestepped the comment.  It wasn’t the first time a woman had called her that.

“Seven would be fine.”

“Great.”  Tee smiled into the phone.  “I’ll call you later this week.  I don’t think I can wait until Friday night to speak to you again.”

“Uh huh,” Carly said with amusement.  “I’ll talk to you later then.”

“Okay.  Goodnight Carly.”  Tee’s voice was a caress across Carly’s ear.

“Goodnight,” she managed to croak out.  Lord, this woman was making her hot with just her voice.  What the hell would it be like to have her hands on her—again?  Her mind replayed the dance they’d shared last weekend.  She’d almost come in her jeans by the time it had ended.  Tee Reed was one sexy woman.  She couldn’t wait until Friday.
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Chapter Five
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Carly absently picked up the phone on her desk and pressed it to her ear.  It was an internal call, so she wasn’t surprised to hear her fellow attorney, Sharon Williams, on the other end.

“Hey, kiddo, are you free for lunch?  Terri, Suzanne, and I are going down to Campo’s.”

“Yeah, that sounds good.  When?”

“One o’clock?”

“Perfect.  That will give me time to finish up a few things first.”

Carly replaced the phone and continued to enter her notes into the case file on her computer.  Luis Alvarez had claimed he was not the owner of the business, but had only been carrying out the orders of his boss.  She now knew he was telling the truth about not owning Beltwood Motors.  She had spent the week tracking down the real owner.  She had to wade through the corporate papers of one shell company after another until finally uncovering the man behind the curtain—Mr. Juan Torres.  It gave her a thrill when she had unraveled the puzzle and was finally able to figure it all out.  Mr. Torres owned a car wash, an express oil change business, and the used car lot where Luis worked.  In each case,  there were several layers between him and the actual operations managers.  He kept himself in the shadows and Carly knew it was a good way for him to claim no knowledge of the criminal activities being conducted on the premises.  But she had him now.  She had him in her sights, and it was just a matter of time before she nailed him.  She was smiling as she saved the case file.  She was jazzed.

She met Terri and Sharon in the foyer at the elevators, and Suzanne joined them just as the doors opened on their floor.  While Terri and Sharon had been at the firm for over two years, Suzanne was the most senior of them all.  Carly was the baby of the group and always welcomed any tips or tricks the others could share with her.  Suzanne was a brunette like Carly but taller, and she carried herself with the air of success and dignity that only came with experience.  She gave them all a smile as she followed them into the elevator.  She raked her eyes over Carly with barely concealed lust before she turned to face the doors as they closed.  

“So, Carly, I hear you’re about to wrap up that Pro Bono case.  Mr. Hardin will be pleased.”  Suzanne gave her a smile as they were seated at the restaurant.

Carly took a sip of water to give herself a little time.  She wanted to ask how she knew that.  She wanted to say she had heard wrong.  She wanted to tell her what she had discovered about the ghost owner, Mr. Torres.  She did none of those things.  She needed to keep the case to herself.  She shrugged and smiled back at Suzanne.

“I hope he is pleased
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